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GATEWAY TO DARKNESS

THERE WAS this Crag, and he was a thief and a smuggler and a murderer. Hed been a spaceman
once and he had a metal hand and a permanent sguint to show for it. Those, and a taste for exotic liquors
and a gtrong disndi-nation for work. Especidly as he would have had to work a week to buy one amdl
jigger of even the cheapest of the fluids that were the only things that made life worthwhile to him. At
anything he was qudified to do, that is, except seding, Snuggling and murder. These paid well.

He had no business in Albuquerque, but he got around. And that time they caught him. It was for
something he hadn't done, but they had proof that he did it. Proof enough to send him to the pend colony
of Cdligto, which he wouldn't have minded too much, or to send him to the psycher, which he would
have minded very much indeed.

He sat on the bed in his cdll and worried about it, and about the fact that he needed a drink. The two
worries went together, in a way. If they sent him to the psycher, hed never want a drink again, and he
wanted to want a drink.

The psycher was pretty bad. They used it only in extreme cases, partly because they hadn't perfected
it yet. Sometimes—dtatigticaly about one time out of nine—it drove its subject crazy, stark raving crazy.



The eght times out of nine that it worked, it was worse. It adjusted you; it made you normd. And in the
processit killed your memories, the good ones as wdl as the bad ones, and you started from scratch.

Y ou remembered how to talk and feed yoursalf and how to use a dipstick or play a flute—if, thet is,
you knew how to use adipgtick or play aflute before you went to the psycher. But you didn't remember
your name unless they told you. And you didn't remember the time you were tortured for three days and
two nights on Venus before the rest of the crew found you and took you away from the animated
vegetables who didn't like meet in any form and especidly in human form. You didn't remember the time
you were spacemad, the time you went nine days without water, the time—waell, you didn't remember
anything that had ever happened to you.

Not even the good things

You started from scratch, a different person. And Crag thought he wouldn't mind dying, particularly,
but he didn't want his body to keep on waking around afterwards, animated by a well-adjusted stranger,
who just wouldn't be he.

S0 he paced up and down his cdl and made up his mind that hed at least try to kill himsdf before
hed let them strap him into the psycher chair, if it came to that.

He hoped that he could do it. He had a lethd weapon with him, the only one he ever carried, but it
would be difficult to use on himsdf. Oh, it could be done if he had the guts; but it takes plenty of guts to
kill yoursdf with a bludgeon, even so efficient a one as his metd hand. Looking at that hand, though it
was obvioudy of meta, no one ever guessed that it weighed twelve pounds insteed of a few ounces. The
outsde layer was Alloy G, a fraction of the weight of magnesum, not much heavier, in fact, than basa
wood. And ance you couldn't mistake the appearance of Alloy G, nobody ever suspected that under it
was sed for srength and under the sted lead for weight. It wasn't a hand you'd want to be dapped in
the face with. But long practice and the development of strength in his left am enabled him to carry it as
caaudly as though it weighed the three or four ounces you'd ex-pect it to weigh.

He quit pacing and went to the window and stood looking down at the huge spranling dty of
Albuquerque, capitd of SW Sector of North America, third largest city in the world snce it had become
the number one spaceport of the Western Hemisphere.

The window wasn't barred but the transparent plagtic of the pane was tough suff. Still, he thought he
could hatter through it with one hand, if that hand were his left one. But he could only commit suicide that
way. There was a sheer drop of thirty stories from this, the top floor of the SW Sector Capitol Building.

For a moment he considered it and then he remem-bered that it was only probable, not certain, that
they'd send him to the psycher. The Cdlisto pend colony-well, that wasn't so good, ether, but there was
adways a least a remote chance of escape from Calisto. Enough of a chance that he wouldn't jump out of
any thirtieth-story windows to avoid going there. Maybe not even to avoid daying there.

But if he had a chance, after being ordered to the psycher, it would be an easier way of killing himsdf
then the one hed thought of fird.

A voice behind him said, "Y our trid has been cdled for fourteen-ten. That is ten minutes from now. Be
ready.’

He turned around and looked at the grille in the wall from which the mechanica voice had come. He
made a raspberry sound a the grillenot that it did any good, for it was drictly a one-way
communicator-and turned back to the window.

He hated it, that sorawling corrupt city out there, scene of intrigue-as were dl other cities-between the
Guilds and the Gilded. Palitics rampant upon afidd of muck, and everybody, except the leaders, caught
inthe middle. He hated Earth; he wondered why held come back to it thistime.

After awnhile the voice behind him said, "Y our door is now unlocked. Y ou will proceed to the end of
the corridor outside it, where you will meet the guards who will escort you to the proper room.”

He caught the distant Slver flash of a spaceship com-ing in; he waited a few seconds until it was out of
gght behind the buildings He didn't wait any longer then that because he knew this was a test. He'd
heard of it from others who'd been here. You could st and wait for the guards to come and get you, or
you could obey the command of the speaker and go to meet them. If you ignored the order and made
them come to you, it showed you were not adjusted; it was a point againg you when the time came for



your sentence.

So he went out into the corridor and aong it; there was only one way to go. A hundred yards dong
the cor-ridor two uniformed guards were waiting near an auto-matic door. They were armed with
holstered hesters.

He didn't speak to them, nor they to him. He fdl in between them and the door opened by itsdf as
they ap-proached it. He knew it wouldn't have opened for him aone. He knew, too, that he could essly
take both of them before ether could draw a heater. A backhand blow to the guard on hisleft and then a
quick swing across to the other one.

But getting down those thirty stories to the street would be something else again. A chance in amillion,
with dl the safeguards between here and there.

So he walked between them down the ramp to the floor below and to the door of one of the rooms
on that floor. And through the door.

He was the lagt ariva, if you didn't count the two guards who came in after him. The others were
waiting. The gx jurors in the box; of whom three would be Guilders and three Gilded. The two
attorneys-one of whom had talked to him yesterday in his cdl and had told hm how hopeless things
looked. The operator of the recording machine. And the judge.

He glanced at the judge and dmost let an expression of surprise show on his face. The judge was Jon
Olliver.

Crag quickly looked away. He wondered what the great Jon Olliver was doing here, judging an
unimpor-tant aimind case. Jon Olliver was a great man, one of the few statesmen, as againg paliticians,
of the entire System. Six months ago Olliver had been the Guild candi-date for Coordinator of North
America. HEd lost the dection, but surdy he would have retained a more im-portant niche for himsdf, in
the party if not in the gov-ernment, than an ordinary crimind judge's job.

True, Olliver had started his palitical career as ajudge; four years ago hed been on the bench the one
previous time Crag had been arrested and tried. The evidence had, that time, been inauffident and the
jury had freed him. But he ill remembered the blistering jeremiad Olliver had ddlivered to him afterward,
in the private conversartion between judge and accused that was customary whether the latter was
convicted or acquitted.

Ever since, Crag had hated Jon Olliver as aman, and had admired him as a judge and as a Satesman,
after Olliver had gone into politics and had so nearly been eected Coordinator.

But Coordinator was the highest pogtion to which any man could aspire. The only authority higher
was the Council of Coordinators, made up of seven Coordinators of Earth and four from the planets, one
from each mgor planet inhabited by the human race. The Council of Coordinators was the ultimae
authority in the Solar System, which, since interstdlar travel looked a long way off, meant the ultimate
authority in the known-to-be--inhabited universe. So it seemed dmog incredible to Crag that a men
who'd dmaost been a Coordinator should now, in the 9x months since his candidacy, have dropped back
down to the unimportant job he'd held five years ago. But that was politics for you, he thought, in this
corrupt age; an honest man didn't have a chance.

No more of a chance than he was going to have againg this frameup the police had rigged againg him.

Thetrid started and he knew he'd been right. The evidence was there-on recording tapes; there were
no witnesses-and it proved him completdy guilty. It was fdse, but it sounded true. It took only ten
minutes or o to run it off. The prosecuting attorney took no longer; he didn't have to. His own attorney
made a weak and fumbling-but possibly sincere-effort to digprove the gpparently obvious.

And that was that. The jury went out and stayed dl of a minute, and came back. The defendant was
found guilty as charged.

Judge Jon Olliver said briefly, "Indeterminate sen-tence on Caligo.”

The technician shut off the recording machine; the trid was over.

Crag let nothing show on his face, dthough there was rdief in his mind that it had not been the
psycher. Not too much relief; hed have killed himsdf if it had been, and death wasn't much worse than
life on Cdligo. And he knew that indeterminate sentence on Cadliso meant life sentence-unless he



volunteered to be psyched. That was what an indeterminate sentence redly meant; it gave the convicted
his choice between alife sentence and the psycher.

A sgnd from the judge and the others began to leave. Crag did not move; he knew without being told
that he was expected to walit for the cusomary private conversation with the judge. That dways came
ater the sentencing and, in very rare cases, could make a change in the sentence. Sometimes, but not
often, after private conversation with a prisoner a judge lessened or increased the sentence; he had
power to do so up to twenty-four hours after his origind pronouncement.

It was optiond with the judge whether the guards re-mained; if he thought there was a posshbility of
the prisoner attempting physica violence, he could have them remain, with heaters ready, but back out of
hearing range in a far corner of the room. That was wha Olliver had done the last tune Crag had
appeared before him, after the acquittal. Undoubtedly it was because he had recognized the violence in
Crag and had feared to provoke him by the things he was going to say.

But thistime Oliver Sgnded to the guards to leave the room with the others,

Crag stepped forward. He thought, 1 can reach across that bench and kill him easily. He was
tempted, smply by how easy it would be, even though he knew that it would mean the psycher-or his
own private dternative.

Olliver said, "Don't do it, Crag.”

Crag didn't answer. He didn't intend to, unless he found himsdf provoked beyond endurance by what
he was going to have to hear. But he knew the best way to handle one of these interviews was to keep it
grictly a one-way conversation by refusng to tak back. Silence might annoy Olliver, but it would not
annoy him suffi-ciently to make him increase the sentence. And nothing he could say would make Olliver
lessenit.

"Youd be sorry if you did, Crag. Because I'mnot go-ing to ride you this time. In fact, I'm going to
make you a propostion.”

What kind of a propostion, Crag wondered, could a judge want to make to a man hed jus
sentenced to life on Cdlisto? But he didn't ask; he waited.

Olliver amiled. His face was handsome when he amiled.

He leaned forward across the bench. He said softly, "Crag, how would you like your freedom, and a
million credits?

CHAPTER TWO: ESCAPE TO DANGER

CRAG sad hoarsdly, "You're kidding. And if you are-’

He mugt have swayed forward or, without knowing it, started to lift his hand, for Olliver jerked back
and his face was a bit white as he said "Dont" again, thistime sharply.

And he went on, fagt: "I'm not-kidding, Crag. A million credits, enough to keep you drunk the rest of
your life. Freedom. And a chance to help humanity, to null the human race out of the bog into which it has
aunk in this period of mankind's decadence. A rare chance, Crag."

Crag said, "Save that for your speeches, Judge. The hdl with humanity. But I'll settle for my freedom
and amillion. One thing, though. Thistrid was a frameup. | didn't do it. Wasit your frameup?'

Olliver shook his head dowly. He said, 'No, not mine. But | rather suspected it was framed. The
evidence was too good. You don't leave evidence like that, do you, Crag?'

Crag didn't bother to answer that. He asked, "Who did it, then?"

"The palice, | imagine. There's an dection coming up-and the Commissioner's office is dective. A few
con-victions like yourswill look good on the records. Y ou're pretty wel known, Crag, in spite of the fact
that theres never been a conviction agang you. The newscasts from the stations on the Gilded sde are
gaing to give Com-missioner Green plenty of credit for getting you.”

It sounded logical. Crag said, "I know what I'm going to do with part of my freedom, then.”

Olliver's voice was sharp again. "Not until after, Crag. | don't care what you do-after the job | want
you to do for me. You agree to that?'

Crag shrugged. "Okay. What's the job? He didnt redlly care whét it was, or even how risky it was.



For the difference between life on Cdliso and freedom and a million, he couldn't think of anything he
wouldn't do. Hed try it even if there was one chance in a thousand of his pulling it off and saying dive.

Olliver said, Thisisn't thetime or place to tdl you about it; we shouldn't talk too long. Youll be a free
men when we talk. That much comes firgt. The million comes afterwards, if you succeed.”

"And if | turn down the job after you've let me go?’

“l don't think you will. It's not an easy one, but | don't think youll turn it down for a million, even if
you're adready free. And there might be more for you in it than just money-but we won' tak about that
unless you succeed. Fair enough?’

"Fair enough. But-1 want to be sure about this fram-ing business. Do you meen to tdl me it was just
coinci-dence that you wanted me to do something for you and that | got framed and you sat on the case?

Olliver amiled again. "It's asmdl world, Crag. And it's partly a coincidence, but not as much of a one
asyou think. Firgt, you're not the only man in the system that could do what 1 want done. *You're one of
severd | had in mind. Possibly the best, I'l give you that. | was wondering how to contact one of you.
And | saw your name on the docket and requested to St on the case. You should know enough about
law to know that a judge can ask to St on a caseif he has had previous experience with the accused.”

Crag nodded. That was true, and it made sense.

Olliver said, "But to brass tacks, we shouldn't be tak-ing much longer then this. | don't want any
suspicion to attach to me when you escape.”

"Excape?’

"Of course. You were judged guilty, Crag, and on strong evidence. | couldn't possibly free you legdly;
| couldn't even have given you a lighter sentence then | did. If | freed you now, you I'd he impeached.
But I-or perhaps | should say we-can arrange for you to escape. Today, shortly after you're returned to
your cell to awalit transportation to Calisto.”

"Who's we?" Crag asked.

"A new political party, Crag, that's going to bring this world-the whole System-out of the degradation
into which it has sunk. It's going to end the bribery and cor-ruption. It's going to take us back to
old-fashioned de-mocracy by ending the deadlock between the Guilds and the Syndicates. It's going to
be a middle-of-the-road party. "We're going to bring honest government back and-he stopped and
grinned boyishly. "I didn't mean to start a lecture. In which | suppose you aren't interested anyway. We
cdl oursdves the Cooperationists.”

"Y ou're working under cover?"

"For the present. Not much longer. In afew months we come into the open, in time to start gathering
support-votes-for the next eections.” He made a sudden im-patient gesture. "But I'll tdl you dl this later,
when we're at leisure. Right now the important thing is your escape.

"Youll he taken back to your cdl when | give the sgnd tha we're through taking. Il put on the
record that you were intrandgent and unrepentant and that | am making no modification of your sentence.
Within an hour from your return, arrangements for your escape will be made and youll be told what to
do."

"Told how?'

"By the speaker in your cdl. They're on private, tap-proof circuits. A member of the party has access
to them. Smply follow ingtructions and youll be free by seventeen hours.”

"And then? If | dill want to earn the million?

"Come to my house. It's listed; you can get the address when you need it. Be there at twenty-two.

"It's guarded?’ Crag asked. He knew that houses of most important politica figures were.

"Yes. And I'mnot going to tdl the guards to let you in. They're not party members. | think they'rein
the pay of the opposition, but that's dl right with me. | use them to dlay suspicion.”

"How do | get past them, then?'

Olliver said, "If you can't do that, without help or advice from me, then you're not the man | think you
are, Crag and you're not the man | want. But don't kill un-less you have to. | don' like violence, unless
it's abso-lutdly necessary and in agood cause. | don't like it even then, but-"

He glanced at hiswrigt watch and then reached out and put his fingers on a button on one sde of the



bench. He asked, "Agreed?' and as Crag nodded, he pushed the button.

The two guards came back in. Oliver said, "Return the prisoner to hiscdl.”

One on each sde of him, they led him back up the ramp to the floor above and escorted him dl the
way to hiscdl.

The door clanged. Crag sat down on the bed and tried to puzzle things out. He wasn't modest enough
about his particular talents to wonder why Olliver had chosen him if he had a dirty job to be done. But he
was curious what dirty job aman like Olliver would have to offer. If there was an honest and fair man in
politics, Olliver was that man. It must be something of overwheming impor-tance if Olliver was sacrificing
his principles to expediency.

Widl, he, Crag, catanly had nothing to lose, whether he trusted Olliver's matives or not. And he
thought he trusted them.

He went back to the window and stood there looking down at the teeming city, thinking with wonder
how greatly his fortunes had changed in the brief space of an hour and a hdf. That long ago hed stood
here like this and wondered whether to batter through the plagtic pane and throw himsdf from the
window. Now he was not only to be free but to have a chance a more money than held ever hoped to
seein one Um.

When an hour was nearly up, he went over and stood by the speaker grille so he would not miss
anything that came over it. One cannot ask questions over a one-way communicator, and held have to
get every word the firg time.

It was wdl that he did. The voice, when it came, was soft-and it was a woman's voice. From the
window he could have heard it, but might have missed part of the message. "I have just moved the switch
thet unlocks your cdl door,” the voice said. ‘Leave your cdl and walk as you did on your way to the
courtroom. | will meet you at the portd, a the place where two guards met you before."”

The cdl door was unlocked, dl right. He went through it and aong the corridor.

A woman waited for him. She was beautiful; not even the severe cosume of a technician could
completdy con-ced the soft, lush curves of her body; not even the fact that she wore horn-rimmed
spectacles and was com-pletely without makeup could detract from the beauty of her face. Her eyes
even through glass, were the darkest, deepest blue he had ever seen, and her hair-what showed of it
beneeth the technician's beret-was burnished copper.

He stared a her as he came near. And hated her, partly because she was a woman and partly
because she was s0 beautiful. But mogtly because her hair was ex-actly the same color as Leds had
been.

She held out alitle metd bar. "Take this” she told him. "Put it in your pocket. It's radioactive; without
it or without a guard with you who has one, every porta here is a death-trap.”

‘I know," he said shortly.

A paper, folded smdl, was next. "A diagram,” she said, "showing you a way out aong which, if you're
lucky, youll encounter no guards. In case you do-"

A pocket-size heater was the next offering, but he shook his head at that. "Don't want it," he told her.
Dont need it.’

She put the gun back into her own pocket without protest, dmost as though she had expected him to
refuseit.

"One morething," she said. "A vigtor's badge. It won't help you on the upper three leves, but below
that, it will keep anyone from asking you questions.”

He took that, and put it on right away.

"Anything else?"

"Only this. Ten yards ahead, to your right, is a lavartory. Go in there and lock the door. Memorize this
dia-gram thoroughly and then destroy it. And remember that if you're caught, it will do no good to tdl the
truth; your word won't mean a thing againgt-you know whose."

He amiled grimly. ‘1 won't be caught,” he assured her. 'I might he killed, but | won't be caught.”

Thar eyes locked for a second, and then she turned quickly without speaking again and went through
adoor behind her.



He went on adong the corridor, through the porta. In the lavatory he memorized the diagram quickly
but thor-oughly and then destroyed it. He had nothing to lose by following orders implicitly.

There was another portal before he came to the ramp. The radioactive bar she'd given him prevented
whatever deathtrap it concealed from operating.

He made the twenty-ninth level and the twenty-eghth without having met anyone. The next one, the
twenty-seventh, would be the crucid one; the firg of the three floors of cels and courtrooms. Despite
that diagram, he didn't believe that there wouldn't be a least one guard between that floor and the one
below, the top floor to which eevators went and the public-with vistor's per-mits-was alowed.

The ramp ended at the twenty-seventh floor. He had to go out into the corridor there, and to another
ramp that led to the floor below. He fdt sure there would be a guard at the door that led from the end of
that ramp to freedom. And there was. He walked very quietly down the ramp. There was a sharp turn at
the bottom of it and he peered around the turn cautioudy. A guard was sit-ting there at the door, dl right.

He amiled grimly. Either Olliver or the woman tech-nician mugt have known the guard was there. It
was only common sense that thered be a guard a that crucid point, in addition to any deathtrap thet
might be in the door itsdf. Olliver didn't want him-unless he was good enough to do at least part of his
own jallbresking.

And, of dl things, to have offered him a heater-gun. That would redly have been fatd. There, right
over the guard's head, was a hemisphericd blister on the wal that could only be a thermocouple, set to
gve off an dam a any sharp increase in temperature. A heater ray, whether fired by or a a guard,
would give an immediate darm that would dert the whole building and stop the eevatorsin ther shafts. A
fat lot of good that heater would have done him, and the gorgeous technician who'd offered it to him must
have known that.

Crag studied the guard. A big, brutish man, the kind who would firefirg and ask quegtions afterward,
despite the visitor's badge Crag wore. And there was a hester in the guard's hand, lying ready in his lap.
With a different type of man, or even with a ready-to-shoot type with a holstered hesater, Crag could
have made the 9x paces. But, with this guard, he didn't dare risk it.

He stepped back and quickly unstrapped the twelve-pound hand from his wrist and held it in his right
hand. He stepped into sght, pulling back hisright arm as he did so.

The guard looked up-Crag hadn't even tried to be slent-and started to raise the heater. It was amog,
but not quite, pointed at Crag when the heavy atificid hand struck him full in the face. He never pulled
the trigger of the heater. Hed never pull atrigger again.

Crag walked to him and got his hand back, strapping it on again quickly. He picked up the guard's
heeter, ddiberately handing it by the barrel to get his finger-prints on it. They'd know who killed the
guard anyway-and held rather have them wonder how hed taken the guard's own wegpon away from
hm and bashed his face in with it than have them guess how he had killed the guard. That method of
killing was part of his stock in trade. A trade secret. Whenever he killed with it and there was time
afterwards, he left evidence in the form of some other heavy blunt insrument that the police would think
hed been used.

He went through the door, usng the key that had hung from the guard's belt, and whatever death-trap
hed been in the portal of it didn't operate. He could thank the girl technician for that much, anyway.
She-or Olliver-had given him afar break, knowing that without that radioactive bar, it would have been
amog impos-sble for im to escape. Y es, they'd given him afar chance.

Even if she hadn't told him to get rid of the bar here and now. It would have been had if he hadn't
known that, outside of the sacred precincts, those bars sometimes worked in reverse and set off darms
inelevators or a the street entrance. The guards never carried theirs below the twenty-axth levd. So he
got rid of the bar in a waste receptacle by the devator shefts before he rang for an eevator. The waste
receptacle might concelvably have been booby-trapped for radioactive bars. But he took a chance
because he didn't want to put it down in plan sght. No aarm went off.

A few minutes later he was safdly on the street, logt in the crowd and reasonably safe from pursiit.

A clock told him that it was now Sixteen o'clock; he had 9x hours before his appointment with Olliver.



But he wasn't going to wait until twenty-two; the police might expect him to go to Olliver's house-not for
the red reason he was going there, but to avenge himsdf on the judge who had sentenced him. As soon
as he was missed, that house would be watched more dosdly then it was now. That was only common
sense.

He looked up the address and took an autocab to within two blocks of it. He scouted on foot and
spotted two guards, one at the front and one a the back. It would have been easy to kill ether of them,
but that would have defeated his purpose. It would definitdy have fo-cused the search for him on
Olliver's house.

Getting into the house to hide would be equdly dan-gerous; before they posted additiond guards
they'd search thoroughly.

The house next door was the answer; it was the same height and the roofs were only ten feet apart.
And it wasn't guarded. But hed better get in now. Later there might be a cordon around the whole
block.

He took atiny picklock out of the strap of his artifi-cid hand: a bent wire as large as a smdl hairpin
but as strong as a sted rod; and let himsdlf in the door as casu-dly as a returning householder would use
hiskey. There were sounds at the back of the house, but he drew no attention as he went quietly up the
dairs. He found the way out to the roof but didn't use it yet. Instead, he hid himsdf in the closet of what
seemed to be an extra, unused bedroom.

He waited out five hours there, until it was dmost twenty-two o'clock, and then let himsdf out on the
roof. Beng careful not to slhouette himsdf, he looked down and around. There were a least a dozen
more vehides parked on the street before Olliver's house and in the dley back of it than there should
have been in a neigh-borhood like this one. The place was being watched, and closdly.

The big danger was being seen during the jump from one roof to the next. But gpparently no one saw
him, and he landed lightly, as an acrobat lands. The sound he made might have been heard in the upgairs
room im-mediately below him, but no farther. His picklock let him in the door from the roof to the dairs
and a the foot of them, the second floor, he waited for two or three min-utes until utter silence convinced
him there was no one on that floor.

He heard fant voices as he went down the next flight of steps to the firg floor. One voice was
Olliver's and the other that of a woman. He listened outside the door and when, after a while, hed heard
no other voices, he opened it and walked in.

Jon Olliver was seated behind a massve mahogany desk. For once, as he saw Crag, his poker face
dipped. There was surprisein his eyes aswdl asin hisvoice as he said, "How in Heaven's name did you
make it, Crag? | quit expecting you after | found the search was center-ing here. | thought you'd get in
touch with me later, if at dl."

Crag was looking at the woman. She was the techni-cian who had given him his start toward freedom
that afternoon. At leest her features were the same. But she didnt wear the glasses now, and the
technician's cap didn't hide the blazing glory of her hair. And, dthough the severe uniform sheld worn that
afternoon hadn't hidden the voluptuousness of her figure, the gown she wore now accentuated every line
of it. In the latest style, bare-midriffed, there was only a wisp of materid above the waist. And the long
skirt fitted her hips and thighs as a shesth fits a sword.

She was unbdievably beautiful.

She amiled at Crag, but spoke to Olliver. She said, "What does it matter how he got here, Jon? | told
you héld come.”

Crag pulled his eyes away from her with an effort and looked at Olliver.

Olliver amiled too, now. He looked big and blond and handsome, like his campaign portraits.

He said, "l suppose that's right, Crag. It doesn't matter how you got here. And there's no use taking
about the past. Well get to brass tacks. But let's get one more thing straight, firgt-an introduction.”

He indined his head toward the woman standing beside the desk. "Crag, Evadne. My wife"

CHAPTER THREE: EVADNI



CRAG amog laughed. It was the firg time Olliver had been stupid. To think-Well, it didn't matter.
Heig-nored it.

"Are we through horang around now?" he asked.

Apparently Olliver either didn't recognize the archaic expresson or didn't know wha Crag meant by
it. He raised his eyebrows. "Wha do you mean, Crag?’

"Making me take unnecessary risks just to show you how good | am.”

"Oh, that. Y es, were through horsing around. Pull up a chair, Crag. You st down too, Evadne.”

When they were comfortable, Olliver said, "Firgt the background, Crag. You know the generd
politica stuation, but from the outside you probably don't know how bad it is”

"I know enough,” Crag said.

"A two-party system, but both crooked. The only fortunate thing is the reasonably close baance of
power between them. The Guilds-powerful organizations that evolved out of the workmen's unions of half
a dozen centuries ago, pitted agang the Syndicates-the Gilded-ruthless groups of capitdigs and thar
resctionary satdl-lites. The Guilds usng intimidation as their weagpon and the Gilded usng bribery. Each
group honeycombed with spies of the other-"

"l know dl that."

"Of course. A third party, a middle-of-the-road one, is now being organized, under cover. We must
get a cer-tain amount of capitd and of power before we can come out into the open.” He amiled. "Or
theyll dap us down before we get redly Started.”

"All I want to know," said Crag, "iswhat you want meto do. Y ou can skip the build-up.”

"All right. A certain man has a certain invention. He doesn't know it's vaduable. | do. With tha
invention, our party could have unlimited funds. Billions Weve raised a war chest of severd million
among ourselves adready. But it isnt enough. A party, these days, needs billions”

"Sounds smple” Crag said, "but have you offered the inventor the million you offered me?"

"He won't sl a any price. For one thing, he's immensdy wedthy adready, and a million wouldn't
mean anything to him. For another, the thing isincdentaly a weapon and it would be illegd for him to <l
it

"What do you mean, incidentally aweapon?’ Crag looked a him narrowly.

"That's its primary purpose, whét it was made to be. But it's not a very efficdent weapon; it kills, but it
takes too long. It takes seconds, and whoever you killed with it could get you before he died. And the
rangeisvery limited.

‘Its red importance, which he does not redize, liesin a by-product of its action.”

Crag sad, "All right, that part's none of my business. But tdl me who and where the guy lives and
what I'm looking for.”

Olliver said, "When the times comes, youll get the details. Something comes fird-for your protection
and mine. You wont be able to do this job right if you're wanted by the police, being hunted. For one
thing, itsnot on Earth. And you know-or should-how tough it is to get off Earth if the police are looking
for you."

"Tough, but it can be done.”

"Sill, an unnecessary risk. And anyway, | promised you your freedom as part of this ded. | meant
your full freedom, not as a hunted man.’

"And how do you expect to swing that?" Crag asked.

"With Evadne's hdp. She'sa psycher technician.”

Crag turned and looked at her again. It didn't make him like her any better, but it did surprise him. To
be a psycher technician you had to have a degree in psychiatry and another in eectronics. To look a
Evadne you wouldn't think of degrees, unless they were degrees of your own temperature.

Olliver said, "Now don't get excited, Crag, when | tdl you that I'm going to send you-with your
consent-to the psycher. It1l be a short-circuited one, with Evadne running it; it won't have any effect on
you a dl. But Evadne will certify you as adjusted.”

Crag frowned. "How do | know the machine will be shorted?

"Why would we cross you up on it, Crag? It would defeat our own purpose. If you were adjusted,



you wouldn't do thisjob for me-or want to.’

Crag glanced at the woman. She said, "You can trust me, Crag, that far.

It was a funny way of putting it and, possibly for thet reason, he beieved her. It seemed worth the
gamble. If they thought held been through the psycher, he redlly would be free. Free to go anywhere, do
anything. And otherwise held be hunted the rest of his life if he was ever picked up for the dightest dip
hed be identified a once and sent to the psycher as an escaped convict. And without a psycher
technician to render it useless.

Olliver was saying, 'It's the only way, Crag. By tomorrow noon youll be a free man and can return
here openly. I'll hire you-presumably to drive my autocar and my space cruiser-and keep you here until
it'stime to do thelittle job for me. Which will be in about a week.”

Crag decided quickly. He said, ‘It'sadeal. Do | go out and give mysdf up?'

Olliver opened a drawer of the big desk and took out a needle gun. He said, "There's a better way.
Safer, that is. You killed a guard, you know, and they might shoot instead of capturing you if you went
out of here. I'l bring them in instead, and I'll have you dready captured. You came here to kill me, and |
captured you: They won't dare to shoot you then.”

Crag nodded, and backed up againg the wadl, his hands raised.

Olliver said, "Go and bring them in, my dear,” to Evadne.

Crag's eyes followed her as she went to the door. Then they returned to Olliver's. Olliver had raised
the needle gun and his eyes locked with Crag's. He said softly, "Remember, Crag, she's my wife"

Crag grinned insolently at him. He said, "Y ou don't seem very sure of that.”

For a moment he thought he/d gone too far, as Olliver's knuckles tightened on the handle of the gun.
Then the men were coming in to get him, and they held the tableau and neither spoke again.

He was back in jall, in the same cdl, within hdf an hour. One thing happened that he hadn't counted
on-athough he would have redlized it was ineviteble if he'd thought of it. They beat him into insenghbility
before they left im there. Common sense-or self-preservation-made him wise enough not to raise his
hand, hisleft hand, againg them. He might have killed two or even three of them, but there were sx, and
the others would have killed himif held killed even one.

He came back to consciousness about midnight, and pain kept him from deeping the rest of the night.
At ten in the morning, Sx guards came and took him back to the same room in which he had been tried
the day before. Thistime there was no jury and no attorneys. Just Crag, Sx guards, and Judge Olliver.

Sentence to the psycher was a formdlity.

Sx guards took him hack to his cell. And, because it was the last chance they'd have, they beat hm
agan. Not so0 badly thistime, held have to be able to walk to the psycher.

At twelve they brought him lunch, but he wasn't able to et it. At fourteen, they came and escorted
him to the psycher room. They strapped himin the chair, dapped his face a bit and one of them gave him
afarewd| blow in the somach that made him glad he hadn't eaten, and then they left.

A few minutes later, Evadne came in. Again she was dressed as she had been when hed firs seen
her. But thistime her beauty showed through even more for, after having seen her dressed as shed been
the evening before, he knew dmost every curve that the tailored uniform tried to hide. She wore the
horn-rimmed glasses when she came in, but took them off as soon as she had locked the door from
indde. Probably, Crag thought, they were only protective coloration.

She stood in front of him, looking down at his face, a dight smile on her lips

She said, "Quit looking so worried, Crag. I'm not go-ing to psych you-and even your SUSpicious,
unadjusted nature will admit 1'd have no reason for lying about it now, if | intended to. I've got you where
I'd want you, if | wanted you."

He said nothing.

Her amile faded. "You know, Crag, I'd hate to adjust you, even if this was a draight ded. Youre a
megnificent brute. | think | like you better the way you are, than if you were a mild-mannered deric or
elevator operator. That's what youd beiif | turned that thing on, you know.”

"Why not unsirgp me?"



"With the door locked, and with us done? Oh, I'm not being feminindy modest, Crag. | know you
hate women | dso know your temper, and | know how you've probably been treated since last night. I'd
have to waich every word | said to keep you from dgpping me down-left handed.”

"You know about that?!

"Olliver-Jon-knows a lot about you."

"Then he mugt know | wouldn't hit a woman-unless she got inmy way.’

"But | might." She laughed. "And you'd have to le me strap you in again anyway. And that reminds
me You're supposed to be unconscious when | leave this room. Youll have to fake that. The guards
comein and ungtrgp you. They take you to a hospital room until you come around.”

"Hdping me do so with rubber hose?!

"No, that's dl over with. Youll be a new man-not the man who killed a guard yesterday. They won't
have any resentment againg you.”

"How long am | supposed to be unconscious?'

"Hdf an hour to an hour. And you may leave as soon thereafter as you wish. Better stay an hour or
two; most of them do. You're supposed to be a bit dazed when you come to, and to orient yourself
gradudly. And don't forget you're not supposed to remember your own name, or any crimes youve ever
committed-or anything you've ever done, for that metter.’

"Jud like amnesia, huh?"

"‘Exadtly like amnesia-and, besides that, dl the causes of maadjusments are supposed to be removed.
Y ou're supposed to love everyone in particular and humanity in generd "

Crag laughed. "And does a hdo come with it?"

"I'm not joking, Crag. Take that idea serioudy-at least until you're safely away from here. Don't act as
though you dill have a chip on your shoulder or they may suspect that something went wrong with the
psycher -and send you back for another try. And I'll be off duty by then.”

“If I don't remember who | am-I mean, if I'm supposed not to remember-isn't it going to be funny for
meto wak out without being curious? Do they just let psyched guys walk out without a name?!

"Oh, no. Each one has a sponsor, someone who volun-teers to help orient them to a new life. Jon has
volun-teered to be your sponsor and to give you a job. Youll be told that and given his address and cab
fare to get there. He's supposed to explain things to you when you see him, to orient you."

"What if aguy would lam instead of going to his sponsor?”

"After the psycher, they're adjusted. They wouldn't. Remember, Crag, you've got to play it to the hilt
until you're safe at our house. If anyone steps on your toe, gpologize.”

Crag growled, and then laughed. It was the firg time held laughed-with humor-in a long time. But the
idea of him gpologizing to anyone for anything was so ridicu-lous he couldn't help it.

Evadne reached across his shoulder and did something; he couldn't tdl what because his head was
strapped againg the back of the chair.

"Disconnected a termind,” she said. "'l have to run the machine for a while someone might notice
thet it isn't drawing any current.”

She went to one side of the room and threw a switch. A low humming sound filled the room, but
nothing hap-pened otherwise. Crag relaxed.

She was ganding in front of him again. She said, "You know, Crag, I'm admog tempted to give you a
partid psyching-just to find out what made you what you are.”

"Dont start anything you don't finish," he said grimly. Hisright hand clenched.

"Oh. | know that. | know perfectly wel thet if | got any information from you under compulsion-as |
could if I reconnected that termind-1'd have to finish the job and adjust you or blank you out. Your ego
wouldnt let me stay diveif | knew things about you that you'd told me involuntarily.’

"You're smarter than | thought,” he said.

"Thet isn't baing smart, for a psychiatrist. Even alayman could guess that. But, Crag, you've got to tdl
me afew things”

"Why?"

'So | canturnin areport. | don't haveto turn in a detailed one, but | must & least write up a summary.



| could fake it easly, but it just might be checked and fal to taly with some things about you that are
dready known. You can see that.”

"Well-yes"

"For indance, the loss of your hand. That was back before you turned crimind, so the facts about it
will be on record somewhere. And I'd be supposed to ask you about that because it may have been a
factor in your turning againg society.”

"l guessit was" Crag said. "And, as you say, it's on record so there's no reason | shouldntt tdl you. It
hap-pened on the Vega 111, when I'd been a spaceman eght years. It was a pure accident-not my fault
or anyone ese's. Just one of those things that happen. Mechanicd falurein arocket tube st it off while |
was deaning it.

"But they sprang atechnicality on me and kept me from getting the fifty thousand credits compensation
| was entitled to. Not only that, but took my license and rating away from me, turned me from a
gpaceman into a one-handed bum.”

"What was the technicdity?"

"Test for acohol. I'd had exactly one drink-a gtirrup cup, one smdl glass of wine-sx hours before,
which was two hours before we left Mars. Orders are no drinks eight hours before blagt-off, and | hadn't
drunk anything for longer than that, except tha one drink. And it had nothing to do with the
accident-nobody feds one glass of wine Sx hours after. But they: used it to save themsdves what | had
coming.’

"And after that?'

"After that | got kicked around awhile urtil | started in to do my share of the kicking.”

"That wouldn't have been very long," she said. It wasn't a question and he didn't answer it.

She sad, "I know what crimes they know you com-mitted-without having been gble to prove it. Il
sy you confessed to them.”

Crag shrugged. "Tdl them what you like"

"Why do you hate women so much?'

"Isthat personal curiosty? Or doesit have to go in your report?'

She amiled. "As a matter of fact, both."

"l was married a the time | lost my job and my hand and my license. To agrl with hair like yours.
Married only afew months and mad about her. Do | have to draw a diagram of what she did to me?

She said soberly, 'l can guess.”

"You should be able to. Y ou're more beautiful than she. And more evil.”

Her face flaned and for a moment he thought she was going to srike him. But training told, and in
seconds she was amiling again.

She sad, 'Not evil, Crag. Just ruthless, likeyou. | try to get what | want. But were not psyching me,
and it stime to end this now. Close your eyes and pretend to be unconscious.”

He did. He heard her wak to the wal and throw the switch that shut off the machine. She came back
and reconnected the termind behind his shoulder, and Hill he kept his eves closed.

He'd half-expected it, but it jarred him when it came. It was a kiss that should have wakened a statue,
but- outwardly he took it with complete passveness. He kept his own lips Hill.

And he hated her the more because the kiss brought to lifein him things hed thought were dead. And
he knew that he'd hate her forever and probably kill her when he saw her again if, now, she laughed.

But she didn't laugh, or even speak. She left the room very quiely.

CHAPTER FOUR: NEW LIFE

A FEW MINUTES LATER the guards came. Only two of them this time they weren't afraid of him
now. They unstrapped him from the chair and carried hm somewhere on a stretcher and rolled him off
onto a bed.

When he was pretty sure that a least hdf an hour had gone by, he opened his eyes and looked
around as though dazed. But the acting had been unnecessary; he was done in aroom. A few minutes



later a nurse’ looked in and found him Sitting up.

She came on into the room. "How are you feding, Sr?'

Crag shook his head. He said, "I fedl dl right, but | can't seem to remember anything. Who | am, or
how | got here-wherever hereis”

She amiled a him and sat down on the chair beside the bed. "Youve just had the equivdent of an
attack of amnesa. That'sdl I'msupposed to tdl you. But as soon as you fed equd to it, well send you
to a man who will explain everything to you, and hep you. Meanwhile, there's nothing for you to worry
about. When you fed able to leave, come to the desk in the hdl and I'll give you the address and money
to get there.”

Crag swung his feet off the bed. "I can go now,” he said. But he made his voice sound uncertain.

"Please lie down and rest awhile first. There's no hurry.”

She went out, and Crag lay back down, obediently. He let another hdf hour pass and then went out
into the corridor and to the desk. The nurse looked up a him and handed hm a card and a ten-credit
note. She said, "Please go to that address before you do anything else. Judge Olliver has a job for you
and he will explain about your amnesia and tdl you as much asit is necessary for you to know about your
past.”

He thanked her and went out, dert to watch his temper if any incident were staged to test him. But
none was, dthough he was, he fdt sure, watched to see whether he headed immediady for the atocab
gtand just outside the building and gave the address he'd been handed on the card-an address he dready
knew but pretended to read off the card to the cabby.

Twenty minutes later he walked up to the guard a Olliver's front door and asked if he might see the
Judge. "Your name Crag?

He dmog said yes before he thought. "Sounds slly," he said, "but | don't know my name. | was sent
here to find out.”

The guard nodded and let imin. "He'swaiting for you,” he said. " Second door down the hdl.’

Crag entered the amdl room in which heéld talked to Olliver and Evadne the evening before. Only
Oliver was" there now, a the desk.

‘Everything go dl right? he asked.

Crag threw himsdf into a chair. "Perfect," he said, "except for two bestings up that weren't on the
menu.”

"You should fed it's worth that to be free, Crag. And now-you're dill interested in earning that million?

"Yes But the price has gone up.”

Olliver frowned a him. "What do you mean?'

‘| mean besides that | want you to do a spot of research downtown and get me twelve names, and
addresses for each. The 9x guards who put me in a cdl last night and the six-they were different
ones-who put me back in the cdl after the trid this morning.”

Olliver stared a him a moment and then laughed. He said, "All right, but not till after the job is over.
Thenif you're fool enough to want to look them up, it's your business, not mine’

"Which gets us to the job. Whereisit, what isit, how long will it take."

"It'son Mars. Were going thereinfour days; | can't get away any sooner than that. | told you whet it
is-ajob of burglary, but not asmple one. How long it takes depends on you; | imagine youll need some
prepara-tion, but if you can't do itin afew weeks, you cant doit at dl.’

"Far enough,” Crag said. "But if I've got that long to wait, how about an advance?'

"Agan on a condition, Crag. | don't want you to get into any trouble before you've done the job. |
want you to stay here. You can send out for anything you want."

Crag's short nod got him a thousand credits.

He needed deep, having got none the night before because of pain from the fird, and worgt, beeting.
And every musclein his body dill ached.

But before he even tried to deegp he sent out for Mar-tian tot, and drank himsdf into insengibility.



He dept, then, until late afternoon of the next day. When he woke, he drank the rest of the liquor and
then went downdtairs, not quite steady on his feet and with his eyes bloodshot and bleary. But under
control, mentally.

And it was probably wdl that he was, for in the downgtairs hdlway, he encountered Evadne for the
fird time gnce his return to Ollivers. She glanced a him and took in his condition, then passed him
without spesking and with a look of cold contempt that-well, if he hadn't been under control mentally.

The next day he was sober, and stayed that way. He told himsdf he hated Evadne too much to let her
see him otherwise. And after that he spent most of his time reading. He had breakfast and lunch aone,
but ate din-ner with Olliver and Evadne, and spent part of the eve-ning with them.

He didn't mention the job again; it was up to Olliver, he thought, to bring that up. And Oliver did, on
the evening of the third day.

He said, "We're going to Mars tomorrow, Crag. Forgot to ask you one thing. Can you pilot a Class
AB space cruiser, or do | hireusapilot?

" can handle one™

"You're sure? It's space-warp drive, you know. As | undergtand it, the last dip you worked on was
rocket.’

Crag sad, Thelagt ship | flew legdly was rocket. But how about a license, unless you want to land in
aback dley on Mars?

"Youre licensed. If alicense is invdidated for any reason other than incompetency, it's autometicaly
re-newed if you've been readjusted through the psycher. And today | picked up a et of your license and
acopy of the psycher certificate. After | got them, though, | remembered | didnt know whether you
could handle space-warp.”

Evadne said, "It doesn't matter, Jon. I'mlicensed; | can handle the cruiser.’

‘| know, my dear. But |'vetold you; | do not think it safe to travel in space with only one person who
isqudi-fied to pilot the ship. Perhaps I'multra-conservative, but why take unnecessary risks?

Crag asked, "Ready now to tdl me about the job?"

'Yes. When we reach Mars, well separate. Evadne and | will stay in Marsport until you have
accomplished your misson.”

"Which is to be done where?'

"Youve heard of Kurt Eisen?

"The one who helped develop space-warp?”

"That'sthe one. He has his laboratory and home just outsde Marsport. He's fabuloudy wedthy; it's a
tremen-dous estate. About eghty employees, thirty of them armed guards. The place is like a fortress.
Itll dmogt have to be an ingde job-another good reason why you couldn't have handled it without a
psycher certificate.

Crag nodded. "At least it will be easier if | can get in. And just what am | looking for after | get there?"

"A device that looks like a fla pocket flashlight. Blued stedl cast. Lens in the center of one end, just
like an atomic flaghlight, but the lens is green and opagque-opaque to light, thet is”

"Youve seen it?

"No. The party's source of informetion is a technician who used to work for Eisen. He's now a
member of the party. He worked with Eisen in developing it, but can't make one by himsdf; he wasn't
fully in Eisen's confidence-just dlowed to help with details of design. Oh, and if you can get the plans, itll
help. We can duplicate the origind, but itll be easer from the plans. And one other thing. Don't try it out.”

"All right,” Crag said, 'l won't try it out-on one condition. That you tdl me what it is and what it does.
Otherwise, my curiodty might get the better of me."

Olliver frowned, but he answered. "It sa disntegrator. It's designed to negate the-wdl, I'm not up on
atomic theory, so | cantgiveit to you technicadly. But it negates the force that holds the eectrons to the
nudeus. In ef-fect, it collapses matter into neutronium.”

Crag whistled softly. "And you say it's an ineffective wegpon?”

"Yes, because its range is so short. The Sze needed increases as the cube of the cube of the
distance-or something astronomica like that. The one you're after works up to three feet. To make one



that would work at a hundred feet it would have to be bigger than a house. And for a thousand feet-well,
there aren't enough of the necessary raw materids in the Solar System to build one; it would have to be
the sze of a andl planet. And besides, theres a time lag. The ray from the disintegrator sets up a chan
reaction in any reasonably homogeneous object itsamed at, but it takes seconds to get it started. So if
you shoot a somebody-at a few feet distance-they're dead dl right, but they've got time to kill you
before they find it out.” Olliver smiled. "Your left hand is much more effective, Crag, and has about the
samerange.”

"Then why isit worth amillion credits to you?

"l told you, the by-product. Neutronium.”

Crag had heard of neutronium; every spaceman knew that some of the stars were made of dmost
completely collagpsed matter weighting a dozen tons to the cubic inch. Dwarf stars, the Sze of Earth and
the weight of the sun. But no such collapsed matter existed in the Solar System. Not that there was any
reason why it shouldn't-if a method had been found to make atoms pack themsdves solidly together.
Pure neutronium would be un-believably heavy, heavier than the center of any known star.

"Neutronium,” he said, thoughtfully. "But what would you use it for? How could you handle it?
Wouldn' it ank through anything you tried to hold it in and come to rest at the center of the earth-or
whatever planet you made it on?

"You're smat, Crag. It would. You couldn't use it for waghting chessmen. | know how to capitdize
on it-but that's one thing | don't think you have to know. Although | may tdll you later, after you've turned
over the disntegrator.”

Crag dhrugged. It wasn't his business, after dl. A million credits was enough for him, and let Olliver
and his party capitdize on neutronium however they wished. He asked, "Did this technician who worked
for Eisen give you a diagram of the place?

Olliver opened a drawer of the desk and handed Crag an envelope.

Crag spent the rest of the evening sudying its contents.

They took off from Albuquerque spaceport the fal-lowing afternoon and landed on Mars a few hours
later. As soon as the cruiser was hangared, they separated, Crag presumably quitting his job with Olliver.
He prom-ised to report in not more than two weeks.

A man named Lane Knutson, was his fird objective. He had full details about Knutson and an
excdlent descrip-tion of him; that had been an important part of the contents of the envelope he had
Sudied the find evening on Earth. Knutson was the head guard at Eisen's place and did the hiring of the
other guards. According to Crag's information, he hung out, in his off hours, in spacemen’s dives in the
tough section of Marsport.

Crag hung out there, too, but spent histime drculating from place to place ingtead of sdtling down in
any one. He found Knutson on the third day. He couldn't have missed him, from the description. Knutson
was 9x feet 9x and weighed two hundred ninety. He had arms like an ape and the drength and
dispogtion of a Venusian draatr.

Crag might have made friends with him in the norma manner, but he took a short cut by picking a
quarrd. With Knutson's temper, the distance between a quarrd and a fight was about the same as the
distance between adjacent grapes under pressure in awine press.

Crag let himsdf get the worst of it for aminute or two, so Knutson wouldn't fed too bad about it, and
then used hisleft hand twice, very lightly, pulling his punches. Once in the guts to bend the big man over,
and then alight flick to the side of the jaw, careful not to break bone. Knutson was out cold for five
minutes.

After that, they had a drink together and got chummy. Within half an hour Crag had admitted that he
was look-ing for a job-and was promptly offered one.

He reported for work the following day and, after Knutson had shown him around, he was glad he
hadn't decided to try the outside. The place redly was a for-tress. A twenty-foot-high eectronic barrier
around the outsde; ingde that, worse things. But it didn't matter, Snce he was dready indde. Even 0, he
hed to undergo a strenuous physica and verba examination and Olliver had been right about the psycher



certificate; without it, he'd have been out on his ear within an hour.

He spent the next five days learning dl the ropes. He knew where the big sefe was-in the laboratory.
But he wanted to learn the position of every guard and every darm between the room in which he dept
and the laboratory itsdf. Fortunatdly, he was given a day shift.

On the fifth night he made his way to the laboratory and found himsdf fadng the blank sheet of
durasted that was the door of the safe. All hisinformetion about thet safe was thet the lock was magnetic
and that there were two darms.

Hed brought nothing with him-al employees were searched on therr way in as wdl as on thelr way
out-but al the materias he needed to make anything he wanted were there a hand in the laboratory. He
made himsdf a detector and traced two pairs of wires through the wadls from the safe into adjacent
rooms and found the two aarms-both hidden indde ar ductsto which they were connected. He
disconnected both darms and then went back to the safe. On Eisen's desk near it, held noticed a little
horseshoe magnet-a toy-that was ap-parently used as a paperweight. He got the hunch (which saved him
much time) that, held in the proper position againg that sheet of sted-gx by Sx feet square-it would open
the door.

And, unless it was exactly a one corner, thereéd have to be a mark on the door to show where the
magnet was to be held. The durasted door made it easy for him; there weren't any accidental marks or
scratches on it to confuse him. Only an dmogt imperceptible fly-speck about a foot to the right of the
center. But fly-gpecks scrape off and this mark didn't-besides, there are no flieson Mars.

He tried the magnet in various positions about the speck and when he tried holding it with both poles
pointing upward and the speck exactly between them, the door swung open.

The safe-it was a vault, redly, dmog 9x feet square and ten or twelve feet deep-contained so many
things that it was amog harder to find what he was looking for then it had been to open the safe. But he
found it. Luckily, there was a tag attached to it with a key number which made it easy to find the plans for
the disntegrator in the file drawers at the back of the safe.

He took both digntegrator and plans to the workbenches of the laboratory. Eisen couldn't possibly
have provided better equipment for a burglar who wished to leave a possble duplicate of whatever
object he wanted to stedl. And hed even provided a perfectly sound-proofed laboratory so even the
noiser of the power-tools could be used safely. Within an hour, Crag had made what, outwardly, was a
reasonably exact duplicate of the flashlight-szed object he was geding. It didn't have any inddes in it,
and it wouldn't have disintegrated anything except the temper of a man who tried to use it, but it looked
good. He put the tag from the redl one on it and replaced it in the proper drawer in the safe.

He spent alittle longer than that forging a duplicate of the plans. Not quite a duplicate; he purposely
varied afew things so that no one except Eisen himsdf could make a successful disntegrator from them.

He spent another hour removing every trace of his vist. He reconnected the darms, removed every
trace-ex-cept a minute shortage of stock-of his work in the labo-ratory, made sure that every tool was
restored to place, and put back the toy magnet on the exact spot and at the exact angle on Eisen's desk
thet it had been before.

When he left the |aboratory there was nothing to indi-cate that he had been there-unless Eisen should
ever agan decide to try out his disntegrator. And snce he had tried it once and presumably discarded it
as practicaly usdess, that didnt seem likely.

There remained only the obstacle of getting it out of the grounds, and that was smple. One large
upgtairs room was a museum which held Eisen's collection of artifacts of the Martian aborigines. Crag
had seen severd primitive bows and quivers of arrows. He wrapped and fastened the plans around the
sheft of along, strong arrow and securdly tied the disintegrator to its crude metd head. He went on up to
the roof and shot the arrow high into the ar over the dectronic barrier and the srip of cleared ground
outsde t, into the thick jungle beyond.

It was dmogt dawn. He went hack to his room and got two hours of needed deep. The hard part was
over. The little capsule he'd brought with him would take care of the rest of it.

CHAPTER HVE: THE GLORY HUNTERS



HE TOOK the capsule as soon as the darm buzzer awak-ened him, haf an hour before he was to
report for duty. It was the one thing held smuggled in with him, per-fectly hidden in a box of apparently
identicd cgpsules containing neobenzedrine, the standard preventive of Martian amoebic fever. All
Earthmen on Mars took neobenzedrine,

One of the capsulesin Crag's box, though, contained a powder of amilar color but of amost opposite
effect. It wouldn't give him amoebic fever, but it would produce perfectly counterfeited symptoms.

He could, of course, smply have quit, but that might just possbly have aroused suspicion; it might
have led to a thorough check-up of the laboratory and the contents of the safe. And he couldn't suddenly
become disobedi-ent in order to get himsdf fired. Psyched men didn't act that way.

The capsule took care of it perfectly. He started to get Sck at his ssomach. Knutson came by and
found Crag retching out a window. As soon as Crag pulled his head back in, Knutson took a look at
Crag's eyes, the pupils were contracted dmogt to pinpoints. He touched Crag's forehead and found it
hot. And Crag admitted, when asked, that held probably forgotten to take his neobenzedrine for a few
days.

That was that. There's no known cure for Martian amoebic fever except to get away from Mars a the
firg opportunity. He neither quit nor was fired. Knutson took him to the office and got his pay for him
and then asked him whether he could make it back to Marsport by himsdf or if he wanted help. Crag
sad he could make it.

The search of his person and effects was perfunctory; he could probably have smuggled the tiny
gadget and the Sngle piece of paper out in his luggage, but the arrow had been sdfer.

Outside, as soon as jungle screened him from view, he took another capsule, one that looked just like
the firg but that counteracted it. He waited until the worst of the nausea from the firgt capsule had passed
and then hid his luggage while he hunted for the arrow and found it.

Olliver had told him not to try it, but he tried it anyway. It waant exactly that he didn't trust
Olliver-after dl, if he got paid off, and held make sure of that, noth-ing dse mattered-it was just that he
was curious whether Olliver had told him the truth about the disintegrator's limitations.

He waited until hed put a little more distance be-tween himsdf and Eisen's place and then amed the ,
gadget a abush and tripped the thumb catch. He held it about four feet from the bush the firg time and
nothing happened. He moved it to about two feet from the bush and tripped the catch again. He thought
for awhile that nathing was going to happen, but after a few seconds the bush took on a migty look, and
then, quite abruptly, it wasn't there any more.

Olliver had told the truth, then. The thing had an ef-fective range of only about three feet, and there
was addfinite time lag.

The rest of the way into Marsport-afoot as far as the edge of town and by atocab the rest of the
way-he tried to figure out what Olliver's use for neutronium might be. He couldnt. In the firg place he
couldn't see how QOlliver could get the collapsed matter, the tons-to--a-square-inch suff, once hed
disntegrated objects into it. The bush held tried it on hadn't seemed to collapse inward on itdf; it had
smply disintegrated dl a once and the dead atoms of it had probably fdlen through the crust of Mars as
eadly asran fdlsthrough air.

He 4ill hadn't figured an answer when he reached the swanky Marsport hotd where Olliver and
Evadne were Saying.

He had himsdf announced from the desk and then went up to Oliver's suite. Olliver, his face both
eager and tense, let im in. He didn't ask the question, but Crag nodded.

Evadne, he saw as he walked past Olliver, was there. She was Stting on the sofa looking at him, her
eyes enigmdic. Crag tried not to look at her. 1t was difficult. She was dressed even more revedingly than
she had been dressed the fird night he had seen her a Olliver's house in Albuquerque, back on Earth.
And she looked even more beautiful.

Crag decided he wanted to get away from there, quick. He took the disintegrator and the folded plans
from his pocket and put them on the table.

Olliver picked them up with unconceded eagerness.



Crag said, "One million credits. Then we're through.”

Olliver put gadget and paper in one pocket and took out a wallet from another. He said drily, 'l don't
carry amillionin ready change, Crag. The bulk of it is back on Earth; I'll have to give it to you there. But
S0 you won't worry or think I'm gdling, | did bring two hundred thousand credits with me. Eight hundred
thousand swait-ing for you back home."

Crag nodded curtly, and took the offered money. He counted it roughly and put it in his pocket. It
was more money than hed ever had or hoped to have in one chunk. He was st for life, even if he never
got the rest.

He asked, "At your home? Shdl | ook you up there?"

Olliver looked surprised. "Why not come back with us? We're leaving & once, now that | have this.
As soon as we can get clearance. We're making one brief stop-over-going one other place fird, that
is-but well be homewithin hours. You may have to wait days to get public transport, and you know dl
the red tape youll have to go through.”

It made sense, but Crag hesitated.

Olliver laughed. "Afrad of me, Crag? Afraid I'm go-ing to disntegrate you en route? To get my
money back?' He laughed harder; there was dmogt hysterica amusement in the laughter. Obvioudy the
gadget Crag had stolen for him excited him immensdly. "Y ou needn't worry, Crag. With this-" He dapped
his pocket. "-a million credits is peanuts to mc."

From the sofa, Evadne's voice said with languid amuse-ment, "He it afraid of you, Jon. He's afrad
of me’

Crag didn't look at her. He was watching Ollivers face and he saw amusement change to jedousy and
anger.

Crag hadn't been afraid of Olliver. It had occurred to him only as a remote posshility that Olliver
might try to kill him. Now, from the look on Olliver's face, his trying to kill Crag looked like a far bet.
Not, though, to get his money: back.

Crag sad, "All right, Olliver. | might as wel go with you.”

Deliberately he turned away from possible danger to lock glances with Evadne.

She was gmiling at him.

They got to the spaceport within an hour and through the formdlities of clearance before noon.

Crag didn't ask, "WdlI, where? until he wasin the pilot's seat of the little cruiser.

"Ageroid bet,” Olliver told hhn.

"Wherein the belt? What asteroid?

"‘Doesn't matter. Any one big enough to land on.’

Crag had lifted the computation shelf, ready to calcu-late distance and direction. He folded the shelf
back; ajump of a hundred million miles, straight out from the sun, would put himin the middle of the belt.
He set the controls, made the jump, and put the ship hack on man-ud control. His detectors would show
the presence of any of the asteroids within ten million miles They showed the presence of severd right
now.

He turned to Olliver. He said, "We're near Ceres. Four hundred eighty mile diameter. That one do?

"Too hig, Crag. Itd take days. Pick the smdlest one you can land on.”

Crag nodded and studied the other asteroids showing on the detector and picked the smdlest of
them. 1t wasn't much bigger than a fair-sized house but he could land on it. He did. Rather, he killed the
inertia of the spaceship after pulling dongsde the tiny asteroid and matching his speed to its. Ship and
asteroid bumped to-gether, held by not much more than a pound of gravitationd pull between them.
Had the asteroid had an atmo-sphere, the ship would have floated in it, so dight was the attraction.

Olliver clapped him on the shoulder. "Nice work, Crag. Want to put on a spacesuit and come out to
waich the fun?'

Crag locked the controls. "Why not?"

He saw now wha Olliver intended to do-try out the disntegrator on the asteroid. And he saw now
how Olliver could get neutronium. Disntegrating an asteroid was different from disntegrating an object



on the crust of a planet. Instead of faling through the crugt, the asteroid would collgpse within itsdlf, into a
tiny, compact bdl of neutronium. Maybe the Sze of an apple or an orange. It could be |oaded-

He stopped suddenly, hdf in and half out of the space-suit he had started to pull on. He said, "Olliver,
you can't take it back with you. Sure, we can put it in the spaceship, but when we get back to Earth we
can't land with it. Near Earth, it's going to weigh ten times-maybe twenty times-as much as the ship itsdlf.
Itll ether tear ahole through the hull or crash us, one or the other.”

Olliver laughed. He was picking up a thermoglass hdmet but hadn't put it on yet. He said, ‘Thisis just
atryout, Crag. We're not taking any neutronium back with us.”

Crag finished putting on the spacesuit. Olliver had his hemet on, and Evadne was adjusting hers. He
couldn't talk to ether of them, now, until he had his own helmet on. Then the suit-radios would take care
of communication.

He saw now how neutronium could be obtained, dl right. There were rocks alot sndler than this one
whizzing around the bdlt, ones that weighed only a few tons, that a spaceship could handle esslly and
trangport back to Earth after they'd been converted into collapsed matter.

He didn't see, as yet, what practica use neutronium could have that would make it as immensdy
valugble as Oliver seemed to think it would be. But that wasn't his business.

He got his hdmet on, and nodded that he was ready. Evadne was standing by the air controls and she
pulled a switch when he nodded. A space cruiser as smdl as Olliver's never had an arlock; it was
ampler, if one wished to leave it in space or on an airless body, to exhaust the ar from the entire ship and
let the armaker rebuild an amosphere after one returned to the ship-and before removing one's
Spacesuit.

Now, in the earphones of his hdmet, he heard Qlliver's voice say, "Come on. Hurry up." Olliver
opened the door and the last of the air whished out. But then, before stepping out, Olliver went back past
Crag to the con-trols. He turned the lock on them and put the amdl but quite complicated key into one of
the capacious pockets of his spacesuit. The plans for the disintegrator, Crag knew, were in the innermost
pocket of hisjumper.

Crag wondered which one of them he distrusted, or if it was both. Not that it mattered.

Crag shrugged and stepped out onto the tiny asteroid. Evadne followed him, and then Olliver.

He heard Oliver take a deep breath and say, "Here goes."

Olliver was pointing the little disintegrator down & the rocky surface of the asteroid, bending over so
it was only a foot from the rock. Crag couldn't hear the click, but he saw Olliver's thumb move the catch.

Crag asked, "How long will it take?"

"For something this Sze? I'd guess hdf an hour to an hour. But we won't have to wait till it's
completdy collapsed. When it's gone down enough that I'm sure-"

Crag looked about him, at the spaceship behind them, bumping gently againg the surface of the
agteroid, right at the shadow line that divided night and day. Strange that a world only twenty or thirty
yards in diameter should have night and day-and yet darkness on the night Sde would be even denser
then the darkness on the night side of Earth.

Time, Crag thought, and its relation to distance are strange on a world like this. If he walked
twenty paces ahead and put himsdlf right under distant, tiny Sol, it would be high noon. Thirty or forty
more steps-held down to the light asteroid only by the gravplates on the shoes of the spacesuit-and hed
be in the middle of the night Side; it would be midnight.

He chuckled at the fancy. "It's aamdl world," he said, remembering that Olliver had said that to himin
the conversation between judge and prisoner at the end of the trid, the conversation that had led to dl of
this

Olliver laughed excitedly, dmog hydericaly. "And it sgetting smdler aready-1 think. Don't you, Crag,
Evadne?

Crag looked about him and tried to judge, but if thered been any shrinkage as yet, he couldnt tel. He
heard Evadne say, "I'm not sure yet, Jon."

Olliver said, "We can be surein afew seconds. I've got a rule” He took a sted foot rule from one of
the pockets of his spacesuit and laid it down on aflat expanse of rock. He picked up a loose hit of rock



and made a scratch opposite each end of the rule.

Evadne walked over near Crag. Her eyes, through the plagtic of the hdmet, looked into his intensdy,
search-ingly. He got the idea that she wanted to ask him a question and didn't dare-because Olliver
would have heard it too-but was trying to find the answer by looking & him and reading his face. He met
her gaze squardly, try-ing to guess what she was thinking or wondering. It hadn't anything to do, he fet
sure just then, with the fact that he was a man and she a woman. It was something more important than
that.

He heard Olliver'svoice say, "1think so. | think it's-Wait, let's be sure.”

He turned away from Evadne and watched Olliver as Olliver watched the rule and the scratches on
the rock. There was tenson among them, but no one spoke. A minute or two went by, and then Olliver
stood up and faced them.

His eyes were shining-admog as though with mad-ness-but his voice was cadm now. He said, ‘It
works" He looked from one to the other of them and then his eyes stopped on Crag. He said, "Crag,
your million credits is waste paper. How would you like to be second in com-mand of the Solar
Sysgem?!

For the first time, Crag wondered if Olliver were mad.

The thought must have showed in his face, for Olliver shook his head. "I'm not crazy, Crag. Nor do |
know any commercid use for neutronium. That was camouflage.

Ligen, Crag- A few of these little gadgets set up in hidden places on each of the occupied
planets, set up with radio controls so they can be triggered off from wherever | may be-that's all it
will take. If this works on an asteroid-and it has-it'll work on an object of any size. A chan reaction
doesn't care whether it works in a peanut or a planet.”

Crag sad dowly, "You mean-"

"You might as wel know dl of it, Crag. There it any palitical party behind this. That was just talk.
The only way peace can be kept in the system is by the rule of one man. But I'll need help, Crag, and
youre the man I'd rather have, in spite of-" His voice changed. "Evadne, that susdless.”

Crag looked quickly toward the woman and saw that she'd pulled a hester from the pocket of her
gpacesuit and was aming it a Olliver. Olliver laughed. He said, "I thought it was about time for you to
show your colors, my dear. | expected that, redly. | took the charge out of that heater.”

Evadne pulled the trigger and nothing happened. Cragsaw her face go pale-but it seemed anger rather
then fear.

She sad, "All right, you beat me on that one, Jon. But someone will stop you, somehow. Do you
redize that you couldn't do what you plan without destroying a planet or two-billions of lives, Jon-and
that Earth itsdf would have to be one of the ones you destroyed? Because Earth is the-the fightingest one
and wouldn't knuckle under to you, even on a threst like that? Jon, you'd kill off more then hdf of the
human race, just to rule the ones who are Ieft!”

She didn't drop the usdless heater, but it hung at her sde.

Olliver had onein hisown hand now. He said, "Take it away from her, Crag."

Crag looked from one of them to the other. And he looked around him. The asteroid was shrinking.
There was now a definite diminution in diameter, perhaps by atenth.

Olliver spoke again and more sharply. "Take it away from her, Crag.”

Olliver's blaster covered both of them. He could have killed Evadne where she stood; the command
was meaningless, and Crag knew it was a test. Olliver was making him line up, one way or the other.

Crag thought of Earth, that he hated. And he thought of it as a dead little ball of heavy matter-and he
didn't hate it that much. But to be second in command-not of a world, but of worlds—

Olliver said, "Your last chance, Crag. And listen-don't think I'm blind to you and Evadne. But | didn't
care. She's been spying on medl dong. | know the ouitfit she belongs to-a quixatic group that's trying to
end system-wide corruption another way, a way tha won't work. She's a spy, Crag, and 1 don't want
her.

"Here are my find terms and you've got a few seconds to decide. Disam her now, and | won't kill
her. Well take her back, and you can have her if you're slly enough to want her-out of hillions of women



wholl be yours for the taking.”

Maybe that was dl it took. Crag decided.

Be reached for Evadne with his good hand, seeing the look of cold contempt in her eyes-and the
puzziement in her eves as he swung her around instead of reaching for the usdless gun she hed. He said
quickly, "Night side!" He propelled her forward ahead of him and then ran &fter her. He hoped Olliver's
reflexes would be dow. They had to be.

On atiny and dhinking asteroid, the horizon isnt far. It was a few steps on this one, and they were
over it in less than a second. He heard Olliver curse and fdt a wave of heat go past him, just too late.
And then they werein the darkness.

He found Evadne by running into her and grabbed her and held on because there wasn't going to be
much time. In seconds, Olliver would redize that he didn't have to come after them, that dl he had to do
was to get into the ship and warp off-or even just close the door and St it out until they were dead. Even
though Olliver wasn't a qudified pilot he could, with the help of the manud of indructions ingde the ship,
have afar chance of getting it back to Earth or Mars.

So Crag sad quickly, ‘I can stop him. But it's curtains for both of us, too. Shdl 17"

She caught her breath, but there wasn't any hestation in her answer. "Hurry, Crag. Hurry."

He ran on around the night Side-ten steps-to the ship. He braced hisfeet as he lifted it and then threw
it out into space-the whole pound weight of it. It seemed to go dowly, but it kept going. It would keep
going for along time, from that throw. It might come back, even-tudly, but not for hours-and the air in
gpacesuits of this type was good for only haf an hour or so without proces-sing or renewal.

Olliver would never rule a system now, only the tiniest world.

But dl three of them were dead. He heard Olliver scream medly with rage and saw him come running
over the horizon for a shot a him. Crag laughed and ducked back into blackness. He ran into Evadne,
who had fol-lowed him. He caught her quickly as he crashed into her. He said, "Give me the hester,
quick,” and took it from her hand.

He could sec Olliver ganding there, heater in hand, just where the spaceship had been, peering into
the dark-ness, trying to see where to shoot them. But he could sec Olliver and Olliver, on the day Sde,
couldn't see him.

Hed rather have had his metal hand to throw-he was used to usng that and could hit a men's head at
twenty or thirty feet. But the heater-gun would serve now; Olliver wasn't even ten feet away and he
couldn't miss

He didnt miss The missle shattered Olliver's hdmet.

Crag waked forward into the light, keeping between Evadne and Olliver so she wouldn't have to see.
A man whose hdmet has been shattered in space in't a pleasant Sght.

He reached down and got the disintegrator out of Olliver's pocket. He used it.

Evadne came up and took his am as he stood there, looking upward, seeing a disant gleam of
aunlight on an object that was dill moving awvay from them. He wished now he hadnt thrown the
paceship s0 hard; had he tossed it lightly it might conceivably have returned before the air in his and
Evadne's spacesuits ran out. But he couldn't have been sure he could get Olliver before Olliver, who had
aloaded heater, could get him. And when the asteroid got amal enough, the night side would no longer
have been a protection. You can hide on the night side of a world-but not when it gets as smdl as a
basketball.

Evadne said, Thanks, Crag. Y ou were-Is wonderful too hackneyed a word?'

Crag grinned a her. He said, "It's a wonderful word." He put his arms around her.

And then laughed. Here he was with two hundred thousand credits-a fortune-in his pocket and the
most beautiful woman held ever seen. And her ams were around him too and-you can't even kiss a
woman in a spaceslit! Any more than you can spend a fortune on an asteroid without even a angle
tavern on it.

An agteroid that was now less than ten yardsin diameter.

Evadne laughed too, and he was glad, very glad of that.

It was funny-if you saw it that way-and it made things easier in this last moment that she could see it



that way too.

He saw she was breathing with difficulty. She said, "'Crag-my dear-this suit mugt not have had its tank
fully charged with oxygen. I'm afraid | can't-stay with you much longer.”

He held her tighter. He couldn't think of anything to say.

She sad, "But we stopped him, Crag. Someday humanity will get itsdf out of the mess it's in now.
And when it does, therell dtill-be an Earth-for it to live on.”

"Was he right, Evadne? | mean, about your being a member of some secret organization?

"No. He dther made that up or imagined it. | was just his wife, Crag. But I'd stopped loving him
months ago. | knew, though, he planned to buy or sted that gadget of Eisen's-hed have got it somehow,
even if we hadn't heped him. And | suspected, but didn't know, that he was planning something-bad. |
stayed with him so 1'd have a chance to try to stop himif-1 wasright.’

She was breathing harder. Her arms tightened around him. She said, "Crag, | want that gadget. 1'll use
it on mysdf; | won't ask you to. But it will be sudden and painless, not like this" She was fighting for
every breath now, but she laughed again. "Guess I'm lying, Crag. I'mnot afraid to die either way. But I've
seen people who died thisway and they re-well-1 don't want you to see me-like that. I'd-rather--

He pressed it into her hand. He tightened his ams one lagt time and then stepped quickly back
because he could hear and see how much pain she was in now, how every breath was becoming agony
for her. He looked away, as he knew she wanted him to.

And when he looked back, after alittle while, there was nothing there to see; nothing &t all.

Except the disintegrator itsdf, lying there on a sphere now only six feet across. He picked it up. There
was dill one thing to do. Someone, sometime, might find this collapsed asteroid, attracted to it by the fact
that his de-tector showed a mass greater than the bulk shown in a visplate. If he found the gadget
dinging there beside it—

He was tempted to use it instead, to take the quicker way instead of the dower, more painful one. But
he took it apart, throwing each tiny piece as far out into space as he could. Maybe some of them would
form orbits out there and maybe others would fdl hack. But no one would ever gather all the pieces and
manage to put them together again.

He finished, and the world he lived on was less than a yard in diameter now and it was il shrinking.
He dis-connected his gravplates because there wasn't any use trying to stand on it. But it was as heavy as
it had ever been; there was ill enough gravitationd pull to keep him bumping gently againg it. Of course
he could push himsdf away from it now and go saling off into space. But he didnt. Somehow, it was
companionship.

A smdl world, he thought, and getting smdler.

The 9ze of an orange now. He laughed as he put it into his pocket.

DAYMARE
CHAPTER ONE: FIVE-WAY CORPSE

IT STARTED out like asmple case of murder. That was bad enough in itsdlf, because it was the firg
murder dur-ing the five years Rod Caquer had been Lieutenant of Police in Sector Three of Callisto.

Sector Three was proud of that record, or had been urtil the record became a dead duck.

But before the thing was over, nobody would have been happier than Rod Caquer if it had stayed a
smple case of murder-without cosmic repercussions.

Events began to happen when Rod Caguer's buzzer made him look up at the visscreen.

There he saw the image of Barr Maxon, Regent of Sector Three.

"Morning, Regent,” Caquer said pleasantly. "Nice speech you made last night on the-"

Maxon cut him short. "Thanks, Caquer,” he said. "Y ou know Willem Deem?

"The book-and-reel shop proprietor? Yes, dightly.” "He's dead,” announced Maxon. "It seems to be
mur-der. You better go there”

Hisimege clicked off the screen before Caguer could ask any questions. But the questions could wait



anyway. He was dready on his feet and buckling on his short-sword.

Murder on Caligto? It did not seem possible, but if it had redly happened he should get there quickly.
Vey quickly, if he was to have time for alook at the body before they took it to the incinerator.

On Cdligto, bodies are never held for more than an hour after death because of the hylra spores
which, in minute quantity, are dways present in the thinnish atmo-sphere. They are harmless, of course,
to live tissue, but they tremendoudy accelerate the rate of putrefaction in dead anima meatter of any sort.

Dr. Skidder, the Medico-in-Chief, was coming out the front door of the book-and-reel shop when
Lieutenant Caquer arrived there, breathless.

The medico jerked a thumb back over his shoulder. "‘Better hurry if you want a look,” he sad to
Caguer. 'They'retaking it out the back way. But I've exam-ined-"

Caquer ran on past im and caught the white-uni-formed utility men at the back door of the shop.

"Hi, boys, let me take alook,” Caquer cried as he peeled back the sheet that covered the thing on the
Sretcher.

It made him fed a bit sckish, but there was not any doubt of the identity of the corpse or the cause of
death. He had hoped againg hope that it would turn out to have been an accidentd desath after dl. But
the skull had been cleaved down to the eyebrows-a blow struck by a strong man with a heavy sword.

"Better let us hurry, Lieutenant. It's dmaost an hour since they found him."

Caguer's nose confirmed it, and he put the sheet back quickly and let the utility men go on to thar
gleaming white truck parked just outside the door.

He walked back into the shop, thoughtfully, and looked around. Everything seemed in order. The long
shelves of cdluwrapped merchandise were neet and or-derly. The row of booths dong the other side,
some equipped with an enlarger for book customers and the others with projectors for those who were
interested in the microfilms, were dl empty and undisturbed.

A little crowd of curious persons was gathered outside the door, but Brager, one of the policemen,
was keegping them out of the shop.

"Hey. Brager,” said Caguer, and the patrolman camein and closed the door behind him.

'Y es, Lieutenant?

"Know anything about this? Who found him, and when, and so on?"

"I did, dmogt an hour ago. | was waking by on my beat when | heard the shot.”

Caguer looked at him blankly.

"The shot?" he repeated.

"Yegh. | ran in and there he was dead and nobody around. | knew nobody had come out the front
way, S0 | ran to the back and there wasn't anybody in sght from the back door. So | came hack and put
inthe cal.”

"To whom? Why didn't you cdl me direct, Brager?

"Sorry, Lieutenant, but 1 was excited and | pushed the wrong button and got the Regent. | told him
somebody had shot Deem and he said stay on guard and hed cdl the Medico and the utility boys and
you.

In that order? Caquer wondered. Apparently, because Cagquer had been the lagt one to get there.

But he brushed thet aside for the more important ques-tion-the matter of Brager having heard a shot.
That did not make sense, unless-no, that was absurd, too. If Wil-lem Deem had been shot, the Medico
would not have split his skull as part of the autopsy.

"What do you mean by a shot, Brager?' Caquer asked. "An old-fashioned explosve weapon?

"Yeeh,” sad Brager. "Didnt you see the body? A hole right over the heart. A bullet-hole, | guess. |
never saw one before. | didn't know there was a gun on Cd-listo. They were outlawed even before the
blasters were."

Caquer nodded dowly.

"You-you didn't see evidence of any other-uh--wound?" he persisted.

"Earth, no. Why would there be any other wound? A hole through a man's heart's enough to kill him,
itit?"

"Where did Dr. Skidder go when he left here?' Caguer inquired. "Did he say?



'Y eah, he said you would he wanting his report so hed go back to his office and wait till you came
around or cdled him. What do you want me to do, Lieutenant?"

Caquer thought a moment.

"Go next door and use the visphone there, Brager-1'll be busy on this one" Caquer at lagt told the
policeman. "Get three more men, and the four of you canvass this block and question everyone.”

"You mean whether they saw anybody run out the back way, and if they heard the shot, and that sort
of thing?' asked Brager.

"Yes Also anything they may know about Deem, or who might have had a reason to-to shoot him.’
Brager sduted, and |ft.

Caguer got Dr. Skidder on the visphone. "Hdlo, Doctor,” he said. "Let's have it."

"Nothing but what met the eye, Rod. Blagter, of course. Close range.”

Lieutenant Rod Caquer steadied himsdlf. "Say that again, Medico.”

"Whe's the matter,” jibed Skidder. "Never see a blaster desth before? Guess you wouldn't have a
that, Rod, you're too young. But fifty years ago when | was a student, we got them once in awhile”

"Just how did it kill him?*

Dr. Skidder looked surprised. "Oh, you didn't catch up with the clearance men then. | thought youd
Seen it. Left shoulder, burned dl the skin and flesh off and charred the bone. Actud death was from
shock-the blast didnt hit a vitd area. Not that the burn wouldnt have been fad anyway, in dl
probability. But the shock made it ingtantaneous.”

Dreams are like this, Caquer told himsdlf.

"In dreams things happen without meaning anything,” he thought. "But I'm not dreaming, thisis red."

"Any other wounds, or marks on the body?' he asked, dowly.

"None. I'd suggest, Rod, you concentrate on a search for that blaster. Search dl of Sector Threg, if
you have to. You know what a blaster looks like, don't you?"

"I've seen pictures,” said Caquer. "Do they make a noise, Medico? I've never seen one fired.”

'Dr. Skidder shook his head. "Thereés aflash and a hiss-ing sound, but no report.”

‘It couldn't be migtaken for a gunshot?

The doctor stared a him.

"You mean an explosve gun? Of course not. Just afant s-s-s-s. One couldn't hear it more than ten
feet away.”

When Lieutenant Caquer had clicked off the vidphone, he sat down and closed his eyes to
concentrate. Somehow he had to make sense out of three conflicting sets of observations. His own, the
parolman's, and the med-ico's.

Brager had been the firg one to see the body, and he said there was a hole over the heart. And that
there were no other wounds. He had heard the report of the shot.

Caquer thought, suppose Brager is lying. It dill doesn't make sense. Because according to Dr.
Skidder, there was no bullet-hole, but a blaster-wound. Skidder had seen the body after Brager had.

Someone could, theoreticaly at least, have used a blaster in the interim, on amen dready dead. Bui...

But that did not explain the head wound, nor the fact that the medico had not seen the bullet hole.

Someone could, theoreticdly at least, have struck the skull with a sword between the time Skidder
had made the autopsy and the time he, Rod Caquer, had seen the body. Bt...

But that didn't explan why he hadn't seen the charred shoulder when hed lifted the sheet from the
body on the dtretcher. He might have missed seeing a bullet-hole, but he would not, and he could not,
have missed seeing a shoulder in the condition Dr. Skidder described it.

Around and around it went, until at last it dawned on him that there was only one explanation possible.
The Medico-in-Chief was lying, for whatever mad reason.

Brager's story could be true, in tota. That meant, of course, that he, Rod Caquer, had overlooked the
bullet hole Brager had seen; but that was possible.

But Skidder's story could not be true. Skidder himsdf, at the time of the autopsy, could have inflicted
the wound in the head. And he could have lied about the shoulder-wound. Why-unless the man was
mad-he would have done ather of those things, Caguer could not imagine. But it was the only way he



could reconcile dl the factors.

But by now the body had been disposed of. It would be hisword againg Dr. Skidder's

But wait!-the utility men, two of them, would have seen the corpse when they put it on the stretcher.

Quickly Caguer stood up in front of the visphone and obtained a connection with utility headquarters.

"The two clearance men who took a body from Shop 9364 less than an hour ago-have they reported
back yet?' he asked.

"Jugt aminute, Lieutenant ... Yes, one of them was through for the day and went on home. The other
oneis here"

"Put him on.”

Rod Caquer recognized the man who stepped into the screen. It was the one of the two utility men
who had asked him to hurry.

'Y es, Lieutenant? said the man.

"You helped put the body on the stretcher?' "Of course.”

"What would you say was the cause of death?’

The man in white looked out of the screen incredu-loudy.

"Are you kidding me, Lieutenant?' he grinned. "Even a moron could see what was wrong with that
giff." Caquer frowned.

"Neverthdess, there are conflicting statements. | want your opinion.”

"Opinion? When aman has his head cut off, what two opinions can there be, Lieutenant?"

Caquer forced himsdf to speak camly. "Will the man who went with you confirm that?'

"Of course. Earth's Oceans! We had to put it on the stretcher in two pieces. Both of us for the body,
and then Walter picked up the head and put it on next to the trunk. The killing was done with a
disntegrator beam, waan't it?

"You taked it over with the other man? said Caguer. "There was no difference of opinion between
you about the-uh-details?

"Matter of fact there was. That waswhy | asked you if it was a disintegrator. After we'd cremated it,
he tried to tdl me the cut was a ragged one like somebody'd taken severd blows with an axe or
something. But it was clean.”

"Did you notice evidence of ablow struck at the top of the skull?

"No. Say, lieutenant, you aren't looking so well. Is anything the matter with you?”

CHAPTER TWO: TERROR BY NIGHT

THAT WAS the setup that confronted Rod Caquer, and one can not blame him for beginning to wish
it had been a smple case of murder.

A few hours ago, it had seemed had enough to have Cdlisto's no-murder record broken. But from
there, it got worse. He did not know it then, but it was going to get dill worse and that would be only the
dart.

It was eight in the evening, now, and Caguer was dill at his office with a copy of Form 812 in front of
him or the duraplast surface of his desk. There were questions on that form, apparently smple questions.

Name of Deceased: Willem Deem

Occupdtion: Prop. of book-and-reel shop
Residence Apt. 8250, Sector Three, Clsto.
Pace of Bus: Shop 9364, S. T., Clsto.

Timeof Death: Approx. 3 P.m. Clgto. Std. Time
Cause of Degth:

Yes, the firg five questions had been a breeze. But the x? He had been daring at that question an
hour now. A Cdligo hour, not so long as an Earth one, but long enough when you're saring at a question
like that.



But confound it, he would have to put something down.

Instead, he reached for the vigphone button, and a moment later Jane Gordon was looking a him out
of the screen. And Rod Caguer looked back, because she was something to look at.

"Hdlo, Icicle, he said. "Afraid I'm not going to be able to get there this evening. Forgive me?'

"Of course, Rod. What's wrong? The Deem busness?' He nodded gloomily. ‘Desk work. Lot of
forms and reports | got to get out for the Sector Coordinator.”

"Oh. How was he killed, Rod?

"'Rule Sixty-five,” he said with a smile, "forbids giving details of any unsolved crime to a dvilian."

"Bother Rule Sixty-five. Dad knew Willem Deem well, and he's been a guest here often. Mr. Deem
was practi-caly afriend of ours”

‘Practicaly? Caqucr asked. "Then | take it you didn't like him, lcidle?’

"Wdl-l guess| didn't. He was interesting to ligen to, but he was a sarcadtic little beast, Rod. | think
he had a perverted sense of humor. How was he killed?

If I tel you, will you promise not to ask any more questions?' Caquer said with asigh.

Her eyes lighted eagerly. "Of course.”

"He was shot,” said Caguer, ‘with an explosive-type gun and a blaster. Someone split his skull with a
sword, chopped off his head with an axe and with a disintegrator beam. Then after he was on the utility
dretcher, some-one stuck his head back on because it wasn't off when | saw him. And plugged up the
bullet-hole, and-*

'Rod, stop driveling,” cut in the girl. "If you don't want to tdl me, dl right.”

Rod grinned. "Don't get mad. Say, how's your father?'

"Lots better. He's adeep now, and definitely on the upgrade. | think hell be back at the university by
next week. Rod, you look tired. When do those forms have to be in?"

"Twenty-four hours after the crime. But-"

"But nothing. Come on over here, right now. Y ou can make out those old formsin the morning.”

She amiled at him, and Cagquer weakened. He was not getting anywhere anyway, was he?

"All right, Jane," he said. "'But 'mgoing by patrol quarters on the way. Had some men canvassing the
block the crime was committed in, and | want their report.”

But the report, which he found waiting for him, was not illuminating. The canvass had been thorough,
but it had falled to didit any information of value. No one had been seen to leave or enter the Deem shop
prior to Brager'sarrivd, and none of Deem's neighbors knew of any enemies he might have. No one had
heard a shot.

Rod Caquer grunted and stuffed the reports into his pocket, and wondered, as he waked to the
Gordon home, where the investigation went from there. How did a de-tective go about solving such a
crime?

True, when he was a college kid back on Eath a few years ago, he had read detective usudly
trapped someone by discovering a discrepancy in his statements. Generdly in a rather dramatic manner,
too.

There was Wilder Williams, the greatest of dl the fictional detectives, who could look a a man and
deduce hiswhale life higtory from the cut of his clothes and the shape of his hands. But Wilder Williams
had never run across a victim who had been killed in as many ways a there were witnesses.

He spent a pleasant-but futile-evening with Jane Gordon, again asked her to marry him, and again was
refused. But he was used to that. She was a bit cooler this evening than usud, probably because she
resented his unwillingness to talk about Willem Deem.

And home, to bed.

Out the window of his gpartment, after the light was out, he could see the mongtrous bdl of Jupiter
hanging low in the sky, the green-black midnight sky. He lay in bed and stared &t it until it seemed that he
could dill seeit after he had closed his eyes.

Willem Deem, deceased. What was he going to do about Willem Deem. Around and around, until at
last one orderly thought emerged from chaos.



Tomorrow morming he would tak to the Medico. Without mentioning the sword wound in the head,
he would ask Skidder about the bullet hole Brager clamed to have seen over the heart. If Skidder ill
sad the blaster burn was the only wound, he would summon Brager and let him argue with the Medico.

And then-Wdl, he would worry about what to do then when he got there. He would never get to
deep thisway.

He thought about Jane, and went to deep.

After awhile, he dreamed. Or wasit adream? If so, then he dreamed that he was lying there in bed,
amog but not quite awake, and that there were whispers com-ing from al corners of the room.
Whispers out of the darkness.

For big Jupiter had moved on across the sky now. The window was a dim, scarcely-discernible
outling, and the rest of the room in utter darkness.

Whisperd

"-kill them."

"You hate them, you hate them, you hate them."

“Kill, kill, kill."

"Sector Two gets dl the gravy and Sector Three does dl the work. They exploit our corla plantetions.
They are evil. Kill them, take over."

"You hate them, you hate them, you hate them.”

"Sector Two is made up of weeklings and usurers. They have the taint of Martian blood. Spill it, saill
Mar-tian blood. Sector Three should rule Cdlisto. Three the mystic number. We are destined to rule
Cdligo."

"You hate them, you hate them.”

“Kill, kill, kill."

"Martian blood of usurious villians Y ew hate them, you hate them, you hate them.”

Whispers.

"Now-now-now.’

"Kill them, kill them.”

"A hundred ninety miles across the flat planes. Get there in an hour in monocars. Surprise attack.
Now. Now. Now.’

And Rod Caquer was getting out of bed, fumbling hagtily and blindly into his dothing without tuming
on the light because this was a dream and dreams were in darkness.

His sword was in the scabbard at his belt and he took it out and fdt the edge and the edge was sharp
and ready to spill the blood of the enemy he was going to kill.

Now it was going to swing in arcs of red desth, his unblooded sword-the anachronigic sword thet
was his badge of office, of authority. He had never drawn the sword in anger, a subby symbaol of a
sword, scarce eigh-teen inches long; enough, though, enough to reach the heart-four inches to the heart.

The whispers continued.

"You hate them, you hate them, you hate them.”

"Saill the evil blood; kill, spill, kill, spill."

"Now, now, now, now.’

Unsheathed sword in clenched figt, he was geding slently out the door, down the stairway, past the
other apartment doors.

And some of the doors were opening, too. He was not done, there in the darkness. Other figures
moved beside himin the dark.

He stole out of the door and into the night-cooled darkness of the street, the darkness of the street
that should have been brightly lighted. That was another proof that this was a dream. Those street-lights
were never off, after dark. From dusk till dawn, they were never off.

But Jupiter over there on the horizon gave enough light to see by. Like around dragon in the heavens,
and the red spot like an evil, mdignant eye.

Whispers breathed in the night, whispers from dl around him.



"Kill-kill-kill-"

"Y ou hate them, you hate them, you hate them."

The whispers did not come from the shadowy figures about him. They pressed forward dlently, as he
did.

Whigpers came from the night itsdlf, whispers that now began to change tone.

"Wait, not tonight, not tonight, not tonight,” they said.

"Go back, go back, go back."

"Back to your homes, hack to your beds, back to your deep.”

And the figures about him were sanding there, fully as irresolute as he had now become. And then,
amog amultaneoudy, they began to obey the whispers. They turned back, and returned the way they
hed come, and as Slently... .

Rod Caquer awoke with a mild headache and a hangover feding. The sun, tiny but brilliant, was
dready wdl up in the sky.

His clock showed him that he was a bit later than usud, but he took time to lie there for a few minutes,
just the same, remembering that screwy dream he'd had. Dreams were like that; you had to think about
them right away when you woke up, before you were redly fully awake, or you forgot them completely.

A slly sort of dream, it had been. A mad, purposeless, dream. A touch of aavism, perhaps? A
throwback to the days when peoples had been a each other's throats hdf the time, back to the days of
wars and hatreds and struggle for supremacy.

Thiswas before the Solar Council, meting firgt on one inhabited planet and then another, had brought
order by arbitration, and then union. And now war was athing of the past. The inhabitable portion of the
solar system--Earth, Venus, Mars, and the moons of Jupiter--were dl under one government.

But back in the old bloody days, people mug have fdt as he had fdt in that atavidic dream. Back in
the days when Earth, united by the discovery of space travel, had subjugated Mars-the only other planet
dready inhabited by an intdligent race-and then had spread colonies wherever Man could get a foothold.

Certan of those colonies had wanted independence and, next, supremacy. The bloody centuries,
those times were caled now.

Getting out of bed to dress, he saw something that puzzled and dismayed him. His dothing was not
nedtly folded over the back of the chair beside the bed as he had I€ft it. Instead, it was Strewn about the
floor as though he had undressed hadlily and cardesdy in the dark.

"Earth!” he thought. "Did | degp-wak lagt night? Did | actudly get out of bed and go out into the
street when | dreamed that | did? When those whispers told me to?

"No," he then told himsdlf, "I've never walked in my deep before, and | didn't then. | must Smply have
been cardess when | undressed lagt night. | was thinking about the Deem case. | don't actualy remember
henging my clothes on that, chair.”

So he donned his uniform quickly and hurried down to the office. In the light of moming it was easy to
fill out those forms. In the "Cause of Death” blank he wrote, ‘Medica Examiner reports that shock from a
blaster wound caused desth.”

That let him out from under; he had not said that was the cause of death; merdy that the medico said it
was.

CHAPTER THREE: BLACKDEX

HE RANG for a messenger and gave him the reports with ingructions to rush them to the mail ship
that would be leaving shortly. Then he cdled Barr Maxon.

"Reporting on the Deems matter, Regent,” he said. "Sorry, but we just haven't got anywhere on it yet.
Nobody was seen leaving the shop. All the neighbors have been questioned. Today I'm gaing to tak to
dl hisfriends"

Regent Maxon shook his head.

‘Use dl jets, Lieutenant,” he said. "The case mud be cracked. A murder, in this day and age, is bad
enough. But an unsolved one is unthinkable. It would encourage further crime™



Lieutenant Caquer nodded gloomily. He had thought of that, too. There were the socid implications of
mur-der to be worried about-and there was his job as wdl. A Lieutenant of Police who let anyone get
away with murder in his digtrict was through for life

After the Regent'simage had clicked off the visphone screen, Caguer took the lis of Deem's friends
from the drawer of his desk and began to study it, manly with an eye to deciding the sequence of his
cdls

He penciled afigure"1" opposite the name of Perry Peters, for two reasons. Peters place was only a
few doors away, for one thing, and for another he knew Perry better than anyone on the ligt, except
possbly Professor Jan Gordon. And he would make that cdl last, because later there would be a better
chance of finding the alling professor awake-and a better chance of finding his daughter Jane a home.

Perry Peters was glad to see Caguer, and guessed im-mediatdy the purpose of the call.

"Hdlo, Shylock."

"Huh?' said Rod.

"Shylock-the great detective. Confronted with a mystery for the fird time in his career as a
policeman. Or have you solved it, Rod?"

"Y ou mean Sherlock, you dope-Sherlock Holmes. No, | haven't solved it, if you want to know. Look,
Perry, tdl medl you know about Deem. Y ou knew him pretty well, didn't you?

Perry Peters rubbed his chin reflectively and sat down on the work bench. He was so tdl and lanky
that he could St down on it instead of having to jump up.

"Willem was afunny little runt,”" he said. "Most people didn't like him because he was sarcagtic, and he
had crazy notions on palitics Me, I'm not sure whether he waan't hdf right hdf the time, and anyway he
played aswel game of chess.

"Was that his only hobby?

"No. He liked to make things, gadgets mostly. Some of them were good, too, dthough he did it for
fun and never tried to patent or capitaize anything."

"You mean inventions, Perry? Y our own line?

"W, not so much inventions as gadgets, Rod. Little things, most of them, and he was better on fine
work-manship than on origind ideas. And, as | sad, it was just a hobby with him.”

"Ever hdp you with any of your own inventions? asked Caguer.

"Sure, occasondly. Again, not so much on the idea of it as by hdping me make difficult parts.” Perry
Peters waved his hand in a gesture that included the shop around them. "My tools here are dl for rough
work, comparatively. Nothing under thousandths. But Willem has-had a little lathe thet's a honey. Cuts
anything, and accurate to a fifty-thousandth.”

"What enemies did he have, Perry?

‘None that | know of. Honesily, Rod. Lot of people didiked him, but just an ordinary mild kind of
didike. You know what | mean, the kind of didike that makes 'em trade at another book-and-reel shop,
but not the kind that makes them want to kill anybody.”

"And who, as far as you know, might benefit by his death?

"Um-nobody, to speak of," said Peters, thoughtfully. "I think his heir is a nephew on Venus. | met im
once, and he was a likable guy. But the estate won't be anything to get excited about. A few thousand
creditsisdl 1'd guessit to be.”

'Heresalig of hisfriends, Perry." Caguer handed Peters a paper. "Look it over, will you, and see if
you can make any additions to it. Or any suggestions.”

Thelanky inventor studied the ligt, and then passed it back.

"That incdludesthem dl, | guess" hetold Caguer. "Couple on there | didn't know he knew wel enough
to rate liging. And you have his best customers down, too; the ones that bought heavily from him."

Lieutenant Caquer put the ligt back in his pocket.

"What are you working on now?" he asked Peters.

"Something I'm stuck on, I'méfraid,” the inventor said. "I needed Deem's help-or &t least the use of his
lathe, to go ahead with this" He picked up from the bench a pair of the most peculiar-looking goggles
Rod Caquer had ever seen. The lenses were shaped like arcs of circles ingead of full circles, and they



fastened in a band of reslient plastic obvioudy designed to fit close to the face above and below the
lenses. At the top center, where it would be againgt the forehead of the goggles wearer, was a andl
cylindricd box an inch and a hdf in dismeter.

"What on earth are they for?' Caguer asked.

'For use in radite mines The emanations from that suff, while its in the raw dsate, destroys
immediatdy any trangparent substance yet made or discovered. Even quartz. And it isnt good on naked
eyes ether. The miners have to work blindfolded, as it were, and by their sense of touch.”

Rod Caquer looked at the goggles curioudy.

"But how is the funny shape of these lenses going to keep the emanations from hurting them, Perry?"
he asked.

"Thet part up on top isatiny motor. It operates a couple of specidly-treated wipers across the lenses.
For dl the world like an old-fashioned windshidd wiper, and that's why the lenses are shaped like the
wiper-am arcs.”

'Oh,"” said Caquer. "You mean the wipers are absorb-ent and hold some kind of liquid that protects
the glass?'

"Yes except that it's quartz ingtead of glass. And it's protected only a minute fraction of a second.
Those wipers go like the devil-so fast you can't see them when you're wearing the goggles. The arms are
hdf as big as the arcs, and the wearer can see out of only a fraction of the lens at atime. But he can see,
dimly, and that's a thousand per cent improvement in radite mining.”

"Hne, Pary," sad Caquer. "And they can get around the dimness by having ultra-brilliant lighting.
Have you tried these out?"

'Y es, and they work. Troubl€'sin the rods; friction heats them and they expand and jam after itsrun a
minute, or thereabouts. | have to turn them down on Deem's lathe-or one likeit. Think you could arrange
for meto use it? Just for aday or 07"

‘| don't sec why not,” Caguer told him. T'll talk to whomever the Regent gppoints executor, and fix it
up. And later you can probably buy the lathe from his hair. Or does the nephew go in for such things?

Perry Peters shook his head. "Hope, he wouldn't know a lathe from a drill-press. Be swdl of you,
Rod, if you can arrange for meto useit.”

Caguer had turned to go, when Perry Peters stopped him.

"Wait aminute” Peters said and then paused and looked uncomfortable.

'l guess | was holding out on you, Rod,” the inventor said a last. *| do know one thing about Willem
that might possibly have something to do with his degth, athough | don't see how, mysdf. | wouldn't tdl it
on him, except that he's dead, and so it won't get imin trouble.”

‘Wha wasiit, Perry?

"lliat politica books. He had alittle business on the sde sling them. Books on the index-you know
just what 1 mean.”

Caguer whigtled softly. "I didn't know they were made any more. After the council put such a heavy
pendty on them-whew!”

"People are dill human, Rod. They dill want to know the things they shouldn't know-just to find out
why they shouldn't, if for no other reason.”

"Graydex or Blackdex books, Perry?’

Now the inventor looked puzzled.

" don't get it. What's the difference?’

"'Books on the officd index,” Caguer explained, "are divided into two groups. The redly dangerous
ones are in the Blackdex. There's a severe pendty for owning one, and a death pendty for writing or
printing one. The mildy dangerous ones are in the Graydex, asthey cdl it."

'| wouldn't know which Willem peddled. Wdl, off the record, | read a couple Willem lent me once,
and | thought they were pretty dull suff. Unorthodox politica theories™

"That would be Graydex." Lieutenant Caquer looked relieved. "Theoreticd quff is dl Graydex. The
Blackdex books are the ones with dangerous practical information.”

"Quch as?' The inventor was staring intently at Caquer.



"Indructions how to make outlawed things” explained Caquer. "Like Lethite, for ingance. Lethite is a
poison gas that's tremendoudy dangerous. A few pounds of it could wipe out a dty, so the coundl
outlawed its manu-facture, and any book tdling people how to make it for themsaves would go on the
Blackdex. Some nitwit might get hold of a book like that and wipe out his whole home town.”

"‘But why would anyone?'

"He might he warped mentaly, and have a grudge,” explained Caguer. "Or he might want to useit on a
lesser scde for arimind reasons. Or-by Earth, he might be the head of a government with designs on
neighbor-ing states. Knowledge of athing like that might upset the peace of the Solar System.”

Perry Peters nodded thoughtfully. "I get your point,” he said. "Wil, | ill don't see what it could have
to do with the murder, but | thought 1'd tdl you about Wil-lem's Sddine. You probably want to check
over his stock before whoever takes over the shop reopens.”

"We dhdl,” said Caquer. "Thanks alot, Perry. If you don't mind, I'll use your phone to get that search
started right away. If there are any Blackdex books there, well take care of them dl right.

When he got his secretary on the screen, she looked both frightened and relieved a seeing him.

"Mr. Caguer,” she said, "I've been trying to reach you. Something awful's happened. Another death.’
"Murder again?' gasped Caguer.

"Nobody knows whet it was," sad the secretary. "A dozen people saw him jump out of a window
only twenty feet up. And in this gravity that couldn't have killed him, but he was dead when they got
there. And four of them that saw him knew him. It was-"

"W, for Earth's sake, who?"

"l don't-Lieutenant Caquer, they said, al four of them, that it was Willem Deem!”

CHAPTER FOUR: RULE OF TIIUMB

WITH A nightmarish feding of unredlity Lieutenant Roc Caquer peered down over the shoulder of the
Medico: in-Chief a the body that dready lay on the stretcher of the utility men, who stood by impeatiently.

"You better hurry, Doc,” one of them said. "He won' last much longer and it take us five minutes to get
there’

Dr. Skidder nodded impatiently without looking up and went on with his examination. "Not a mark,
Rod,' he said. "Not aggn of poison. Not asgn of anything He'sjust dead.”

"Thefdl couldn't have caused it?' said Caquer.

"There it even a bruise from the fdl. Only verdict | can give is heart fallure. Okay, boys, you can
take him away.”

"You through too, Lieutenant?

"I'm through,” said Caguer. "Go ahead. Skidder, which of them was Willem Deem?

The medico's eyes followed the white-sheeted burden of the utility men as they carried it toward the
truck, and he shrugged helplesdy.

"Lieutenant, | guess that's your pigeon,” he said. "All I can do is certify to cause of death.”

"It just doesn't make sense,” Caguer walled. "Sector Three City isn't so big that he could have had a
double living here without people knowing about it. But one of them had to be a double. Off the record,
which looked to you like the origind ?"

Dr. Skidder shook his head grimly.

"Willem Deem had a peculiarly shaped wart on his nose" he said. "So did both of his corpses, Rod.
And neither one was atificid, or make-up. I'll stake my pro-fessiona reputation on that. But come on
back to the office with me, and I'll tdl you which one of them is the red Willem Deem.”

"Huh? How?'

"His thumbprint's on file at the tax department, like everybody's is And it's part of routine to
fingerprint a corpse on Cdligto, because it has to be destroyed so quickly.”

"You have thumbgprints of both corpses?’ inquired Caguer.

"Of course. Took them before you reached the scene, both times. | have the one for Willem-I mean
the other corpse-back in my office. Tdl you what-you pick up the print on file at the tax office and meet



methere’

Caguer sghed with relief as he agreed. At least one point in the case would be cleared up-which
corpse was which.

And in that comparatively blissful state of mind he remained until half an hour later when he and Dr.
Skidder compared the time prints-the one Rod Cagquer had secured from the tax office, and one from
eech of the corpses.

They were identicd, dl three of them.

"Um," said Caquer. "You're sure you didn't get mixed up on those prints, Dr. Skidder.

"How could 1?1 took only one copy from each body, Rod. If | had shuffled them just now while we
were looking at them, the result would be the same. All three prints are dike."

"But they can't be."

Skidder shrugged.

"l think we should lay this before the Regent, direct,” he said. "Il cal him and arrange an audience.
Okay?

Hdf an hour later, he was gving the whole story to Regent Bar Maxon, with Dr. Skidder
corroborating the main points. The expresson on Regent Maxon's face made Lieutenant Rod Caquer
glad, very glad, that he had that corroboration.

"You agree," Maxon asked, "tha this should be taken up with the Sector Coordinator, and that a
gpecid invedtigator should be sent here to take over?

A hit ructantly, Caguer nodded. "I hate to admit that I'm incompetent, Regent, or that | seem to be"
Caguer sad. "But thisisn't an ordinary crime. Whatever goes on, it's way over my head. And there may
be something even more snigter than murder behind it."

"Youre right, Lieutenant. I'll see that a qudified man leaves headquarters today and hell get in touch
with you in the morming.”

'Regent,” Caquer asked, "has any machine or process ever been invented that will-uh-duplicate a
humen body, with or without the mind being carried over?'

Maxon seemed puzzled by the question.

"You think Deem might have been playing around with something that bit him. No, to my knowledge a
discovery like that has never been approached. Nobody has ever duplicated, except by condtructive
imitation, even an inanimate object. Y ou haven't heard of such athing, have you, Skidder?

"No," said the Medicd Examiner. "I don't think even your friend Perry Peters could do that, Rod.”

From the Regent Maxon's office, Caquer went on Deem's shop. Brager was in charge there, and
Brager helped him search the place thoroughly. It was along and laborious task, because each book and
red had to be examined minutely.

The printers of illiat books, Cagquer knew, were clever a disguisng their product. Usudly, forbidden
books bore the cover and title page, often even the opening chapters, of some popular work of fiction,
and the pro-jection reds were amilarly disguised.

Jupiter-lighted darkness was fdling outsde when they finished, but Rod Caquer knew they had done
athor-ough job. There wasn't an indexed book anywhere in the shop, and every redl had been run off on
aprojector.

Other men, a Rod Caguer's orders, had been search-ing Deem's gpartment with equd thoroughness.
He phoned there, and got a report, completdy negetive.

"Not so much as a Venusan pamphlet,” said the man in charge at the gpartment, with what Caquer
thought was a touch of regret in his voice.

"Did you come across a lathe, aamdl one for delicate work? Rod asked.

"Um-no, we didn't see anything like that. One room's turned into a workshop, but theresno lathe in it.
Isit important?

Caquer grunted noncommittaly. What was one more mystery, and a minor one at that, to a case like
this?

"W, Lieutenant,” Brager said, when the screen had gone blank, "What do we do now?'

Caguer sghed.



"You can go off duty, Brager,” he said. 'But fird ar-range to leave men on guard here and a the
goartment. I'll stay until whoever you send comes to rdieve me"

When Brager had left, Caguer sank wesarily into the nearest chair. He fdt terrible, physicdly, and his
mind jugt did not seem to be working. He let his eyes run again around the orderly shelves of the shop
and their orderliness oppressed him.

If there was only a clue of some sort. Wilder Williams had never had a case like this in which the only
leads were two identica corpses, one of which had been killed five different ways and the other did not
have amark or 9gn of violence. What a mess, and where did he go from here?

WEel, he dill had the ligt of people he was going to interview, and there wastime to see at least one of
them this evening.

Should he look up Perry Peters again, and see what, if anything, the lanky inventor could make of the
disap-pearance of the lathe? Perhaps he might be able to sug-gest what had happened to it. But then
agan, wha could alathe have to do with a mess like this? One cannot turn out a duplicate corpse on a
lathe.

Or should he look up Professor Gordon? He decided to do just thet.

He called the Gordon apartment on the visphone, and Jane appeared in the screen.

"How's your father," Jane asked Caquer. "Will he be able to tak to me for awhile this evening?'

'Oh, yes,” sad the girl. "He's feding much better, and thinks helll go back to his classes tomorrow. But
get here erly if you're coming. Rod, you look terrible; what's the maiter with you?"

"Nothing, except | fed goofy. But I'm dl right, | guess™

"You have a gaunt, starved look. When did you est lag?

Caquer's eyes widened. "Earth! | forgot dl about eat-ing. | dept late and didn't even have breskfast!"
Jane Gordon laughed.

"You dope! Well, hurry around, and I'll have something ready for you when you get here"

BUL"

"But nothing. How soon can you sart?!

A minute after he had clicked off the visphone, Lieutenant Caguer went to answer a knock on the
shuttered door of the shop.

He opened it. "Oh, hullo, Reese,” he said. "Did Brager send you?'

The policeman nodded.

"He sad | was to stay herein case. In case what?"

"Routine guard duty, that's dl," explaned Caguer. "Say, I've been stuck here dl afternoon. Anything
go-ing on?'

"A little excitement. We been pulling in soap-box ora-tors off and on dl day. Screwbadls. Theré's an
epidemic of them.’

"The devil you say! What are they hipped about?"

"Sector Two, for some reason | can't make out. They're trying to incite people to get mad a Sector
Two and do something about it. The arguments they use are plain nutty.’

Something stirred uneesily in Rod Caquer's memory but he could not quite remember what it was.
Sector Two? Whao'd been tdling him things about Sector Two recently-usury, unfairess, tainted blood,
something slly. Although of course alot of the people over there did have Martian blood in them ...

"How many of the orators were arrested?’ he asked.

"We got seven. Two more dipped away from us, but well pick them up if they start spouting that kind
of guff again.”

Lieutenant Caquer walked dowly, thoughtfully, to the Gordon apartment, trying his levd best to
remember where, recently, he heard anti-Sector Two propaganda. There mugt be something back of the
smultaneous ap-pearance of nine soap-box radicals, dl preaching the same doctrine.

A sub-rosa political organization? But none such had existed for dmost a century now. Under a
perfectly democratic government, component part of a stable sys-tem-wide organization of planets, there
was no need for such activity. Of course an occasond crackpot was dis-satisfied, but a group in that
date of mind struck him as fantadtic.



It sounded as crazy as the Willem Deem case. That did not make sense ether. Things happened
meaning-lesdy, asin a dream. Dream? What was he trying to remember about a dream? Hadn't he had
an odd sort of dream lagt night-whet was it?

But, as dreams usudly do, it uded his conscious mind.

Anyway, tomorrow he would question-or help ques-tion-those radicals who were under arrest. Put
men on the job of tracing them back, and undoubtedly a com-mon background somewhere, a tieup,
would be found.

It could not be accidentd that they should dl pop up on the same day. It was screwy, just as screwy
as the two inexplicable corpses of a book-and-red shop pro-prietor. Maybe because the cases were
both screwy, his mind tended to couple the two sets of events. But taken together, they were no more
digestible than taken sepa-rately. They made even less sense.

Confound it, why hadn't he taken that post on Ganymede when it was offered to him? Ganymede was
anice orderly moon. Persons there did not get murdered twice on consecutive days. But Jane Gordon
did not live on Ganymede; she lived right here in Sector Three and he was on hisway to see her.

And everything was wonderful except that he fdt o tired he could not think straight, and Jane Gordon
in-ssted on looking on him as a brother instead of a suitor, and he was probably going to lose hisjob. He
would be the laughingstock of Caligto if the specid investigator from headquarters found some smple
explanation of things that he had overlooked... .

CHAPTER HVE; NINE-FMAN MORRIS

JANE GORDON, looking more beautiful than he had ever seen her, met him a the door. She was
amiling, but the amile changed to alook of concern as he stepped into the light.

'Rod!" she exdamed. "You do look ill, redly ill. What have you been doing to yoursdf besides
forgetting to eat?'

Rod Caguer managed a grin.

"Chasing vidous circles up blind dleys, Icicle. May | use your visphone?'

"Of course. I've some food ready for you; I'll put it on the table while youre cdling. Dad's taking a
nap. He said to wake him when you got here, but I'll hold off until you're fed.”

She hurried out to the kitchen. Caquer dmodt fdl into the chair before the visscreen, and caled the
police gation. The red, beefy face of Borgesen, the night lieutenant, flashed into view.

"Hi, Borg,” said Caquer. "Ligten, about those seven screwbadls you picked up. Have you-"

‘Nine" Borgesen interrupted. "We got the other two, and | wish we hadn't. Were going nuts down
here.” ™Y ou mean the other two tried it agan?"

‘No. Suffering Agteroids, they camein and gave themsdlves up, and we can't kick them out, because
there's a charge againg them. But they're confessing dl over the place. And do you know what they're
confessng?'

'l bite" said Caquer.

"That you hired them, and offered one hundred credits apiece to them.”

"Huh?'

Borgesen laughed, alittle wildly. "The two that came in voluntarily say that, and the other seven-Gosh,
why did | ever become a policeman? | had a chance to study for fireman on a spacer once, and | end up
doing this"

‘Look-maybe | better come around and see if they make that accusation to my face.”

"They probably would, bit it doesn't mean anything, Rod. They say you hired them this afternoon, and
you were at Deem's with Brager dl afternoon. Rod, this moon is going nuts. And so am |. Walter
Johnson has disappeared. Hasn't been seen since this morning.”

"What? The Regent's confidentid secretary? Y ou're kidding me, Borg."

"Wish | was. You ought to be glad you're off duty. Maxon's been raising seven brands of thunder for
usto find his secretary for him. He doesn't like the Deem business, ether. Seems to blame usfor it; thinks
it's bad enough for the department to let a man get killed once. Say, which was Deem, Rod? Got any



ides?"

Cagucr grinned weskly.

‘Let'scdl them Deem and Redeem till we find out,” he suggested. ‘I think they were both Deem.” "But
how could one man be two?'

, 'How could one man be killed five ways?' countered Caquer. 'Tdl me that and I'll tdl you the
answer to yours.

"‘Nuts,” said Borgesen, and followed it with a masterpiece of understatement. "Thereé's something funny
about that case.”

Caquer was laughing so hard that there were tears in his eves, when Jane Gordon came to tdl him
food was ready. She frowned at him, but there was concern behind the frown.

Caguer followed her meekly, and discovered he was ravenous. When held put himsdlf outside enough
food for three ordinary meds, he fdt dmost humen again. His headache was 4ill there, but it was
something that throbbed dimly in the distance.

Fral Professor Gordon was waiting in the living room when they went there from the kitchen. "Rod,
you look like something the cat dragged in,” he said. "Sit down before you fdl down."

Caquer grinned. "Overedting did it. Janesa cook in amillion.”

He sank into a chair facing Gordon. Jane Gordon had sat on the am of her father's chair and Caquer's
eyes feasted on her. How could a girl with lips as soft and kissable as hers ingg on regarding marriage
only as an academic subject? How could agirl with--

'l don't see offhand how it could be a cause of his death Rod, but Willem Deem rented out politica
books," said Gordon. "There's no harm in my tdling that, since the poor chap is dead.”

Almog the same words, Caguer remembered, that Perry Peters had used in tdling him the same thing.
Caquer nodded.

"We've searched his shoo and his a’artment and haven't found any, Professor,” he said. "You wouldn't
know, of course, what kind-"

Professor Gordon amiled. "I'm afrad | would, Rod. Off the record-and | take it you havent a
recorder on our conversation-l've read quite afew of them.”

"You?' There was frank surprise in Caguer's voice.

‘Never underestimate the curiodty of an educator, my boy. | fear the reading of Graydex books is a
more prevaent vice among the ingdructors in universties than among any other class. Oh, | know it's
wrong to encourage the trade, but the reading of such books can't possibly harm a balanced, judicious
mind."

"And Father certanly has a balanced, judicious mind, Rod,” said Jane, a bit defiantly. "Only-darn
him-he wouldn't let me read those books.”

Caquer grinned at her. The professor's use of the word "Gravdex” had reassured him.

Renting Graydex books was only a misdemeanor, after dl.

"Ever read any Graydex books, Rod? the professor asked. Caguer shook his head.

"Then you've probably never heard of hypnotism. Some of the circumstances in the Deem case-Well, |
've wondered whether hypnotism might have been used.”

"I'm afraid | don't even know what it is, Professor.”

Thefral little man sghed.

"Thet's because you've never read illiat books, Rod,” sad Gordon. "Hypnotiam is the control of one
mind by another, and it reached a pretty high state of develop-ment before it was outlawed. Y ouve
never heard of the Kaprelian Order or the Vargas Whed ?'

Caquer shook his head.

"The higtory of the subject isin Gravdex books, in severd of them,” said the professor. "The actud
methods, and how a Vargas Whed is congtructed would be Black-dex, high on the roster of the
lawlessness. Of course, | haven't read that, but | have read the history.

"A man by the name of Mesmer, way back in the Eightenth Century, was one of the firg practitioners,
if not the discoverer, of hypnotism. At any rate, he put it on a more or less sdentific basis. By the
Twentieth Century, quite a bit had been learned about it-and it became extensvely used in medicine.



"A hundred years later, doctors were tregting dmost as many patients through hypnotism as through
drugs and surgery. True, there were cases of its misuse, but they were rddivey few.

"‘But another hundred years brought a big chance. Mesmerism had developed too far for the public
safety. Any aimind or sdfish palitician who had a smatering of the art could operate with impunity. He
could fool dl the people dl the time, and get away with it.’

"You mean he could redly make people think any-thing he wanted them to?" Caguer asked.

"Not only that, he could make them do anything he wanted. And by that time, televison was in such
com-mon use that one speaker could visbly and directly talk to millions of people.”

"But couldn't the government have regulated the art?

Professor Gordon amiled thinly. "How, when legidators were human, too, and as subject to
hypnotism as the people under them? And then, to complicate things dmost hopdesdy, came the
invention of the Vargas Whed.

‘It had been known, back as far as the Nineteenth Century, that an arrangement of moving mirrors
could throw anyone who watched it into a state of hypnotic submisson. And thought transmisson had
been experi-mented with in the Twenty-first century. It was in the falowing one that Vargas combined
and perfected the two into the Vargas Whed. A sort of hdmet affair, redly, with a revolving whed of
gpecidly constructed tricky mirrors on top of it.”

"How did it work, Professor?' asked Caguer.

"The wearer of a Vargas Whed hdmet had immediate and automeatic control over anyone who saw
him-di-rectly, or in a tdevison screen,” said Gordon. "The mirrors in the smdl turning whed produced
ingtantane-ous hypnoss and the helmet-somehow-brought thoughts of its wearer to bear through the
whed and im-pressed upon his subjects any thoughts he wished to tranamit.

'In fact, the hdmet itsdf-or the whed-could be set to produce certain fixed illusons without the
necessty of the operator spesking, or even concentrating, on those points. Or the control could be
direct, from hismind."

"Ouch," said Caquer. "A thing like that would-1 can certainly see why indructions in making a Vargas
Whed would be Blackdexed. Suffering Asteroids! A man with one of these could-"

"Could do dmaost anything. Induding killing a man and meking the manner of his death appear five
different ways to five different observers.”

Caquer whisled softly. "And induding playing nineman Morris with soap-box radicas-or they
wouldn't even have to be radicds. They could be ordinary ortho-dox ditizens™

"Nine men? Jane Gordon demanded. "What's this about nine men, Rod? | hadn't heard abouit it.’

But Rod was dready standing up.

"Haven't time to explain, Icicle,” he said. "Tdl you tomorrow, but | mus get down to-Wait a minute.
Professor, isthat al you know about the Vargas Whed business?

"Absolutdy dl, my boy. It just occurred to me as a possbility. There were only five or 9x of them
ever made, and findly the government got hold of them and destroyed them, one by one. It cost millions
of livesto do it.

"When they findly got everything cleaned up, coloni-zation of the planets was darting, and an
internationdl council had been started with control over dl govern-ments. They decided that the whole
fidd of hypnotism was too dangerous, and they made it a forbidden subject. It took quite a few centuries
to wipe out dl knowledge of it, but they succeeded. The proof isthat you'd never heard of it."

"But how about the beneficid aspects of it," Jane Gordon asked. "Were they lost?

"Of course,” said her father. "But the science of medi-cine had progressed so far by that time that it
wasn't too much of a loss. Today the medicos can cure, by phydcd treatment, anything that hypnotism
could handle

Caquer who had hated at the door, now turned back.

"Professor, do you think it possible that someone could have rented a Blackdex book from Deem,
and learned dl those secrets?' he inquired.

Professor Gordon shrugged. ‘It's possble” he said. "Deam might have handled occasond Blackdex
books, but he knew better than try to sl or rent any to me. So | wouldn't have heard of it."



At the gation, Lieutenant Caquer found Lieutenant Borgesen on the verge of gpoplexy.

He looked a Caquer.

"You!" he said. And then, plaintively, "The world's gone nuts. Listen, Brager discovered Willem Deem,
didn't he? At ten oclock yesterday morning? And stayed there on guard while Skidder and you and the
clearance men were there?'

"Yes, why?" asked Caguer.

Borgesen's expression showed how much he was upset by developments.

"Nothing, not athing, except that Brager was in the emergency hospitd yesterday morning, from nine
until after eeven, getting a sprained ankle treated. He couldn't have been a Deem's. Seven doctors and
attendants and nurses swear up and down he was in the hospitd at thet time”

Caquer frowned.

"He was limping today, when he helped me search Deem's shop,” he said. "What does Brager say?'

"He says he was there, | mean a Deem's, and discov-ered Deem's body. We just happened to find
out otherwise accidentdly-if it is otherwise. Rod, 1'm going nuts. To think | had a chance to be fireman on
a spacer and took this ceegtid job. Have you learned anything new?"

"Maybe. But fird | want to ask you, Borg. About these nine nitwits you picked up. Has anybody tried
to iden-tify-"

"Them," interrupted Borgesen. 'l let them go." Caquer stared at the beefy face of the night lieutenant in
utter amazemen.

"Let them go?' he repeated. "You couldn't, legdly. Man, they'd been charged. Without a trid, you
couldn't turn them loose."

‘Nuts. | did, and I'll take the respongihility for it. Look, Rod, they were right, weren't they?'

"What?

"Sure. People ought to be waked up about what'sgo-ing on over in Sector Two. Those phonies over
there need taking down a peg, and we're the only ones to do it. This ought to be headquarters for
Cdlido, right here. Why listen, Rod, a united Cdlisto could take over Gany-mede.”

"Borg, was there anything over the televis tonight? Anybody make a speech you ligened t0?"

"Sure, didn't you hear it? Our friend Skidder. Must have been while you were waking here, because
dl the tdevis turned on automaticaly-it was a generd.”

"And-was anything specific suggested, Borg? About Sector Two, and Ganymede, and that sort of

"Sure, generd medting tomorrow morning &t ten. In the square. We're dl supposed to go; I'll see you
there, won't 1?7

"Yeah," sad Lieutenant Caguer. 'I'm afraid you will. I-1 got to go, Borg."

CHAPTER SIX: TOO FAMILIAR FACE

Ron CAQUER knew what was wrong now. Also the last thing he wanted to do was stay around the
dation ligen-ing to Borgesen taking under the influence of-what seemed to be-a Vargas 'Whed. Nothing
ese, nothing less, could have made police Lieutenant Borgesen talk as he had just taked. Professor
Gordon's guess was getting righter every minute. Nothing else could have brought about such results.

Caguer waked on blindly through the Jupiter lighted night, past the building in which his own
gpartment was. He did not want to go there ether.

The dtreets of Sector Three City seemed crowded for so laie an hour of the evening. Late? He
glanced at hiswatch and whistled softly. It was not evening any more. It was two o'clock in the morning,
and normally the streets would have been utterly deserted.

But they were not, tonight. People wandered about, adone or in amdl groups that walked together in
un-canny slence. Shuffle of feet, but not even the whisper of avoice. Not even

Whisperd Something about those streets and the peo-ple on them made Rod Caquer remember now,
his dream of the night before. Only now he knew that it had not been a ream. Nor had it been
deepwaking, in the ordinary sense of the word.



He had dressed. He had stolen out of the building. And the street lights had been out too, and that
meant that employees of the service department had neglected ther posts. They, like others, had been
wandering with the crowds.

“Kill-kill-kill-You hate them . . .

A shiver ran down Rod Caquer's spine as he redized the sgnificance of the fact that last night's dream
had been a redity. This was something that dwarfed into inggnificance the murder of a petty
book-and-reel shop owner.

This was something which was gripping a cdity, something that could upset a world, something that
could lead to unbdievable terror and carnage on a scale that hadn't been known since the Twenty-fourth
Century. Thiswhich had started as a Smple murder case!

Up ahead somewhere, Rod Caquer heard the voice of a nun addressing a crowd. A frenzied voice,
ghill with fanaticism. He hurried his steps to the corner, and walked around it to find himsdf in the fringe
of a crowd of peo-ple pressng around aman speaking from the top of aflight of steps.

"-and | tdl you that tomorrow is the day. Now we have the Regent himsdf with us, and it will be
unneces-sary to depose him. Men are working dl night tonight, preparing. After the megting in the square
tomorrow morning, we shal-’

"Hey!" Rod Caquer yelled. The man stopped talking and turned to look a Rod, and the crowd turned
dowly, dmogt as one man, to Sare a him.

"Y ou're under-"

Then Caquer saw that thiswas but a futile gesture.

It was not because of the man surging toward him that convinced him of this He was not afrad of
vio-lence. He would have welcomed it as rdief from un-canny terror, welcomed a chance to lay about
himwith the flat of his sword.

But standing behind the speaker was a man in uniform-Brager. And Caguer remembered, then, that
Borgesen, now in charge a the gtation, was on the other sde. How could he arrest the speaker, when
Borgesen, now in charge, would refuse to book him. And what good would it do to start ariot and cause
injury to innocent people-people acting not under their own valition, but under the inddious influence
Professor Gordon had described to him?

Hand on his sword, he backed away. No one followed. Like automatons, they turned back to the
speaker, who resumed his harangue, as though never interrupted. Po-liceman Brager had not moved, had
not even looked in the direction of his superior officer. He adone of dl those there had not turned a
Caquer's chdlenge.

Lieutenant Caquer hurried on in the direction he had been going when he had heard the speaker. That
way would take him back downtown. He would find a place open where he could use a visphone, and
cdl the Sector Coordinator. This was an emergency.

And surdly the scope of whoever had the Vargas Whed had not yet extended beyond the boundaries
of Sector Three.

He found an dl-night restaurant, open but deserted, the lights on but no waiters on duty, no cashier
behind the counter. He stepped into the visphone booth and pushed the button for a long-distance
operator. She flashed into Sght on the screen dmost at once.

"Sector Coordinator, Cdligo City," Caguer said. "And rush it."

"Sorry, gr. Out of town service suspended by order of the controller of Utilities, for the duration.”
"Duration of what?'

"We are not permitted to give out information.”

Caquer gritted his teeth. Well, there was one someone who might be able to help him. He forced his
voice to reman cam.

"Give me Professor Gordon, University Apartments,” he told the operator.

'Yes, ar."

But the screen stayed dark, dthough the little red button that indicated the buzzer was operating
flashed on and off, for minutes

"Thereis no answer, gr."



Probably Gordon and his daughter were adeep, too soundly adeep to hear the buzzer. For a moment,
Caguer considered rushing over there. But it was on the other side of town, and of what help could they
be? None, and Professor Gordon was afral old man, and ill.

No, he would have to-Agan he pushed a button of the visphone and a moment later was taking to
the men in charge of the ship hangar.

"Get out that little speed job of the Police Depart-ment,” snapped Caquer. "Have it ready and I'll be
there in afew minutes™

"Sorry, Lieutenant,” came the curt reply. "All outgo-ing power beams shut off, by specid order.
Everything's grounded for the emergency.”

He might have known it, Cagquer thought. But what about the specid investigator coming in from the
Coordi-nator's office? " Are incoming ships gill permitted to land? he inquired.

"Permitted to land, but not to leave again without specid order,” answered the voice.

"Thanks,” Caquer said. He clicked off the screen and went out into the dawn, outsde. There was a
chance, then. The specid investigaior might be able to hdlp.

But he, Rod Caquer would have to intercept him, tdl him the story and its implications before he
could fdl, with the others, under the influence of the Vargas Whed. Caguer strode repidly toward the
termind. Maybe it was too late. Maybe his ship had dready landed and the damage had been done.

Agan he passed a knot of people gathered about a frenzied speaker. Almost everyone must be under
the influence by thistime. But why had he been spared? Why was not he, too, under the evil influence?

True, he mugt have been on the street on the way to the police Sation at the time Skidder had been on
the arr, but that didn't explain everything. All of these people could not have seen and heard that viscadt.
Some of them must have been adeep dready at that hour.

Also he, Rod Caguer, had been affected, the night before, the night of the whispers. He must have
been under the influence of the whed at the time he investigated the murder-the murders.

Why, then, was he free now? Was he the only one, or were there others who had escaped, who were
sane and their norma salves?

If not, if he was the only one, why was he free? Or was he free?

Could it be that what he was doing right now was under direction, was part of some plan?

But no use to think that way, and go mad. He would have to carry on the best he could, and hope that
things, with him, were what they seemed to be.

Then he broke into arun, for ahead was the open area of the termind, and a amdl space-ship, sSlver
inthe dawn, was sdttling down to land. A amdl offida speedster-it mugt he the specid investigator. He
ran around the check-in building, through the gate in the wire fence and toward the ship, which was
dready down. The door opening.

A smdll, wiry man stepped out and closed the door behind him. He saw Caguer and smiled.

"You're Caquer? he asked, pleasantly. "Coordinator’ s office sent me to investigate a case you fdlows
are trou-bled with. My name-"

Lieutenant Rod Caquer was garing with horrified fas-cination at the little man's well-known fegtures,
the dl -too familiar wart on the side of the little man's nose, listening for the announcement he knew this
man was go-ing to make.

"-isWillem Deem. Shdl we go to your office?!

CHAPTER SEVEN: WHEELS WITHIN THE WHEEL

Such athing as too much can happen to any man!

Lieutenant Rod Caguer, Lieutenant of Police of Sector Three, Cdlisto, had experienced more than his
share. How can you investigate the murder of a man who has been killed twice? How should a policeman
act when the vicim shows up, dive and happy, to hdp you solve the case?

Not even when you know he s not there redly-or if heis, heis not what your eyestdl you heisand is
not saying what your ears hear.

There is a point beyond which the human mind can no longer function sanely with proper sense as



when they reach and pass that point, different people react in differ-ent ways.

Rod Caquer's reaction was a sudden blind, red anger. Directed, for lack of a better object, at the
specid investigator-if he was the specid investigator and not a hypnotic phantasm which wasn't there a
al.

Rod Caquer's lig lashed out, and it met a chin. Which proved nothing except thet if the little man
who'd just stepped out of the speedster was an illuson, he was an illuson of touch as wdl as of sght.
Rod's fig exploded on his chin like a rocket-blast, and the litle man swayed and fdl forward. Still
amiling, because he had not had time to change the expression on his face.

He fdl face down, and then rolled over, his eyes closed but amiling gently up &t the brightening sky.

Shakily, Caguer bent down and put his hand againg the front of the man's tunic. There was the thump
of a heating heart, dl right. For a moment, Cagquer had feared he might have killed with that blow.

And Caguer closed his eyes, ddiberately, and fdt the man's face with his hand-and it dill fdt like the
face of Willem Deem looked, and the wart was there to the touch as well as to the sense of Sght.

Two men had run out of the check-in building and were coming across the fidd toward him. Rod
caught the expression on their faces and then thought of the little speedster only a few paces from him.
He had to get out of Sector Three City, to tdl somebody what was happening before it was too late.

If only they'd been lying about the outgoing power beam being shut off. He leaped across the body of
the man he had struck and into the door of the speedster, jerked at the controls. But the ship did not
respond, and no, they hadn't been lying about the power beam.

No use saying here for afight that could not possibly decide anything. He went out the door of the
Speedster, on the other Sde, away from the men coming toward him, and ran for the fence.

It was dectricaly charged, that fence. Not enough to kill a man, but plenty to hold him stuck to it until
men with rubber gloves cut the wire and took him off. But if the power beam was off, probably the
current in the fence was off, too.

It was too high to jump, so he took the chance. And the current was off. He scrambled over it safely
and his pursuers stopped and went back to take care of the fdlen man beside the speedster.

Caquer dowed down to awalk, but he kept on going. He didn't know where, but he had somehow to
keep moving. After a while he found that his steps were taking him toward the edge of town, on the
northern side, toward Cdligto City.

But that was slly. He couldn't possibly wak to Ca-listo City and get there in less than three days.
Evenif he could walk across the intervening roadless desert a dl. Besides, three days would be too late.

He was in a amdl park near the north border when the sgnificance, and the futility, of his direction
carne to him. And he found, at the same time, that his muscles were sore and tired, that he had a raging
headache, that he could not keep on going unless he had a worthwhile and possible godl.

He sank down on a park bench, and for awhile his head was sunk in his hands. No answer came.

After awhile he looked up and saw something that fascinated him. A child's pinwhed on a tick, stuck
inthe grass of the park, spinning in the wind. Now fast, now dow, as the freeze varied.

It was going in circles, like his mind was. How could a man's mind go other than in circles when he
could not tdl what was redlity and what was illuson? Going in circles, like a Vargas Whed.

Circles.

But there ought to be some way. A man with a Vargas Whed was not completely invincble, ese how
had the coundil findly succeeded in destroying the few that had been made? True, possessors of the
wheds would have cancelled each other out to some extent, but there mugt have been a last whed, in
someone's hands. Owned by someone who wanted to control the destiny of the solar system.

But they had stopped the whedl.

It could be stopped, then. But how? How, when one could not sec it? Rather, when the sght of it put
aman so completely under its contral that he no longer, after the firg glimpse, knew that it was there
because, on gght, it had captured hismind.

He mugt stop the whedl. That was the only answer. But how?

That pinwhed there could he the Vargas Whed, for dl he could tdl, set to create the illuson thet it
was a childs toy. Or its possessor, wearing the hemet, might be standing on the path in front of him a



this moment, watching him. The possessor of the whed might be invisble because Caguer's mind was
told not to see.

But if the man was there, hed be really there, and should Rod dash out with his sword, the menace
would be ended, wouldn' it? Of course.

But how to find awhed that one could not see? That one could not see because--

And then, dill garing at the pinwhed, Caquer saw a chance, something that might work, a dender
chancel

He looked quickly at hiswrist watch and saw that it was haf past nine which was one half hour before
the demondtration in the square. And the whed and its owner would be there, surdly.

His aching muscles forgotten, Lieutenant Rod Caquer started to run back toward the center of town.
The dtreets were deserted. Everyone had gone to the square, of course. They had been told to come.

He was winded after a few blocks, and had to dow down to a rapid walk, but there would be time
for im to get there before it was over, even if he missed the Start.

Yes, he could get there dl right. And then, if hisidea worked. . .

It was dmogt ten when he passed the building where his own office was Stuated, and kept on going.
He turned in afew doors beyond. The elevator operator was gone, but Caguer ran the devator up and a
minute later he had used his picklock on a door and was in Perry Peters [aboratory.

Peters was gone, of course, hut the goggles were there, the gpecid goggles with the trick
windshield-wiper effect that made them usable in radite mining.

Rod Caguer dipped them over his eyes, put the motive-power battery into his pocket, and touched
the button on the side. They worked. He could see dimly as the wipers flashed back and forth. But a
minute later they stopped.

Of course. Peters had said that the shafts heated and expanded after a minutes operation. Well, that
might not matter. A minute might be long enough, and the metd would have cooled by the time he
reached the square.

But he would have to be able to vary the speed. Among the litter of suff on the workbench, he found
asmdl rheostat and spliced it in one of the wires that ran from the battery to the goggles.

That was the best he could do. No timeto try it out. He did the goggles up onto his forehead and ran
out into the hdl, took the eevator down to Street level. And a moment later he was running toward the
public square, two blocks away.

He reached the fringe of the crowd gathered in the square looking up at the two baconies of the
Regency building. On the lower one were saverd people he recog-nized; Dr. Skidder, Walther Johnson.
Even Lieutenant Borgesen was there.

On the higher balcony, Regent Maxon Barr was adone, and was spegking to the crowd beow. His
sonorous voice rolled out phrases extalling the might of empire. Only allittle distance away, in the crowd,
Caquer caught sght of the gray har of Professor Gordon, and Jane Gordon's golden head beside it. He
wondered if they were under the spell, too. Of course they were deluded dso or they would not be
there. He redized it would be usdless to speak to them, then, and tdl them what he was trying to do.

Lieutenant Caquer did the goggles down over his eyes, blinded momentarily because the wiper ams
were in the wrong position. But his fingers found the rheostat, set at zero, and began to move it dowly
around the did toward maximum.

And then, as the wipers began ther frantic dance and accelerated, he could see dimly. Through the
arc-shaped lenses, he looked around him. On the lower bacony he saw nothing unusud, but on the
upper bacony the figure of Regent Barr suddenly blurred.

There was a man sanding there on the upper bacony wearing a strange-looking hdmet with wires
and atop the hdmet was a three-inch whed of mirrors and prisms.

A whed that stood 4ill, because of the stroboscopic effect of the mechanized goggles. For an indant,
the speed of those wiper arms was synchronized with the soinning of the whedl, so that each successive
glimpse of the whed showed it in the same postion, and to Caquer's eyes the whed stood ill, and he
could see it.

Then the goggles jammed.



But he did not need them any more now.

He knew that Barr Maxon, or whoever stood up there on the bacony, was the wearer of the whed.

Slently, and dtracting as little attention as possble, Caguer sprinted around the fringe of the crowd
and reached the side door of the Regency building.

There was a guard on duty there.

"Sorry, gr, but no one's dlowed-"

Then he tried to duck, too late. The fla of Police Lieutenant Rod Caquer's shortsword thudded
agang his head.

The ingde of the building seemed deserted. Caquer ran up the three flights of dtairs that would take
him to the levd of the higher bacony, and down the hdl toward the bacony door.

He burst through it, and Regent Maxon turned. Maxon now, no longer wore the hdmet on his head.
Caquer had logt the goggles, but whether he could see it or not, Caquer knew the hdmet and the whed
were dill in place and working, and that this was his one chance.

Maxon turned and saw Lieutenant Caquer's face, and his drawn sword.

Then, abruptly, Maxon's figure vanished. It seemed to Caguer-athough he knew thet it was not-that
the figure before him was that of Jane Gordon. Jane, looking a him pleadingly, and spoke in mdting
tones.

"Rod, don't-" she began to say.

But it was not Jane, he knew. A thought, in self-preservation, had been directed & him by the
manipula-tor of the Vargas Whed.

Caguer raised his sword, and he brought it down hard.

Glass shattered and there was the ring of metd on meta, as his sword cut through and split the helmet.

Of course it was not Jane now-just a dead man lying there with blood oozing out of the Solit in a
drange and complicated, but utterly shattered, hemet. A hemet that could now be seen by everyone
there, and by Lieutenant Cagquer himsdf.

Jug as everyone, induding Caquer, himsdf, could recognize the man who had worn it.

He was a amdl, wiry man, and there was an unsghtly wart on the side of his nose.

Yes, it was Willem Deem. And thistime, Rod Caguer knew, it was Willem Deem. .. .

"I thought,” Jane Gordon said, "that you were going to leave for Cdlisto City without saying goodbye
to us"

Rod Caquer threw his hat in the generd direction of a hook.

"Oh, that,” he said. "I'm not even sure I'm going to take the promoation to a job as police coordinator
there. | have aweek to decide, and I'll he around town at least that long. How you been doing, Icicle?!

'Fne, Rod. St down. Father will be home soon, and | know he has a lot of things to ask you. Why
we haven't seen you since the big mass meeting.”

Funny how dumb a smart man can be, at times.

But then again, he had proposed so often and been refused, that it was not dl hisfaullt.

He just looked at her.

'Rod, dl the gtory never came out in the newscasts,”" she said. "I know youll have to tdl it dl over
agan for my father, but while we're wating for him, won't you give me some informetion?”'

Rod grinned.

‘Nothing to it, redly, Icide," he said. "Willem Deem got hold of a Blackdex book, and found out how
to make a Vargas Whedl. So he made one, and it gave him idess.

"Hisfirg idea was to kill Barr Maxon and take over as Regent, sdtting the hdmet so he would appear
to be Maxon. He put Maxon's body in his own shop, and then had a lot of fun with his own murder. He
hed a warped sense of humor, and got a kick out of chesing usin cir-cles.”

‘But just how did he do dl the rest?" asked the girl.

"He was there as Brager, and pretended to discover his own body. He gave one description of the
method of death, and caused Skidder and me and the clearance men to see the body of Maxon each a
different way. No wonder we nearly went nuts.”

'‘But Brager remembered being there too,” she ob-jected.



'‘Brager was in the hospitd at the time, but Deem saw him afterward and impressed on his mind the
memory pattern of having discovered Deem's body," explained Caquer. "So naturdly, Brager thought he
hed been there.

"Then he killed Maxon's confidentia secretary, because being so close to the Regent, the secretary
mus have suspected something was wrong even though he couldn't guess what. That was the second
corpse of Wil-lim Deem, who was beginning to enjoy himsdf in earnest when he pulled that on us.

"And of course he never sent to Cdligto City for a specid invedtigator at dl. He just had fun with me,
by making me seem to meet one and having the guy turn out to be Willem Deem again. | nearly did go
nuts then, | guess.”

"But why, Rod, weren't you as degply in as the others-l mean on the business of conquering Cdlisto
and dl of that?" she inquired. "You were free of that part of the hypnogs’

Caquer shrugged.

"Maybe it was because | missed Skidder's talk on the tdevis he suggested. "Of course it wasn't
Skidder at dl, it was Deem in another guise and wearing the hdmet. And maybe he ddiberately left me
out, because he was having a psychopathic kind of fun out of my trying to investigate the murders of two
Willem Deems. It's hard to figure. Perhaps | was dightly cracked from the strain, and it might have been
thet for that reason | was partidly resstant to the group hypnoss”

"You think he redly intended to try to rule dl of Cd-listo, Rod?' asked the girl.

"Well never know, for sure, just how far he wanted, or expected to go later. At fird, he was just
experiment-ing with the powers of hypnoss, through the whed. That firg night, he sent people out of
their houses into the streets, and then sent them back and made them forget it. Just a test, undoubtedly.”

Caguer paused and frowned thoughtfully.

"He was undoubtedly psychopathic, though, and we don't dare even guess what dl his plans were," he
con-tinued. "Y ou understand how the goggles worked to neutraize the whed, don't you, Icide?!

'l think so. That was brilliant, Rod. It's like when you take amoving picture of a turning whed, isnt it?
If the camera synchronizes with the turning of the whed, so that each successive picture shows it after a
complete rev-olution, then it looks like it's sanding gill when you show the movie"

Caquer nodded.

‘That's it on the head," he said. "Just luck | had ac-cess to those goggles, though. For just a second |
could see a man wearing a hdmet up there on the ba cony-but that was dl | had to know."

"But Rod, when you rushed out on the balcony, you didn't have the goggles on any more. Couldn't he
have stopped you, by hypnoss?'

"Wdl, he didn'. | guess there wasn't time for him to take over control of me. He did flash an illuson a
me. It wasn't ether Barr Maxon or Willem Deem | saw danding there a the last minute. It was you,
Jane”

“|

"Yep, you. | guess he knew I'm in love with you, and that's the firg thing flashed into his mind; thet |
wouldnt dare use the sword if | thought it was you standing there. But | knew it wasn't you, in spite of the
evidence of my eyes, so | svung it."

He shuddered dightly, remembering the will power he had needed to bring that sword down.

"Theworst of it was that | saw you standing there like I've aways wanted to see you-with your ams
out toward me, and looking a me as though you loved me.”

"Like this, Rod?"

And he was not too dumb to get the idea, that time.

COME AND GO MAD
I:

HE HAD known it, somehow, when he had awakened that morning. | to knew it more surdy now,
daing out of the editorid room window into the early afternoon sunlight danting down among the



buildings to cast a pattern of light and shadow. He knew that soon, perhaps even today, something
important was going to happen. Whether good or bad he did not know, but he darkly suspected. And
with reason; there are few good things that may unexpectedly happen to a man, things, that is, of lading
importance. Disaster can gtrike from innumerable direc-tions, in amazingly diverse ways.

A voice sad, "Hey, Mr. Vine" and he turned away from the window, dowly. That in itsdf was
drange for it was not his manner to move dowly; he was a amdl, volaile man, dmos cat-like in the
quickness of his reac-tions and his movements.

But this time something made him turn dowly from the window, admogt as though he never again
expected to see that chiaroscuro of an early afternoon.

He sad, "Hi, Red."

The freckled copy boy said, "His Nibs wants to see ya”

"Now?"

"Naw. Atcher convenience. Sometime next week, maybe. If yer busy, give hm an apperntment.” He
put hisfig againg Red's chin and shoved, and the copy boy staggerd back in assumed distress.

He got up out of his chair and went over to the water cooler. He pressed his thumb on the button and
water gurgled into the paper cup.

Harry Wheder sauntered over and said, "Hiya, Nappy. What's up? Going on the carpet?

He sad, "Sure, for arase’”

He drank and crumpled the cup, tossing it into the waste basket. He went over to the door marked
Private and went through it.

Water J. Candler, the managing editor, looked up from the work on his desk and sad affably, "St
down, Vine Be with you in a moment,” and then looked down again.

He did into the chair opposite Candler, worried a cigarette out of his shirt pocket and lighted it. He
stud-ied the back of the sheet of paper of which the managing editor was reading the front. There waan't
anything on the back of it.

The M. E. put the paper down and looked a him. "Vine, I've got a screwy one. Youre good on
crewy ones.”

He grinned dowly at the M. E. He said, 'If that's a compliment, thanks.”

"Its a compliment, dl right. Youve done some pretty tough things for us. This one's different. 1've
never yet asked a reporter to do anything | wouldn't do mysdlf. | wouldn't do this, so I'm not asking you
to."

The M. E. picked up the paper held been reading and then put it down again without even looking at
it. "Ever hear of Ellsworth Joyce Randolph?’

"Head of the asylum? Hdl yes, I've met him. Casudly.”

"How'd he impress you?'

He was aware that the managing editor was garing at him intently, that it wasn't too casud a question.
He parried. "What do you mean: In wha way? You mean is he a good Joe, is he a good politician, has
he got a good bedside manner for a psychiatrist, or what?'

‘| mean, how sane do you think heis?"

He looked at Candler and Candler wasn't kidding. Candler was drictly deadpan.

He began to laugh, and then he stopped laughing. He leaned forward across Candler's desk.
"Ellsworth Joyce Randolph,” he said. "Y ou're taking about Ellsworth Joyce Randolph?

Candler nodded. 'Dr. Randolph was in here this morn-ing. He told a rather strange story. He didnt
want me to print it. He did want me to check on it, to send our best man to check on it. He sad if we
found it was true we could print it in hundred and twenty line type in red ink." Candler grinned wryly.
"We could, at that."

He ssumped out his cigarette and studied Candler's face. "Bt the story itsdf is so screwy you're not
sure whether Dr. Randolph himsdlf might be insane?

"Exactly.”

"And what's tough about the assgnment?

"The doc says a reporter could get the story only from the ingde.”



"You mean, go in as aguard or something?' Candler said, "Something.”

He got up out of the chair and walked over to the window, stood with his back to the managing
editor, looking out. The sun had moved hardly at dl. Yet the shadow pattern in the streets looked
different, obscurdly different. The shadow pattern ingde himsdf was differ-ent, too. This, he knew, was
what had been going to happen. He turned around. He said, "No, Hel no.’

Candler shrugged imperceptibly. "Dont blame you. | havent even asked you to. | wouldnt do it
mysdf.’

He asked, "What does Ellsworth Joyce Randolph think is going on ingde his nuthouse? It must be
something pretty screwy if it made you wonder whether Randolph himsdf is sane”

'| can't tdl you that, Vine. Promised him | wouldn't, whether or not you took the assgnment.”

"You mean-even if | took the job | dill wouldn't know what | was looking for?"

"Tha's right. You'd be prgudiced. You wouldnt be objective. You'd be looking for something, and
you might think you found it whether it was there or not. Or you might be so prejudiced againd finding it
that you'd refuse to recognize it if it bit you in the leg.”

He strode from the window over to the desk and banged hisfis down onit.

He said, "God damn it, Candler, why me? Y ou know what happened to me three years ago.”

"Sure. Amnesa’

"Sure, annesa. Just like that. But | haven't kept it any secret thet | never got over that amnesa I'm
thirty years old-or am 1?7 My memory goes back three years. Do you know what it feds like to have a
blank wdl in your memory only three years back?

"Oh sure, | know what's on the other Sde of that wall. | know because everybody tdls me. | know |
started here as a copy boy ten years ago. | know where | was born and when and | know my parents
are both dead. | know what they look like-because I've seen ther pictures. | know | didn't have a wife
and kids, because everybody who knew me told me | didn't. Get that part everybody who knew me, not
everybody | knew. | didn't know anybody.

"Sure, 1've done dl right Snce then. After | got out of the hospital-and | don't even remember the
accident that put me there-l did dl right back here because | ill knew how to write news stories, even
though | had to learn everybody'sname dl over again. | wasn't any worse off than a new reporter garting
cold on a paper in a strange city. And everybody was as hdpful as hdl.”

Candler raised a placating hand to gem the tide. He said, "Okay, Nappy. You sad no, and that's
enough. | don't see what dl that's got to do with this story, but dl you had to do was say' no. So forget
about it."

The tenseness hadn't gone out of him. He said, "You don't see what that's got to do with the story?
You ask-or, dl right, you don't ask, you suggest-that | get mysdf certified as a madman, go into an
asylum as a patient.

When-how much confidence does anyone have in his own mind when he can't remember going to
school, can't remember the firg time he met any of the people he works with every day, can't remember
darting on the job he works at, can't remember anything back of three years before?

Abruptly he struck the desk again with hisfigt, and then looked foolish about it. He said, "I'm sorry. |
didn't mean to get wound up abot it like that.”

Candler sad, "St down.”

"The answer's4ill no.’

'St down, anyway."

He sat down and fumbled a cigarette out of his pocket, got it lighted.

Candler said, "l didn't even mean to mention it, but I've got to now. Now that you talked that way. |
didn't know you fdt like that about your amnesia. | thought that was water under the bridge.

"Ligten, when Dr. Randolph asked me what reporter we had that could best cover it, | told him about
you. What your background was. He remembered mesting you, too, incidentdly. But he hadn't known
youd had amnesa”

'Isthat why you suggested me?



"Skip that till 1 make my point. He said that while you were there, hed be glad to try one of the newer,
milder forms of shock treatment on you, and that it might restore your lost memories. He said it would be
worth trying."

"He didnt say it would work."

"He sad it might; that it wouldn't do any harm.”

He stubbed out the cigarette from which held taken only three drags. He glared at Candler. He didnt
have to say what wasin his mind; the managing editor could read it.

Candler said, "Cadm down, boy. Remember | didnt bring it up until you yoursdf started in on how
much that memory-wal bothered you. | wasn't saving it for anmunition. | mentioned it only out of fairness
to you, after the way you taked."

'Fairmnessl”

Candler shrugged. "You said no. | accepted it. Then you started raving a me and put me in a spot
where | had to mention something I'd hardly thought of at the time. Forget it. How's that graft story
coming? Any new leads?

"You going to put someone else on the asylum story?"

‘No. You're thelogicd onefor it

"What is the story? It must be pretty wodlly if it makes you wonder if Dr. Randolph is sane. Does he
think his patients ought to trade places with his doctors, or what?'

He laughed. "Sure, you can't tdl me. That's redly beautiful double bat. Curiosty-and hope of
knocking down that wal. So what's the rest of it? If | say yes ingtead of no, how long will | be there,
under what circum-stances? What chance have | got of getting out again? How do | get in?'

Candler said dowly, "Vine, I'm not sure any more | want you to try it. Let's skip the whole thing.”

"Let's not. Not until you answer my questions, anyway.”

"All right. You'd go in anonymoudy, so there wouldn't be any sigma attached if the story wouldn't
work out. If it does, you can tdl the whole truth—induding Dr. Randolph's calluson in getting you in and
out again. The cat will be out of the bag, then.

"You might get what you want in afew days-and you wouldn't stay on it more than a couple of weeks
inany case.

"How many at the asylum would know who | was and what | was there for, besides Randolph?

"No one.” Candler leaned forward and held up four fingers of his left hand. He pointed to the fird.
"Four people would have to be in on it. You." He pointed to one finger. "Me" A second. "Dr.
Randolph." The third finger. "And one other reporter from here.”

"Not that 1'd object, but why the other reporter?”

‘Intermediary. In two ways. Firdt, hell go with you to some psychiatrist; Randolph will recommend
one you can fool comparatively eeslly. Hell be your brother and request that you be examined and
certified. Y ou convince the psychiatrist you're nuts and hell certify you. Of course it takes two doctors to
put you away, but Ran-dolph will be the second. Y our dleged brother will want Randolph for the second
one”

"All this under an assumed name?'

"If you prefer. Of course there's no redl reason why it should be."

"That's the way | fed about it. Keep it out of the papers, of course. Tdl everybody around
here-except my-hey, in that case we couldn't make up a brother. But Charlie Doerr, in Circulation, is my
firs cousn and my nearest living rdlaive. Hed do, wouldn't he?'

"Sure. And held have to be intermediary the rest of the way, then. Vist you a the asylum and bring
back anything you have to send back."

"And if, in a couple of weeks, I've found nothing, youll soring me?!

Candler nodded. 'I'll pass the word to Randolph; hell interview you and pronounce you cured, and
you're out. Y ou come back here, and you've been on vacation. That'sdl.”

"What kind of insanity should | pretend to have?'

He thought Candler squirmed alittiein his chair. Candler said, "Wdl-wouldn't this Nappy business be
a naurd? | mean, paranoia is a form of insanity which, Dr. Randolph told me, hasn't any physica



symptoms. It's just a ddusion supported by a systematic framework of rationdization. A paranoiac can
be sane in every way except one.”

He watched Candler and there was a fant twisted grin on his lips "You mean | should think I'm
Napoleon?'

Candler gestured dightly. "Choose your own delusion. But-isn't that one a natura? | mean, the boys
aound the office dways kidding you and cdling you Nappy. And-" He finished weekly, "-and
evaything."

And then Candler looked at him squardly. "Want to do it?

He stood up. "I think so. I'll let you know for sure tomorrow morning after I've dept on it, but
unofficidly-yes. Is that good enough?'

Candler nodded.

He said, 'I'm taking the rest of the afternoon off; I'm going to the library to read up on paranoia
Haven't anything ese to do anyway. And I'll talk to Charlie Doerr this evening. Okay?"

"FHine. Thanks"

He grinned at Candler. He leaned across the desk. He said, ‘Il let you in on a little secret, now that
things have gone hisfar. Don't tdl anyone. | am Napoleon!”

It was a good exit line, sO he went out.

HE car hishat and coat and went outside, out of the arr-conditioning and into the hot sunlight. Out of
the quiet madhouse of a newspaper office after deadline, into the quieter madhouse of the Streets on a
aultry July afternoon.

He tilted his panama back on his head and ran his hand-kerchief across his forehead. Where was he
going? Not to the library to bone up on paranoia; that had been a gag to get off for the rest of the
afternoon. He'd read everything the library had on paranoia-and on dlied subjects-over two years ago.
He was an expert on it. He could fool any psychiatrist in the country into think-ing that he was sane-or
thet he wasn't.

He walked north to the park and sat down on one of the benches in the shade. He put his hat on the
bench beside him and mopped his forehead again.

He stared out at the grass, bright green in the sunlight, at the pigeons with their slly- head-bobbing
method of walking, a ared squirrd that came down one Side of a tree, looked about him and scurried up
the other sde of the same tree.

And he thought back to the wdl of annesa of three years ago.

The wall that hadn't been awall at al. The phrase intrigued him: a wall at dl. Pigeons on the grass,
das Awdl a 4l

It wasnt a wall a dl; it was a shift, an abrupt change. A line had been drawn between two lives
Twenty-seven years of alife before the accident. Three years of alife Since the accident.

They were not the samellife

But no one knew. Until this afternoon he had never even hinted the truth-if it was the truth-to anyone.
Hed used it as an exit linein leaving Candler's office, knowing Candler would take it as a gag. Even so,
one had to be careful; use a gagline like that often, and people begin to wonder.

The fact that his extensve injuries from that accident had included a broken jaw was probably
responsible for the fact that today he was free and not in an insane asylum. That broken jaw-it had been
ina cast when held returned to consciousness forty-eight hours after his car had run head-on into a truck
ten miles out of town-had prevented him from talking for three weeks.

And by the end of three weeks, despite the pain and the confusion that had filled them, hed had a
chance to think things over. He'd invented the wdl. The amnesia, the convenient amnesa that was s0
much more believa-ble than the truth as he knew it.

But was the truth as he knew it?

That was the haunting ghost that had ridden him for three years now, since the very hour when he had



awak-ened to whitenessin a white room and a stranger, srangely dressed, had been stting beside a bed
the like of which had been in no fidd hospitd hed ever heard of or seen. A bed with an overhead
framework. And when he looked from the stranger's face down a his own body, he saw tha one of his
legs and both of his arms were in casts and that the cast of the leg stuck upward at the angle, a rope
running over apulley holding it so.

He'd tried to open his mouth to ask where he was, what had happened to him, and that was when he
hed discovered the cast on his jaw.

Hed stared at the stranger, hoping the latter would have sense enough to volunteer the information
and the stranger had grinned a him and said, "Hi, George. Back with us, huh? Youll be dl right.”

And there was something strange about the language until he placed what it was. English. Was hein
the hands of the English? And it was a language, too, which he knew little of, yet he understood the
granger per-fectly. And why did the stranger cdl him George?

Maybe some of the doubt, some of the fierce be-wilderment, showed in his eyes, for the stranger
leaned closer to the bed. He said, "Maybe you're ill confused, George. You were in a pretty bad
smashup. You ran that coupe of yours head-on into a gravel truck. That was two days ago, and you're
just coming out of it for the firg time. You're dl right, but youll be in the hospitd for a while, till dl the
bones you busted knit. Nothing serioudy wrong with you."

And then waves of pain had come and swept away the confuson, and he had closed his eyes.

Ancther voice in the room said, "Were going to give you a hypo, Mr. Vine," but he hadn't dared open
hiseyes again. It was easier to fight the pain without seeing.

There had been the prick of aneedlein his upper am. And pretty soon there'd been nothingness.

When he came back again-twelve hours later, he learned afterwards-it had been to the same white
room, the same drange bed, but this time there was a woman in the room, a woman in a sirange white
cosume gtand-ing at the foot of the bed studying a paper that was fastened on a niece of board.

She had amiled a him when she saw that his eyes were open. She said, "Good morning, Mr. Vine
Hope youre feding better. I'll tdl Dr. Holt that you're back with us.”

She went away and came back with a man who was aso drangdy dressed, in roughly the same
fashion as had been the stranger who had cdled hm George.

The doctor looked a him and chuckled. "Got a patient, for once, who can't tak back to me. Or
even write notes.” Then his face sobered. "Are you in pain, though? Blink once if you're not, twice if you
ae"

The pain wasnt redly very bad this time, and he blinked once. The doctor nodded with satisfaction.
"That cousin of yours,” he said, "has kept cdling up. Hell be glad to know you're going to be back in
shape to-well, to ligeniif not to talk. Guessit won't hurt you to see im awhile this evening.”

The nurse rearranged his bedclothing and then, merci-fully, both she and the doctor had gone, leaving
him aone to straghten out his chaotic thoughts.

Straighten them out? That had been three years ago, and he hadn't been able to sraighten them out
yet:
The gartling fact that they'd spoken English and that hed understood that barbaric tongue perfectly,
despite his dight previous knowledge of it. How could an ac-cident have made him suddenly fluent in a
language which he had known but dightly?

The gartling fact that they'd cdled him by a different name. "George’ had been the name used by the
men who'd been beside his bed lagt night. "Mr. Vine," the nurse had caled him. George Vine, an English
name, surely.

But there was one thing a thousand times more gartling than ether of those: It was what last night's
granger (Could he be the "cousin” of whom the doctor had spoken?) had told him about the accident. *
You ran that coupe of yours head-on into a grave truck."

The amazing thing, the contradictory thing, was that he knew what a coupe was and what a truck
was. Not that he had any recollection of having driven either, of the accident itsdf, or of anything beyond
that moment when held been gtting in the tent after Lodi-but-but how could a picture of a coupe,



something driven by a gasoline engine, arise to his mind when such a concept had never been in hismind
before.

There was that mad mingling of two worlds-the one sharp and clear and definite. The world hed lived
his twenty-seven years of life in, in the world into which hed been born twenty-seven years ago, on
Augug 15th, 1769, in Corsica. The world in which held gone to deep-it seemed like last night-in his tent
a Lodi, as Generd of the Army in Italy, after hisfirgt important victory in the fidd.

And then there was this digurbing world into which he had awakened, this white world in which
people spoke an English-now that he thought of it-which was dif-ferent from the English he had heard
spoken a Brienne, in Vdence, a Toulon, and yet which he understood per-fectly, which he knew
indinctivdy that he could speak if his jaw were not in a cast. This world in which people cdled him
George Vine, and in which, strangest of dl, people used words that he did not know, could not
con-ceivably know, and yet which brought pictures to his mind.

Coupe, truck. They were both forms of-the word came to his mind unbidden-automobiles. He
concen-trated on what an automobile was and how it worked, and the information was there. The
cylinder block, the pistons driven by explosions of gasoline vapor, ignited by a spark of dectricity from a
generator.

Electricity. He opened his eyes and looked upward & the shaded light in the calling, and he knew,
somehow, that it was an dectric light, and in a generd way he knew what eectricity was.

The Itdian Gavani-yes, held read of some experi-ments of Galvani, but they hadn't encompassed
anything practical such as alight like that. And garing at the shaded light, he visudized behind it water
power running dynamos, miles of wire, motors running generators. He caught his breath at the concept
thet came to him out of his own mind, or part of his own mind.

The fant, fumbling experiments of Gavani with their weak currents and kicking frogs legs had
scarcely fore-shadowed the unmysterious mystery of that light up in the celling; and that was the strangest
thing yet; part of his mind found it myserious and another part took it for granted and understood in a
generd sort of way how it dl worked.

Let's see, he thought, the eectric ligt was invented by Thomas Alva Edison somewhere
around-Ridiculous, held been going to say around 1900, and it was now only 1796!

And then the redly horrible thing came to him and he tried-painfully, in vain-to St up in bed. It had
been 1900, his memory told him, and Edison had died in 1931. And a men named Napoleon Bonaparte
hed died a hun-dred and ten years before that, in 1821.

Hed nearly gone insane then.

And, sane or insane, only the fact that he could not speak had kept him out of a madhouse; it gave
him time to think things out, time to redize tha his only chance lay in pretending amnesia, in pretending
that he remem-bered nothing of life prior to the accident. They don't put you in a madhouse for amnesa
They tdl you who you are, let you go back to what they tdl you your former life was. They let you pick
up the threads and weave them, while you try to remember.

Three years ago held done that. Now, tomorrow, he was going to a psychiatrist and say that he
was-Napo-leon!

THE dant of the sun was greater. Overhead a big bird of a plane droned by and he looked up at it
and began laughing, quietly to himsdlf-not the laughter of mad-ness. True laughter because it sprang from
the conception of Napoleon Bonaparte riding in a plane like that and from the overwheming incongruity
of that idea.

It came to him then that hed never ridden in a plane, that he remembered. Maybe George Vine had;
a some time in the twenty-seven years of life George Vine had spent, he must have. But did that mean
that he had ridden in one? That was a question that was part of the big question.

He got up and started to wak again. It was dmogt five o'clock; pretty soon Charlie Doerr would he
leaving the paper and going home for dinner. Maybe held better phone Charlie and he sure held be home



this evening.

He headed for the nearest bar and phoned; he got Charlie just intime. He said, "Thisis George. Going
to be home this evening?'

"Sure, George. | was going to a poker game, but | cdled it off when | learned you'd be around.”

"When you |learned-Oh, Candler talked to you?

"Yeah. Say, | didnt know you'd phone me or I'd have cadled Marge, but how about coming out for
dinner? It1l be dl right with her; I'll cal her now if you can.”

He said, "Thanks, no, Charlie. Got a dinner date. And say, about that card game; you can go. | can
get there about seven and we won't have to tak dl evening; an hourll be enough. You wouldnt be
leaving before eight anyway."

Chalie said, ‘Don't worry about it; | don't much want to go anyway, and you haven't been out for a
while So I'll seeyou a seven, then.”

From the phone booth, he walked over to the bar and ordered a beer. He wondered why hed turned
down the invitation to dinner; probably because, subconscioudy, he wanted another couple of hours by
himsdf before he taked to anyone, even Charlie and Marge.

He sipped his beer dowly, because he wanted to make it last; he had to stay sober tonight, plenty
sober. There was dlill time to change his mind; he'd left himsdf a loophole, however smdl. He could sill
go to Candler in the morning and say held decided not to do it.

Over therim of his glass he stared a himsdlf in the back-bar mirror. Small, sandy-haired, with freckles
on his nose, stocky. The smdl and stocky part fitted dl right; but the rest of it! Not the remotest
resemblance.

He drank another beer dowly, and that made it half past five.

He wandered out again and walked, thistime toward town. He walked past the Blade and looked up
to the third floor and at the window he'd been working out of when Candler had sent for him. He
wondered if held ever St by that window again and look out across a sunlit afternoon.

Maybe. Maybe not.

He thought about Clare. Did he want to see her tonight?

WEél, no, to be honest about it, he didn't. But if he disappeared for two weeks or so without having
even sad good-bye to her, then hed have to write her off his books; she wouldn't like thet.

He'd better.

He stopped in a a drug store and called her home. He said, "This is George, Clare. Ligten, I'm being
sent out of town tomorrow on an assgnment; don't know how long I'll be gone. One of those things that
might be afew days or afew weeks. But could | see you late this evenring, to say so-long?

"Why sure, George. What time?"

"It might be after nine, but not much after. That be okay? I'mseeing Charlie fird, on business;, may not
be able to get away before nine”

"Of course, George. Any time"

He stopped in a a hamburger stand, athough he wasn't hungry, and managed to eat a sandwich and a
piece of pie. That made it a quarter after 9x and, if he walked, he'd get to Charli€'s at just about the right
time. So he walked.

Charlie met im at the door. With finger on his lips, he jerked his head backward toward the kitchen
where Marge was wiping dishes. He whispered, "l didnt tdl Marge, George. I1td worry her.”

He wanted to ask Charlie why it would, or should, worry Marge, but he didn't. Maybe he was a little
afrad of the answer. It would have to mean that Marge was worrying about him aready, and that was a
bad sgn. He thought he'd been carrying everything off pretty wel for three years now.

Anyway, he couldn't ask because Charlie was leading him into the living room and the kitchen was
within easy earshot, and Charlie was saying, "Glad you de-cided youd like a game of chess, George.
Marge is go-ing out tonight; movie she wants to sec down at the neighborhood show. | was going to that
card game out of sdf-defense, but | didn't want to.”

He got the chessboard and men out of the closet and started to set up a game on the coffee table.



Marge came in with atry bearing tal cold glasses of beer and put it down beside the chessboard. She
sad, "Hi, George. Hear you're going away a couple of weeks."

He nodded. "‘But | don't know where. Candler-the managing editor-asked meif 1'd be free for an out
of town assgnment and | said sure, and he said hed tdl me about it tomorrow.”

Charlie was halding out clenched hands, a pawn in each, and he touched Charlieseft hand and got
white. He moved pawn to king's fourth and, when Charlie did the same, advanced his queen's pawn.

Marge was fussng with her hat in front of the mir-ror. She said, "If you're not here when | get back,
George, so long and good luck.”

He said, "Thanks, Marge. ‘Bye"

He made a fev more moves before Marge came over, ready to go, kissed Charlie goodbye and then
kissed him lightly on the forehead. She said, "Take care of yoursdf, George."

For a moment his eyes met her pale blue ones and he thought, she is worrying about me. It scared him
alittle

After the door had closed behind her, he said, "Let's not finish the game, Charlie. Let's get to the brass
tacks, because I've got to see Clare about nine. Dunno how long I'll gone, so | can't very wel not say
good-bye to her."

Charlie looked up a him. "You and Clare serious, George?"

"l don't know."

Charlie picked up his beer and took a sip. Suddenly his voice was brisk and busnesdike. He said, -
All right, let's St on the brass tacks. Weve got an appoint-ment for eleven o'clock tomorrow morming
with a guy named Irving, Dr. J. E. Irving, in the Appleton Block. He's a psychiartrist; Dr. Randolph
recommended him.

'| caled him up this afternoon after Candler had talked to me; Candler had dready phoned Randolph.
My story was this | gave my right name. |'ve got a cousn who's been acting queer laidy and whom |
wanted him to tak to. | didn't give the cousn's name. | didnt tdl him in what way youd been acting
queer; | ducked the question and sad I'd rather have him judge for himsdf without prgjudice. | sad I'd
talked you into taking to a psychiatrist and that the only one | knew of was Ran-dolph; that I'd cdled
Randolph who said he didn't do much private practice and recommended Irving. | told him | was your
nearest living relative.

"Thet leaves the way open to Randolph for the second name on the certificate. If you can tak Irving
into think-ing you're redly insane and he wants to sgn you up, | can inggt on having Randolph, whom |
wanted in the first place. And thistime, of course, Randolph will agree.”

"You didn't say athing about what kind of insanity you suspected me of having?'

Charlie shook his head. He said, "So, anyway, neither of us goes to work a the Blade tomorrow. I'll
leave home the usud time so Marge won't know anything, but I'll meet you downtown-say, in the lobby
of the Chridina-at a quarter of deven. And if you can con-vince Irving that youre committable-if that's
the word-welll get Randolph right away and get the whole thing settled tomorrow."

"Andif | change my mind?'

“Then I'll cdl the gppointment off. That's dl. Look, isnt that dl there is to tak over? Let's play this
game of chess out; it's only twenty after seven.”

He shook his head. "I'd rather talk. Charlie. One thing you forgot to cover, anyway. After tomorrow.
How often you coming to see me to pick up bulletins for Candler?

"Oh, sure, | forgot that. As often as vigting hours will permit-three times a week. Monday,
Wednesday, Friday afternoons. Tomorrow's Friday, so if you get in, the first time I'll he able to see you is
Monday.

"Okay. Say, Charlie, did Candler even hint to you a what the story is that I'm supposed to get in
there?"

Charlie Doerr shook his head dowly. "Not a word. 'What is it? Or is it too secret for you to tak
about?"

He stared a Charlie, wondering. And suddenly he fdt that he couldnt tdl the truth; that he didnt
know either. It would make him look too slly. It hadn't sounded so foolish when Candler had given the



reason-a reason, anyway-for not tdling him, but it would sound foolish now.

He said, "If he didn't tdl you, | guess I'd better not either, Charlie” And since that didn't sound too
con-vincing, he added, "'l promised Candler | wouldn't.

Both glasses of beer were empty by then, and Charlie took them into the kitchen for refilling.

He followed Charlie, somehow preferring the infor-mdity of the kitchen. He sat a-straddle on a
kitchen chair, leaning his elbows on the back of it, and Charlie leaned againg the refrigerator.

Candler said. "Progt!" and they drank, and then Charlie asked, "Have you got your story ready for
Doc Irving?'

He nodded. "'Did Candler tdl you what I'mto tdl him?'

"Y ou mean, that youre Napoleon?' Charlie chuckled. Did that chuckle quite ring true? He looked at
Charlie, and he knew that what he was thinking was completely incredible. Charlie was square and
honest as they came. Charlie and Marge were his best friends; they'd been his best friends for three years
that he knew of. Longer than that, a hdl of a lot longer, according to Charlie. But beyond those three
years-that was something else again.

He cleared histhroat because the words were going to gtick a little. But he had to ask, he had to be
aure. "Charlie, I'mgoing to ask you ahdl of a question. Is this business on the up and up?"

"Huh?'

"Its ahdl of athing to ask. But-look, you and Candler don't think I'm crazy, do you? You didnt
work this out between you to get me put away-or anyway examined-painlesdy, without my knowing it
was hap-pening, till too late, did you?'

Charlie was garing at him. He said, "Jeez, George, you don't think 1'd do athing like that, do you?'

‘No, | don't. But you could think it was for my own good, and you might on that basis. Look, Charlie,
if it is that, if you think that, let me point out that this isnt far. I'm going up againg a psychiatrist
tomorrow to lie to him, to try to convince im that | have ddusions. Not to be honest with him. And that
would be unfair as hdll, to me. You see that, don't you, Charlie?'

Chaliesface got alittle white. He said dowly, ‘Before God, George, it's nothing like that. All 1 know
about thisiswhat Candler and you have told me"

"You think I'm sane, fully sane?"

Chalielicked hislips. He said, "You want it graight?’

"Wes"

"l never doubted it, until this moment. Unless'well, annesiais a form of mentd aberration, | suppose,
and you've never got over that, but that isnt what you mean, isit?'

‘No."

"Then, until right now-George, that sounds like a persecution complex, if you redly meant what you
asked me. A congpiracy to get you to-Surely you can see how ridiculous it is. What possible reason
would ether Candler or | have to get you to lie yoursdf into being committed?

He sad, 'I'm sorry, Charlie. It was just a screwy momentary notion. No, | don't think that, of course.”
He glanced a hiswrigt watch. "Let's finish that chess game, huh?'

"Fine. Wait till | give us arfill to take dong.”

He played cardlesdy and managed to lose within fifteen minutes. He turned down Charli€'s offer of a
chance for revenge and leaned back in his chair.

He said, "Charlie, ever hear of chessmen coming in red and black?"

"N-no. Either black and white, or red and white, any I've ever seen. Why?"

"Wdl-" He grinned. "l suppose | oughtnt to tdl you this after just meking you wonder whether I'm
redly sane after dl, but 1've been having recurrent dreams recently. No crazier than ordinary dreams
ex-cept that I've been dreaming the same things over and over. One of them is something about a game
between the red and the black; | don't even know whether it's chess. You know how it is when you
dream; things seem to make sense whether they do or not. In the dream, | don't wonder whether the
red-and-black businessis chess or not; | know, | guess, or seem to know. But the knowledge doesn't
cary over. You know what | mean?’



"Sure. Go on."

"Wdl, Charlie, I've been wondering if it just might have something to do with the other sde of that
wal of amnesal've never been able to cross. Thisisthe firg timein my-well, not in my life, maybe, but in
the three years | remember of it, that I've had recurrent dreams. | wonder if-if my memory may not be
trying to get through.

"Did | ever have a sat of red and black chessman, for ingtance? Or, in any school | went to, did they
have intramurd basketball or baseball between red teams and black teams, or-or anything like that?'

Charlie thought for a long moment before he shook his head. "No," he said, "nothing like that. Of
course theresred and black in roulette-rouge et noir. And it sthe two colorsin a deck of playing cards.”

"No, I'm pretty sure it doesn't tie in with cards or roulette. It's not-not like that. It's a game between
the red and the black. They're the players, somehow. Think hard, Charlie, not about where you might
have run into that idea, but where | might have."

He watched Charlie druggle and after awhile he said, "Okay, don't prain your brain, Charlie. Try this
one. The brightly shining."

"The brightly shining what?*

"Jud that phrase, the brightly shining. Does it mean anything to you, at dl?"

“No.”

"Okay," he said. "Forget it."

V:

HE WAS early and he waked past Clare's house, as far as the corner and stood under the big em
there, amoking the rest of his cigarette, thinking bleskly.

There wasn't anything to think about, redly; dl he had to do was say good-bye to her. Two easy
gyllables. And g4l off her questions as to where he was going, ex-actly how long held be gone. Be quiet
and casud and unemationa about it, just as though they didn't mean anything in particular to each other.

It had to be that way. He'd known Clare Wilson a year and a hdf now, and hed kept her dangling
that long; it wasn't fair. This had to be the end, for her sake. He had about as much business asking a
woman to marry him as-as a madman who thinks he's Napoleon!

He dropped his cigarette and ground it vicioudy into the walk with his hed, then went back to the
house, up on the porch, and rang the bell.

Clare hersdf came to the door. The light from the hdlway behind her made her har a circlet of soun
gold around her shadowed face.

He wanted to take her into his arms so badly that he clenched his figts with the effort it took to keep
hisarms down.

Supidly, he said, "Hi, Clare. How's everything?'

‘| don't know, George. How is everything? Aren't you coming in?'

Sheld stepped back from the doorway to let him past and the light was on her face now, sweetly
grave. She knew something was up, he thought; her expression and the tone of her voice gave that away.

He didn't want to go in. He said, "It's such a beautiful night, Clare. Let's take a droll.”

"All right, George." She came out onto the porch. "It is a fine night, such beautiful stars.” She turned
and looked a him. "Is one of them yours?

He started a little. Then he stepped forward and took her elbow, guiding her down the porch steps.
He said lightly, "All of them are mine. Want to buy any?

"You wouldnt give me one? Just a teeny little dwarf star, maybe? Even one that I'd have to use a
telescope to see?!

They were out on the sdewak then, out of hearing of the house, and abruptly her voice changed, the
play-ful note dropped from it, and she asked another question, "What's wrong, George?"

He opened his mouth to say nothing was wrong, and then closed it again. There wasn't any lie that he
could tdl her, and he couldn't tdl her the truth, either. Her asking of that question, in that way, should



have made things eader; it made them more difficult.

She asked another, ™Y ou mean to say good-bye for-for good, don't you George?'

He sad, "Yes" and his mouth was very dry. He didn't know whether it came out as an aticulae
monosyllable or not, and he wetted hislips and tried again. He said, "Yes, I'm afraid so, Clare”

He couldnt make himsdf turn to look at her, he stared blindy ahead. He sad, 'I-1 can't tdl you,
Clare. But it's the only thing | can do. It's best for both of us"

"Tdl me one thing, George. Are you redly going away? Or was that just an excuse?'

"It'strue. I'm going away; | don't know for how long. But don't ask me where, please. | can't tdl you
that.”

‘Maybe | can tdl you, George. Do you mindif | do?"

He minded dl right; he minded terribly. But how could he say so? He didn't say anything, because he
couldn't say yes, either.

They were beside the park now, the little neighborhood park that was only a block square and didn't
offer muchin the way of privacy, but which did have benches. And he steered her-or she steered him; he
didn't know which-into the park and they sat down on a bench. There were other people in the park, but
not too near till he hadn't answered her question.

She sat very close to him on the bench. She said, Y ou've been worried about your mind, haven't you
George?'

"Wel-yes, inaway, yes, | have™

"And you're going away has something to do with that, hasn't it? You're going somewhere for
observation or trestment, or both?

"Something like that. 1t'snot as Smple as that, Clare, and |-1 just can't tdl you about it."

She put her hand on his hand, lying on his knee. She said, "'l knew it was something like that, George.
And | dont ask you to tdl me anything about it.

"Judt-just don't say what you meant to say. Say so-long ingtead of good-bye. Don't even write me, if
you don't want to. But don't he noble and call everything off here and now, for my sake. At least wait
until you've been wherever you're going. Will you?

He gulped. She made it sound so smple when actudly it was so complicated. Miserably he said, "All
right, Clare. If you want it that way."

Abruptly she stood up. "Let's get back, George." He stood beside her. "Bt it's early.”

"l know, but sometimes-Wdll, there's a psychologicd moment to end a date, George. | know that
sounds sy, but after what we've said, wouldn't it be-uh-anti-climactic-to-"

He laughed alittle. He said, "I see what you mean.”

They waked back to her home in slence. He didn't know whether it was happy or unhappy slence;
he was too mixed up for that.

On the shadowed porch, in front of the door, she turned and faced him. "George," she said. Slence.

"Oh, damn you, George; quit being so noble or whatever you're being. Unless, of course, you don't
love me. Unlessthisis just an eaborate form of-of runaround you're giving me. Isit?"'

There were only two things he could do. One was run like hell. The other was what he did. He put his
ams around her and kissed her. Hungrily.

When that was over, and it wasn't over too quickly, he was breathing alittle hard and not thinking too
clearly, for he was saying what he hadn't meant to say a dl, "'l love you, Clare. | love you; | love you.

And she sad, 'l love you, too, dear. Youll come back to me, won't you?' And he said, "Yes. Yes."

It was four miles or so from her home to his rooming house, but he walked, and the wak seemed to
take only seconds.

He sat at the window of his room, with the light out, thinking, but the thoughts went in the same old
crclesthey'd goneinfor three years.

No new factor had been added except that now he was going to stick his neck out, way out, miles
out. Maybe, just maybe, thisthing was going to be settled one way or the other.

Out there, out his window, the stars were bright diazmonds in the sky. Was one of them his star of



dedtiny? If s0, he was going to fallow it, fallow it even into the madhouse if it led there. Insde him was a
deeply rooted conviction that this wasn't accident, that it wasn't coinci-dence that had led to his being
asked to tdl the truth under guise of falsehood.

His star of degtiny.

Brightly shining? No, the phrase from his dreams did not refer to that; it was not an adjective
phrase, but a noun. The brightly shining? What was the brightly shining?

And the red and the black? Hed thought of everything Charlie had suggested, and other things, too.
Checkers, for instance. But it was not that.

The red and the black.

Wadl, whatever the answer was, he was running full-speed toward it now, not away fromiit.

After awhile he went to bed, but it was along time before he went to deep.

V:

CHARLIE DOERR came out of the inner office marked Private and put his hand out. He said, "Good
luck, George. The doe's ready to tak to you now."
He shook Charlies hand and said, "You might as wel run dong. I'll see you Monday, firg visting

day

Il wait here,” Charlie said. "'l took the day off work anyway, remember? Besides, maybe you won't
have to go. He dropped Charlie's hand, and stared into Charli€s face. He said dowly, "What do you
mean, Charlieemaybe | won't have to go.”

"Why-" Charlie looked puzzled. "Why, maybe hell tdl you you're dl right, or just suggest regular
vidgts to see him until you're straightened out, or-" Charlie finished weakly, "-or something.”

Unbdievingly, he stared at Charlie. He wanted to ask, am | crazy or are you, but that sounded crazy
to ask under the circumstances. But he had to be sure, sure that Charlie just hadn't et something dip from
his mind; maybe hed fdlen into the role he was supposed to be playing when he talked to the doctor just
now. He asked, "Charlie, don't you remember that-" And even of that question the rest seemed insane
for im to be asking, with Charlie staring blankly at him. The answer was in Charli€'s face; it didn't have
to be brought to Charlieslips.

Chalie said again, "I'll wait, of course. Good luck, George."

He looked into Charlie's eyes and nodded, then turned and went through the door marked Private.
He closed it behind him, meanwhile studying the man who had been stting behind the desk and who had
risen as he entered. A big man, broad shouldered, iron gray hair.

"Dr. Irving?

"Yes Mr. Vine Will you be seated, please?"

He did into the comfortable, padded armchair across the desk from the doctor.

"Mr. Ving" sad the doctor, "a fird interview of this sort is dways a bit difficult. For the patient, |
mean. Until you know me better, it will be difficult for you to overcome a certain naurd reticence in
discussing yourself. Would you prefer to tak, to tdl things your own way, or would you rather | asked
questions?

He thought that over. Hed had a story ready, but those few words with Charlie in the waiting room
had changed everything.

He said, "Perhaps you'd better ask questions.”

"Very well.” There was a pencil in Dr. Irving's hand and paper on the desk before him. Where and
when were you born?"

He took a deep breath. "To the best of my knowledge, in Corsica on Augugt 15th, 1769. | don't
actudly remem-ber being born, of course. I do remember things from my boyhood on Corsica, though.
We stayed there urtil | was ten, and after that | was sent to school a Brienne.”

Instead of writing, the doctor was tapping the paper lightly with the tip of the pencil. He asked, "What
month and year isthis?

"Augud, 1947. Yes, | know that should make me a hundred and seventy-some years old. You want



to know how | account for thet. | don't. Nor do | account for the fact that Napoleon Bonaparte died in
1821

He leaned back in the chair and crossed hisarms, staring up at the caling. 'l don't attempt to account
for the paradoxes or the discrepancies. | recognize them as such. But according to my own memory, and
asde from logic pro or con, | was Napoleon for twenty-seven years. | won't recount what happened
during thet time; it'sdl down in the history books.

"‘Butin 1796, after the battle of Lodi, while | was in charge of the amiesin Itay, | went to deep. As
far as | knew, just as anyone goes to deegp anywhere, any time. But | woke up-with no sense whatever
of duration, by the way-in a hospitd in town here, and | was informed that my name was George Vine,
that the year was 1944, and that | was twenty-seven years old.

"The twenty-seven years old part checked, and that was dl. Absolutely dl. | have no recollections of
any parts of George Vineslife prior to hismy-waking up in the hospita after the accident. | know quite
abit about his early life now, but only because I've been told.

"l know when and where he was born, where he went to school, and when he started work at the
Blade. | know when he enliged in the amy and when he was discharged-late in 1943-because |
developed a trick knee after a leg injury. Not in combat, incidentaly, and there wasn't any
“psycho-neuratic' on my-his-dis-charge.”

The doctor quit doodling with the pencil. He asked, "Y ou've fdt thisway for three years-and kept it a
se-cret?'

"Yes | had timeto think things over after the ac-cident, and yes, | decided then to accept what they
told me about my identity. They'd have locked me up, of course. Incidentdly, 1've tried to figure out an
answer. |'ve studied Dunne's theory of time-even Charles Fort!" He grinned suddenly. "Ever read about
Casper Hauser?!

Dr. Irving nodded.

"Maybe he was playing smart the way | did. And | wonder how many other amnesiacs pretended
they didn't know what happened prior to a certain date-rather than admit they had memories at obvious
variance with the facts”

Dr. Irving said dowly, "Your cousin informs me that you were a bit-ah-"hipped was his word-on the
sub-ject of Napoleon before your accident. How do you account for that?'

"I've told you | don't account for any of it. But | can veify that fact, asde from what Charlie Doerr
says about it. Apparently I-the George Vine |, if | was ever George Vine-was quite interested in
Napoleon, had read about him, made a hero of him, and had talked about him quite a bit. Enough so that
the fellows he worked with at the Blade had nicknamed him “Nappy. "

"I notice you didinguish between yoursdf and George Vine. Areyou or are you not he?

‘| have been for three years. Before that-I have no recollection of being George Vine. | don't think |
was. | think-as nearly as | think anything-thet |, three years ago, woke up in George Vin€e's body."

"Having done what for a hundred and seventy some years?

'| havent the faintest idea. Incidentaly, | don't doubt that this is George Vines body, and with it |
inherited his knowledge-except his persond memories. For example, | knew how to handle his job at the
newspaper, dthough | didn't remember any of the people | worked with there. | have his knowledge of
English, for indance, and his ability to write. | knew how to operate a typewriter. My handwriting is the
same as his"

"If you think that you are not Vine, how do you account for that?"

He leaned forward. "I think part of meis George Vine, and part of meist. | think some transference
has happened which is outside the run of ordinary human experience. That doesn't necessarily mean that
it's supernatural-nor that I'm insane. Does it?"

Dr. Irving didn't answer. Ingtead, he asked, "You kept this secret for three years, for understandable
reasons. Now, presumably for other reasons, you decide to tdl. What are the other reasons? What has
happened to change your attitude?

It was the question that had been bothering him.

He sad dowly, ‘Because | don't believe in coinci-dence. Because something in the Stuation itsdf has



changed. Because I'm tired of pretending. Because I'mwilling to risk imprisonment as a paranoic to find
out the truth.”

"Whét in the Stuation has changed?

"Y esterday it was suggested-by my employer-that | feign insanity for a practical reason. And the very
kind of insanity which | have, if any: Surdy, | will admit the posshility that I'm insane. But | can only
operate on the theory that I'mnot. Y ou know that you're Dr. Wil-lard E. Irving; you can only operate on
that theory-but how do you know you are? Maybe you're insane, but you can only act as though you're

"Y ou think your employer is part of a plot-ah--againgt you? Y ou think there isa conspiracy to get you
into a sanitarium?

"l don't know. Here's what has happened since yes-terday noon.” He took a deep breath. Then he
plunged. He told Dr. Irving the whole story of his interview with Candler, what Candler had said about
Dr. Randolph, about his talk with Charlie Doerr last night and about Charlie's bewildering about-face in
the waiting room.

'When he was through he said, "That's dl.” He looked at Dr. Irving's expressionless face with more
curiogity than concern, trying to read it. He added, quite casudly, "You don't believe me, of course. You
think I'minsane.”

He met Irving's eyes squarely. He said, "Y ou have no choice-unless you would choose to bdieve I'm
tdling you an elaborate st of lies to convince you I'm insane. | mean, as a scientist and as a psychiatris,
you cannot even admit the posshility that the things | believe--know-are objectively true. Am | not
right?'

"| fear that you are. S0?"

"So go ahead and Sgn your commitment. I'm going to follow this thing through. Even to the detall of
having Dr. Ellsvorth Joyce Randolph sgn the second one.”

"Y ou make no objection?

"Would it do any good if | did?'

"On one point, yes, Mr. Vine If a patient has a prejudice againgt-or a dduson concerning-one
psy-chiatrig, it is best not to have him under that particular psychiatrist's care. If you think Dr. Randolph
is con-cerned in a plot againg you, | would suggest that another one be named.”

He sad softly, "Evenif | choose Randolph?

Dr. Irving waved a deprecating hand, "Of course, if both you and Mr. Doerr prefer-*

"We prefer.”

The iron gray head nodded gravely. "Of course you understand one thing; if Dr. Randolph and |
decide you should go to the sanitarium, it will not be for custodid care. It will be for your recovery
through treatment.”

He nodded.

Dr. Irving stood. "Youll pardon me a moment? I'll phone Dr. Randolph.”

He watched Dr. Irving go through a door to an inner room. He thought; there's a phone on his desk
right there; but he doesn't want me to overhear the conversation.

He sat there very quietly until Irving came back and said, 'Dr. Randolph is free. And | phoned for a
cab to take usthere. Youll pardon me again? I'd like to speak to your cousin, Mr. Doerr.”

He sat there and didn't watch the doctor leave in the opposite direction for the wating room. He
could have gone to the door and tried to catch words in the low-voiced conversaion, but he didn't. He
just sat there until he heard the waiting room door open behind him and Charli€'s voice said, "Come on,
George. The cab will be waiting downgtairs by now.”

They went down in the elevator and the cab was there. Dr. Irving gave the address.

In the cab, about hdf way there, he said, "It sa beauti-ful day,” and Charlie cleared histhroat and said,
"Yegh, itis" The rest of the way he didnt try it again and nobody said anything.

VI:



HE WORE gray trousers and a gray shirt, open at the col-lar, and with no necktie that he might
decide to hang himsdf with. No belt, ether, for the same reason, dthough the trousers buttoned shugly
enough around the wais that there was no danger of them fdling off. Just as there was no danger of his
fdling out any of the win-dows; they were barred.

He was not in acdl, however; it was a large ward on the third floor. There were seven other meniin
the ward. His eyes ran over them. Two were playing checkers, gtting on the floor with the board on the
floor between them. One sat in a chair, Saring fixedly a nothing; two leaned againgt the bars of one of
the open windows, looking out and talking casudly and sandly. One read a magazine. One sat in a
corner, playing smooth arpeggios on a piano that wasn't there a dl.

He stood leaning againgt the wall, watching the other seven. HeE'd been here two hours now; it seemed
like two years.

The interview with Dr. Ellsvorth Joyce Randolph had gone smoothly; it had been practicdly a
duplicate of hisinterview with Irving. And quite obvioudy, Dr. Randolph had never heard of him before.

He'd expected that, of course.

He fdt very cadm, now. For a while, hed decided, he wasn't going to think, wasn't going to worry,
wasn't even going to fed.

He strolled over and stood watching the checker game. It was a sane checker game; the rules were
being fol-lowed.

One of the men looked up and asked, "What's your name?" It was a perfectly sane question; the only
thing wrong with it was that the same man had asked the same question four times now within the two
hours held been here.

He said, "George Vine"

"Mings Bassington, Ray Bassington. Cdl me Ray. Are you insane?

‘No.

"Some of us are and some of us aren't. He is” He looked a the man who was playing the imaginary
piano. "Do you play checkers?'

"Not very wdl."

"Good. We egt pretty soon now. Anything you want to know, just ask me."

"How do you get out of here? Wait, | don't mean that for a gag, or anything. Serioudy, what's the
proce-dure?

"You go in front of the board once a month. They ask you questions and decide if you go or Say.
Sometimes they stick needles in you. What you down for?

"Down for? What do you mean?"

" Feeble-minded, manic-depressive, dementia praecox, involutiond meancholia’

"Oh. Paranoia, | guess.”

"That's bad. Then they gtick needlesinyou." A bdl rang somewhere.

"Thet' sdinner,” said the other checker player. "Ever try to commit suicide? Or kill anyone?'

‘No."

"Theyl let you eat a an A table then, with knife and fork.

The door of the ward was being opened. It opened outward and a guard stood outside and said, "All
right.” They filed out, al except the man who was Stting in the chair saring into space.

"Know about hm?' he asked Ray Bassngton.

"Hell miss a med tonight. Manic-depressive, just go-ing into the depressive stage. They let you miss
one med; if you're not able to go to the next they take you and feed you. Y ou a manic-depressive?

‘No."

"You'e lucky. It's hdl when you're on the downswing. Here, through this door."

It was a big room. Tables and benches were crowded with men in gray shirts and gray trousers, like
his A guard grabbed his arm as he went through the doorway and said, "There. That seet.”

It was right beside the door. There was atin plate, messy with food, and a spoon beside it. He asked,

‘Dont | get aknife and fork? | was told-"
The guard gave him a shove toward the seat. 'Observation period, seven days. Nobody gets



dlverwaretill their observation period's over. Siddown.’

He sat down. No one a his table had slverware. All the others were edting, severd of them naidly
and mess-ily. He kept his eyes on his own plate, unappetizing as that was. He toyed with his spoon and
managed to eat a few pieces of potato out of the ssew and one or two of the chunks of mesat that were
maodlly lean.

The coffee was in atin cup and he wondered why urtil he reglized how breakable an ordinary cup
would be and how lethd could be one of the heavy mugs cheap restaurants use.

The coffee was wesk and cool; he couldnt drink it. He sat back and closed his eyes. When he
opened them again there was an empty plate and an empty cup in front of him and the man at his left was
eding very rapidly. It was the man who'd been playing the non-existent piano.

He thought, if 1'm here long enough, I'll get hungry enough to eeat that suff. He didn't like the thought of
being there that long.

After awhile abel rang and they got up, one table a a time on Sgnds he didn't catch, and filed out.
His group had comein lagt; it went out fird.

Ray Bassngton was behind him on the stairs. He said, "Youll get used to it. What'd you say your
nameis?'

"George Vine"

Bassington laughed. The door shut on them from the outside.

He saw it was dark outsde. He went over to one of the windows and stared out through the bars.
There was asngle bright star that showed just above the top of the dm tree in the yard. His star? Well,
he'd followed it here. A cloud drifted acrossiit.

Someone was danding beside him. He turned his head and saw it was the man who'd been playing
piano. He had a dark, foreign-looking face with intense black eyes; just then he was amiling, as though a
asecret joke.

"You're new here, arent you? Or just get put in this ward, which?"

"New. George Vinesthe name."

"Baroni. Musician. Used to be, anyway. Now-let it go. Anything you want to know about the place?’

"Sure. How to get out of it."

Baroni laughed, without particular amusement but not bitterly ether. "Firdt, convince them you'e dl
right again. Mind tdling what's wrong with you—or don't you want to talk about it? Some of us mind,
others don't."

He looked a Baroni, wondering which way he fdt. Andly he said, "I guess | don't mind. | think I'm
Na-poleon.”

"Are you?'

"Am| what?

" Are you Napoleon? If you arent, that's one thing. Then maybe you'll get out of here in Sx months or
0. If you redly are-that's bad. Youll probably die here"

"Why? | mean, if | am, then I'm sane and-

‘Not the point. Point's whether they think you're sane or not. Way they figure, if you think you're
Napoleon youre not sane. Q. E. D. You Say here”

"Evenif | tdl them I'm convinced I'm George Ving?'

"They've worked with paranoia before. And that's what they've got you down for, count on it. And
any time a paranoiac gets tired of a place, hell try to lie hisway out of it. They weren't born yesterday.
They know that."

'In generd, yes, but how-"

A sudden cold chill went down his spine. He didn't have to finish the question. They stick needles in
you- It hadn't meant anything when Ray Bassington had said it.

The dark man nodded. "Truth serum,” he said. "When a paranoiac reaches the stage where he's cured

if he'stdling the truth, they make sure he'stdling it before they let im go.”

He thought what a beautiful trap it had been that hed waked into. HE'd probably die here, now.

He leaned his head againg the cool iron bars and closed his eyes. He heard footsteps waking away



from him and knew he was aone.

He opened his eyes and looked out into blackness; now the clouds had drifted across the moon, too.
Clare, hethought; Clare.

A trap.

But-if there was a trap, there must be a trapper. He was sane or he was insane. If he was sane, hed
walked into atrap, and if there was a trap, there must be a trapper, or trappers.

If he was insane

God, let it be that he was insane. That way everything made such sweetly smple sense, and someday
he might be out of here, he might go back to working for the Blade, possibly even with a memory of dl
the years held worked there. Or that George Vine had worked there. That was the catch. He waan't
George Vine. And there was another catch. He wasn't insane. The cool iron of the bars agang his
forehead.

After awhile he heard the door open and looked around. Two guards had come in. A wild hope,
reasonless, surged up indde him. It didn't last.

"Bedtime, you guys" said one of the guards. He looked at the manic-depressive stting motionless on
the chair and said, "Nuts. Hey, Bassington, help me get thisguy in.’

The other guard, a heavy-set men with har close-cropped like awrestler's, came over to the window.
"You. You're the new onein here. Vine, an't it?" He nodded.

"Want trouble, or going to be good?' Fingers of the guard's right hand clenched, the fig went back. *
Don't want trouble. Got enough.”

The guard relaxed a little "Okay, gtick to that and youll get dong. Vacant bunk's in there” He
pointed. "One on the right. Make it up yoursdf in the morming. Stay in the bunk and mind your own
business. If there's any noise or trouble here in the ward, we come in and take care of it. Our own way.
You wouldnt likeit.”

He didn't trust himsdf to speak, so he just nodded. He turned and went through the door of the
cubicle to which the guard had pointed. There were two bunks in there; the manic-depressve whod
been on the char was lying flat on his back on the other, saring blindly up at the celing through
wide-open eyes. They'd pulled his dippers off, leaving him otherwise dressed.

He turned to his own bunk, knowing there was noth-ing on earth he could do for the other man, no
way he could reach him through the impenetrable shell of blank misery which is the manic-depressive's
intermittent companion.

He turned down a gray sheet-blanket on his own bunk and found under it another gray sheet-blanket
atop a hard but smooth pad. He dipped off his shirt and trousers and hung them on a hook on the wall a
the foot of his bed. He looked around for a switch to turn off the light overhead and couldnt find one.
But, even as he looked, the light went ot.

A sngle light dill burned somewhere in the ward room outside, and by it he could see to take his
shoes and socks off and get into the bunk.

He lay very quiet for a while, hearing only two sounds, both faint and seeming far away. Somewhere
in another cubicle off the ward someone was Snging quietly to himsdf, a wordless monody; somewhere
€lse someone ese was sobbing. In his own cubicle, he couldn't hear even the sound of breathing from his
room mate.

Then there was a dffle of bare feet and someone in the open doorway said, ‘George Vine'

Hesad, 'Yes?

"Shhh, not so loud. This is Bassington. Want to tdl you about that guard; | should have warned you
before. Don't ever tangle with him.”

"l didn't."

'| heard; you were smart. Hell dug you to piecesif you give im hdf a chance. He's a sadigt. A lot of
guards are; that's why they're bughousers; that's whet they cdl themsdves, bughousers. If they get fired
one place for being too brutd they get on a another one. Hell be in again-in the morning; | thought 1'd
warn you."



The shadow in the doorway was gone.

He lay there in the dimness, the dmost-darkness, fed-ing rather than thinking. Wondering. Did mad
people ever know that they were mad? Could they tdl? Was every one of them sure, as he was sure-?

That quigt, ill thing lying in the bunk near his, inaticulatdy suffering, withdrawn from human reach
into a profound misery beyond the understanding of the sane—

"Napoleon Bonaparte!”

A clear voice, but had it been within his mind, or from without? He sat up on the bunk. His eyes
pierced the dimness, could discern no form, no shadow, in the doorway.

Hesad, "Yes?'

VII:

ONLY then, gtting up on the hunk and having answered "Yes" did he redize the name by which the
voice had cdled him.

"Get up. Dress"

He swung hislegs out over the edge of the bunk, stood up. He reached for his shirt and was dipping
hisarms into it before he stopped and asked, "Why?'

"To learn the truth."

"Who are you?' he asked.

"Do not speak doud. | can hear you. | am within you and without. | have no name."

"Then what are you?' He said it doud, without think-ing.

"Aningrument of The Brightly Shining."

He dropped the trousers held been holding. He sat down carefully on the edge of the bunk, leaned
over and groped around for them.

His mind groped, too. Groped for he knew not what. Fndly he found a question-the question. He
didnt ask it doud thistime; he thought it, concentrated on it as he straightened out his trousers and thrust
hislegsin them.

"Am | mad?"

The answer-No-came clear and sharp as a spoken word, but had it been spoken? Or was it a sound
thet was only in his mind?

He found his shoes and pulled them on his feet. As he fumbled the laces into some sort of knots, he
thought, "Who-what-is The Brightly Shining?'

"The Brightly Shining is that which is Earth. It is the intdligence of our planet. It is one of three
intelligences in the solar system, one of many in the universe. Earth is one; it is caled The Brightly
Shining"

'l do not understand.” he thought.

"Youwill. Are you ready?'

He finished the second knot. He stood up. The voice said, "Come. Walk slently.’

It was as though he was being led through the amost-darkness, dthough he fdt no physicd touch
upon him; he saw no physca presence beside him. But he walked confidently, athough quietly on tiptoe,
knowing he would not walk into anything nor sumble. Through the big room that was the ward, and then
his outstretched hand touched the knob of a door.

He turned it gently and the door opened inward. Light blinded him. The voice said, "Wait," and he
stood im-mobile. He could hear sound-the rustle of paper, the turn of a page-outside the door, in the
lighted corridor.

Then from across the hal came the sound of a dill scream. A char scraped and feet hit the floor of
the corridor, waking away toward the sound of the scream. A door opened and closed.

The voice said, "Come," and he pulled the door open the rest of the way and went outside, past the
desk and the empty chair that had been just outside the door of the ward.

Another door, another corridor. The voice sad, "Wait," the voice said, "Come'; this time a guard
dept. He tip-toed past. Down steps.



He thought the question, "Where am | going?

"Mad," sad the voice.

‘But you said | wasnt-" He'd spoken doud and the sound startled him amost more than had the
answer to hislast question. And in the slence that followed the words held spoken there came-from the
bottom of the stairs and around the corner-the sound of a buzzing switchboard, and someone said, "Yes?
... Okay, Doctor, I'll be right up.” Footsteps and the dosing of an eevator door.

He went down the remaining stairs and around the corner and he was in the front main hdl. There was
an empty desk with a switchboard beside it. He waked past it and to the front door. It was bolted and
he threw the heavy bolt.

He went outside, into the night.

He walked quiglly across cement, across graved; then his shoes were on grass and he didnt have to
tiptoe any more. It was as dark now as the ingde of an eephant; he fdt the presence of trees nearby and
leaves brushed his face occasondly, but he walked rapidly, confidently and his hand went forward just in
time to touch a brick wall.

He reached up and he could touch the top of it; he pulled himsdf up and over it. There was broken
glass on the fla top of the wdll; he cut his clothes and his flesh badly, but he fdt no pain, only the wetness
of blood and the stickiness of blood.

He walked dong alighted road, he waked dong dark and empty streets, he waked down a darker
dley. He opened the back gate of ayard and walked to the back door of a house. He opened the door
and went in. There was a lighted room &t the front of the house; he could see the rectangle of light at the
end of a corridor. He went dong the corridor and into the lighted room.

Someone who had been seated at a desk stood up. Someone, a man, whose face he knew but whom
he could not—

'Yes" sad the man, gmiling, "'you know me, but you do not know me. Your mind is under patia
control and your ahility to recognize me is blocked out. Other than that and your andgesiayou are
covered with blood from the glass on the wall, but you don't fed any pain-your mind is norma and you
aesane”

‘What's it dl about? he asked. "Why was | brought here?"

"‘Because you are sane. 'msorry about that, because you cant be. It is not so much that you retained
memory of your previous life, after you'd been moved. That happens. It is tha you somehow know
something of what you shouldn't-something of The Brightly Shining, and of the Game between the red
and the black. For that reason-"

"For that reason, what? he asked.

The man he knew and did not know smiled gently. "For that reason you must know the rest, so that
youwill know nothing at dl. For everything will add to nothing. The truth will drive you mad.’

“Thet | do not believe.”

"Of course you don't. If the truth were concelvable to you, it would not drive you mad. But you
cannot re-motely concelve the truth.”

A powerful anger surged up within him. He stared at the familiar face that he knew and did not know,
and he stared down a himsdf; a the torn and bloody gray uniform, at his torn and bloody hands. The
hands hooked like claws with the desire to kill-someone, the someone, whoever it was, who stood
before him.

He asked, "What arc you?

'| am an indrument of The Brightly Shining.”

"The same which led me here, or another?

"Oneisdl, dl is one. Within the whole and its parts, there is no difference. One instrument is another
and the red isthe black and the black is the white and there is no difference. The Brightly Shining is the
soul of Earth. | use soul as the nearest word in your vocabulary.”

Hatred was dmog a bright light. It was dmost something that he could lean into, leen his weight
agang.

He asked, "What is The Brightly Shining?' He made the words a curse in his mouth.



"Knowing will make you mad. Y ou want to know?

"Yes" He made a curse out of that ample, shilant syllable.

The lights were dimming. Or wasiit his eyes? The room was becoming dimmer, and a the same time
reced-ing. It was becoming a tiny cube of dim light, seen from afar and outside, from somewhere in the
digant dark, ever receding, tuming into a pinpoint of light, and within that point of light ever the hated.
Thing, the man-or was it a man2-gtanding beside the desk.

Into darkness, into space, up and apart from the earth -a dim sphere in the night, a receding sphere
outlined againgt the spangled blackness of eternd space, occulting the stars, a disk of black.

It stopped receding, and time stopped. It was as though the clock of the universe stood ill. Beside
him, out of the void, spoke the voice of the ingrument of The Shining One.

"Behold," it said. "The Being of Earth.

He beheld. Not as though an outward change was oc-curring, but an inward one, as though his senses
were being changed to enable him to perceive something hitherto unseesble.

The ball that was Earth began to glow. Brightly to shine.

"You see the intdligence that rules Earth,” said the voice. "The sum of the black and the white and the
red, that are one, divided only as the lobes of a brain are divided, the trinity thet is one."

The glowing bal and the stars behind it faded, and the darkness became deeper darkness and then
there was dim light, growing brighter, and he was back in the room with the man standing at the desk.

"You saw," said the man whom he hated. "But you do not understand. You ask, what you have seen,
what is The Brightly Shining? It is a group intdligence, the true intdligence of Earth, one intdligence
among threein the Solar system, one among many in the universe,

"What, then, is man? Men are pawns, in games of-to you-unbelievable complexity, between the red
and the black, the white and the black, for amusement. Played by one part of an organiam againg
another part, to while awvay an ingant of eternity. There are vaster games, played between gaaxies Not
with man.

"Manis a parasite peculiar to Earth, which tolerates his presence for a little while. He exists nowhere
esein the cosmos, and he does not exist here for long. A little while, a few chessboard wars, which he
thinks he fights himsdf-Y ou begin to understand.”

The man a the desk amiled.

"You want to know of yoursdlf. Nothing is less im-portant. A move was made, before Lodi. The
opportunity was there for a move of the red; a stronger, more ruthless persondity was needed; it was a
turning point in history-which means in the game. Do you understand now? A pinch-hitter was put in to
become Emperor.”

He managed two words. "And then?'

"The Brightly Shining does not kill. You had to be put somewhere, some time. Long later a man
named George Vine was killed in an accident; his body was 4ill usable. George Vine had not been
insane, but he had had a Napoleonic complex. The transference was anusng.”

"‘No doubt." Agan it was impossble to reach the men at the desk. The hatred itsdf was a wall
between them. "Then George Vine is dead?"

"Yes. And you, because you knew a little too much, must go mad so that you will know nothing.
Knowing the truth will drive you mad.’

"No!"

The indrument smiled.

VIII:

THE ROOM, the cube of light, dimmed; it seemed to tilt. Stll ganding, he was going over backward,
his position becoming horizontd insteed of vertical.

Hisweight was on his back and under him was the soft-hard smoothness of his bunk, the roughness of
agray sheet blanket. And he could move; he sat up.

He had been dreaming? Had he redly been outsde the asylum? He held up his hands touched one to



the other, and they were wet with something sticky. So was the front of his shirt and the thighs and knees
of histrousers.

And his shoes were on.

The blood was there from dimbing the wal. And now the andgesia was leaving, and pan was
beginning to come into his hands, his chest, his somach and hislegs. Sharp hiting pain.

Hesad doud. "I am not mad. | am not mad." Was he screaming it?

A voice said, "No. Not yet." Was it the voice that had been here in the room before? Or was it the
voice of the man who had stood in the lighted room? Or had both been the same voice?

It said, "Ask, 'What isman? "

Mechanicdly, he asked it.

"Man is a blind dley in evolution, who came too late too compete, who has dways been controlled
and played with by The Brightly Shining, which was old and wise before man walked erect.

"Man is a parasite upon a planet populated before he came populated by a Being that is one and
many, a bil-lion cdls but a sngle mind, a sngle intdligence, a sngle will-as is true of every other
populated planet in the universe.

‘Manisajoke, aclown, aparaste. He is nothing; he will be less."

"Come and go mad."

He was getting out of bed agan; he was waking. Through the doorway of the cubicle, dong the
ward. To the door thet led to the corridor; athin crack of light showed under it. But thistime his hand did
not reach out for the knob. Instead he stood there facing the closed door, and it began to glow; dowly it
became light and visble.

As though from somewhere an invishble spotlight played upon it, the door became a visble rectanglein
the surrounding blackness; as brightly visble as the crack under it.

The voice said, "You see before you a cdl of your ruler, acdl unintdligent in itsdlf, yet atiny part of a
unit which is intdligent, one of a million units which make up the intdligence which rules the earth-and
you. And which earth-wide inteligence is one of amillion intelligences which rule the universe”

"The door? | don't-"

The voice spoke no more; it had withdrawn, but somehow ingde his mind was the echo of dlent
laughter.

He leaned closer and saw what he was meant to see. An ant was crawling up the door.

His eyes followed it, and numbing horror crawled apace, up his spine. A hundred things that had been
told and shown him suddenly fitted into a pattern, a pattern of sheer horror. The black, the white, the red;
the black ants, the white ants, the red ants; the players with men, separate lobes of a Sngle group brain,
the intdligence that was one. Man an accident, a paraste, a pawn; a million planets in the universe
inhabited each by an insect race that was a sngle intdligence for the planet-and dl the inteligences
together were the sngle cosmic intdligence that was- God!

The one-syllable word wouldn't come.

He went mad, instead.

He beat upon the now-dark door with his bloody hands with his knees, his face, with himsdf,
dthough dready he had forgotten why, had forgotten what he wanted to crush.

He was raving mad-dementia praecox, not paranoia-when they released his body by putting it into a
drait jacket, released it from frenzy to quietude.

He was quietly mad-paranoia, not dementia praecox-when they released him as sane deven months
later.

Paranoia, you see, is a peculiar afliction; it has no physica symptoms, it is merdy the presence of a
fixed deluson. A series of metrazol shocks had cleared up the dementia praecox and left only the fixed
deluson that he was George Vine, a reporter.

The asylum authorities thought he was, too, so the dduson was not recognized as such and they
released him and gave him a certificate to prove he was sane.

He married Clare; he dill works & the Blade-for a men named Candler. He 4ill plays chess with his
coudn, Charlie Doerr. He dill sees-for periodic checkups-both Dr. Irving and Dr. Randolph.



Which of them amiles inwardly? What good would it do you to know? Yes it was is, one of those
four.
It doesn't matter. Don't you understand? Nothing matters!

THE ANGELIC ANGLEWORM
By Fredric Brown
I:

CHARLIE WILLSs shut off the darm clock and kept right on moving, swinging his feet out of bed
and dicking them into his dippers as he reached for a cigarette. Once the cigarette was lighted, he let
himsdf rdax a moment, Stting on the Sde of the bed.

He 4ill had time, he figured, to St there and smoke himsdf awake. He had fifteen minutes before
Pete Johnson would cdl to take him fishing. And twelve minutes was enough time to wash his face and
throw on his old clothes.

It seemed funny to get up at five o'clock, but he fdt swel. Gally, even with the sun not up yet and
the sky a dull pastel through the window, he fdt great. Because there was only a week and a hdf to
wait now.

Lessthan aweek and a hdf, redly, because it was ten days. Or-come to think of it-a bit more than
ten days from this hour in the morning. But cdll it ten days, anyway. If he could go back to deep agan
now darn it; when he woke up it would be that much closer to the time of the wedding. Yes, it was
avdl to deep when you were looking forward to something. Time flies by and you don't even hear the
rudle of itswings

But no-he couldn't go back to deep. Hed promised Pete held be ready a fivefifteen, and if he
waan't, Pete would St out front in his car and honk the horn, and wake the neighbors.

And the three minutes grace were up, so he tamped out the cigarette and reached for the clothes on
the chair.

He began to whidle softly: "I'm going to marry Yum Yum, Yum Yum' from "The Mikado." And
tried-in the interests of being ready in time-to keep his eyes off the slver-framed picture of Jane on the
bureau.

He mugt be just about the luckiest guy on earth. Or anywhere ese, for that matter, if there was
anywhere ese.

Jane Pemberton, with soft brown har that had little waveets in it and fdt like slk-no, nicer then
dlk-and with the cute go-to-hell tilt to her nose, with long grace-ful sun-tanned legs with . . . damnit,
with everything thet it was possible for agirl to have, and more. And the mirade that she loved him was
90 fresh that he dill fdt a bit dazed.

Ten daysin a daze, and then-

His eyefdl on the did of the clock, and he jJumped. It was ten minutes after five, and he il sat there
holding the first sock. Hurriedly, he finished dressing. Just intime! It was mog fivefifteen on the head
as he did into his corduroy jacket, grabbed his fishing tackle, and tiptoed down the stairs and outsde
into the cool dawn.

Pete's car wasn't there yet.

Wadl, that was dl right. It'd give hm a few minutes to rugtle up some worms, and that would save
time later on. Of course he couldnt redly dig in Mrs. Grady'slawn, but there was a bare area of border
around the flower bed dong the front porch, and it wouldn't matter if he turned over a bit of the dirt
there.

He took his jackknife out and knet down beside the flower bed. Ran the blade a couple of inchesin
the ground and turned over aclod of it. Y es there were worms dl right. There was a nice big juicy one
that ought to be tempting to any fish.

Charlie reached out to pick it up.



And that was when it happened.

His fingertips came together, but there wasn't a worm between them, because something had
happened to the worm. When held reached out for it, it had been a quite ordinary-looking angleworm.
A three-inch juicy, dip-pery, wriggling angleworm. It most definitdy had not had a pair of wings. Nor
&

It was quite impossible, of course, and he was dreaming or seeing things, but there it was.

Huttering upward in a graceful dow spird that seemed utterly effortless. Hying past Charlie's face
with wings that were shimmery-white, and not at dl like buttery-wings or bird wings, but like-

Up and up it circled, now above Charlies head now levd with the roof of the house, then a mere
white-somehow a shining white-speck againg the gray sky. And after it was out of 9ght, Charlies eyes
dill looked upward.

He didn't hear Pete Johnson's car pull in a the curb, but Pete's chearful hal of "Hey!" caught his
attention, and he saw that Pete was getting out of the car and coming up the walk.

Grinning. "Can we get some worms here, before we start? Pete asked. Then: " 'Smatter? Think you
see a German bomber? And don't you know never to look up with your mouth open like you were
doing when | pulled up? Remember that pigeons- Say, is something the matter? You look white as a
sheet.”

Chalie discovered that his mouth was ill open, and he closed it. Then he opened it to say
something, but couldn’t think of anything to say-or rather, of any way to say it, and he closed his mouth
agan.

He looked back upward, but there wasn't anything in Sght any more, and he looked down & the
earth of the flower bed, and it looked like ordinary earth.

"Charlid" Pete's voice sounded serioudy concerned now. "Snap out of it! Are you dl right?

Agan Charlie opened his mouth, and closed it. Then he said weskly, "Hdlo, Pete.”

"For cat's sake, Charlie. Did you go to deep out here and have a nightmare, or what? Get up off
your knees and- Ligten, are you sick? Shdl | take you to Doc Pamer ingtead of us going fishing?'

Charlie got to his feet dowly, and shook himsdf. He said, "l . . . | guess I'm dl right. Something
funy hap-pened. But- All right, come on. Let's go fishing.

'‘But what? Oh dl right, tdl me about it later. But before we start, hdl we dig some-Hey, don't look
like that! Come on, get in the car; get some fresh ar and maybe that l make you fed better.”

Pete took his am, and Pete picked up the tackle box and led Charlie out to the waiting car. He
opened the dashboard compartment and took out a bottle. "Here, take a snifter of this”

Charlie did, and as the amber fluid gurgled out of the bottle's neck and down Charli€s the fdt his
brain begin to rid itsdf of the numbness of shock. He could think again.

The whiskey burned on the way down, but it put a pleasant spot of warmth where it landed, and he
fdt better. Until it changed to warmth, he hadn't redlized that there had been a cold spot in the pit of his
somach.

He wiped hislips with the back of hishand and said, "Gosh."

"Take another,” Pete said his eyes on the road. "Maybe, too, itll do you good to tdl me what
hap-pened and get it out of your system. That is, if you want to."

"I ...l guessso,” sad Charlie "It . . . it doesn't sound like much to tdl it, Pete. | just reached for a
worm, and it flew away. On white, shining wings."

Pete looked puzzled. "You reached for a worm, and it flev away. Wel, why not? | mean, I'm no
entomologist, but maybe there are worms with wings. Come to think of it, there probably are. There are
winged ants, and caterpillars turn into butterflies. "What scared you about it?'

"Wdl, this worm didn't have wings until | reached for it. It looked like an ordinary angleworm.
Dammit, it was an ordinary angleworm urttil | went to pick it up. And thenit had a. . . aOh, ip it. |
was probably seeing things.

"Come on, get it out of your system. Give."

"Dammit, Pete, it had a halo!



The car swerved a bit, and Pete cased it back to the middle of the road before he said "A what?"

"Wdl," said Charlie defensvey, "it looked like a hao. It was a little round golden circle just above
its head. It didn't seem to be attached; it just floated there.

"Howd you know it was its head? Doesn't aworm look dike on both ends?

"Wdl," sad Charlie, and he stopped to consder the matter. How had he known? "Wdt," he sad,
"dnceit was a hdo, wouldn't it be kind of glly for it to have a hdo around the wrong end? | mean, even
gllier than to have- Hdl, you know what | mean."

Pete said, "Hmph." Then, after the car was around a curve: "All right lef's be drictly logicd. Let's
assume you saw, or thought you saw, what you . . . uh ... thought you saw. Now, youre not a heavy
drinker soitwasntD. T's. Far as | can see, thet leaves three possbili-ties™

Charlie said, ‘I see two of them. It could have been a pure hdlucinaion. People do have 'em, |
guess, but | never had one before. Or | suppose it could have been a dream, maybe. 'msure | didn't,
but | suppose that | could, have gone to deep there and dreamed | saw it. But that it very likdy, is
it?

"I'll concede the possihility of an hdlucination, but not a dream. What's the third?

"Ordinary fact. Thet you redly saw awinged worm. | mean thet there is such a thing, for dl | know.
And you were just mistaken about it not having wings when you firg saw it, because they were folded.
And what you thought looked likea. . . uh. . . hdo, was some sort of a crest or antenna or something.
There are some damn funny-looking bugs.”

"Yeeh," sad Chalie. But he didnt beieve it. There may be funny-looking bugs, but none that
suddenly sprout wings and haoes and ascend unto heaven.

He took another drink out of the bottle.

SUNDAY AFTERNOON and evening he spent with Jane, and the episode of the ascending
angleworm dipped into the back of Charlies mind. Anything, except Jane, tended to dip there when he
was with her.

At bedtime when he was done again, it came back. The thought, not the worm. So srongly that he
couldn't deep, and he got up and sat in the aramchair by the win-dow and decided the only way to get it
out of hismind was to think it through.

If he could pin things down and decide what had redlly happened out there at the edge of the flower
bed; then maybe he could forget it completely.

O. K. hetold himsdf, let's be drictly logicd.

Pete had been right about the three possibilities. Hal-lucination, dream, rediity. Now to begin with, it
hadn't been a dream. He'd been wide awake; he was as sure of that as he was sure of anything.
Himinate that.

Redity? That was impossible, too. It wasdl right for Pete to tak about the funniness of insects and
the posshility of antennae, and such-but Pete hadn't seen the danged thing. Why, it had flown past only
inches from his eyes. And that hao had redly been there,

Antennae? Nuts.

And that left hdlucingtion. That's what it mugst have been, hdlucination. After al, people do have
hdlucinations. Unless it happened often, it didn't necessarily mean you were a candidate for the booby
hatch. All right then accept that it was an hdlucination, and so what? So forget it.

'With that decided, he went to bed and-by thinking about Jane again-happily to deep.

The next morning was Monday and he went back to work.

And the moming after that was Tuesday.

And on Tuesday



IT WASN'T an ascending angleworm this time. It wasn't anything you could put your finger on,
unless you can put your finger on sunburn, and that's painful sometimes.

But sunburn in a rainstorm?

It was raning when Charlie Wills left home that morn-ing, but it wasn't raining hard a that time,
which was a few minutes after eight. A mere drizzle. Charlie pulled down the brim of his hat and
buttoned up his raincoat and decided to walk to work anyway. He rather liked waking in rain. And he
hed time; he didn't have to be there until eight-thirty.

Three blocks away from work, he encountered the Pest, hound in the same direction. The Pest was
Jane Pemberton'skid sster, and her right name was Paula, but most people had forgotten the fact. She
worked at the Hapworth Printing Co., just as Charlie did; but she was a copyholder for one of the
proofreaders and he was as-sstant production manager.

But he'd met Jane through her at a party given for employees.

He sad, "Hi there, Pest. Aren't you afraid youll mdt?' For it was raining harder now, definitdy
harder.

"Hdlo, Charliewarlie. | liketo wak intherain.

She would, thought Charlie bitterly. At the hated nick-name Charliewarlie, he writhed. Jane had
cdled him that once, but-after he'd talked reason to her-never again. Jane was reasonable. But the Pest
hed heard it- And Charlie was mortdly afraid, ever after, that shed sometime cdl him that a work, with
other employeesin hear-ing. And if that ever happened-

"Ligen" he protested, "can't you forget that darn foal . . . uh. . . nickname? I'll quit cdling you Pest,
if youll quit cdlingme. .. uh. .. that."

"But | like to he called the Pest. Why don't you like to he cdled Charliewarlie?"

She grinned at him, and Charlie writhed inwardly. Because she was who she was, he didn't dare
sy.

There was pent-up anger inhim as he walked into the blowing rain, head bent low to keep it out of
hisface. Damn the brat--

With vison limited to afew yards of sdewak directly ahead of him, Charlie probably wouldn't have
seen the teamster and the horseif he hadn't heard the cracks that sounded like pistol shots.

He looked up, and saw. In the middle of the Street, maybe fifty feet ahead of Charlie and the Pest
and mov-ing toward them, came an overloaded wagon. It was drawn by an aged, desponded horse, a
horse so old and bony that the dow wak by which it progressed seemed to be its speediest possible
rate of movement.

But the teamster obvioudy didn't think so. He was a big, ugly men with an unshaven swarthy face.
He was ganding up, swinging his heavy whip for another blow. It came down, and the old horse
quivered under it and seemed to sway between the shafts.

The whip lifted again.

And Charlie ydled "Hey, therd" and started toward the wagon.

He wasn't certain yet just what he was going to do about it if the brute beeting the other brute
refused to stop. But it was going to be something. Seeing an anima mistreated was something Charlie
Willsjust couldn't stand. And wouldn't stand.

He ydled "Hey!" again, because the teamdter didn't seem to have heard him the firg time, and he
sarted forw-ard at atrot, dong the curb.

The teamster heard that second yel, and he might have heard the firs. Because he turned and
looked squardly at Charlie. Then he raised the whip again, even higher, and brought it down on the
horse's welt-streaked back with dl his might.

Things went red in front of Charlies eyes. He didn't ydl again. He knew darned wel now what he
was going to do. It began with pulling that teamster down off the wagon where he could get at him. And
then he was go-ing to beat him to a pulp.

He heard Paulas high heds dicking as she started after him and called out, "Charlie, be caref-"



But that was dl of it that he heard. Because, judt at that moment, it happened.

A sudden blinding wave of intolerable heet, a sensa-tion as though he had just stepped into the heart
of afiery furnace. He gasped once for breath, as the very ar in his lungs and in his throat seemed to be
scorching hot. And his skin--

Blinding pain, just for an ingant. Then it was gone, but too late. The shock had been too sudden and
intense, and as he fdt again the coal rain in his face, he went dizzy and rubbery dl over, and lost
consciousness. He didn't even fed the impact of hisfdl.

Darkness.

And then he opened his eyesinto a blur of white that resolved itsdf into white wals and white sheets
over im and a nurse in awhite uniform, who said "Doctor! He's regained consciousness.”

Footsteps and the dosing of a door, and there was Doc Pamer frowning down at him.

"Wel, Charles, what have you been up to now? Charlie grinned a bit weakly. He said, "Hi, doc. I'l
bite. What have | been up to?"

Doe Pamer pulled up a chair beside the bed and sat down in it. He reached out for Charlies wrist
and held it while he looked a the second hand of his watch. Then he read the chart a the end of the
bed and said "Hmph."

'Is that the diagnoss” Charlie wanted to know, ‘or the treatment? Ligten, fird what about the
teamster? Thet isif you know-"

"Paula told rue what happened. Teamder's under ar-rest, and fired. Youre dl right, Charles.
Nothing serious,”

"Nothing serious? What's it a non-serious case of ? In other words, what happened to me?

"You kedled over. Progtration. And youll be peding for a few days, but that's dl. Why didnt you
use alotion of some kind yesterday?"

Charlie closed his eyes and opened them again dowly. And said, "Why didn't | use & For what?"

"The sunburn, of course. Don't you know you can't go swvimming on a sunny day and not get-"

‘But | wasn't smimming yesterday, doc. Nor the day before. Gosh, not for a couple weeks, in fact.
What do you mean, sunburn?’

Doc Pdmer rubbed his chin. He said, "You better rest a while, Charles. If you fed dl right by this
evening, you can go borne. But you'd better not work tomorrow.”

He got up and went ouit.

The nurse was dill there, and Charlie looked a her blankly. He said, "Is Doc Pdmer going-Listen,
what's thisdl about?'

The nurse was looking a him queerly. She said, "Why! you were. . . . I'm sorry, Mr. Wills but a
nurse isn't dlowed to discuss a diagnoss with a patient. But you haven't anything to worry about; you
heard Dr. PAmer, say you could go home this afternoon or evening.”

"Nuts" said Charlie. "Ligen, what timeisit? Or aren’t nurses dlowed to tdl that?

“It' s ten-thirty."

"Gally, and I've been here dmost two hours.” He figured back; remembering now that held passed a
clock that said twenty-four minutes after eight just as they'd turned the corner for that last block. And, if
he'd been awake again now for five minutes, then for two full hours.

"Anything else you want, Sr?'

Charlie shook his head dowly. And then because he wanted her to leave so he could sneak a look
a that chart, he said, "Wel, yes. Could | have a glass of orange juice?

As s00n as she was gone, he sat up in bed. It hurt alittle to do that, and he found his skin was a bit
tender to the touch. He looked at hisarms, pulling up the deeves of the hospita nightshirt they'd put on
him, and the skin was pinkish. Just the shade of pink that meant the firgt stage of a mild sunburn.

He looked down indde the nightshrt, and then a his legs, and said, "What the hdl-" Because the
sunburn, if it was sunburn, was uniform dl over.

And that didn't make sense, because he hadn't been in the sun enough to get burned a any time
recently, and he hadn't been in the sun at dl without his clothes. And--yes, the sunburn extended even
over the area which would have been covered by trunksif he had gone swvimming.



But maybe the chart would explain. He reached over the foot of the bed and took the clipboard with
the chart off the hook.

"Reported that patient fainted suddenly on street without apparent cause. Pulse 135, respiration
labored, tem-perature 104, upon admission. All returned to norma within first hour. Symptoms seem to
gpproximate those of heet prostration, but--"

Then there were a few qudifying comments which were highly technical-sounding. Charlie didn't
understand them, and somehow he had a hunch that Doc Pdmer didn't understand them either. They
hed a whistling-in-the-dark sound to them.

Click of hedsin the hdl outsde and he put the chart back quickly and ducked under the covers.
Surprisingly, there was a knock. Nurses wouldn't knock, would they?

He said, "Comein.’

It was Jane. Looking more beautiful than ever, with her big brown eyes a hit bigger with fright.
"Daling! 1 came as soon as the Pest cdled home and told me. But she was awfully vague. What on
earth happened?'

By that time she was within reach, and Charlie put his arms around her and didn't give a darn, just
then, what had happened to him. But he tried to explain. Mosily to himsaf.

V:

PEOPLE dwaystry to explain.

Face a man, or a woman, with something he doesn't understand, and hell be miserable until he
dassfiesit. Lightsin the sky. And a stientigt tdlshim it's the aurora boredis-or the aurora austrdis-and
he can accept the lights, and forget them.

Something knocks pictures off a wal in an empty room, and throws a char downdairs.
Congternation, urHil itsnamed. Then it's only a poltergeist.

Nameit, and forget it. Anything with a name can be assmilated.

Without one, itswdl, unthinkable. Take away the name of anything, and you've got blank horror.

Even something as familiar as a commonplace ghoul. Graves in a cemetery dug up, corpses eaten.
Horrible thing, it may be; but it smerdly a ghoul; as long as it's named-- But suppose, if you can stand it,
there was no such word as ghoul and no concept of one. Then dug-up haf-eaten corpses are found.
Nameless horror.

Not that the next thing that happened to Charlie Wills had anything to do with a ghoul. Not even a
werewolf. But | think that, in a way, hed have found a werewolf more comforting than the duck. One
expects strange be-havior of a werewolf, but a duck--

Like the duck in the museum.

Now, thereisnothing intrindcdly terrible about a duck. Nothing to make one lie awake a night, with
cold swegt coming out on top of peding sunburn. On the whole, a duck is a pleasant object, particularly
if it is roasted. This one wasn't.

Now it is Thursday. Charli€'s stay in the hospitd had been for eght hours, they'd released him late in
the afternoon, and hed eaten dinner downtown and then gone home. The boss had inssted on his
taking the next day off from work. Charlie hadn't protested much.

Home, and, after dripping to take a bath, hed studied his skin with blank amazement. Definitdy, a
third-degree bum. Definitdly, dl over him. Almost ready to ped!.

It did ped, the next day.

He took advantage of the holiday by taking Jane out to the bal game, where they sat in a grandstand
30 he could be out of the sun. It was a good game, and Jane understood and liked baseball.

Thursday, back to work.

At deven twenty-five, Old Man Hapworth, the big boss, came into Charli€'s office.

"Wills" he said, 'we got a rush order to print ten thousand handbills, and the copy will be here in
about an hour. 1'd like you to fallow the thing right through the Linotype room and the composing room



and get it on the press the minute it's made up. It's a close squeak whether we make deadline on it, and
there's a pendty if we don't.”

"Sure, Mr. Hapworth. I'l stick right with it."

"Hne. Il count on you. But ligten-it's a bit early to eat, but just the same you better go out for your
lunch hour now. The copy will be here about the time you get back, and you can tick right with the
job. That is, if you don't mind egting early.”

"Not at dl," Charlie lied. He got his hat and went out.

Dammit, it was too early to eat. But he had an hour off and he could est in hdlf that time, so maybe if
he walked hdf an hour fird, he could work up an appetite.

The museum was two blocks away, and the best place to kill hdf an hour. He went there, strolled
down the centra corridor without stopping, except to stare for a moment at a statue of Aphrodite that
reminded hm of Jane Pemberton and made him remember--even more srongly than he dready
remembered--that it was only 9x days now until his wedding.

Then he turned off into the room that housed the numismatics collection. Hed used to collect coins
when he was a kid, and dthough the collection had been broken up since then, he dill had a mild
interest in look-ing &t the big museum collection.

He stopped in front of a showcase of bronze Romans.

But he wasn't thinking about them. He was ill think-ing about Aphrodite, or Jane, which was quite
under-standable under the circumstances. Most certainly, he was not thinking about flying worms or
sudden waves of burning heat.

Then he chanced to look across toward an adjacent showcase. And within it, he saw the duck.

It was a perfectly ordinary-looking duck. It had a speckled breast and greenish-brown markings on
itswing and a darkish head with a darker stripe arting just above the eye and running down dong the
ghort neck. It looked like awild rather than a domestic duck.

And it looked bewildered at being there.

For just a moment, the complete strangeness of the duck’s presence in a showcase of coins didn't
register with Charlie. Hismind was still on Aphrodite. Even while he stared at a wild duck under glass
ingde a show-case marked "Coins of China."

Then the duck quacked, and waddled on its awkward webbed feet down the length of the
showcase and butted againg the glass of the end, and fluttered its wings and tried to fly upward, but hit
agang the glass of the top. And it quacked again and loudly.

Only then did it occur to Charlie to wonder what a live duck was doing in a numismatics collection.
Ap-parently, to judge from its actions, the duck was won-dering the same thing.

And only then did Charlie remember the angdlic worn and the sunless sunburn.

And somebody in the doorway said, "Yssst. Hey."

Charlie turned, and the look on his face mus have been something out of the ordinary because the
uni-formed attendant quit frowning and said, "Something wrong, miser?'

For a brief indant, Charlie just stared a him. Then it occurred to Chalie that this was the
opportunity hed lacked when the anglevorm had ascended. Two people couldnt see the same
hdlucintion. If it was an--

He opened his mouth to say "Look," but he didn't have to say anything. The duck heat him to it by
quack-ing loudly and again trying to flutter through the glass of the case.

The atendant's eyes went past Charlie to the case of Chinese coins and he said "Gaw!"

The duck was dill there,

The atendant looked a Charlie agan and said, "Are you-" and then stopped without finishing the
question and went up to the showcase to look at close range. The duck was il sruggling to get out,
but more weakly. It seemed to be gasping for breath.

The attendant said, "Gaw!" again, and then over his shoulder to Charlie "Miger, how did you-That
there case is her-hermetchically sealed. It sairproof. Lookit thet bird. It's"

It dready had; the duck fdl over, ether dead or un-conscious.

The attendant grasped Charlies am. He said firmly, "Migter, you come with me to the boss.” And



lessfirmly, "Uh . . . how did you get that thingin there? And don't try to tdl me you didn't, migter. | was
through here five minutes ago, and you're the only guy's been in here snce”

Charlie opened his mouth, and closed it again. He had a sudden vison of himsdf being questioned at
the headquarters of the museum and then &t the police sation. And if the police started asking questions
about him, they'd find out about the worm and about his having been in the hospital for-- And, gally,
they'd get an dienig maybe, and--

With the courage of sheer desperation, Charlie amiled. He tried to make it an ominous amile it may
not have been ominous, but it was definitdly unusud. "How would you like" he asked the attendant, 'to
find yoursdf in there?” And he pointed with his free aam through the entrance and out into the main
hdlway a the stone sar-cophagus of King- Mene-Ptah. "'l can do it, the same way | put that duck--"

The musaum attendant was bresthing hard. His eves looked dightly glazed, and he let go of Charlie's
am. He sad, "Miger, did you redly--

"Want me to show you how?

‘Uh. .. Gaw!" said the attendant. He ran.

Charlie forced himsdf to hold his own pace down to a rapid wak, and went in the opposte
direction to the Sde entrance that led out into Beeker Street.

And Beeker Street was dill a very ordinary-looking street, with lots of midday traffic, and no pink
elephants dimbing trees and nothing going on but the hurried confusion of a dity Street. Its very noise
was soothing, in a way; dthough there was one bad moment when he was crossng at the corner and
heard a sudden noise behind him. He turned around, startled, afraid of what strange thing he might see
there.

But it was only a truck, and he got out of itsway intime to avoid being run over.

V:

LUNCH. And Charlie was definitdy getting into a state of jitters. His hand shook so that he could
scarcely pick up his coffee without dopping it over the edge of the cup.

Because a horrible thought was dawning in his mind. If something was wrong with him, was it fair to
Jane Pemberton for him to go ahead and marry her? Isit far to saddle the girl one loves with a husband
who might go to the icebox to get a bottle of milk and find-God knows what?

And he was deeply, madly in love with Jane.

S0 he sat there, an unbitten sandwich on the plate before him, and aternated between hope and
despair as he tried to make sense out of the three things that had happened to him within the past week.

Hdlucination?

But the attendant, too, had seen the duck!

How comforting it had been--it seemed to him now--that, after seeing the angdic angleworm, he had
been able to tdl himsdf it had been an hdludinaion. Only an halucination.

But wait. Maybe--

Could not the musaum attendant, too, have been part of the same hdlucination as the duck? Granted
thet he, Charlie, could have seen a duck that wasn't there, couldn't he dso have included in the same
category a museum at-tendant who professed to see the duck? Why not? A duck and an attendant who
sees it--the combination could he as illusory as the duck aone.

And Charlie fdt so encouraged that he took a bite out of his sandwich.

But the burn? Whose hdlucination was that? Or was there some sort of a naturd physcd alment
that could produce a sudden skin condition gpproximeating mild sunburn? But, if there were such a thing,
then evidently Doc Pdmer didn't know about it.

Suddenly Charlie caught a glimpse of the clock on the wal, and it was one o'clock, and he amogt
grangled on that bite of sandwich when he redlized that he was over hdf an hour late, and mugt have
been stting in the restaurant amost an hour.

He got up and ran back to the office.

But dl was wdl; Old Man Hapworth wasn't there. And the copy for the rush circular was late and



got there just as Charlie arrived.

He sad "Whew!" & the narrowness of his escape, and concentrated hard on getting that circular
through the plant. He rushed it to the Linotypes and read proof on it himsdf, then watched make-up
over the composi-tor's shoulder. He knew he was meking a nuisance of himsdf, but it killed the
afternoon.

And he thought, "Only one more day to work after today, and then my vacation, and on
Wednesday-" Wedding on Wednesday.

But--

[f--

The Pest came out of the proofroom in a green smock and looked a him. "Charlie" she said, "you
look like something no self-respecting cat would drag in. Say ... what'swrong with you? Redly?'

"Ph . . . nothing. Say, Paula, will you tdl Jane when you get home that | may be a bit lae this
evening? | got to gtick heretill these handbills are off the press.”

"Sure, Charlie. But tdl me-"

"Nix. Run dong, will you? I' mbusy."

She shrugged her shoulders, and went back into the proofroom.

The mechinig tapped Charli€'s shoulder. "Say, we got that new Linotype set up. Want to take a
look?

Charlie nodded and followed. He looked over the in-galation, and then did into the operator's char
infront of the machine. "How does she run?'

"Sweset. Those Blue Streak modds are honeys. Try it.”

Chalie let his fingers play over the keys, stting words without paying any atention to what they
were. He sent in three lines to cagt, then picked the dugs out of the stick. And found that he had st
"For men have died and worms have esten them and ascendeth unto Heaven where it Stteth upon the
right hand-*

"Gaw!" said Charlie. And that reminded him of --

VI:

JANE NOTICED tha there was something wrong. She couldn't have helped noticing. But instead
of asking questions, she was unusudly nice to him that evening.

And Charlie, who had gone to see her with the reso-lution to tell her the whole story, found himsdf
weeken-ing. As men dways weaken when they are with the women they love and the parlor lamp is
turned low.

But she did ask: "Charlesyou do want to marry me, don't y? | mean, if there's any doubt in your
mind and that's what has been worrying you, we can postpone the wedding till you're sure whether you
love me enough-"

"Love you?' Charlie was aghest. "Why-"

And he proved it pretty satisfactorily.

So satidfactorily, in fact, that he completdly forgot his origind intention to suggest that very
postponement. But never for the reason she suggested. With hisarms around Jane-well, the poor chap
was only human.

A maninloveis adrunken man, and you can't ex-actly blame a drunkard for what he does under the
in-fluence of acohol. You can blame him, of course, for get-ting drunk in the firs place; but you can't
put even that much blame on a manin love. In dl probaility, he fdl through no fault of his own. In dl
probability his origi-nd intentions were drictly dishonorable; then, when those intentions met resistance,
the subtle chemigtry of sublimation converted them into the suff that stars are made of.

Probably that was why he didn't go to see an dienig the next day. He was a hit afrad of what an
dienig might tdl him. He weakened and decided to wait and see if anything else happened.

Maybe nothing ese would happen.

There was a comforting popular superdtition that things went in groups of three, and three things had



happened aready.

Sure, that was it. From now on, hed be dl right. After dl, there wasn't anything basicdly wrong;
there couldnt be. He was in good hedth. Aside from Tuesday, he hadn't missed a day's work at the
print shop in two years.

And-wdl, by now it was Friday noon and nothing had happened for a full twenty-four hours, and
nothing was going to happen again.

It didn't, Friday, but he read something that jolted him out of his precarious complacency.

A newspaper account.

He sat down in the restaurant at a table at which a previous diner had left a moring paper. Charlie
read it while he was waiting for his order to be taken. He finished scanning the front page before the
waitress came, and the comic section while he was edting his soup, and then turned idy to the locd

page.

GUARD AT MUSEUM IS SUSPENDED
Curator Orders Investigation

And the cold spot in his somach got larger and colder as he read, for there it was in black and
white

Thewild duck had redly been in the showcase. No one could figure out how it had been put there.
They'd had to take the showcase apart to get it out, and the showcase showed no indication of having
been tampered with. It had been puttied up ar-tight to keep out dust, and the putty had not been
damaged.

A guard, for reasons not clearly given in the article, had been given a three-day suspension. One
gathered from the wording of the story that the curator of the museum had fdt the necessty of doing
something about the matter.

Nothing of vaue was missng from the case. One Chinese coin with a hole in the middle, a hatkwan
tad, made of slver, had not been findable after the affar; but it wasn't worth much. There was some
doubt as to whether it had been stolen by one of the workmen who had disassembled the showcase or
whether it had been accidentdly thrown out with the debris of old putty.

The reporter, tdling the thing humoroudy, suggested that probably the duck had mistaken the coin
for a doughnut because of the hole, and had eaten it. And that the curator's best revenge would be to
edt the duck.

The police had been cdled in, but had taken the at-titude that the whole affair must have been a
practicd joke. By whom or how accomplished, they didn't know. Charlie put down the paper and
stared moodily across the room.

Then it definitdly hadn't been a double halucination, a case of hisimagining both duck and attendant.
And until now that the bottom had fdlen out of that idea, Charlie hadn't redized how grongly hed
counted on the possihility.

Now he was back where hed started.

Unless-

But that was absurd. Of course, theoreticdly, the newspaper item he had just read could be an
hdludnation too, but--No, that was too much to swalow. Accord-ing to that line of reasoning, if he
went around to the museum and talked to the curator, the curator himsalf would be an halucin--

"Your duck, sir."

Charlie jumped hdfway out of his chair.

Then he saw it was the waitress sanding at the Sde of the table with his entree, and that she had
spoken because he had the newspaper spread out and there wasn't room for her to put it down.

"Didnt you order roast duck, Sr? 1--"

Charlie stood up hedtily, averting his eyes from the dish.

He said, " Sorry-gotta-make-a-phone-cal,” and hadily handed the astonished waitress a dollar hill
and strode out. Had he redlly ordered--Not exactly; held told her to bring him the specidl.



But eat duck? He'd rather et ... no, not fried angle-worms either. He shuddered.

He hurried back to the office, despite the fact that he was hdf an hour early, and fdt better once he
was within the safe four wdls of the Hapworth Printing Co. Nothing out of the way had happened to
him there.

Asyset.

VII:

BASICALLY, Charlie Wills was quite a hedthy young man. By two ocdock in the afternoon, he
was S0 hungry that he sent one of the office boys downgtairs to buy him a couple of sandwiches.

And he ate them. True, he lifted up the top dice of bread on each and looked insde. He didn't know
what he expected to find there, aside from boiled ham and butter and a piece of Iettuce, but if he had
found-in lieu of one of those ingredients-say, a Chinese slver coin with a hole in the middle, he would
not have been more than ordinarily surprised.

It was adull afternoon at the plant, and Charlie had time to do quite a bit of thinking. Even a bit of
research. He remembered that the plant had printed, severd years before, a textbook on entomology.
He found the file copy and industrioudy paged through it looking for a winged worm. He found a few
winged things that might be caled worms, but none that even remotely resembled the angleworm with
the halo. Not even, for that matter, if he disregarded the golden circle, and tried to make identi-fication
s0ldy on the basis of body and wings.

No flying angleworms.

There weren't any medical books in which he could look up-or try to look up-how one could get
sun-burned without a sun.

But he looked up "tad” in the dictionary, and found that it was eguivaent to a Jang, which was
one-sixteenth of a catty. And that one officd hang is equivaent to a hectogram.

None of which seemed particularly hepful.

Shortly before five o'clock he went around saying good-by to everyone, because this was the lagt
day at the office before his two weeks vacation, and the good-byes were naurdly complicated by
good wishes on hisimpending wedding-which would take place in the first week of his vacation.

He had to shake hands with everybody but the Pest, whom, of course, hed be seeing frequently
during thefi'st few days of his vacation. In fact, he went home with her from work to have dinner with
the Pembertons.

And it was a quigt, restful, pleasant dinner thet |eft him feding better than held fdt since last Sunday
morn-ing. Here in the cdm harbor of the Pemberton household, the absurd things that had happened to
hm seemed o far away and so utterly fantadtic that he dmost doubted if they had happened at al.

And hefdt utterly, completely certain that it was dl over. Things happened in threes, didn't they? If
any thing e se happened--But it wouldnt.

It didn't, that night.

Jane solicitoudy sent im home at nine o'clock to get to bed early. But she kissed him good night so
tenderly, and withd so effectively, thet he walked down the street with his head in rosy clouds.

Then, suddenly--out of nothing, as it were--Charlie remembered that the museum attendant had
been sus-pended, and was logng three days pay, because of the episode of the duck in the showcase.
Andif that duck busness was Charli€'s fault-even indirectly-didn't he owe it to the guy to step forward
and explain to the museum directors that the attendant had been in no way to blame, and that he should
not be pendized?

After dl, he, Charlie, had probably scared the poor at-tendant haf out of his wits by suggesting that
he could repeat the performance with a sarcophagus instead of a showcase, and the attendant had told
such a disconnected story that he hadn't been believed.

But-had the thing been his fault? Did he owe--

And there he was butting his head againg that brick wal of imposshility again. Trying to solve the
insoluble



And he knew, suddenly, that he had been weak in not bresking his engagement to Jane. That what
had hap-pened three times within the short space of a week might dl too easlly happen again.

Gosh! Even at the ceremony. Suppose he reached for the wedding ring and pulled out a--

From the rosy clouds of bliss to the black mire of de-spair had proved to be a wak of less than a
block.

Almog he turned back toward the Pemberton home to tdl them tonight, then decided not to.
Instead, he'd stop by and talk with Pete Johnson.

Maybe Pete--

Whet he redlly hoped was that Pete would talk him out of his decision.

VIII:

PETE JOHNSON had a gdlon jug, dmog full, of wine. Mdlow sherry. And Pete had sampled it,
and was md-low, too.

He refused even to ligen to Charlie, until his guest had drunk one glass and had a second on the
tablein front of him. Then he said, ™Y ou got something on your mind. O. K., shoot.’

"Lookit, Pete. | told you about that angleworm busi-ness. In fact, you were practicaly there when it
hap-pened. And you know about what happened Tuesday morning on my way to work. But
yesterday-well, what happened was worse, | guess. Because another guy saw it. It was a duck.”

"What was a duck?

"Ina showcase at- Wait, I'll sart at the beginning.” And he did, and Pete listened.

"Wdl," he said thoughtfully, "the fact that it was in the newspaper quashes one line of thought. Uh ...
fortunately. Ligten, | don't see what you got to worry about. Aren't you meking a mountain out of a few
molehills?'

Charlie took another sp of the sherry and lighted a cigarette and said, "How?' quite hopefully.

"W, three screwy things have happened. But you take any one by itsdf and it doesn't amount to a
hil of beans, does it? Any one of them can be explained. Where you bog down is in dtting there
ingging on a blanket explanation for dl of them.

"How do you know there is any connection at dl? Now, take them separately-’

"You take them,” suggested Charlie. "How would you explain them so easy as dl that?

"Hrg one's a cinch. Your stomach was upset or something and you had a pure hdlucination.
Happens to the best people oncein awhile. Or-you got a second choice just as Smple-maybe you saw
anew kind of bug. Hel, there are probably thousands of insects that haven't been dassfied yet. New
ones get on thelid every pear.”

'Umn," sad Charlie. "And the heat business?’

"Ndl, doctors don't know everything. You got too mad seeing that teamster beeting the horse, and
ager has a physcd effect, hasnt it? You dipped a cog somewhere. Maybe it affected your
thermodermd gland.”

"What's a thermodermd gland?'

Pete grinned. "l just invented it. But why not? The medicos are congantly finding new ones or new
pur-poses of old ones. And there's something in your body that acts as a thermostat and keeps your
skin temperature constant. Maybe it went wrong for a minute. Look what a pituitary gland can do for
you or againg you. Not to mention the parathyroids and the pined and the adrenals.

"Nothing to it, Charlie. Have some more wine. Now, let's take the duck business. If you don't think
about it with the other two thingsin mind, there's nothing excdting about it. Undoubtedly just a practical
joke on the museum or by somebody working there. It was just coin-cidence that you walked in on it.”

"But the showcase-"

"Bother the showcase! It could have been done somehow; you didn't check that showcase yoursdf,
and you know what newspapers are. And, for that matter, look wha Thurson and Houdini could do
with things like that, and let you examine the receptacles before and after. Maybe, too, it wasn't just a
joke. Maybe somebody had a purpose putting it there, but why think that pur-pose had any connection



with you? Y ou're an egotig, that's what you are.”

Charlie 9ghed. "Yes, but- But you take the three things together, and-"

"Why take them together? Look, this morning | saw a man dip on a banana ped and fdl; this
afternoon | had a dight toothache; this evening | got a telephone cdl from agirl | haven't seen in years.
Now why should | take those three events and try to figure one common cause for dl of them? One
underlying matif for dl three? I'd go nuts, if | tried.”

"Um,” said Charlie. "Maybe you got something there. But-"

Despite the "but-" he went home feding cheerful, hopeful, and melow. And he was going through
with the wedding just as though nothing had happened. Appar-ently nothing, of importance, had
happened. Pete was sensble.

Charlie dept soundly that Saturday morning, and didn't awaken until dmaost noon.

And Saturday nothing happened.

IX:

NOTHING, that is, unless one considered the matter of the missing golf bal as worthy of record.
Charlie decided it wasn't; gdf bals disappear dl too often. In fact, for a dub galfer, it is only normd to
lose at least one bdl on eighteen holes.

And it wasin the rough, at that.

Hed diced his drive off the tee on the long four-teenth, and held seen it curve off the farway, hit,
bounce, and come to rest behind a big tree; with the tree directly between the bal and the green.

And Charlies "Damnl” had been loud and fervent, because up to tha hole he had an excdlent
chance to break a hundred. Now hed have to lose a stroke chipping the symied bdl back onto the
farway.

He waited until Pete had hooked into the woods on the other side, and then shouldered his bag and
walked toward the ball.

It wasn't there.

Behind the tree and a about the spot where he thought the ball had landed, there was a wresath of
wilted flowers strung dong a purple cord that showed through at in-tervals. Charlie picked it up to look
under it, but the bal wasn't there.

So, it must have rolled farther, and he looked but couldnt find it. Pete, meanwhile, had found his
own hdll and hit his recovery shot. He came across to help Charlie look and they waved the following
foursome to play on through.

| thought it stopped right here," Charlie said, "but it mugt have rolled on. Wdll, if we don't find it by
the time that foursome's off the green, I'll drop another. Say, how'd thisthing get here?’

He discovered he ill had the wregth in his hand. Pete looked at it and shuddered. "Gally, what a
color com-bination. Violet and red and green on a purple ribbon. It sinks.” The thing did smdl a hit,
dthough Pete wasn't close enough to notice that and it wasn't what he mearnt.

"Yeeh, but what isit? How'd it get-"

Pete grinned. "Looks like one of those things Hawai-ians wear around their necks. Les, don't they
cdl them? Hey!"

He caught the suddenly stricken look on Charli€'s face and firmly took the thing out of Charlie's hand
and threw it into the woods. "Now, son,” he said, "don't go adding that damned thing to your gtring of
coincidences. What's the difference who dropped it here or why? Come on, find your bal and let's get
ready. The foursome's on the green aready.’

They didn't find the ball.

So Charlie dropped another. He got it out into the middle of the fairway with a niblick and then a
screaming brasse shot sraight down the middle put him on, ten feet from the pin. And he one-putted
for a par five on the hole, even with the stroke pendty for alost ball.

And broke a hundred after dl. True, back in the clubhouse while they were getting dressed, he said,
‘Ligten, Pete, about that bal | lost on the fourteenth. 1sn't it kind of funny that-"



"Nuts" Pete grunted. "Didnt you ever lose a bdl before? Sometimes you think you see where they
land, and it's twenty or even forty feet off from whereit redly is. The perspective fools you."

"Yesh, but-"

There was that "but* again. It seemed to be the last word on everything that happened recently.
Screwy things happen one after another and you can explain each oneif you consider it aone, but--

"Have adrink,” Pete suggested, and handed over a bottle.

Chalie did, and fdt better. He had severd. It didn't matter, because tonight Jane was going to a
shower given by some girl friends and she wouldn't amdl it on his breath.

He said, "Pete, got any plans for tonight? Jane's busy and it's one of my last bachelor evenings-

Pete grinned. "You mean, wha are we going to do or get drunk? O. K., count me in. Maybe we
can get a couple more of the gang together. It's Saturday, and none of us has to work tomorrow."

X:

AND IT WAS undoubtedly a good thing that none of them did have to work Sunday, for few of
them would have been able to. It was a highly successful stag evening. Drinks a Tony's, and then a spot
of howling urtil the manager of the dleys began to get huffy about people bowling bals that started
down one dley, jumped the groove, and knocked down pinsin the dley adjacent.

And then they'd gone--

Next morning Charlie tried to remember dl the places they'd been and dl the things they'd done, and
decided he was glad he couldn't. For one thing, he had a confused recollection of having tried to start a
fight with a Ha-waiian guitar player who was wearing a le, and that he had drunkenly accused the
guitarigt of geding his golf bal. But the others had dragged him out of the place before the police got
there.

And somewhere around one o'clock they'd eaten, and Charlie had been so cussed that held inssted
on trying four eateries before they found one which served duck.

He was going to avenge his galf bdl by eating duck. All in dl, a very slly and successful spree.
Undoubt-edly worth amild hangover.

After dl, aguy gets married only once. At least, a man who has a girl like Jane Pemberton in love
with him gets married only once.

Nothing out of the ordinary happened Sunday. He saw Jane and again had dinner with the
Pembertons. And every time he looked at Jane, or touched her, Charlie had something the sensation of
agreen pilot meking his fird outside loop in a fast plane, but that was nothing out of the ordinary. The
poor guy wasin love.

XI:

BUT on Monday--

Monday was the day that redly upset the apple cart. After five fifty-five o'clock Monday afternoon,
Charlie knew it was hopeless.

In the morning, he made arrangements with the minister who was to perform the ceremony, and in
the afternoon he did alot of last-minute shopping in the wardrobe line. He found it took him longer than
he'd thought.

At five-thirty he began to doubt if he was going to have time to cdl for the wedding ring. It had been
bought and paid for, previoudy, but was dill a the jewelers being suitably engraved with initids.

He was dill on the other Sde of town at five-thirty, awaiting dterations on a suit, and he phoned Pete
Johnson from the talor's

"Say, Pete, can you do an errand for me?'

"Sure, Charlie. What's up?'

"l want to get the wedding ring before the store closes a 9%, so | won't have to come downtown at
dl tomor-row. It'sright in the block with you; Scorwald & Ben-ning's store. It's paid for; will you pick it



up for me? I'll phone ‘em to giveit to you."

"Glad to. Say, where are you? I'm edting downtown tonight; how's about putting the feed bag on
with me?'

"Sure, Pete. Ligen, maybe | can get to the jewders intime I'mjust cdling you to play safe. Tdl you
what; I'll meet you there. You be there a five minutes of 9x to be sure of getting the ring, and I'll get
there at the sametimeif | can. If | can't, wait for me outside. | won't be later than Sx-fifteen at the latest.

And Charlie hung up the receiver and found the talor had the suit ready for him. He paid for it, then
went outside and began to look around for ataxi.

It took him ten minutes to find one, and Hill he knew he was going to get to the jewdry store in time,
In fact, it wouldn't have been necessary for him to have phoned Pete. Hed get there eeslly by five
fifty-five

And it was just afew seconds before that time when he stepped out of the cab, paid off the driver,
and strode up to the entrance.

It was judt as hisfirg foot crossed the threshold of the Scorwald & Benning store that he noticed the
peculiar odor. He had taken one step farther before he recognized what it was, and then it was too late
to do anything abouit it.

It had him. Unconscioudy, hed taken a deep sniff of identification, and the suff was so strong, so
pure, that he didn't need a second. Hislungs were filled with it.

And the floor seemed to his distorted viSon to be a mile away, but coming up dowly to meet him.
Sowly, but getting there. He seemed to hang suspended in the ar for a measurable time. Then, before
he landed, everything was mercfully black and blank.

XII:

"ETHER"

Charlie gawked a the white-uniformed doctor. "But how the d-devil could | have got a dose of
ether?

Peter was there, too, looking down a him over the doctor's shoulder. Pete's face was white and
tense. Even before the doctor shrugged, Pete was saying: ‘Ligen, Charlie, Doc Pamer is on his way
over here. | told 'em-’

Charlie was sck at his somach, very sck. The doctor who had said "Ether™ wasn't there, and neither
was Doc Pdmer, but Pete now seemed to be arguing with a tal digtinguished-looking gentleman who
hed a spade beard and eves like a chicken hawk.

Pete was saying, 'Let the poor guy done. Dammit, I've known him dl his life He doesn't need an
dienid. Sure he said screwy things while he was under, but doesn't anybody talk slly under ether?”

"‘But, my young friend"-and the tal man's voice was unctuous-"you quite misinterpret the hospitd's
motives in asking that | examine him. | wish to prove him sane. If possble He may have had a
legitimete reason for tek-ing the ether. And aso the afar of last week when he was here for the firg
time Surdy anormd man-’

"But dammit, he DIDN'T TAKE that ether himsdlf. | saw him coming in the doorway after he got out
of the cab. He walked naturdly, and he had his hands down at his sides. Then, dl of a sudden, he just
kedled over."

"You suggest someone near im did it?

"There wasn't anybody near im."

Charlies eyes were closed but by the psychiatrist’s tone of voice, he could tdl that the man was
amiling. "Then how, my young friend, do you suggest that he was anes-thetized?!

"‘Danunit, | don't know. I'm just saying he didn't-"

"Petel" Charlie recognized his own voice and found that his eyes were open again. "Tdl him to go to
hdl. Tdl him to certify meif he wants. Sure I'm crazy. Tdl him about the worm and the duck. Take me
to the booby hatch. Tdl him-"



"Ha" Again the voice with the spade beard. "You have had previous. . . & ... ddudons?’

"‘Charlie, shut up! Doc, he's ill under the influence of the ether; don't ligen to him. It isn't fair to
psych a guy when he doesn't know what he'staking about. For two cents, I'd-"

"Fair? My friend, psychiatry is not a game. | assure you that | have this young man's interests a
heart. Per-haps his. . . ah . . . aerration is curable, and | wish to-"

Chalie sat upin bed. He ydled, "GET OUT OF HERE BEFORE I-"

Things went black again.

The tortuous darkness, thick and smoky and scken-ing. And he seemed to be creeping through a
narrow tunnd toward a light. Then suddenly he knew that he was conscious again. But maybe there
was somebody around who would talk to him and ask him questions if he opened his eyes, so he kept
them tightly shut.

He kept his eyestightly shut, and thought.

There mugt be an answer.

There wasn't any answer.

An angelic angleworm.

Heat wave.

Duck in a showcase of coins.

Wilted wreath of ugly flowers.

Ether in a doorway.

Connect them; there must be a connection. It had to make sense. It had to MAKE SENSE!

Least common denominator. Something that connects them, that welds them into a coherent series,
something that you can understand, something that you can maybe do something about. Something you
can fight.

Worm.

Hest.

Duck.

Wresath.

Ether.

Worm.

Mest.

Duck.

Wresath.

Ether.

Worm, heat, duck, wreath, ether, worm, heat, duck, wreath

They pounded through his head like beeting on a tom-tom; they screamed a him out of the
darkness, and gibbered.

XIt:

HE mugt have dept, if you could call it deep.

It was broad daylight again, and there was only a nurse in the room. He asked, "What--day isit?

"Wednesday afternoon, Mr. Wills. Is there anything | can do for you?'

Wednesday afternoon. Wedding day.

He wouldn't have to cdl it off now. Jane knew. Everybody knew. It had been cdled off for him.
He'd been weak not to have done it imsdlf, before--

"There are people waliting to see you, Mr. Wills. Do you fed wel enough to entertain vistors?'

"1--Who?'

"AMiss Pemberton and her father. And a Mr. Johnson. Do you want to see them?

Widl, did he?

"Look," he said, "what exactly's wrong with me? | mean-"

"Youve suffered a severe shock. But you've dept quietly for the last twelve hours. Physicdly, you



are quite dl right. Even able to get up, if you fed you want to. But, of course, you musint leave.”

Of course he mugnt leave. They had him down as a candidate for the booby hatch. An excdlent
candidate. Y oung man most likdly to succeed.

Wednesday. Wedding day.

Jane.

He couldn't bear to see--

"Ligen," he said, "will you send in Mr. Pemberton, adone? I'd rather-"

"Certanly. Anything ese | can do for you?

Charlie shook his head sadly. He was feding mogt horribly sorry for himsdf. Was there anything
anybody could do for him?

Mr. Pemberton held out his hand quietly. "Charles, | can't begin to tdl you how sorry | am-"

Charlie nodded. "Thanks. | . . . | guess you understand why | don't want to see Jane. | redize that ...
thet of course we can't-"

Mr. Pemberton nodded. "Jane. . . uh . . . understands, Charles. She wants to see you, but redizes
that it might make both of you fed worse, at least right now. And Charles, if there's anything any of us
can do-’

What was there anybody could do?

Rull the wings off an angleworm?

Take aduck out of a showcase?

Find amissing golf hal?

Pete came in after the Pembertons had gone away. A quieter and more subdued Pete than Charlie
hed ever seen.

He said, "Charlie, do you fed up to taking this over? Charlie sighed. "if itd do any good, yes. | fed
dl right physcaly. But-’

‘Ligten, you've got to keep your chin up. There's an answer somewhere. Ligen, | was wrong. There
isa con-nection, atie-up between these screwy things that hap-pened to you. Thereésgot to be.”

"Qure" sad Charlie, wearily. "What?

"That's what we've got to find out. First place, well have to outsmart the psychiatrists they'll sck on
you. As soon as they think you're wdl enough to stand it. Now, let's look at it from their point of view
s0 well know whet to tdl 'em. Firgt-’

"How much do they know?"

"W, you raved while you were unconscious, about the worm business and about a duck and a golf
bal, but you can pass that off as ordinary raving. Taking in your deep. Dreaming. Just deny knowing
anything about them, or anything connected with any of them. Sure, the duck busness was in the
newspapers, but it wasn't abig story and your name wasnt in it. So they'll never tie that up. If they do,
deny it. Now that leaves the two times you keeled over and were brought here uncon-scious.”

Charlie nodded. "And what do they make of them?'

"They're puzzled. The first one they can't make anything much of. They're indined to leave it lay. The
second one--Well, they ingg that you mugt, somehow, have given yoursef that ether.”

"But why? Why would anybody give himsdf ether?!

"No sane man would. That's judt it; they doubt your sanity because they think you did. If you can
convince then you're sane, then- Look, you got to buck up. They are dassfying your attitude as acute
meancholia, and that sort of borders on maniac depressive. See? You got to act cheerful.”

"Chearful? When | was to be married at two o'clock today? By the way, what timeisit now?

Pete glanced a hiswrig watch and said, "Uh ... never mind that. Sure, if they ask why you fed lousy
mentdly, tel them-’

"‘Dammit, Peter, | wish | was crazy. At least, being crazy makes sense. And if this Suff keeps up, |
will go--

"Don't talk like that. You got to fight."

"Yeah," sad Charlie, ligledy. "Hgnt what?"

There was a low rap on the door and the nurse looked into the room. "Your time is up, Mr.



Johnson. Youll have to leave
XIV:

INACTION, and the futility of drding thought-patterns that get nowhere. Findly, he had to do
something or go mad.

Get dressed? He cdled for his clothes and got them, except that he was given dippers ingtead of his
shoes. Anyway, getting dressed took time.

And gtting in a chair was a change from lying in bed. And then waking up and down was a change
from gtting ina chair.

"What timeisit?'

"Seven o'clock, Mr. Wills"

Seven o'clock; he should have been married five hours by now.

Married to Jane; beautiful, gorgeous, swest, loving, un-derstanding, kissable, soft, lovable Jane
Pemberton. Five hours ago this moment she should have become Jane Wills

Nevermore.

Unless-

The problem.

Solveit.

Or go mad.

Why would a worm wear a hdo?

'Dr. PAmer is here to see you, Mr. Wills Shdll 1--

"Helo, Charles. Came as soon as | could after | learned you were out of your . . . uh . . . coma. Had
an 0. b. case that kept me. How do you fed?'

Hefdt terrible.

Ready to scream and tear the paper off the wal only the wall was painted white and didn't have any
paper. And scream, scream--

"| fed swdl, doc,” sad Charlie.

"Anything . . . uh . . . Strange happen to you since you've been here?

"Not athing. But, doc, how would you explain-"

Doc Pdmer explained. Doctors dways explain. The ar crackled with words like psychoneurotic
and autohyp-nosis and traumata.

Fndly, Charlie was done again. Hed managed to say good-by to Doc Pamer, too, without ydling
and tearing hm to bits.

"What timeisit?'

"Eight o'clock.”

Sx hours married.

Why is a duck?

Solveit.

Or go mad.

What would happen next? " Surdy thisthing shdl fol-low me dl the days of my life and | shdl dwdll
in the bughouse forever."

Eight o'clock.

Sx hours married.

Why ala? Ether? Heat?

What have they in common? And why is a duck?

And what would it be next time? When would next time he? Well, maybe he could guess that. How
many things had happened to him thus far? Five-if the missng galf bal counted. How far apart? Let's
see-the angle-worm was Sunday morning when he went fishing; the heet prostration was Tuesday; the
duck in the museum was Thursday noon, the second-last day he worked; the golf game and the la was
Saturday; the ether Monday



Two days apart.

Periodicity?

He'd been pacing up and down the room, now sud-denly he fdt in his pocket and found pencil and a
notebook, and sat down in the chair.

Could it be-exact periodicity?

He wrote down "Angleworm’ and stopped to think. Pete was to cdl for him to go fishing at
fivefifteen and hed gone downdairs at just that time, and right to the flower bed to dig- Yes,
fivefifteen A.M. He wrote it down.

"Heat." Mm-m-m, held been a block from work and was due there at eight-thirty, and when hed
passed the corner clock held looked and seen that he had five min-utes to get there, and then had seen
the teamdter and-He wrote it down. "Eight twenty-five.” And ca cul ated.

Two days, three hours, ten minutes.

Let's see, which was next? The duck in the museum. He could time that fairly wel, too. Old Man
Hapworth had told him to go to lunch early, and hed Ieft a ... uh . . . deven twenty-five and if it took
him, say, ten minutes to wak the block to the museum and down the man corridor and into the
numismatics room- Say, deven thirty-five.

He subtracted that from the previous one.

And whigtled.

Two days, three hours, ten minutes.

Thele? Urn, they d left the clubhouse about one-thirty. Allow an hour and a quarter, say, for the firg
thirteen holes, and- Well, say between two-thirty and three. Strike an average at two forty-five. That
would be pretty close. Subtract it.

Two days, three hours, ten minutes.

Periodicity.

He subtracted the next one fird-the fourth episode should have happened at five fifty-five on
Monday. If--

Yes, it had been exactly five minutes of Sx when hed walked through the door of the jewery shop
and been anesthetized.

Exactly.

Two days, three hours, ten minutes.

Periodicity.

PERIODICITY.

A connection, at last. Proof that the screwy events were dl of a piece. Every . . . uh. . . fifty-one
hours and ten minutes something screwy happened.

But why?

He stuck his head out in the hdlway.

"‘Nurse. NURSE. What timeisit? *

"Hdf past eight, Mr. Wills. Anything | can bring you?

Yes. No. Champagne. Or a drait jacket. Which?

Hed solved the problem. But the answer didn't make any more sense than the problem itsdf. Less,
maybe. And today--

He figured quickly.

In thirty-five minutes.

Something would happen to himin thirty-five min-uted

Something like aflying angleworm or like a quacking duck suffocating in an air-tight showcase, or--

Or maybe something dangerous again? Burming heat, sudden anesthesia--

Maybe something worse?

A cobra, unicorn, devil, werewolf, vampire, unname-able monster?

At ninefive. In hdf an hour.

In a sudden draft from the open window, his forehead felt cold. Because it was wet with swest.



In haf an hour.
What?

XV:

PACE; up and down, four steps one way, four steps back. Think, think, THINK.

Youve solved part of it; what's the rest? Get it, or it will get you.

Periodicity; that's part of it. Every two days, three hours, ten minutes

Something happens.

Why?

What?

How?

They're connected, those things, they are part of a pattern and they make sense somehow or they
wouldn't be spaced an exact intervd of time apart.

Connect: angleworm, hest, duck, le, ether--Or go mad.

Mad. Mad. MAD.

Connect: Ducks cat angleworms, or do they? Heat is necessary to grow flowers to make les.
Angleworms might eat flowers for dl he knew but what have they to do with lels, and what is ether to a
duck? Duck isanimd, e is vegetable, hest is vibration, ether is gas, wormis ... what the hel's a worm?
And why aworm that flies? And why was the duck in the showcase? What about the missng Chinese
coin with the hole? Do you add or subtract the gaf bdl, and if you let x equd ahdo and y equd one
wing, then x plus 2y plus 1 angle-worm equals-

Outsde, somewhere, a clock driking in the gathering darkness.

One, two, three, four, five, Sx, saven, eght, nine-Nine o'clock.

Fve minutes to go.

In five minutes, something was going to happen again. Cobra, unicorn, devil, werewolf, vampire. Or
something cold and dimy and without a name.

Anything.

Pace up and down, four steps one way, four steps back.

Think, THINK.

Jane forever logt. Dearest Jane, in whose arms was dl of happiness. Jane, darling, I'm not mad, I'm
WORSE than mad. I'm--

WHAT TIME ISIT?

It must he two minutes after nine. Three.

What's coming? Cobra, devil, werewolf

What will it be thistime?

At five minutes after nine WHAT?

Must be four after now; yes, it had been at least four minutes, maybe four and a haf

He yelled, suddenly. He couldn't stand the waiting. It couldn't be solved. But he had to solve it. Or
go mad.

MAD.

He must be mad dready. Mad to tolerate living, try-ing to fight something you couldn't fight, trying to
best the unbeatable. Begting his head againgt--

He was running now, out the door, down the corridor.

Maybe if he hurried, be could kill himsdf before five minutes after nine. Hed never have to know.
Die DIE AND GET IT OVER WITH. THAT'STHE ONLY WAY TO BUCK THIS GAME.

Knife

Thereéd be a knife somewhere. A scape is a knife. Down the corridor. Voice of a nurse behind
hum, shouting. Footsteps.

Run. Where? Anywhere.

Less than aminute left. Maybe seconds.



Maybe it's nine-five now. Hurry!

Door marked "Utility"-he jerked it open.

Shdlves of linen. Mops and brooms. Y ou can't kill yoursdf with a mop or broom. You can smother
yoursdf with linen, but not in less than aminute and proba-bly with doctors and interns coming.

Uniforms. Bucket. Kick the bucket, but how? Ah. There on the upper shelf--

A cardboard carton, dready opened, marked "Lye"

Painful: Sure, but it wouldn't last long. Get it over with. The box in his hand, the opened corner, and
tilted the contents into his mouth.

But it was not a white, searing powder. All that had come out of the cardboard carton was a amdl
copper coin. He took it out of his mouth and held it, and looked at it with dazed eves.

It was five minutes after nine, then; out of the box of lye had come a amdl foreign copper coin. No,
it wasn't the Chinese haikwan tadl that had disappeared from the showcase in the museum, because that
was glver and had a hole in it. And the lettering on this wasn't Chinese. If he remembered his coins, it
looked Rumanian.

And then gtrong hands took hold of Charlies ams and led him back to his room and somebody
talked to him quietly for along time.

And he dept.

XVI:

HE AWOKE Thursday morning from a dreamless deep, and fdt srangdy refreshed and, oddly,
quite cheerful.

Probably because, in that awful thirty-five minutes of waiting hed experienced the evening before, he
d hit rock bottom. And bounced.

A psychiatrist might have explained it by saying that he had, under stress of great emation, suffered a
tempo-rary leson and gone into a quasi-state of maniac-depres-sive insanity. Psychiatrists like to make
ample things complicated.

Thefact was that the poor guy had gone off his rocker for afew minutes.

And the absurd antidimax of that amdl copper coin had been the turning point. Look for something
horrible, unnameable--and get a amdl copper coin. Practicaly a prophylactic trestment, if you've got
enough guff in you to laugh.

And Charlie had laughed lagt night. Probably that was why his room this morming seemed to be a
different room. The window was in a different wal, and it had bars across it. Psychiatrists often
misinterpret a sense of humor.

But this morning he fdt cheerful enough to overlook the implications of the barred windows. Here it
was a bright new day with the sun streaming through the bars, and it was another day and he was dill
dive and had another chance.

Bed of dl, he knew he wasn't insane.

Unless--

He looked and there were his clothes hanging over the hack of a chair and he sat up and put his legs
out of bed, and reached for his coat pocket to see if the coin was dill where hed put it when they'd
grabbed him.

It was.

Then--

He dressed dowly, thoughtfully.

Now, in the light of morning, it came to him that the thing could he solved. Six-now there were
sx-screwy things, but they were definitdy connected. Periodicity proved it.

Two days, three hours, ten minutes

And whatever the answer was, it was not maevolent. It was impersond. If it had wanted to kill him,
it had a chance lagt night; it need merdy have affected something e se other than the lye in that package.
Thered been lyein the package when hed picked it up; he could tdl that by the weight. And then it had



been five minutes after nine and instead of lye thered been the smdl copper coin.

It wasn't friendly, ether; or it wouldn't have subjected him to heet and anesthesa. But it must be
something impersondl.

A coin ingtead of lye.

Were they dl subdtitutions of one thing for another?

Hm-m-m. Le for a gdf bdl. A coin for lye. A duck for a coin. But the heat? The ether? The
angleworm?

He went to the window and looked out for a while into the warm sunlight falling on the green lawn,
and he redized tha life was very sweet. And that if he took this thing camly and didnt let it get him
down again, he might yet lick it.

Thefirg clue was dready his

Periodicity.

Take it cdmly; think about other things Keep your mind off the merry-go-round and maybe the
answer will come.

He sat down on the edge of the bed and fdt in his pocket for the pencil and notebook and they were
dill there, and the paper on which hed made his calculations of timing. He studied those caculations
caetuly.

Cdmly.

And a the end of the lig he put down "9:05" and added the word ‘lye’ and a dash. Lye had turned
to-what? He drew a bracket and began to fill in words that could be used to describe the coin:
coin-copper-disk- But those were generd. There must be a specific name for the thing.

Maybe--

He pressed the button that would light a bulb outside his door and a moment later heard a key turn
inthe lock and the door opened. It was a mde attendant thistime.

Charlie amiled a him. "Morning," he said. "Serve breakfast here, or do | eat the mattress?

The attendant grinned, and looked a bit relieved. "Sure. Breakfast's ready; I'll bring you some.”

"And. .. uh"

v

"There's something | want to look up,” Charlie told him. "Would there be an unabridged dictionary
anywhere handy? And if there is, would it be asking too much for you to let me see it afew minutes?

"Why--I guessit will he dl right. There's one down in the office and they don't useit very often.”

"Thet's swdl. Thanks.’

But the key ill turned in the lock when he I €ft.

Breskfast came hdf an hour later, but the dictionary didnt arrive urtil the middle of the morning.
Charlie wondered if there had been a gaff meeting to discuss its lethd posshilities. But anyway, it
came.

He waited until the attendant had left and then put the big volume on the bed and opened it to the
color plate that showed coins of the world. He took the copper coin out of his pocket and put it
adongsde the plate and be-gan to compare it with the illudrations, particularly those of coins of the
Bakan countries. No, nothing just like it among the copper coins. Try the slver-yes, there was a Siver
coin with the same mug on it. Rumanian. The lettering-yes, it was identicaly the same lettering ex-cept
for the denomination.

Charlie turned to the coinage table. Under Rumania-He gasped.

It couldn't be.

But it was.

It was impossible that the six things that had hap-pened to him could have been--

He was breathing hard with excitement as he turned to the illugtrations at the back of the dictionary,
found the pages of birds, and began to look among the ducks. Speckled breast and short neck and
darker dripe garting just above the eye--

And he knew hed found the answer.



Hed found the factor, besides periodicity, that con-nected the things that had happened. If it fitted
the others, he could be sure. The angleworm? Why-sure-and he grinned at that one. The heat wave?
Obvious. And the affair on the golf course? Thet was harder, but a bit of thought gave it to him.

The matter of the ether sumped him for a while. It took a lot of pacing up and down to solve that
one, but findly he managed to do it.

And then? Wedl, what could he do about it? Periodicity? Y es, that fitted in. If--

Next time would be-hm-m-m-12:15 Saturday morn-ing.

He sat down to think it over. The whole thing was completely incredible. The answer was harder to
swd-low than the problem.

But-they all fitted. Sx coincidences, spaced an exact length of time apart?

All right then, forget how incredibleit is, and what are you going to do about it? How are you going
to get there to let them know?

Widl-maybe take advantage of the phenomenon itsdf?

The dictionary was il there and Charlie went back to it and began to look in the gazcteer. Under
"

Whem! There was one that gave him a double chance. And within a hundred miles

If he could get out of here--

He rang the bdll, and the attendant came. "Through with the dictionary,” Charlie told him. "And ligen,
could | talk to the doctor in charge of my case?"

It proved that the doctor in charge was gill Doc Pamer, and that he was coming up anyway.

He shook hands with Charlie and smiled at him. That was a good 9gn, or was it?

WEel, now if he could lie convincingly enough

'Doeg, | fed swel thismorning,” said Charlie. "And listen--I remembered something | want to tdl you
about. Something that happened to me Sunday, couple of days before thet firs time | was taken to the
hogpitd."

"What was it, Charles?

'l did go swimming, and that accounts for the sunburn that was showing up on Tuesday morning, and
maybe for some other things. 1'd borrowed Pete Johnson's car--" Would they check up on that? Maybe
not. "--and | got logt off the road and found a swdl pool and stripped off the bank and | think | mugt
have grazed my head on a rock because the next thing | remember | was back in town.”

"Hm-m-m," said Doc Pamer. "So that accounts for the sunburn, and maybe it can account for--"

"Funny that it just came back to me this morning when | woke up,” said Charlie. "I guess--"

'l told those fools,” said Doc Pamer, “that there couldn't be any connection between the third-degree
burn and your fainting. Of course there was, in away. | mean your hitting your head while you were
swim-ming would account--Charles, I'm sure glad this came back to you. At least we now know the
cause of the way you've acted, and we can tredt it. In fact, maybe you're cured dready.”

"l think 0, doc. | sure fed swel now. Like | was just waking up from a nightmare. | guess | made a
fool of mysdf a couple of times. | have a vague recollection of buying some ether once, and something
about some lye--but those are like things that happened in a dream, and now my mind's as clear as a
bdll. Something seemed to pop thismorning, and | was dl right again.”

Doc PAmer sghed. 'I'm relieved, Charles. Frankly, you had us quite worried. Of course, I'll have to
tak this over with the gaff and well have to examine you pretty thoroughly, but | think--"

There were the other doctors, and they asked ques-tions and they examined his skull--but whatever
leson had been made by the rock seemed to have healed. Anyway, they couldn't find it.

If it hadn't been for his suicide attempt of the evening before, he could have waked out of the
hospital then and there. But because of that, they indsted on his remaning, under observation for
twenty-four hours. And Charlie agreed; that would let him out some time Friday afternoon, and it wasn't
until twelve-fifteen Saturday morn-ing that it would happen.

Plenty of time to go a hundred miles.

If he just watched everything he did and said in the meantime and made no move or remark which a
psy-chiatrist could interpret--



He loafed and rested.

And a five o'clock Friday afternoon it was dl right, and he shook hands dl the way round, and was
afree man agan. He'd promised to report to Doc Pamer regu-larly for afew weeks.

But he was free.

XVII:

RAIN and darkness.

A cold, unpleasant drizzle that started to find its way through his clothes and down the hack of his
neck and into his shoes even as he stepped off the train onto the smdl wooden platform.

But the gation was there, and on the sde of it was the Sgn that told him the name of the town.
Charlie looked at it and grinned, and went into the station. There was a chearful little coa stove in the
middle of the room. He had time to get warmed up before he started. He held out his hands to the
sove.

Over at one dde of the room, a grizzled head regarded him curioudy through the ticket window.
Charlie nodded &t the head and the head nodded back.

"Stavin' here awhile, sranger?" the head asked.

"Not exactly,” sad Charlie. "Anyway, | hope not. | mean--" Heck, after that whopper held told the
psy-chiatrists back at the hospita, he shouldn't have any trouble lying to a ticket agent in a little country
town. "I mean, | don't think so."

"Aint no more trains out tonight, mister. Got a place to stay? If not, my wife sometimes takes in
boarders for short gpdls”

"Thanks,” said Charlie. "I've made arrangements.” He starred to add "I hope” and then redized thet it
would lead him further into discussion.

He glanced at the clock and at his wrist watch and saw tha both agreed that it was a quarter to
twelve,

"How big isthistown? he asked. "I don't mean population. | mean, how far out the turnpike is it to
the township line? The border of town.

"Tant big. HAf amile maybe, or alittle better. You goin' out to th' Tallivers, maybe? They live just
past and | heard tdl he was sendin’ to th' aty for a.... nope, you don't look like a hired men.’

"‘Nope,” said Charlie. "I'm not.” He glanced a the clock again and started for the door. He sad, *
Wi, be s=aing you."

"You gan' to--"

But Charlie had dready gone out the door and was darting down the street behind the railroad
gation. Into the darkness and the unknown and--Well, he could hardly tdl the agent about his red
destination, could he?

There was the turnpike. After a block, the sdewak ended and he had to walk dong the edge of the
road, sometimes ankle deep in mud. He was soaked through by now, but that didn't matter.

It proved to be more than hdf a mile to the township line A big Sgn there--an oddly big sgn
conddering the Sze of the town--read:

You Are Now Entering Haveen

Charlie crossed the line and faced back. And waited, an eye on hiswrigt watch.

At twelve-fifteen held have to step across. It was ten minutes after aready. Two days, three hours,
ten min-utes after the box of lye had held a copper coin, which was two days, three hours, ten minutes
after hed waked into anesthesa in the door of a jewdry store, which was two days, three hours, ten
minutes after--

He watched the hands of his accurately set wrigt watch, firg the minute hand until twelve-fourteen.
Then the second hand.

And when it lacked a second of twelve-fifteen he put forth his foot and a the faid moment he was
sepping dowly across the line.

Entering Haveen.



XVIII:

AND AS with each of the others, there was no warning. But suddenly:

It wasn't raining any more. There was bright light, athough it didnt seem to come from a vigble
source. And the road benegth his feet wasn't muddy; it was smooth as glass and aabaster-white. The
white-robed entity at the gate ahead stared at Charlie in astonishmen.

He said, "How did you get here? You aren't even--"

'‘No," said Charlie. 'I'mnot even dead. But ligen, I've got to see the . . . uh--Who's in charge of the
printing’?"

"The Head Compositor, of course. But you can't--"

"I've got to see him, then,” said Charlie.

"But the rules forbid--"

"Look, it simportant. Some typographical errors are going through. It's to your interests up here as
wdl as to mine, that they be corrected, ian't it? Otherwise things can get into an awvful mess.”

"Errors? Impossible. You're joking."

"Then how," asked Charlie, reasonably, "did | get to Heaven without dying?

But-"

"You see | was supposed to be entering Haveen. There is an e-matrix that-"

“Come”

XIX:

IT WAS quite pleasant and familiar, that office. Not a lot different from Charlie's own office at the
Hayworth Printing Co. There was a rickety wooden desk, littered with papers, and behind it sat a smdll
bad-headed Chief Compositor with printer'sink on his hands and a smear of it on his forehead. Past
the closed door was a mongter roar and clatter of typesetting machines and presses.

"Sure” sad Charlie. "Theyre supposed to be perfect, so perfect tha you dont even need
proofreaders. But maybe once out of infinty something can happen to per-fection, cant it?
Matheméticaly, once out of infinity anything can happen. Now look; there is a separate typesetting
machine and operator for the records cover-ing each person, isnt there?"

The Head Compositor nodded. "Correct, dthough in a manner of, spesking the operator and the
mechine are one, in that the operator is a function of the machine and the machine a manifesation of the
operator and both are extensons of the ego of the . . . but | guess thet is alittle too complicated for you
to understand.”

'Yes, |--wdl, anyway, the channds that the matrices run in mugt be tremendous. On our Linotypes
a the Hapworth Printing Co., an e-mat would make the drcuit every Sxty seconds or so, and if one
was defective it would cause one mistake a minute, but up here- Wl is my cdculaion of fifty hours
and ten minutes cor-rect?’

'Itis,” agreed the Head Compositor. "And snce there is no way you could have found out that fact
except--'

"Exactly. And once every that often the defective e-matrix comes round and fdls when the operator
hitsthe e-key. Probably the ears of the mat are worn; anyway it fals through along distributor front and
fdlstoo fast and lands ahead of itsright place in the word, and a typographica error goes through. Like
aweek ago Sunday, | was supposed to pick up an angleworm, and--

"Wat."

The Head Compositor pressed a buzzer and issued an order. A moment later, a heavy book was
brought in and placed on his desk. Before the Head Compositor opened it, Charlie caught a glimpse of
his own name on the cover.

"You sad a fivefifteen Am.?'

Charlie nodded. Pages turned.



"Il be--blessed!” said the Head Compositor. "Angleworm! It must have been something to see.
Don't know I've ever heard of an angleworm before. And what was next?

"The e fdl wrong in the word “hate'--1 was going after a man who was begting a horse, and--Well, it
came out "heat' ingead of "hate’ The e dropped two characters early that time. And | got heat
progration and sunburn on a rany day. Tha was eight twenty-five Tuesday, and then a deven
thirty-five Thursday-" Charlie grinned.

'Y es? prompted the Head Compositor.

"Tad. A Chinese slver coin | was supposed to seein the museum. It came out Tedl' and because a
ted isa duck, there was awild duck fluttering around in an airtight showcase. One of the attendants got
introuble; 1 hope you'll fix that.”

The Head Compositor chuckled. "I dhdl,” he said. "I'd like to have seen that duck. And the next
time would have been two forty-five Saturday afternoon. What hap-pened then?!

"Ld ingead of lie, Sr. My golf bal was stymied behind a tree and it was supposed to be a poor
lie-but it was a poor le instead. Some wilted, mismaiched flowers on a purple cord. And the next was
the hardest for me to figure out, even when | had the key. | had an appoint-ment at the jewdry store at
fivefifty-five But that was the fatd time. | got there at five fifty-five, but the e-matrix fdl four characters
out of place that time, clear back to the start of the word. Instead of getting there at five fifty-five, | got
ether."

“Tch, tch. That one was unfortunate. And next?

"The next was judt the reverse, gr. In fact, it happened to save my life. | went temporarily insane and
tried to kill mysdf by taking lye. But the bad efdl inlye and it came out ley, which is a amdl Rumanian
copper coin. I've dill got it, for a souvenir. In fact when | found out the name of the coin, | guessed the
answer. It gave me the key to the others.”

The Head Compositor chuckled again. "Y ou've shown great resource,” he said. "And your method of
getting here to tdl us about it--"

"That was easy, gr. If | timed it so 1'd be entering Haveen a the right indtant, | had a double chance.
If either of the two es in that word turned out to be bad one and fdl--as it did--too early in the word,
I'd be en-tering Heaven.”

"Decidedly ingenious Y ou may, incidentally, consider the errors corrected. We've taken care of dl
of them, while you talked; except the lagt one, of course. Otherwise, you wouldn't ill be here. And the
defective mat is removed from the channd.”

"Y ou mean that as far as people down there know, none of those things ever--"

"Exactly. A revised edition is now on the press, and nobody on Earth will have any recollection of
any of those events. In a way of spesking, they no longer ever happened. 1 mean, they did, but now
they didn't for dl practical purposes. When we return you to Earth, youll find the status there just what
it would have been if the typographicd errors had not occurred.

"You mean, for ingance, that Pete Johnson wont remember my having told him about the
angdworrn, and there won't be any record a the hospita about my hav-ing been there? And--"

"Exactly. The errors are corrected.”

"Whew!" sad Charlie. "Il be .. . . | mean, wdl, | was supposed to have been married Wednesday
afternoon, two days ago. Uh . . . will | be? | mean, was 1? | mean--"

The Head Compositor consulted another volume, and nodded. "Yes, a two o'clock Wednesday
afternoon. To one Jane Pemberton. Now if we return you to Eath as of the time you left
there-twelve-fifteen Saturday morn-ing, youll have been married two days and ten hours. Youll find
yoursdf . . . let's see . . . spending your honeymoon in Miami. At that exact moment, youll be in a
taxicab en route--"

"Yes but--" Charlie gulped.

"But what?' The Head Compositor looked surprised. 'l certainly thought that was what you wanted,
Wills We owe you a big favor for having used such ingenuity in caling those typographicd errors to our
attention, but | thought that being married to Jane was what you wanted, and if you go back and find



yoursdf--"

"Yes, but--" said Charlie again. "Bt . . . | mean--Look, I'll have been married two days. I'll miss.. . .
| mean, couldn't I--"

Suddenly the Head Compositor amiled.

"How stupid of me" he sad, "of course. Well, the time doesn't maiter at dl. We can drop you
anywhere in the continuum. | can just as eadly return you as of two o'clock Wednesday afternoon, a
the moment of the ceremony. Or Wednesday morning, just before. Any time at dl."

"Wdl," said Charlie, hegtantly. "It isn't exactly that 1'd miss the wedding ceremony. | mean, | don't
like receptions and things like that, and 1'd have to St through along wedding dinner and ligten to toasts
and speeches and, well, I'd as soon have that part of it over with and ... wdl, | mean. I--"

The Head Compositor laughed. He said, "Are you ready?"

"Am |--Sure!”

Click of train whedls over the ralls, and the stars and moon bright above the observation plaiform of
the speed-ing train.

Jane in his arms. His wife, and it was Wednesday evening. Beautiful, gorgeous, sweet, loving, soft,
kissable, lovable Jane--

She snuggled closer to him, and he was whispering, "It's...it seleven o'clock, darling. Shdl we--"

Their lips met, dung. Then, hand in hand, they walked through the swaying train. His hand turned the
knob of the stateroom door and, as it swung dowly open, he picked her up to carry her across the
threshold.

THE STAR MOUSE

MITKEY, THE MOUSE, wasnt Mitkey then.

He was just another mouse, who lived behind the floorboards and plaster of the house of the great
Her Professor Oberburger, formerly of Vienna and Heldelberg; then a refugee from the excessve
admiration of the more powerful of his fellow-countrymen. The excessive ad-miration had concerned,
not Herr Oberburger himsdf, but a certain gas which had been a by-product of an unsuccessful rocket
fud-which might have been a highly successful something else.

If, of course, the Professor had given them the correct formula Which he-Wdl, anyway, the
Professor had made good his escape and now lived in a house in Connecticut. And so did Mitkey.

A gmdl gray mouse, and a smdl gray man. Nothing unusud about ether of them. Particularly there
was nothing unusud about Mitkey; he had a family and he liked cheese and if there were Rotarians
among mice, he would have been a Rotarian.

The Herr Professor, of course, had his mild eccentricities. A confirmed bachelor, he had no one to
tak to except himsdf, but he consdered himsdf an excdlent conversationdist and held congtant verbd
communion with himsdf while he worked. That fact, it turned out later, was important, because Mitkey
hed excelent ears and heard those night-long soliloquies. He didn't understand them, of course. If he
thought about them at dl, he merdy thought of the Professor as a large and noisy super-mouse who
sgueaked over-much.

"Und now,” he would say to himsdf, "ve vill see vether this eggshaust tube vas broberly machined. It
should fidt vithin vun vun-hundredth thousandth of an indtch. Ahhh, it iss berfect. Und now-"

Night after night, day after day, month after month. The gleaming thing grew, and the gleam in Herr
Oberburger's eyes grew apace.

It was about three and a hdf feet long, with werdly shaped vanes, and it rested on a temporary
framework on a table in the center of the room that served the Herr Professor for dl purposes. The
house in which he and Mitkey lived was a four room structure, but the Professor hadn't yet found it out,
ssemingly. Origindly, he had planned to use the big room as a laboratory only, but he found it more
convenient to degp on a cot in one corner of it, when he dept at dl, and to do the little cooking he did
over the same gas burner over which he melted down golden gransof TNT into a dangerous soup which



he sdted and peppered with strange condiments, but did not eat.

"Und now | shdl bour it into tubes, and see vether vun tube adjacendt to another eggsplodes der
secondt tube vhen der vird tube iss-

That was the night Mitkey dmost decided to move himsdf and hisfamily to a more stable abode, one
that did not rock and sway and try to turn handsprings on its foundations. But Mitkey didn't move after
al, because there were compensations. New mouse-holes dl over, and-joy of joy!-a big crack in the
back of the refrigerator where the Professor kept, among other things, food.

Of course the tubes had been not larger than capillary sze, or the house would not have remained
around the mouseholes. And of course Mitkey could not guess what was coming nor understand the
Herr Professor's brand of English (nor any other brand of English, for that matter) or he would not have
let even a crack in the refrigerator tempt him.

The Professor was jubilant that morning.

"Der fud, idt vorks! Der secondt tube, idt did not eggsplodeUnd der vird, in seggtions, as | had
eggspectedt! Und it is more bowerful; there will be blenty of room for der combartment-"

Ah, yes, the compartment. That was where Mitkey came in, dthough even the Professor didn't know
it yet. In fact the Professor didn't even know that Mitkey existed.

"Und now,” he was saying to his favourite listener, "idt is budt a madter of combining der fud tubes so
they work in obbosite bairs. Und then-"

That was the moment when the Herr Professor's eyes first fdl on Mitkey. Rather, they fdl upon a par
of gray whiskers and a black, shiny little nose protruding from a hole in the baseboards.

"Vdl!" he said, "vot heff ve here! Mitkey Mouse himsdf! Mitkey, how would you like to go for a ride,
negst veek? Ve ddl see”

That is how it came about that the next time the Professor sent into town for supplies, his order
induded a mousetrap-not one of the vicious kind that kills, but one of the wire-cage kind. And it had not
been st, with cheese, for more than ten minutes before Mitkey's sharp little nose had smdled out that
cheese and he had followed his nose into captivity.

Not, however, an unpleasant captivity. Mitkey was an honored guest. The cage reposed now on the
table a which the Professor did mogt of his work, and cheese in indigesion-giving abundance was
pushed through the bars, and the Professor didn't tak to himsdf any more.

"You see, Mitkey, | vas going to sendt to der laboratory in Hardtfordt for a vhite mouse, budt vhy
should I, mit you here? | am sure you are more soundt and hedthy and able to vithsand a long chourney
then those laboratory mices. No? Ah, you viggle your viskers and that means yes, no? Und being used to
livingin dargk holes, you should suffer less than they from glaustrophobia, no?"

And Mitkey grew fat and happy and forgot dl about trying to get out of the cage. | fear that he even
forgot about the family he had abandoned, but he knew, if he knew anything, that he need not worry
about them in the dightest. At least not until and unless the Professor discovered and repaired the hole in
the refrigerator. And the Professor's mind was most emphaticaly not on refrigeration.

"Und 0, Mitkey, ve shdl place this vane so-it iss only of assistance in der landing, in an atmosphere.
It and these vill bring you down safdy and dowly enough that der shock-absorbers in der moveable
combartment vill keep you from bumping your head too hard, | think." Of course, Mitkey missed the
ominous note to that "I think" qudification because he missed dl the rest of it. He did not, as has been
explained, speak English. Not then.

But Herr Oberburger talked to him just the same. He showed him pictures. "Did you effer see der
Mouse you vas named after, Mitkey? Vhat? No? Loogk, this is der origind Mitkey Mouse, by Vadt
Dissney. Budt | think you are cuter, Mitkey."

Probably the Professor was a hit crazy to tak that way to alittle gray mouse. In fact, he must have
been crazy to make arocket that worked. For the odd thing was that the Herr Professor was not redly
an inventor. There was, as he caefully explained to Mitkey, not one sngle thing about that rocket that
was new. The Herr Professor was a technician; he could take other peopl€'s ideas and make them work.
His only red invention-the rocket fud that wasn't one-had been turned over to the United States



Government and had proved to be something dready known and discarded because it was too
expendve for practica use.

As he explaned very caefully to Mitkey, "It iss burdy a matter of absolute accuracy and
mathematical correctness, Mitkey. Idt issdl here-ve merdly combine-und ve achieff vhat, Mitkey?

"Eggscape veocity, Mitkey! Chust bardly, it adds up to eggscape velocity. Maybe. There are yet
unknown facgtors, Mitkey, in der ubper atmosphere, der troposphere, der stratosphere. Ve think ve
know eggsactly how mudch air there iss to caculate resstance againg, but are ve absolutdy sure? No,
Mitkey, ve are not. Ve haff not been there. Und der marchin iss so narrow that so mudch as an ar
current might affect idt.”

But Mitkey cared not awhit. In the shadow of the tapering duminum-aloy cylinder he waxed fat and
happy.

"Der tag, Mitkey, der tag! Und | shdl not lie to you, Mitkey. | shdl not giff you vase assurances. You
go on a dancherous chourney, man little friendt.

"A vifty-vifty chance ve gff you, Mitkey. Not der moon or bust, but der moon und bust, or dse
maybe safdy back to earth. You see, my boor little Mitkey, der moon iss not made of green cheese und
if it were, you vould not live to edt it because there iss not enough atmosphere to bring you down safdly
und vith your viskers ill on.

"Und vhy then, you may val ask, do | send you? Because der rocket may not attain eggscape
veocity. Und in that case, it isstill an eggsperiment, budt a different vun. Der rocket, if it goes not to der
moon, fals back on der earth, no? Und in that case certain insruments shdl gff us further information
then ve haff yet about things up there in space. Und you shdl giff usinformetion, by vether or not you are
yet dife, vether der shock absorbers und vanes are auffident in an earth-equivaent atmosphere. You
see?

"Then ladter, vhen ve send rockets to Venus maybe vhere an atmosphere eggssts, ve shdl helff data
to cdculate the needed Sze of vanes und shock-absorbers, no? Und in @ther case, und vether or not you
return, Mitkey, you shdl be vamous You shdl be der vird liffing gresture to go oudt beyond der
stratosphere of der earth, out into space.

"Mitkey, you shdl be der Star-Mouse! | enfy you, Mitkey, und | only vish | vere your sze, so | could
go, too."

Der tag, and the door to the compartment. "Gootbye, little Mitkey Mouse." Darkness. Silence. Noise!

"Der rocket-if it goes not to der moon-falls back on der earth, no?" That was what the Herr Professor
thought. But the best-laid plans of mice and men gang &ft agley. Even star-mice.

All because of Prxl.

The Herr Professor found himsdf very londy. After having had Mitkey to tak to, soliloquies were
somehow empty and inadequate.

There may be some who say tha the company of a amdl gray mouse is a poor subgtitute for a wife
but others may disagree. And, anyway, the Professor had never had a wife, and he had a mouse to tak
to, so he missad one and, if he missed the other, he didn't know it.

During the long night after the launching of the rocket, he had been very busy with his telescope, a
swest little eight-inch reflector, checking its course as it gathered momentum. The exhaugt explo-sons
made atiny fluctuating point of light that was possble to follow, if one knew where to look.

But the following day there seemed to be nothing to do, and he was too excited to deep, dthough he
tried. So he compromised by doing a spot of housekeeping, deaning the pots and pans. It was while he
was S0 engaged that he heard a series of frantic little squeaks and discovered that another smdl gray
mouse, with shorter whiskers and a shorter tal than Mitkey, had walked into the wire-cage mousetrap.

"Vll, ydl," sad the Professor, "vot heff ve here? Minnie? Iss it Minnie come to look for her Mitkey?'

The Professor was not a biologist, but he happened to be right. It was Minnie. Rather, it was Mitkey's
mate, so the name was appropriate. What drange vagary of mind had induced her to wak into an
unbaited trap, the Professor neither knew nor cared, but he was ddighted. He promptly remedied the



lack of bait by pushing a szable piece of cheese through the bars.

Thus it was that Minnie came to fill the place of her fa-traveling spouse as repostory for the
Professor's confidences. Whether she worried about her family or not there is no way of knowing, but
she need not have done s0. They were now large enough to fend for themsdves, particularly in a house
that offered abundant cover and easy access to the refrigerator.

"Ah, and now it iss dargk enough, Minnie, that ve can loogk for that husband of yours. His viery tral
across the sky. True, Minnig, it iss a very amdl viery trail and der astronomers vill not notice it, because
they do not know vhere to loogk. But ve do.

"He iss going to be a very vamous mouse, Minnie, this Mitkey of ours, vhen ve tdl der vorld about
him and about men rocket. You see, Minnie ve haff not told them yet. Ve shdl vait and gll der gomplete
dory dl a vunce. By dawn of tomorrow yel

"Ah, there he iss, Minniel Vaint, but there. 1'd hold you up to der scope and let you loogk, but it vould
not be vocused right for your eyes, and | do not know how to

"Almog vun hundred thousand miles, Minnnie, and dill ageder-ating, but not for much longer. Our
Mitkey iss on schedule; in fagt he iss going vaster than ve had vigured, no? It iss sure now tha he vill
eggscape the gravitation of der earth, and fal upon der moon!”

Of course, it was purdy coincidenta that Minnie squeaked.

"Ah, yess, Minnig, litle Minnie. | know, | know. Ve shdl neffer see our Mitkey again, and | dmost
vigh our eggsperiment hadt vailed. Budt there are gompensations, Minnie. He shdl be der most vamous
of dl mites Der Star-Mouse! Virg lifting greeture effer to go beyond der gravitationd bull of earth!”

The night was long. Occasiondly high clouds obscured vison.

"Minnie | shdl make you more gomfortable then in that so-small vire cage. You vould like to seem to
be vree, vould you nat, vithout bars, like der animds a modern zoos, vith moats insteadt?

And s0, to fill in an hour when a cloud obscured the sky, the Herr Professor made Minnie her new
home. It was the end of a wooden crate, about haf an inch thick and a foot square, lad flat on the table,
and with no vigble barrier around it.

But he covered the top with metd fail a the edges, and he placed the board on ancther larger board
which dso had a gtrip of metd fail surrounding the idand of Minni€s home. And wires from the two
areas of metd fail to opposite terminas of asmdl transformer which he placed near by.

"Und now, Minnie, | shdl blace you on your idand, vhich shdl be liberaly supplied mitt cheese and
vater, and you shdl vind it iss an eggedent blace to liff. But you vill get amild shock 'or two vhen you try
to step off der edge of der idand. It vill not hurt much, but you vill not likeit, and after a few tries you vill
learn not to try again, no? Und-’

And night again.

Minnie happy on her idand, her lesson wdl learned. She would no longer so much as step on the inner
grip of metd fail. It was a mouse-paradise of an idand, though. There was a diff of cheese bigger than
Minnie hersdlf. 1t kept her busy. Mouse and cheese; soon one would be a transmutation of the other.

But Professor Oberburger wasn't thinking about that. The Pro-fessor was worried. When he had
cdculated and recdculated and aimed his eight-inch reflector through the hole in the roof and turned out
the lights

Yes, there are advantages to being a bachelor after dl. If one wants a hole in the roof, one smply
knocks a holein the roof and there is nobody to tdl one that one is crazy. If winter comes, or if it rans,
one can dways cdl a carpenter or use atarpaulin.

But the fant trall of light wasn't there. The Professor frowned and re-calculated and re-re-calculated
and shifted his telescope three-tenths of a minute and 4ill the rocket wasn't there.

"Minnie, something "iss wrong. Either der tubes haff stopped vir-ing, or-"

Or the rocket was no longer traveraing a sraight line rddive to its point of departure. By sraight, of
course, is meant parabolically curved relative to everything other than velocity.

So the Herr Professor did the only thing remaining for him to do, and began to search, with the
telescope, in widening circles. It was two hours before he found it, five degrees off course dready and
veering more and more into a Well, there was only one thing you could cdl it. A talspin.



The darned thing was going in circles, circles which appeared to condtitute an orbit about something
that couldn't possibly be there. Then narrowing into a concentric spird.

Then-out. Gone. Darkness. No rocket flares.

The Professor's face was pae as he turned to Minnie,

‘It issimbossble, Minnie. Man own eyes, but it could not be. Even if vun sde stopped viring, it could
not haff gone into such sudden cirdes™ His pendl verified a suspicion. "Und, Minnie, it decelerated vaster
than bossible. Even mitt no tubes viring, its momentum vould heff been more-"

The rest of the night-telescope and cdculusyielded no clue. That is no believable clue. Some force
not inherent in the rocket itsdf, and not accountable by gravitation-even of a hypothetical body-had
acted.

"Men poor Mitkey."

The gray, inscrutable dawn. "Mean Minnie, it vill haff to be a secret. Ve dare not publish vhat ve saw,
for it vould not be believed. | am not sure | believe it mysdf, Minnie. Berhaps because | vas offertired
vrom not deeping, | chust imachined that | saw-"

Later. "But, Minnie, ve shdl hope. Vun hundred vifty thousand miles out, it vas. It vill fal back upon
der earth. But | gannot tdl vhere! | thought thet if it did, | vould be able to gdculate its course, und- But
after those goncentric circles-Minnie, not even Eindein could gdculae vhereit vill land. Not effen me. Al
ve can do iss hope that ve shdl hear of vhereit fdls"

Cloudy day. Black night jedlous of its mysteries.

"Minnie, our poor Mitkey. There is nothing could have gauzed-" But something had.

Prxl.

Prxl isan asteroid. It isn't caled that by earthly astronomers, because-for excellent reasons-they have
not discovered it. So we will cdl it by the nearest possible tranditeration of the name its inhabitants use.
Yes, it'sinhabited.

Come to think of it, Professor Oberburger's attempt to send a rocket to the moon had some strange
results. Or rather, Prx| did.

Y ou wouldn't think that an asteroid could reform a drunk, would you? But one Charles Window, a
besotted dtizen of Bridgeport, Connecticut, never took a drink when-right on Grove Street-a mouse
asked him the road to Hartford. The mouse was wearing bright red pants and vivid yelow gloves.

But that was fifteen months after the Professor lost his rocket. We'd better start over again.

Prxl isan asteroid. One of those despised celestid bodies which terrestrid astronomers call vermin of
the sky, because the darned things leave trals across the plates that clutter up the more important
observations of novae and nebulae. Ffty thousand fleas on the dark dog of night.

Tiny things, most of them. Astronomers have been discovering recently that some of them come close
to Earth. Amazingly close. There was excitement in 1932 when Amor came within ten million miles
adronomicdly, a mere mashie shot. Then Apollo cut that dmogt in hdf, and in 1936 Adonis came within
less than one and a hdf million miles

In 1937, Hermes, less than hdf a million but the astronomers got redly excited when they caculated
its orbit and found that the little mile-long asteroid can come within a mere 220,000 miles, closer than
Earth's own moon.

Some day they may be dill more excited, if and when they spot the 3/8-mile asteroid Prxl, that
obstacle of space, making a trangt across the moon and discover thet it frequently comes within a mere
hundred thousand miles of our rapidly whirling world.

Only in event of a trangt will they ever discover it, though, for Prxl does not reflect light. It hasn't,
anyway, for saverd million years gnce its inhabitants coated it with a black, light-absorbing pigment
derived from its interior. Monumentd task, painting a world, for creatures hdf aninch tal. But worth it, a
the time. When they'd shifted its orbit, they were safe from their enemies. There were giants in those
days-eight-inch tdl marauding pirates from Diemos. Got to Earth a couple of times too, before they
faded out of the picture, Pleasant little giants who killed because they enjoyed it. Records in now-buried
cities on Diemos might explain what happened to the dinosaurs. And why the promisng Cro-Magnons



disappeared at the height of their promise only a cosmic few minutes after the dinosaurs went west.

But PrxI survived. Tiny world no longer reflecting the sun's rays, logt to the coamic killers when its
orbit was shifted.

Prxl. Stll cvilized, with a avilization millions of years old. Its coat of blackness preserved and
renewed regularly, more through tradition than fear of enemiesin these later degenerate days. Mighty but
gagnant divilization, slanding dill on aworld that whizzes like a bullet.

And Mitkey Mouse.

Klarloth, head scientist of a race of scientigts, tapped his assistant Bemj on what would have been
Bemj's shoulder if he had had one. "Look," he said, 'what approaches Prxl. Obvioudy atificd
pro-pulson.”

Bemj looked into the wall-plate and then directed a thought-wave at the mechanism that jumped the
megnification of a thousand-fold through an dteration of the eectronic fidd.

The image leaped, blurred, then steadied. "Fabricated,” sad Bemj. "Extremdy crude, | must say.
Primitive explosive-powered rocket. Wait, I'll check where it came from.”

He took the readings from the dids about the viewplate, and hurled them as thoughts againgt the
psychocoil of the computer, then waited while that most complicated of machines digested dl the factors
and prepared the answer. Then, eagerly, he did hismind into rapport with its projector. Klarloth likewise
ligened in to the Slent broadcast.

Exact point on Earth and exact time of departure. Untrandatable expresson of curve of trgectory,
and point on that curve where deflected by gravitationd pull of Prxl. The destination-or rather the origind
intended destination--of the rocket was obvious, Earth's moon. Time and place of arivd on Prxl if
present course of rocket was unchanged.

"Earth," said Klarloth meditatively. "They were along way from rocket trave the last time we checked
them. Some sort of a crusade, or battle of bdliefs, going on, wasn't there?'

Bemj nodded. "Catapults. Bows and arrows. They've taken a long stride since, even if thisis only an
early experimenta thing of arocket. Shdl we destroy it before it gets here?!

Klarloth shook his head thoughtfully. "Let's look it over. May save us a trip to Earth; we can judge
their present state of develop-ment pretty wel from the rocket itsdf.”

"But then welll have to-"

"Of course. Cdl the Station. Tdl them to train ther attracto-repulsors on it and to swing it into a
temporary orbit urtil they prepare alanding-cradle. And not forget to damp out the explosive before they
bring it down."

"Temporary force-field around point of landing-in case?’

"Naurdly.”

So despite the dmaost complete absence of atimospherein which the vanes could have functioned, the
rocket came down safdy and so softly that Mitkey, in the dark compartment, knew only that the awful
noise had stopped.

Mitkey fdt better. He ate some more of the cheese with which the compartment was liberdly
provided. Then he resumed trying to gnaw a hole in the inch-thick wood with which the compartment
was lined. That wooden lining was a kind thought of the Herr Professor for Mitkey's mental well-being.
He knew that trying to gnaw hisway out would give Mitkey something to do en route which would keep
him from getting the screaming meemies. The idea had worked; beng busy, Mitkey hadn't suffered
mentdly from his dark confinement. And now that things were quiet, he chewed away more industrioudy
and more happily than ever, sub-limdy unaware that when he got through the wood, he'd find only metal
which he couldn't chew. But better people than Mitkey have found things they couldn't chew.

Meanwhile, Klarloth and Bemj and severa thousand other Prxlians stood gazing up at the huge rocket
which, even lying on its sSde, towered high over therr heads. Some of the younger ones, forgetting the
invigblefidd of force, walked too close and came back, ruefully rubbing bumped heads.

Klarloth himsdf was at the psychograph.

‘Thereislifeingde the rocket,” he told Bemj. "But the impres-sons are confused. One creature, but |
cannot follow its thought processes. At the moment it seems to be doing something with its teeth.”



"It could not be an Earthling, one of the dominant race. One of them is much larger than this huge
rocket. Gigantic creatures. Perhaps, unable to congtruct a rocket large enough to hold one of themsalves,
they sent an experimentd creature, such as our wooraths.”

"I believe you've guessed right, Bemj. Wedll, when we have explored its mind thoroughly, we may il
learn enough to save us a check-up trip to Earth. | am going to open the door.”

"But air-creatures of Earth would need a heavy, dmost a dense atmosphere. It could not live"

"We retain the force-field, of course. It will keep the air in. Obvioudy there is a source of supply of ar
within the rocket or the cresture would not have survived the trip.”

Klarloth operated controls, and the force-field itsdf put forth invisble pseudo-pods and turned the
outer screw-door, then reached within and unlatched the inner door to the compartment itsdlf.

All Prxl watched bregsthlesdy as a mongtrous gray head pushed out of the huge aperture yawning
overhead. Thick whiskers, each aslong as the body of a Prxlian--

Mitkey jumped down, and took a forward step that bumped his black nose hard-into something that
waan't there. He squeaked, and jumped backward againg the rocket.

There was disgust in Bemj's face as he looked up at the monster. "Obvioudy much less intdligent than
awoorath. Might just aswel turn on the ray."

"Not at dl," interrupted Klarloth. "You forget certain very obvious facts. The creature is unintdligent,
of course, but the subconscious of every animd holds in itsdf every memory, every impresson, every
sense-image, to which it has ever been subjected. If this creature has ever heard the speech of the
Eathlings, or seen any of their works-besides this rocket--every word and every picture is inddibly
graven. You see now what | mean?'

"Naturdly. How stupid of me, Klarloth. Well, one thing is obvious from the rocket itsdf: we have
nothing to fear from the science of Earth for at least a few millennia So there is no hurry, which is
fortunate. For to send back the creaturé's memory to the time of its birth, and to follow each sensory
impression in the psychograph will requirewell, a time a least equivadent to the age of the creature,
whatever that is, plus the time necessary for us to interpret and assmilate each.”

"But that will not be necessary, Bemj."

"No? Oh, you mean the X-19 waves?'

"Exactly. Focused upon this creature's brain-center, they can, without disturbing his memories, be so
delicatdy adjusted as to increase his intdligence-now probably about .0001 in the scale-to the point
where he is a reasoning creature. Almogt automaticaly, during the process, he will assmilate his own
memories, and understand them just as he would if he had been intdligent at the time he recelved those
impressons.

"See, Bemj? He will autométicaly sort out irrdevant data, and will be able to answer our questions.”

"But would you make him as intdligent as-?

"As we? No, the X-19 waves would not work so far. | would say to about .2 on the scae. That,
judging from the rocket, coupled with what we remember of Earthlings from our lagt trip there, is about
their present place on the intdligence scae.”

"Ummm, yes. At that level, he would comprehend his experiences on Earth just aufficently that he
would not be dangerous to us, too. Equd to an intdligent Earthling. Just about right for our purpose.
Then, shdl we teach him our languege?'

"Wait," sad Klarloth. He studied the psychograph closdly for a while. "No, | do not think so. He will
have alanguage of his own. | see in his subconscious, memories of many long conversations. Strangely,
they dl seem to be monologues by one person. But he will have a language-a Smple one. It would take
him along time, even under treatment, to grasp the concepts of our own method of communication. But
we can learn his while he is under the X-19 machine, in afew minutes."

"Does he understand, now, any of that language?'

Klarloth studied the psychograph again. "No, | do not believe he- Wait, there is one word that seems
to mean something to him. The word "Mitkey." It seemsto be hisname, and | bdieve that, from hearing it
many times, he vagudly associates it with himsdf.”



"And quarters for him-with air-locks and such?'
"Of course. Order them built."

To say it was a strange experience for Mitkey is understatement. Knowledge is a strange thing, even
when it is acquired gradudly. To have it thrust upon one--

And there were little things that had to be sraightened out. Like the matter of vocd chords. His
weren't adapted to the language he now found he knew. Bemj fixed that; you would hardly cdl it an
operation because Mitkey-even with his new awareness--did know what was going on, and he was wide
awake at thetime. And they didn't explain to Mitkey about the J-dimension with which one can get at the
inwardness of things without penetrating the outside.

They figured things like that weren'tin Mitkey's line, and anyway they were more interested in learning
from him then teaching him. Bemj and Klarloth, and a dozen others deemed worthy of the privilege. If
one of them wasn't taking to him, another was.

Ther questioning helped his own growing understanding. He would not, usudly, know that he knew
the answer to a question until it was asked. Then held piece together, without knowing just how he did it
(any more than you or | know how we know things) and give them the answer.

Bemj: "Iss this language vhich you sbeak a universd vun?

And Mitkey, even though held never thought about it before, had the answer ready: "No, it iss nodt. It
iss Englitch, but | remember der Herr Brofessor sbesking of other tongues. | belief he shoke another
himsdf origindly, budt in America he aways sboke Englitch to become more vamiliar mitt it. It iss a
beaudiful sheech, isit nodt?'

"Hmmmm," said Bemj.

Klaloth: "Und your race, the mices. Are they treated val?

"Nodt by most people,” Mitkey told him. And explained. "I vould like to do something for them,” he
added. "Loogk, could | nodt take back mitt me this brocess vhich you used upon me? Abbly it to other
mices, and greate a race of super-mices?’

"Vhy not?" asked Bem;.

He saw Klarloth looking at him srangdly, and threw his mind into rapport with the chief scientigt's,
with Mitkey left out of the Slent communion.

"Yes of course” Bemj told Klarloth, "it will leed to trouble on Earth, grave trouble. Two equa
classes of beings so dissmilar as mice and men cannot live together in amity. But why should that concern
us, other than favorably? The resultant mess will dow down progress on Earth-give us a few more
millennia of peace before Earthlings discover we are here, and trouble starts. You know these
Earthlings"

"But you would give them the X-19 waves? They might-"

"No, of course not. But we can explain to Mitkey here how to make a very crude and limited machine
for them. A primitive one which would suffice for nothing more than the specific task of converting mouse
mentdity from .0001 to .2, Mitkey's own level and that of the bifurcated Earthlings”

"Itispossble” communicated Klarloth. "It is certain that for aeons to come they will be incapable of
understanding its basic principle.”

"But could they not use even a crude machine to raise their own levd of intdligence?!

"You forget, Bemj, the badic limitation of the X-19 rays,; tha no one can possibly desgn a projector
capable of ragng any mentdity to a point on the scale higher than his own. Not even we" All this, of
course, over Mitkey's head, in slent Prxlian. More interviews, and more.

Klaloth agan: "Mitkey, ve van you of vun thing. Avoid care-lessness vith eectricity. Der new
molecular rearranchement of your brain center-it iss unstable, and-"

Bemj: "Mitkey, are you sure your Herr Brofessor iss der most advanced of al who eggsperiment vith
der rockets?'

"In chenerd, yess, Bemj. There are others who on vun specific boint, such as eggsplosives,
mathematics, astrovisics, may know more, but not much more. Und for combining these knowledges, he
iss aheed.”



"Itissval," sad Bem.

Smdl gray mouse towering like a dinosaur over tinier haf-inch Prxlians. Meek, herbivorous creature
though he was, Mitkey could have killed any one of them with a Sngle bite. But, of course, it never
occurred to him to do so, nor to them to fear that he might.

They turned him insde out mentally. They did a pretty good job of study on him physicaly, too, but
that was through the J-dimension, and Mitkey didn't even know abot it.

They found out what made him tick, and they found out everything he knew and some things he didn't
even know he knew. And they grew quite fond of him.

"Mitkey," sad Klarloth one day, "dl der dvilized races on Earth year glothing, do they nodt? Vel, if
you are to raise der level of mices to men, vould it not be vitting that you year glothes, too?!

"An eggedent idea, Herr Klarloth. Und | know chugt vhat kind | should like. Der Herr Brofessor
vunce showed me a bicture of a mouse bainted by der artist Dissney, and der mouse yore glothing. Der
mouse vas not a red-life vun, budt an imachinary mousein a barable, and der Brofessor named me after
der Dissney mouse”

"Vot kind of glothing vas it, Mitkey?"

"Bright red bants mitt two big yelow buttons in frondt and two in back, and yelow shoes for der back
feet and a par of ydlow gloves for der front. A holein der seet of der bants to aggomodate der tal.”

'Ogay, Mitkey. Such shdl be ready for you in fife minutes”

That was on the eve of Mitkey's departure. Origindly Bemj had suggested awaiting the moment when
Prxl's eccentric orbit would again take it within a hundred and fifty thousand miles of Earth. But, as
Klarloth pointed out, that would be fifty-five Earth-years ahead, and Mitkey wouldn't last that long. Not
unless they-And Bemj agreed that they had better not risk sending a secret like that back to Earth.

So they compromised by refuding Mitkey's rocket with something that would cancel out the million
and a quarter odd miles he would have to travel. That secret they didn't have to worry about, because
the fud would be gone by the time the rocket landed.

Day of departure.

"Ve hdf done our best, Mitkey, to set and time der rocket o it vill land on or near der spot from
vhich you left Earth. But you gannot eggspect agguracy in a voyach so long as this. But you vill land near.
Therest iss up to you. Ve haff equvipped the rocket ship for effery contingency.”

"Thank you, Herr Klarloth, Herr Bemj. Gootbye.”

"Gootbye, Mitkey. Ve hate to loose you."

"Gootbye, Mitkey."

"Gootbye, gootbye ..."

For a million and a quarter miles, the am was redly excdlent. The rocket landed in Long Idand
Sound, ten miles out from Bridgeport, about axty miles from the house of Professor Oberburger near
Hartford.

They had prepared for a water landing, of course. The rocket went down to the bottom, but before it
was more than a few dozen feet under the surface, Mitkey opened the door-especiadly re-equipped to
open from the indde-and stepped ouit.

Over his regular clothes he wore a neat little diving suit that would have protected him a any
reasonable depth, and which, being lighter than water, brought him to the surface quickly where he was
able to open his hdmet.

He had enough synthetic food to last im for a week, but it wasn't necessary, as things turned out. The
night-boat from Boston carried himin to Bridgeport on its anchor chain, and once in sght of land he was
able to divest himsdf of the diving suit and let it sSnk to the bottom after hed punctured the tiny
compartments that made it float, as held promised Klarloth he would do.

Almog indinctivdly, Mitkey knew that hed do wdl to avoid humen beings until hed reached
Professor Oberburger and told his story. His worst danger proved to be the rats at the wharf where he
swvam ashore. They were ten times Mitkey's Sze and had teeth that could have taken him apart in two



bites.

But mind has dways triumphed over matter. Mitkey pointed an imperious ydlow glove and said,
"Scram,” and the rats scrammed. They'd never seen anything like Mitkey before, and they were
impressed.

So for that matter, was the drunk of whom Mitkey inquired the way to Hartford. We mentioned that
episode before. That was the only time Mitkey tried direct communication with strange humen beings. He
took, of course, every precaution. He addressed his remarks from a strategic postion only inches away
from a hole into which he could have popped. But it was the drunk who did the popping, without even
waiting to answer Mitkey's question.

But he got there, findly. He made his way afoot to the north sde of town and hid out behind a gas
gation until he heard amotorist who had pulled in for gasoline inquire the way to Hartford. And Mitkey
was a ssowaway when the car started up.

Therest wasn't hard. The cdculations of the Prxlians showed that the sarting point of the rocket was
five Earth miles north-west of what showed on their telescopomaps as a city, and which from the
Professor's conversation Mitkey knew would be Hartford.

He got there.

"Hdlo, Brofessor.’

The Herr Professor Oberburger looked up, startled. There was no one in Sght. "Vot?' he asked, of
theair. "Who iss?'

"Itiss|, Brofessor. Mitkey, der mouse whom you sent to der moon. But | vas not there. Insteadt, 1-"

"Vot?? It iss imbossible. Somebody blays der choke. Budt-budt nobody knows about that rocket.
Vhenit valed, | didn't told nobody. Nobody budt me knows-

"And me, Brofessor.”

The Herr Professor sghed heavily. "Offervork. | am going vhat they cdl battly in der bel-'

"No, Brofessor. Thisisredly me, Mitkey. | can tak now. Chust like you.’

"You say you can- | do not bdief it. Vhy can | not see you, then. Vhere are you? Vhy don't you-'

"l am hiding, Brofessor, in der val chust behind der big hole. | vanted to be sure efferything vas ogay
before | showed mysdf.

Then you would not get eggcited und throw something at me maybe.”

"Vot? Vhy, Mitkey, if it iss redly you und | am nodt adeep or going- Vhy, Mitkey, you know better
than to think | might do something like that!”

"Ogay, Brofessor.”

Mitkey stepped out of the holein the wall, and the Professor looked a him and rubbed his eyes and
looked again and rubbed his eyes and

'l am grazy,' he said findly. "Red bants he years yet, und yd-low- It gannot be. | am grazy."

"No, Brofessor. Ligten, I'll tdl you dl aboudt.”

And Mitkey told him.

Gray dawn, and agmdl gray mouse ill taking earnestly.

"Yess, Brofessor. | see your boint, that you think an intdligent race of mices und an intdligent race of
men couldt nodt get dong sde by sides. But it vould not be side by sides; as | said, there are only a ferry
few beople in the amdlest continent of Austrdia. Und it vould cogt little to bring them back und turn offer
that continent to us mices. Ve vould cal it Moudrdia instead Audtrdia, und ve vould instead of Sydney
cdl der capitd Dissney, in honor of-"

"But, Mitkey-"

"But, Brofessor, look vot we offer for that continent. All mices vould go there. Ve avilize a few und
the few help us catch others und bring them in to put them under red ray machine, und the others help
catch more und build more machines und it grows like a snowbdl raling down hill Und ve dgn a
nonaggresson pact mitt humans und stay on Moustrdia und raise our own food und-"

"But, Mitkey-"

"Und look vot ve offer you in eggschange, Her Brofessor! Ve vill eggsterminate your vorst enemy-der



rats. Ve do not like them ether. Und vun battalion of vun thousand mices, armed mitt gas masks und
amdl gas bombs, could go right in effery hole after der rats und could eggsterminate effery rat in acity in
vun day or two. In der whole vorld ve could eggsterminate effery ladt rat in a year, und a the same time
catch und avilize effery mouse und ship him to Moustrdia, und-*

"But, Mitkey-"

"Vot, Brofessor?

"It vould vork, but it vould not work. You could eggsterminate der rats, yess. But how long vould it
be before conflicts of interests vould lead to der mices trying to eggsterminate de people or der people

trying to eggserminate der-"
"They vould not dare, Brofessor! Ve could make weapons that vould-"
"You see, Mitkey?

"But it vould not habben. If menvill honor our rights, ve vill honor-'

The Herr Professor sghed.

"I-I vill act as your intermediary, Mitkey, und offer your bropo-sition, und- Vll, it iss true that getting
rid of rats vould be a greadt boon to der humean race. Budt-

"Thank you, Brofessor.”

"By der vay, Mitkey. | haff Minnie. Your vife, | guessit iss, un-less there vas other mices around. She
issin der other room; | put her there chust before you ariffed, so she vould be in der dark und could
deep. You vant to see her?!

"Vife?' sad Mitkey. It had been so long that he had redly forgotten the family he had perforce
abandoned. The memory returned dowly.

"Val," he said "-ummm, yess. Ve vill get her und | shdl con-struct quvick a amdl X-19 prochector
und-Yess, it vill hdp you in your negatiations mitt der governments if there are sefferd of us dready so
they can see | am not chust a freek like they might otherwise suspegt.”

It wasn't deliberate. It couldn't have been, because the Profes-sor didn't know about Klarloth's
warning to Mitkey about careless-ness with dectricity-"Der new molecular rearranchement of your brain
center-it iss ungtable, und-’

And the Professor was 4ill back in the lighted room when Mitkey ran into the room where Minnie
wasin her barless cage. She was adeep, and the Sght of her- Memory of his earlier days came back like
aflash and suddenly Mitkey knew how lonesome he had been.

"Minnid" he called, forgetting that she could not understand.

And stepped up on the board where she lay. "Squeak!” The mild dectrica current between the two
drips of tinfail got him.

There was dlence for awhile

Then: "Mitkey," cdled the Herr Professor. "Come on back und ve vill discuss this-

He stepped through the doorway and saw them, there in the gray light of dawn, two smdl gray mice
cuddled happily together. He couldnt tdl which was which, because Mitkey's teeth had torn off the red
and ydlow garments which had suddenly been strange, confining and obnoxious things.

"Vot on earth?' asked Professor Oberburger. Then he remem-bered the current, and guessed.

"Mitkey! Can you no longer talk? Iss der-"

Slence

Then the Professor amiled. "Mitkey," he said, "my little star-mouse. | think you are more happier now.

He watched them a moment, fondly, then reached down and flipped the switch that broke the
eectricd barrier. Of course they didn't know they were free, but when the Professor picked them up and
placed them carefully on the floor, one ran immediatdy for the hole in the wall. The other followed, but
turned around and looked back-till a trace of puzzlement in the little black eyes, a puzzlement that faded.

"Gootbye, Mitkey. You vill be happier thisvay. Und there vill dways be cheese”

"Squeak,” said the little gray mouse, and it popped into the hole.

"Gootbye-" it might, or might not, have meant.



HONEYMOON IN HELL
CHAPTER ONE: TOO MANY FEMALES

ON SEPTEMBER 16th in the year 1972, things were going dong about the same as usud, only a
litle worse. The cold war that had been waxing and waning between the United States and the Eastern
Alliance-Russa, Cuba, and their lesser satelliteswas warmer then it had ever been. War, hot war,
seemed not only inevitable but extremey immi-nent.

The race for the Moon was an immediate cause. Each nation bad landed a few men on it and each
cdamed it. Each had found that rockets sent from Earth were inadequate to permit establishment of a
permanent base upon the Moon, and that only establishment of a permanent base, in force, would
determine possession. And so each nation (for convenience well cdl the Eastern Alliance a nation,
dthough it was not exactly that) was engaged in rushing construction of a space gtation to be placed in an
orbit around Earth.

With such an intermediate step in space, reaching the Moon with large rockets would be practicable
and con-gtruction of armed bases, heavily garrisoned, would be comparatively smple. Whoever got
there first could not only claim possession, but could implement the daim. Military secrecy on both sdes
kept from the public just how near to completion each space base was, but it was generdly-and
correctly-believed that the issue would be determined within a year, two years a the outside.

Neither nation could afford to let the other control the Moon. That much had become obvious even
to those who were trying desperately to mantain peace.

On September 17th, 1972, a datidician in the birth record department of New York City (his name
was Wil-bur Evans, but that doesn't matter) noticed that out of 813 births reported the previous day, 657
hed been girls and only 156 boys.

He knew that, Satigticdly, this was practicaly impos-sble. In a andl city where there are only, say,
ten births a day, it is quite possible-and not a dl darming-tha on any one given day, 90% or even
100%, of the births may be of the same sex. But out of so large afigure as 813, so high a ratio as 657 to
156 isdarming.

Wilbur Evans went to his department chief and he, too, was interested and darmed. Checks were
made by tele-phone-first with nearby cities and, as the evidence mounted, with more and more distant
Oones.

By the end of that day, the puzzled investigators-and there was quite a large group interested by
then-knew that in every dty checked, the same thing had happened. The births, dl over the Western
Hemisphere and in Europe, for that day had averaged about the same-three boys for every thirteen girls.

Back-checking showed that the trend had started dmost a week before, but with only a dight
predominance of girls. For only afew days had the discrepancy been obvious. On the fifteenth, the ratio
had been three boys to every five girls and on the sixteenth it had been four to fourteen.

The newspapers got the story, of course, and kicked it around. The tdevison comics had fun with it,
if their audiences didn't. But four days later, on September 21st, only one child out of every eighty-seven
born in the country was mde. That wasn't funny. People and govern-ments started to worry; biologists
and |aboratories who had dready started to invedigate the phenomenon made it ther number one
project. The televison comics quit joking about it after one crack on the subject by the top comedian in
the country drew 875,480 indignant letters and lost him his contract.

On September 29th, out of a norma numbers of birthsin the United States, only forty-one were boys.
Investigartion proved that every one of these was a late, or delayed, birth. It became obvious that no
male child had been con-ceived, during the latter part of December of the previous year, 1971. By this
time of course, it was known that the same condition prevailed everywhere-in the countries of the
Eagtern Alliance as wdl asin the United States, and in every other country and area of the world-among
the Eskimas, the Ubangi and the Indians of Tierrade Fuego.

The drange phenomenon, whatever it was, affected human beings only, however. Births among
animals wild or domesticated, showed the usud ratio of the two sexes.



Work on both space dations continued, but tak of war-and incidents tending to lead to
war-diminished. The human race had something new, something less im-mediate, but in the long run far
worse to worry about. Despite the apparent inevitability of war, few people thought that it would
completely end the human race; a complete lack of mae children definitdy would. Very, very definitdly.

And for once something was happening that the United States could not blame on the Eastern
Alliance, and vice versa. The Orient--China and India in particular-suffered more, perhaps, then the
Occident, for in those countries mde offgaring are of supreme emationd importance to parents. There
were riots in both China and India, very bloody ones, urtil the people redized that they didnt know
whom or what they were rioting againg and sank back into miserable passvity.

In the more advanced countries, |aboratories went on twenty-four-hour shifts, and anyone who knew
a gene from a chromosome could command his weght in paper currency for looking-however
futildy-through a microscope. Accredited biologists and geneticists became more important then
presidents and dictators. But they accom-plished no more than the cults which sprang up everywhere
(though masily in Cdlifornia) and which blamed what was happening on everything from a conspiracy of
the Elders of Zion to (with unusudly good sense) an invasion from space, and advocated everything from
vegetarianiam to (again with unusudly good sense) arevivd of phdlic worship.

Despite scientists and cults, despite riots and resignation, not a sngle male child was born anywherein
the world during the month of December, 1972. There had been isolated instances, dl quite lae births,
during October and November.

January of 1973 again drew a blank. Not that everyone qudified wasn't trying.

Except, perhaps, the one person who was dated to do more than anyone ese-well, dmog anyone
€lse-about the matter.

Not that Capt. Raymond F. Carmody, U.S.S.F., retired, was a misogynig, exactly. He liked women
wel enough, both in the abstract and in the concrete. But hed been badly jilted once and it had cured him
of any desire what-soever for marriage. Marriage aside, he took women as he found them-and he had no
trouble finding them.

For one thing, don't let the word "retired’ fodl you. In the Space Service, rocket pilots are retired at
the ripe old age of twenty-five. The recklessness, reaction-speed and samina of youth are much more
important than experience. Thetrick in riding a rocket is not to do anything in particular; it's to be tough
enough to stay dive and sane until you get there. Technicians do the brain-work and the only controls are
braking rockets to help you get down in one piece when you land; reaction-speed is of more importance
then experience in managing them. Neither speed nor experience helps you if you've gone baity en route
from spending days on end in the equivalent of a coffin, or if you havent what it takes not to die in a
good landing. And a good landing is one that you can wak away from &fter youve recovered
CONSCiOUSNESS.

That'swhy Ray Carmody, at twenty-seven, was a retired rocket pilot. Asde from test flights on and
near Earth, hed made one successtul flight to the Moon with landing and return. It had been the fifteenth
attempt and the third success. There had been two more successful flights theresfter-atogether five
successful round trips out of eighteen tries.

But each rocket thus far desgned had been able, bardly, to carry fud to get itsdf and its crew of one
back to Earth, with dmost-garvation rations for the period re-quired. Step-rockets were needed to do
even that, and step-rockets are tarificdly expensve and cumbersome things

At the time Carmody had retired from the Space Serv-ice, two years before, it had been conceded
that establish-ment of a permanent base of any sort on the Moon was completely impracticable until a
gpace Sation, orbited around the Earth, had been completed as a way-station. Comparatively huge
rockets could reach a space dation with rdative ease, and garting from a station in open space and
agang lesser gravitationd pull from Earth, go-ing the rest of the way to the Moon would be even smpler.

But we're getting away from Ray Carmody, as Car-mody had got away from the Space Service. He
could have had a desk job in it after old age had retired him, a job that would have paid better than he
was meking a the moment. But he knew little about the technicad end of rocketry, and he knew less, and
cared nothing, about adminidrative detall work. He was mogt interested in cybernetics, which is the



science of dectronic cdculaing machines. The big machines had dways fascinated him, and he'dd found a
job working with the biggest of them dl, the one in the building on a corner of the grounds of the
Pentagon that had been built, in 1968, especidly to house it.

It was, of course, known as Junior to its intimetes.

Carmody's job, specificaly, was Operative, Grade |, and the Grade | meant that-despite his fame as
one of the few men who had been to the Moon and lived to tdl about it, and despite his ultra-honorable
discharge with the grade of captain-hislife had been checked back to its very beginning to be sure thet he
hed not, evenin his cradle, uttered a careless or subversive word.

There were only three other Grade | Operatives qudi-fied to ask Junior questions and tranamit his
answers on questions which involved security-and that included questions on logigtics, atomics, balidics
and rocketry, military plans of dl sorts-and everything dse the military forces consder secret, which is
practicaly everything except the currently preferred color of an infantryman's uniform.

The Eastern Alliance would undoubtedly have traded three puppet dictators and the tomb of Lenin to
have had an agent, or even a sympathizer, as a Grade | Operative on Junior. But even the Grade 11
Operatives, who handled only problems deding with non-classfied matters, were checked for loydty
with extreme care. Possibly lest they might ask Junior a subversve question or feed a subversve ideainto
his eectronic equivdent of a brain.

But be that as it may, on the afternoon of February 2, 1963, Ray Carmody was the Operative, of
course; dozens of technicians were required from time to time to service junior and feed him, but only
one Operdtive a a time fed data into him or asked him questions. So Carmody was aone in the
soundproofed control room.

Daoing nothing, however, a the moment. HeEd just fed into Junior a complicated mess of data on
molecular struc-ture in the chromosome mechanism and had asked Junior -for the ten-thousandth time, at
least-the Sixty-four dollar question bearing on the surviva of the human race: Why dl children were now
femaes and what could be done about it.

It had been quite a chunk of data, this time, and no doubt junior would take quite a few minutes to
diged it, add it to everything dse héd ever been told and syn-thesize the whole. No doubt in a few
minutes hed say, "Data inaufficet.” At least at this moment that had been his only answer to the
gxty-four dollar question.

Carmody sat back and watched Junior's complicated bank of dias, switches and lights with a bored
eye. And because the intake-mike was shut off and Junior couldn't hear what he was saying anyway, and
because the control room was soundproofed so no one ese could hear him, ether, he spoke fredly.

"Junior,” he said, "I'm afraid youre a washout on this particular dedl. We've fed you everything that
every gendicg, every chemis, every biologi in this hdf of the world knows, and dl you do is come up
with thet “data insuffident’ suff. What do you want-blood?

"Oh, you'e pretty good on some things. Y ou're a whiz on orbits and rocket fuds, but you just can't
understand women, can you? Wdll, | can't ether; I'll give you that. And |'ve got to admit you've done the
humen race a good turn on one ded-atomics. You convinced us thet if we completed and used
H-bombs, both sides would lose the coming war. | mean lose. And weve got ingde informartion that the
other sde got the same answer out of your brothers, the cybernetics machines over there, so they won't
build or use them, ether. Winning a war with H-bombs is about like winning a wrestling match with hand
grenades, it's just as unhedthful for you as for your op-ponent. But we weren't taking about hand
grenades. We were taking about women. Or | was. Listen, Junior-"

A light, not on junior's pand but in the caling, flashed on and off, the Sgnd for an incoming
intercommunicator cdl. It would be from the Chief Operative, of course; no one else could connect-by
intercommunicator or any other method-with this control room.

Carmody threw a switch.

"Busy, Carmody?

"Not a the moment, Chief. Just fed Junior that uff on molecular dSructure of genes and
chromosomes. Wait-ing for im to tdl meit'snot enough data, but itll take him afew minutes yet."

"Okay. You'e off duty in fifteen minutes. Will you come to my office as soon as youre relieved? The



Presi-dent wants to talk to you.”

Carmody said, "Goody. I'll put on my best pinafore.” He threw the switch again. Quickly, because a
green light was flashing on Junior's pandl.

He reconnected the intake- and output-mikes and said, "Well, Junior?’

‘Datainaufficent,” said Junior's level mechanica voice,

Carmody sghed and noted the maching's answer on the report ending in a question which he had fed
into the mike. He said, "Junior, I'm ashamed of you. All right, let's see if there's anything else | can ask
and get an answer to in fifteen minutes.”

He picked up a pile of severd files from the table in front of hm and leafed through them quickly.
None con-tained fewer than three pages of data.

"Nope," he said, 'not athing here | can give you in fif-teen minutes, and Bob will be here to rdieve me
then.”

He sat back and relaxed. He wasn't ducking work; ex-perience had proven that, dthough an AE7
cybernetics machine could accept verbd data in conformance with whatever vocabulary it had been
given, and trandate that data into mathematicad symboals (as it trandated the mathe-matical symboals of its
answer back into words and mechanicaly spoke the words), it could not adapt itsdf to a change of voice
within a given operation. It could, and did, adjust itsdf to understanding, as it were, Car-mody's voice or
the voice of Bob Dana who would shortly relieve him. But if Carmody started on a given problem, held
have to finish it himsdlf, or Bob would have to clear the board and start dl over again. So there was no
use darting something he wouldn't have time to finish.

He glanced through some of the reports and questions to kill time. The one dedling with the space
gation in-terested him most, but he found it too technical to understand.

"‘But you won't,” he told Junior. "Pd, 1've got to give that to you; when it comes to anything except
women, you're redly good."

The switch was open, but since no question had been asked, of course Junior didn't answer.

Carmody put down the files and glowered a Junior. "Junior,” he said, "that's your weakness dl right,
women. And you can't have genetics without women, can you?'

“No," Junior said.

"W, you do know that much. But even | know it. Look, here's one that'll sump you. That blonde |
met a the party last night. What about her?

"The question,”" said Junior, "isinadequatdly worded; please daify.”

Carmody grinned. "Y ou want me to get graphic, but I'll fool you. I'l just ask you this-should | see her
agan?

"No," sad Junior, mechanicaly but implacably.

Carmody's eyebrows went up. "The devil you say. And may | ask why, snce you havent met the
lady, you say that?"

"Yes. You may ask why."

That was one trouble with Junior; he dways answered the question you actudly asked, not the one
you implied.

"Why?" Carmody demanded, genuindy curious now as to what answer he was going to receive.
"Soedificaly, why should | not again see the blonde | met last night?"

"Tonight,” said Junior, "you will be busy. Before tomorrow night you will be married.”

Carmody dmod literdly jumped out of his chair. The cybernetics machine had gone stark raving
crazy. It must have. There was no more chance of his getting married tomorrow than there was of a
kangaroo gving hirth to a portable typewriter. And besides and beyond that, Junior never made
predictions of the future-except, of course, on such things as orbits and Satigtical extrapolation of trends.

Camody was dill garing & Junior's impassve pand with utter disbdief and considerable
consternation when the red light that was the equivdent of a doorbell flashed in the caling. His shift was
up and Bob Dana had come o relieve him. There wasn't time to ask any further questions and, anyway,
"Areyou crazy?' was the only one he could think of at the moment.

Carmody didn't ask it. He didn't want to know.



CHAPTER TWO: MISSION TO LUNA

Carmody switched off both mikes and stood gazing a Junior's impassive pand for a long time. He
shook his head, went to the door and opened it.

Bob Dana breezed in and then stopped to look at Car-mody. He said, "Something the matter, Ray?
You look like youd just seen a ghod, if | may coin adiche”

Carmody shook his head. He wanted to think before he talked to anybody-and if he did decide to
tak, it should be to Chief Operative Reeber and not to anyone dse. He said, "Jugt I'm alittle beat, Bob."

"Nothing specid up?'

"Nope. Unless maybe I'mgoing to be fired. Reeber wants to see me on my way out.” He grinned.
Says the President wants to talk to me"

Bob chuckled gppreciaivey. "If he'sin akidding mood, then your job's safe for one more day. Good
luck."

The soundproof door closed and locked behind Car-mody, and he nodded to the two armed guards
who were posted on duty outsde it. He tried to think things out carefully as he walked down the long
gretch of corridor to the Chief Operator's office.

Had something gone wrong with Junior? If o, it was his duty to report the matter. But if he did, hed
get himsdf in trouble, too. An Operative wasn't supposed to ask private questions of the big cybernetics
machine-even big, important questions. The fact that it had been a jok-ing question would make it worse.

But Junior had ether given him a joking answer-and it couldn't be that, because Junior didn't have a
sense of humor-or ese Junior had made aflat, unadulterated error. Two of them, in fact. Junior had said
that Carmody would be busy tonight and-well, a whed could come off his idea of spending a quiet
evening reading. But the idea of his getting married tomorrow was utterly preposterous. There wasn't a
womean on Earth he had the dightest inten-tion of marrying. Oh, someday, maybe, when held had a little
more fun out of life and fdt a little more ready to settle down, he might fed differently. But it wouldn't be
for years. Certainly not tomorrow, not even on a bet.

Junior had to be wrong, and if he was wrong it was a matter of importance, a matter far more
important than Carmody's job.

So be honest and report? He made his decision just before he reached the door of Reeber's office. A
reasonable compromise. He didn't know yet that Junior was wrong. Not to a point of mathemdicd
certainty-just a billion to one odds againgt. So hed wait until even that possbility was diminated, until it
was proven beyond dl possible doubt that Junior was wrong. Then held report what held done and take
the rap, if there was a rap. Maybe held just be fined and warned.

He opened the door and stepped in. Chief Operative Reeber stood up and, on the other Sde of the
desk, atdl gray-haired man stood aso. Reeber said, 'Ray, 1'd like you to meet the President of the
United States. He came here to talk to you. Mr. Presdent, Captain Ray Car-mody."

And it was the President. Carmody gulped and tried to avoid looking as though he was doing a
double take, which he was. Then President Saunderson amiled quietly and held out his hand. "Very glad
to know you, Captain,”" he said, and Carmody was able to make the considerable understatement that he
fet honored to meet the President.

Reeber told him to pull up a char and he did so. The President looked a him gravely. "Captain
Carmody, you have been chosen to-have the opportunity to volunteer for a misson of extreme
importance. There is danger involved, but it is less than the danger of your trip to the Moon. You made
the third-wasn't it?-out of the five suc-cessful trips made by the United States pilots?”

Carmody nodded.

"This time the risk you will take is consderably less. There has been much technologica advance in
rocketry snce you left the service two years ago. The odds againgt a successful round trip-even without
the help of the space station, and | fear its completion is dill two years distant-are much less. In fact, you
will have odds of ten to one in your favor, as agangt goproximately even odds at the time of your
previous trip.”



Carmody sat up draighter. "My previous trip! Then this volunteer misson is another flight to the
Moon? Cer-tainly, Mr. President, I'll gladly-"

Presdent Saunderson held up a hand. "Wait, you haven't heard dl of it. The flight to the Moon and
return is the only part that involves physica danger, but it isthe least important part. Captain, this misson
IS, possbly, of more importance to humanity than the firgt flight to the Moon, even than the fird flight to
the sars-if and when we ever make it-will be. What's at stake is the surviva of the human race so that
someday it can reach the stars. Your flight to the Moon will be an attempt to solve the problem which
otherwise-"

He paused and wiped his forehead with a handkerchief.

"Perhaps you'd better explain, Mr. Reeber. Y ou're more familiar with the exact way the problem was
put to your machine, and its exact answers.”

Reeber said, "Carmody, you know whet the problem is. Y ou know how much data has been fed into
Junior on it. You know some of the questions weve asked him, and that we've been able to diminae
certain things. Such as-well, it's caused by no virus, no bacteria, nothing like that. 1t's not anything like an
epidemic, because it struck the whole Earth a once, smultaneoudy. Even native inhabitants of idands
thet had no contact with avilization.

"We know aso tha whatever happens-whatever mole-cular change occurs-happens in the zygote
after impreg-nation, very shortly after. We asked Junior whether an invisble ray of some sort could
cause this. His answer was thet it was possible. And in answer to a further question, he answered that
thisray or force is possibly being used by-enemies of mankind."

"Insects? Animals? Martians?'

Reeber waved a hand impatiently. "Martians, maybe, if there are ay Martians. We don't know that
yet. But extrarterrestrials, mogt likdy. Now Junior couldn't give us answers on this because, of course,
we havent the redevant data. It would be guesswork for hm as wdl as for us-and Junior, beng
mechanicd, can't guess. But here's a possibil-ity:

"Suppose some extraterrestrids have landed somewhere on Earth and have set up a dation that
broadcasts a ray tha is causng the phenomenon of dl children beng girl-children. The ray is
undetectable; at least thus far we haven't been able to detect it. They'd be killing off the human race and
getting themsdlves a nice new planet to live on, without having to fire a shot, without taking any risk or
losses themsdlves. True, theyll have to wait a while for us to die off, but maybe that doesn't mean
anything to them. Maybe they've got dl thetime thereis, and aren't in the dightest hurry.”

Carmody nodded dowly. "It sounds fantastic, but | guessit's possible. | guess a fantagtic Stuetion like
this has to have a fantagtic explanation. But what do we do about it? How do we even prove it?'

Reeber sad, "We fed the posshility into junior as a working assumption-not as a fact-and asked him
how we could check it. He came up with the suggestion that a married couple spend a honeymoon on the
Moon-and seeif circumstances are any different there.”

"And you want me to pilot them there?

‘Not exactly, Ray. A little more then that-"

Carmody forgot that the President was there. He said, "Good God, you mean you want me to- Then
junior wasn't crazy, after al!"

Shamefacedly, then, he had to explain about the extra-curricular question held casudly asked junior
and the an-swer held got to it.

Reeber laughed. "Guess well overlook your violation of Rule 17 this time, Ray. That is, if you accept
the mis-son. Now here's the-"

"Wait," Carmody sad. "I dill want to know something. How did Junior know | was going to be
picked out? And for that matter, why am 17?7’

"Junior was asked for the qudifications hed recommend for the-ah-bridegroom. He recommended a
rocket pilot who had adready made the trip successtully, even though he was a year or two over the
technicd retirement age of twenty-five. He recommended that loydty be con-sidered as an important
factor, and that the holding of a governmenta podtion of great trust would answer that. He further
recommended that the man be sngle”



"Why sngle? Look, there are four other pilots who've made thet trip, and they're dl loyd, regardiess
of what job they're holding now. | know them dl persondly. And dl of them are married except me.
'Why not send aman who's dready got abdl and chan?

"For the smple reason, Ray, that the woman to be sent must be chosen with even more care. You
know how tough a Moon landing is; only one woman in a hundred would live through it and dill be able
to-1 mean, there's dmaost a negligible chance that the wife of any one of the other four pilots would be the
best qudified woman who could possibly be found.”

"Hmmm. W, | suppose Jdunior's got something there. Anyway, | see now how he knew I'd be
chosen. Those qudifications fit me exactly. But ligen, do | have to stay married to whatever femde is
Amazonian enough to make the trip? There's alimit somewhere, isnt there?'

'Of course. You will be legdly married before your de-parture, but upon your return a divorce will be
granted without question if both-or ether one-of you wish. The offgoring of the union, if any, will be
cared for. Whether mde or femae"

"Hey, that'sright,” Carmody said. "Theresonly an even chance of hitting the jackpot in any case.”

"Other couples will be sent. The fird trip is the mogt difficult and most important one. After that, a
base will be established. Sooner or later well get our answer. Well have it if even one mde child is
conceived on the Moon. Not that that will help us find the gtation that's sending the rays, or to detect or
identify the rays, but well know what'swrong and can narrow our inquiry. | take it that you accept?’

Carmody sighed. I guess so. But it seems along way to go for-Say, who'sthe lucky gifl?'

Reeber cleared histhroat. 'I think you'd better explain his part to him, Mr. President.’

Presdent Saunderson amiled as Carmody looked toward him. He said, "There is a more important
reason, which Mr. Reebcr skipped, why we could not choose a man who was aready married, Captain.
Thisisbeing done on an internationd basis, for very important diplometic reasons. The experiment is for
the benefit of humanity, not any nation or ideology. Y our wifewill be a Russan.

"A Commie? You're kidding me, Mr. President.”

"l am not. Her name is Anna Borisovna. | have not met her, but | am informed tha she is a very
atractive girl. Her qudifications are quite Smilar to yours, except, of course, that she has not been to the
Moon. No woman has. But she has been a pilot of experimenta rockets on short-range flights. And she
IS a cybernetics technician working on the big machine & Moscow. She is twenty-four. And not,
incidentdly, an Amazon. As you know, rocket pilots aren't chosen for bulk. Thereis an added advantage
in her being chosen. She speaks English.’

"You mean I've got to talk to her, too?

Carmody caught the look Reeber flashed a him and he winced.

The President continued: "Y ou will be married to her tomorrow by a beam-televised ceremony. You
blagt off, both of you, tomorrow night-at different times, of course, snce one of you will leave from here,
the other from Russia. Y ou will meet on the Moon.”

"It'salarge place, Mr. Presdent.”

"Thet is taken care of. Mgor Granhamyou know him, | bdieve?' Carmody nodded. "He will
supervise your takeoff and the sending of the supply rockets. You will fly tonight-a plane has been
prepared for you-from the airport here to Suffolk Rocket Fidd. Magor Granham will brief you and give
you full ingructions. Can you be at the airport by seven-thirty?

Carmody thought and then nodded. It was five-thirty now and thered be a lot of things for him to do
and ar'angein two hours, but he could makeitif he tried. And hadn't Junior told him he was going to be
busy this evening?

‘Only one thing more,” Presdent Saunderson said. ‘This is drictly confidentid, until and unless the
misson is successful. We don't want to raise hopes, ether here or in the Eastern dliance, and then have
them smashed.” He smiled. "And if you and your wife have any quarrels on the Moon, we don't want
them to lead to internationd repercussions. So please-try to get dong.” He held out his hand. "That's dl,
except thanks."

Carmody meade the airport in time and the plane was waiting for him, complete with pilot. He had
figured that he would have to fly it himsdlf, but he redlized that it was better this way; he could get a bit of



rest before they reached Suffolk Feld.

He got alittle, but not much. The plane was a hot ship that got him there in less than an hour. A liason
officer was waiting for him and took him immediatdy to Mgor Granham's office.

Granham got down to brass tacks dmost before Car-mody could seat himsdf in the offered chair.

He sad, 'Here's the picture. Since you got out of the service, weve tremendoudy increased the
accuracy of our rockets, manned or otherwise. They're so accurate that, with proper care, we can hit
within amile of any spot on the Moon that we am at. We're picking Hdll Crater-it's asmdl one, but well
put you right in the middle of it. You won't have to worry about steering; youll hit within a mile of the
center without having to use your braking rockets for anything except braking.”

"Hdl Crater? Carmody said. Thereisntany.’

"‘Our Moon maps have forty-two thousand named cra-ters. Do you know them dl? This one,
incdentaly, was named after a Father Maximilian Hdl, S. J., who was once director of the Vienna
Observatory inold Audtria’

Carmody grinned. "Now you're spailing it. How come it was picked as a honeymoon spot, though?
Just because of the name?"

"No. One of the three successful flights the Russans made happened to land and take off there. They
found the footing better than anywhere ese ether of us has landed. Almogt no dust; you won't have to
dog through knee-deep pumice when you're gathering the supply rockets. Probably a more recently
formed crater than any of the others we've happened to land in or explore.”

"Fair enough. About the rocket | go in-what's the payload besides mysdf?

"Not a thing but the food, water and oxygen youll need en route, and your spacesuit. Not even fud
for your return, dthough youll return in the same rocket you go in. Everything dse, induding return fud,
will be there waiting for you; it's on the way now. We fired ten supply rockets lagt night. Since you take
off tomorrow night, they'll get there forty-eight hours before you do. So-"

"Wait aminute” Carmody said. "Onmy fird trip | car-ried fifty pounds payload besides my return fud.
Isthis a smdler type of rocket?

"Yes, and amuch better one. Not a step-rocket like you used before. Better fud and more of it; you
can accelerate longer and at fewer gravities, and youll get there quicker. Forty-four hours as againgt
amog four days before. Lagt time you took four and hdf Gs for seven minutes This time youll get by
with three Gs and have twelve minutes acceleration before you reach Brennschlus-cut loose from Earth's
gravitation. Your fird trip, you had to carry return fud and a little payload because we didn't have the
accuracy to shoot a supply rocket after you-or before you-and be sure itd land within twenty miles All
clear? After we're through talking here I'll take you to the supply depot, show you the type of supply
rocket we're usng and how to open and unload it. I'll give you an inventory of the contents of each of the
twelve of them we sent.”

"And what if dl of them don't get there?"

"At least deven of them will. And everything's duplicated; if any one rocket goes astray, youll ill
have everything you need-for two people. And the Russans are firing an equa number of supply rockets,
50 youll have a double factor of safety.” He grinned. “If none of our rockets get there, youll have to eat
borsht and drink vodka, maybe, but you won't sarve.”

"Are you kidding about the vodka?

"Maybe not. Were induding a case of Scotch, trans-ferred to lightwaght containers, of course. We
figure it might be just the icebresker youll need for a happy honeymoon.’

Carmody grunted.

"So maybe," Granharn said, the Russansli figure the same way and send dong some vodka. And the
rocket fuds for your return, by the way, are not identica, but they're interchangeable. Each dde is
sending enough for the return of two rockets. If our fud doesn't get there, you divwy with her, and vice
versa"

"Fair enough. What else?

"Your arivd will be jugt after dawn-Lunar time. Therell be a few hours when the temperature is
somewhere between horribly cold and brailing hot. You'd better take advantage of them to get the bulk



of your work done. Gathering supplies from the rockets and putting up the prefab shelter that'sin them, in
sections. We've got a duplicate of it in the supply depot and | want you to practice assambling it."

'Good idea. It'sartight and hestproof?

"Airtight once you paint the scams with a specid pre-paration that's included. And, yes, the insulaion
isexcdlent. Has a very ingenious little airlock on it, too. You won't have to waste oxygen getting in and

Carmody nodded. "Length of stay?' he asked.

"Twelve days. Earth days, of course. That |l give you plenty of time to get off before the Lunar night.”

Granham chuckled. "Want indructions to cover those twelve days? No? Well, come on around to the
depot then. I'll introduce you to your ship and show you the supply rockets and the shdter.”

CHAPTFR THREE: REMOTELY MARRIED

It turned out to be a busy evening, dl right. Carmody didn't get to bed urtil nearly morning, his head
s0 swintming with facts and figures that held forgotten it was his wedding day. Granham let him deep
until ning, then sent an orderly to wake him and to state that the ceremony had been set for ten o'clock
and that hed better hurry.

Carmody couldn't remember what "the ceremony” was for a moment, then he shuddered and hurried.

A Judiice of the Peace was waiting for him there and technicians were working on a screen and
projector. Granham said, "The Russans agreed that the ceremony could be performed at this end,
provided we made it aavil ceremony. That'sdl right by you, isnt it?

"It'slovey,” Carmody told him. "Let's get on with it. Or don't we have to? As far as I'm concerned-"

"You know what the reaction of a lot of people would he when they learn about it, if it wasn't legd,’
Granham said. "So quit crabbing. Stand right there."

Carmody stood right there. A fuzzy picture on the beam-televison screen was becoming clearer. And
pret-tier. Presdent Saunderson had not exaggerated when held said that Anna Borisovna was dtractive
and that she was ddfinitdy not an Amazon. She was amdl, dark, dender and very definitdly attractive and
not an Amazon.

Carmody fdt glad that nobody had corned it up by putting her in a wedding costume. She wore the
neat uni-form of atechnician, and she filled it admirably and curved it at the right places. Her eyes were
big and dark and they were serious until she amiled at him. Only then did he rediize that the connection
was two-way and that she was seeing him.

Granham was standing beside him. He said, "Miss Bor-isovna, Captain Carmody.”

Carmody said, inandy, "Pleased to meet you," and then redeemed it with agrin.

"Thank you, Captain.” Her voice was musicd and only faintly accented. “It is a pleasure.”

Carmody began to think it would be, if they could just keep from arguing politics.

The Jugtice of the Peace stepped forward into range of the projector. "Are we ready?"' he asked.

"A second,” Carmody said. "It ssems to me weve skipped a customary preiminary. Miss Borisovna,
will you marry me?

"Yes. And you may cdl me Anna’

She even has a sense of humor, Carmody thought, aston-ished. Somehow, he hadn't thought it
possible for a Com-mie to have a sense of humor. Hed pictured them as dl being dead serious about
their ridiculous ideology and about everything ese.

He amiled at her and said, "All right, Anna. And you may cal me Ray. Are you ready?

When she nodded, he stepped to one side to dlow the Justice of the Peace to share the screen with
him. The ceremony was brief and busnesdike.

He couldn't, of course, kiss the bride or even shake hands with her. But just before they shut off the
projector, he managed to grin a her and say, "See you in Hell, Anna’

And held begun to fed certain that it wouldn't be that at dl, redly.

He had a busy afternoon going over every detall of op-eration of the new type rocket, until he knew it
ingde and out better than he did himsdf. He even found himsdf be-ing briefed on details of the Russan



rockets, both manned and supply types, and he was surprised (and inwardly a bit horrified) to discover
to what extent the United States and Russia had been exchanging information and secrets. It couldn't dl
have happened in aday or 0.

"How long has this been going on?' he demanded of Granham.

"l learned of the projected trip a month ago.”

"Why did they tdl me only yesterday? Or wasnt | firg choice, after dl? Did somebody ese back out
a the last minute?

"Youve been chosen dl dong. You were the only one who fitted all of the requirements tha
cybernetics machine dished out. But don't you remember how it was on your lagt trip? You werent
natified you were taking off until about thirty hours before. That's what's figured to be the optimum
time-long enough to get mentdly prepared and not so long you've got time to get worried.”

'But thiswas a volunteer dedl. What if I'd turned it down?

"The cybernetics machine predicted that you wouldn't.” Carmody swore &t junior.

Granharn said, "Besdes, we could have had a hundred volunteers. Rocket cadets whove got
everything you have except one round trip to the Moon aready under their belts. We could have shown
apicture of Anna around and had them fighting for the chance. That gd is Moon bait.”

"Caeful," Carmody said, 'you are spesking of my wife" He was kidding, of course, but it was
funny--he redly hadn't liked Granham's wisecrack.

Zero hour was ten p.m., and at zero minus fifteen minutes he was dready strapped into the webbing,
waiting. There wasn't anything for him to do except stay dive. The rockets would be fired by a
chronometer st for the exact fraction of a second.

Despite its amdl payload, the rocket was a little roomier ingde then the firs one hedd gone to the
Moon in, the R-24. The R-24 had been as roomy as a tight coffin. This one, the R-46, was four feet in
diameter indde. He'd be able to get at least a hit of am and leg exercise on the way and not-as the firs
time-arrived so cramped that it had taken him over an hour to be able to move fredy.

And thistime he wouldn't have the horrible discomfort of having to wear his spacesuit, except for the
hdmet, en route. There's room in a four-foot cylinder to put a space-suit on, and his was in a
compartment-along with the food, water and oxygen-at the front (or top) of the rocket. It would be an
hour's work to gtruggle into it, but he wouldn't have to do it until he was severa hours away from the
Moon.

Yes, thiswas going to be a breeze compared to the lagt trip. Comparative freedom of movement,
forty-four hours as againg ninety, only three gravities as againg four and a hdf.

Then sound that was beyond sound struck him, sound so loud that he heard if with dl of his body
rather than only with his carefully plugged ears. It built up, seeming to get louder every second, and his
weght built up too. He weighed twice his normd weight, then more. He fdt the sSckening curve as the
automatic tilting mechanism turned the rocket, which had at fird gone sraight up, forty-five degrees. He
weighed four hundred and eighty pounds and the soft webhing seemed to be hard as sted and to cut into
him. Padding was compressed rill it fdt like stone. Sound and pressure went on and on intermin-gbly.
Surdly it had been hours instead of minutes.

Then, a the momett of Brennschluss, free of the pull of Earth-sudden slence, complete
welightlessness. He blacked out.

But only minutes had gone by when he returned to con-sciousness. For a while he fought nausea and
only when he was sure he had succeeded did he unbuckle himsdf from the webbing thet had held him
through the period of ac-celeration. Now he was coadting, weightless, at a speed that would carry him
safdy toward the gravitationd pull of the Moon. No further firing of fud would be necessary until he used
hisjets to brake hislanding.

All he had to do now was hang on, to keep from going crazy from claustrophobia during the forty
hours before hed have to start getting ready for the landing.

It was adull time, but it passed.

Into spacesuit, back into the webbing, but this time with his hands free so he could manipulate the
handles that controlled the braking jets.



He made a good landing; it didn't even knock him un-conscious. After only afew minutes he was able
to un-buckle himsdf from the webbing. He sealed his spacesuit and started the oxygen, then let himsdf
out of the rocket. It had fdlen over on its Sde after the landing, of course; they aways do. But he had the
equipment and knew the technique for getting it upright again, and there wasn't any hurry about doing it.

The supply rockets had been shot accuratdy, dl right. Sx of them, four American type and two
Russian, lay within aradius of a hundred yards of his own rocket. He could see others farther away, but
didn't waste time counting them. He looked for one that would be larger than the rest-the manned (or
womaned) rocket from Russa He located it findly, dmost a mile away. He saw no spacesuited figure
near it.

He started toward it, running with the gliding motion, amogt like skating, that had been found to be
easer than waking in the light gravitationd pull of the Moon. Spacesuit, oxygen tank and dl, his tota
weight was about forty-five pounds. Running amile was less exertion than a 100-yard dash on Earth.

He was more than glad to see the door of the Russan rocket open when he was about three-quarters
of the way to it. Hed have had atough decison to makeif it had dill been closed when he got there. Not
knowing whether Annawas sedled in her spacesuit or not ingde the rocket, he wouldn't have dared open
the door himsdf. And, in case she was serioudy injured, he wouldn't have dared not to.

She was out of the rocket, though, by the time he reached her. Her face, through the transpariplast
helmet, looked pale, but she managed to amile a him.

He turned on the short-range radio of his set and asked, "Are you dl right?'

"A bit weak. The landing knocked me out, but | guess there are no bones broken. Where shdl we-set
up housekeeping?'

"Near my rocket, | think. It's closer to the middle of where the supply rockets landed, so we won't
have to move things so far. I'll get started right away. You stay here and rest until you're feding better.
Know how to navigate in this gravity?"

"l was told how. | haven't had a chance to try yet. I'll probably fdl flat on my face a few times”

"It won't hurt you. When you start, take your timetill you get the knack of it. I'll begin with this nearest
supply rocket; you can watch how | navigate.”

It was about a hundred yards back the way hed come.

The supply rockets were a least a yard in outside diameter, and were so constructed that the nose
and the tail, which contained the rocket mechanism, were easly detachable, leaving the middle section
containing the payload, about the sze of an ail drum and eeslly rolled. Each weighed fifty pounds, Moon
weight.

He saw Anna garting to work by the time he was dismantling the second supply rocket. She was
awkward at firg, and did lose her badance severd times, but mastered the knack quickly. Once she had
it, she moved more gracefully and esslly than Carmody. Within an hour they had payload sections of a
dozen rockets lined up near Carmody's rocket.

Eight of them were American rockets and from the numbers on them, Carmody knew he had Al
sections needed to assemble the shdlter.

"Wed better set it up,” he told her. "After that's done, we can take things easier. We can rest before
we gather in the other loot. Even have a drink to celebrate.”

The Sun was wdl up over the ringwdl of Hel Crater by then and it was getting hot enough to be
uncom-fortable, even in an insulated spacesuit. Within hours, Car-mody knew, it would he so hot that
neither of them would be able to stay out of the shelter for much longer than one-hour intervas, but that
would be time enough for them to gather in the ill uncollected supply rockets.

Back in the supply depot on Earth, Carmody had as-sembled a duplicate of the prefab shelter in not
much more than an hour. It was tougher going here, because of the awkwardness of working in the
thickly insulated gloves that were part of the spacesuits. With Anna help-ing, it took amost two hours.

He gave her the sediing preparation and a specid tool for goplying it. While she calked the seams to
make the shdlter artight, he began to carry supplies, induding oxygen tanks, into the shelter. A little of
evaything; there was no point in crowding themselves by taking indde more of anything than they'd need
foraday or so & atime.



He got and set up the cooling unit that would keep the indde of the sheter a a comfortable
temperature, despite the broiling Sun. He set up the air-conditioner unit that would release oxygen a a
specified rate and would absorb carbon dioxide, ready to start as soon as the caking was done and the
arlock closed. It would build up an atmo-sphere rapidly once he could turn it on. Then they could get out
of the uncomfortable spacesuits.

He went outsde to see how Anna was coming with her task and found her working on the last seam.

"Atta baby," hetold her.

He grinned to himsdf at the thought that he redly should carry his bride over the threshold-but that
would be rather difficult when the threshold was an arlock that you had to crawl through on your hands
and knees. The shdter itsdf was dome-shaped and looked exactly like a metd igloo, even to the
projecting airlock, which was alow, semi-circular entrance.

He remembered that he'd forgotten the whisky and walked over to one of the supply rocket sections
to get a bottle of it. He came back with it, shidding the bottle with his body from the direct rays of the
Sun, so it wouldn't bail.

He happened to look up.

It was a mistake.

CHAPTER FOUR: REPORT TO EARTH

"It'sincredible," Granham snapped.

Carmody glared a him. "Of course it is. But it hap-pened. It's true. Get a lie detector if you don't
bdieve rue"

"Il do that little thing," Granham said grimly. "One's on itsway here now; I'll haveitin afew minutes. |
want to try you with it before the President-and others who are going to talk to you-get a chance to do it.
I'm supposed to fly you to Washington right away, but I mwait-ing till I can use that lie detector firg."

"Good," Carmody said. "Useit and be damned. I'm tdling you the truth.”

Granham ran a hand through his dready rumpled hair. He sad, "l guess | bedieve you at that,
Carmody. It'sjug -too big, too important a thing to take any one person's word about, even any two
people's words, assuming that Anna Borisovna-Anna Carmody, | mean-tells the same story. We've got
word that she's landed safdly, too, and is reporting.”

"Shelll tdl the same story. It's what happened to us.”

"Areyou sure, Carmody that they were extrarterres-trials? That they werent-well, Russans? Couldn't
they have been?

"Sure, they could have been Russans. That is, if there are Russans seven feet dl and so thin they'd
wegh about fifty pounds on Earth, and with ydlow skins. | don't meen ydlow like Orientals, | mean
bright ydlow. And with four arms apiece and eyes with no pupils and no lids. Also if Russans have a
gpaceship that doesn't use jets-and don't ask me what its source of power was; | don't know."

"And they held you captive, both of you, for afull thirteen days, in separate cdls? You didn't even-

'| didn't even," Carmody said grimly and bitterly. "And if we hadn't been gble to escape when we did,
it would have been too late. The Sun was low on the horizon-it was dmost Moon night-when we got to
our rockets. We had to rush like the devil to get them fuded and up on their tall finsin time for us to take
off."

There was a knock on Granham's door that turned out to be a technician with the lie detector-one of
the very portable and very dependable Naly jobs that had become the standard army machine in 1958.

The technician rigged it quickly and watched the dids while Granham asked a few questions, very
guarded ones so the technician wouldn't get the picture. Then Granham looked a the technician
inquiringly.

"On the beam,” the technician told him. "Not aflicker."

"He couldn't fool the machine?

"This detector?’ the technician asked, patting it. "It'd take neurosurgery or post-hypnotic suggestion
like there never was to best this baby. We even catch psycopathic liarswith it.”



"Come on," Graham said to Carmody. "We're on our way to Washington and the plane's ready. Sorry
for doubting you, Carmody, but to had to be sure-and report to the President that | am sure.”

"l don't blame you,” Carmody told him. "It shard for me to believe, and | was there.™

The plane that had brought Carmody from Washington to Suffolk Fidd had been a hot ship. The one
that took him back-with Granham jockeying it-was dmog incan-descent. It cracked the sonic barrier
and went on from there.

They landed twenty minutes after they took off. A hdli-copter was waiting for them at the airport and
got them to the White House in another ten minutes.

And in two minutes more they were in the man con-ference room, with Presdent Saunderson and
hdf a dozen others gathered there. The Eastern Alliance ambassador was there, too.

Presdent Saunderson shook hands tensdly and made short work of the introductions.

"We want the whole story, Captain,” he said. "But I'm going to relieve your mind on two things fird.
Did you know that Anna landed safdy near Moscow?'

"Yes. Granham told me”

"And she tdls the same story you do-or that Mg or Granham told me over the phone thet you tdl.”

'| suppose,” Carmody said, "that they used alie detec-tor on her, too.’

"Scopolamine,” said the Eastern Alliance ambassador. "We have more fath in truth serum then lie
detectors. Yes, her gory was the same under scopolamine.”

"The other point,” the President told Carrnody, ‘is even more important. Exactly when, Earth time, did
you |leave the Moon?

Carmody figured quickly and told him approximately when that had been.

Saunderson nodded gravely. "And it was a few hours after that that biologists, who've dill been
working twenty-four hours a day on this, noticed the turning point. The molecular change in the zygote no
longer occurs. Births, nine months from now, will have the usua percentage of mae and femde children.

"Do you see what that means, Captain? Whatever ray was doing it must have been beamed at Earth
from the Moon-from the ship that captured you. And for whatever reason, when they found that youd
escaped, they left. Possibly they thought your return to Earth would lead to an attack in force from here.”

"And thought rightly,” said the ambassador. "We're not equipped for space fighting yet, but wed have
sent what we had. And do you see what this means, Mr. President? We've got to pool everything and
et ready for space warfare, and quickly. They went away, it appears, but there is no assurance that they
will not return.

Agan Saunderson nodded. He said, "And now, Cap-tain-'

"We both landed safely,” Carmody said. "We gathered enough of the supply rockets to get us started
and then assembled the prefab shelter. We'd just finished it and were about to enter it when | saw the
gpaceship coming over the crater'sringwall. It was-’

"You were dill in spacesuit?" someone asked.

"Yes" Carmody growled. “Wewere dill in spacesuits, if that matters now. | saw the ship and pointed
to it and Anna saw it, too. We didn't try to duck or anything because obvioudy it had seen us; it was
coming right toward us and descending. Wed have had time to get ingde the shdter, but there didn't
Seem any point to it. It wouldn't have been any protection. Besides, we didn't know that they weren't
friendly. 'We'd have got weapons ready, in case, if wed had any weapons, but we didnt. They landed
light as a bubble only thirty yards or so away and a door lowered in the sde of the ship-"

"‘Describe the ship, please.”

"About fifty feet long, about twenty in diameter, rounded ends. No portholesthey mus see right
through the wdls some way-and no rocket tubes. Outside of the door and one other thing, there just
weren't any features you could see from outside. When the ship rested on the ground, the door opened
down from the top and formed a sort of curved ramp that led to the doorway. The other-"

‘No arlock?'

Carmody shook his head. "They didn't breathe ar, ap-parently. They came right out of the ship and
toward us, without spacesuits. Neither the temperature nor the lack of air bothered them. But | was going
to tdl you one more thing about the outsde of the ship. On top of it was a short mast, and on top of the



mest was a kind of grid of wires something like a radar tranamitter. If they were beaming anything at
Eath, it came from that grid. Any-way, I'm pretty sure of it. Eath was in the sky, of course, and |
noticed that the grid moved-as the ship moved-so the flat Sde of the grid was dways directly toward
Earth.

"Widl, the door opened and two of them came down the ramp toward us. They had things in thar
hands that 1ooked unpleasantly like weapons, and pretty advanced weapons at that. They pointed them
a us and motioned for us to wak up the ramp and into the ship. We did.”

"They made no attempt to communicae?"

"None whatsoever, then or at any time. Of course, while we were dill in spacesuits, we couldn't have
heard them, anyway-unless they had communicated on the radio band our hdmet sets were tuned to. But
even after, they never tried to talk to us. They communicated among themsdaves with whidling noises.
We went into the ship and there were two more of them insgde. Four ato-gether-"

"All the same sex?'

Carmody shrugged. "They dl looked dike to me, but maybe that's how Anna and | looked to them.
They ordered us, by pointing, to enter two separate amdl rooms about the sze of jal cels smdl
ones-toward the front of the ship. We did, and the doors locked after us.

"| sat there and suddenly got plenty worried, because nether of us had more than another hour's
oxygen left in our suits. If they didn't know that, and didn't give us any chance to communicate with them
and tdl them, we were gone godings in another hour. So | started to hammer on the door. Anna was
hammering, too. | couldn't hear through my helmet, of course, but | could fed the vibration of it any time
| stopped hammering on my door.

"Then, after maybe hdf an hour, my door opened and | amog fdl out through it. One of the
extra-terrestrials motioned me back with a weapon. Another made motions that looked as though he
meant | should take off my ha-met. | didn't get it a first, and then | looked a something he pointed a
and saw one of our oxygen tanks with the handle turned. Also a big pile of our other supplies, food and
water and duff. Anyway, they had known that we needed oxygen-and dthough they didn't need it
themsdlves, they apparently knew how to fix things for us. So they just used our supplies to build an
atmospherein ther ship.

"I took off my hdmet and tried to tak to them, but one of them took a long pointed rod and poked
me back into my cdl. | couldn't risk grabbing a the rod, because another one dill had tha
dangerous-looking weapon pointed at me. So the door dammed on me again. | took off the rest of my
pacesuit because it was plenty hot in there, and then | thought about Anna because she started
hammering again.

‘| wanted to let her know it would be dl right for her to get out of her spacesuit, that we had an
atmosphere again. So | started hammering on the wall between our cdls in Morse. She got it &fter a
while She sgnded back a query, so, when | knew she was getting me, | told her what the score was and
ghe took off her helmet. After that we could tak. If we talked fairly loudly, our voices carried through the
wal from one cdl to the other."

"They didn't mind your taking to one another?

"They didn't pay any attention to us dl the time they held us prisoners, except to feed us from our own
supplies. Didn't ask us a question; apparently they figured we didn't know anything they wanted to know
and didn't know dready about human beings. They didn't even study us. | have a hunch they intended to
take us back as specimens; there's no other explanation | can think of.

"We couldn't keep accurate track of time, but by the number of times we ate and dept, we had some
idea. The fird few days-" Carmody laughed shortly-"had their funny side. These creatures obvioudy
knew we needed liquid, but they couldn't digtinguish between water and whisky for the purpose. We had
nothing but whisky to drink for the firg two or maybe three days. We got higher than kites. We got to
anging in our cdls and | learned a lot of Russan songs. Been more fun, though, if we could have got
some close harmony, if you know what | mean.”

The ambassador permitted himsdf agmile. "l can guess what you mean, Captain. Please continue.”

"Then we started getting water instead of whisky and sobered up. And started wondering how we



could escape. | began to sudy the mechaniam of the lock on my door. It wasn't like our locks, but |
began to figure some things about it and findly-I thought then that we'd been there about ten days-1 got
hold of a tool to use on it. They'd taken our spacesuits and left us nothing but our clothes, and they'd
checked those over for metd we could make into tools.”

"But we got our food out of cans, dthough they took the empty cans afterward. This particular time,
though, there was allittle diver of metd dong the opening of the can, and | worried it off and saved it. I'd
been, meanwhile, watching and ligening and sudying their habits. They dept, dl a the same time, a
regular intervas. It seemed to me like about five hours at a time, with about- fifteen-hour intervals in
between. If I'm right on that estimate, they probably come from a planet somewhere with about a
twenty-hour period of rotation.

"Anyway, | waited till their next deep period and started working on the lock with that diver of metd.
It took me at least two or three hours, hut | got it open. And once outside my cell, in the main room of
the ship, | found that Annas door opened eadlly from the outside and | let her out.

"We considered trying to turn the tables by finding a weapon to use on them, but none was in Sght.
They looked so skinny and light, despite being seven feet tdl, that | decided to go after them with my
bare hands. | would have, except that | couldn't get the door to the front part of the ship open. It was a
different type of lock entirdly and | couldn't even guess how to work it. And it wasin the front part of the
ship that they dept. The control room mugt have been up there, too.

"Luckily our spacesuits were in the big room. And by then we knew it might be getting dangeroudy
near the end of their degping period, so we got into our spacesuits quick and | found it was easy to open
the outer door. It made some noise-and so did the whoosh of arr going out -but it didn't waken them,
goparently.

"As soon as the door opened, we saw we had a lat less time than wed thought. The Sun was going
down over the crater'sfar ringwall-we were dill in Hell Crater-and it was going to be dark in an hour or
s0. We worked like beavers getting our rockets refuded and jacked up on ther tal fins for the takeoff.
Annagot off firgt and then | did. And that'sdl. Maybe we should have stayed and tried to take them after
they came out from their desping period, but we figured it was more important to get the news back to
Earth.’

Presdent Saunderson nodded dowly. "You were right, Captain. Right in deciding that, and in
everything else you did. We know what to do now. Do we not, Ambassa-dor Kravich?

"We do. Wejoin forces. We make one space station-and quickly-and get to the Moon and fortify it,
jointly. We pool dl scientific knowledge and develop full-scde space travel, new wegpons. We do
everything we can to get ready for them when and if they come back.”

The President looked grim. "Obvioudy they went back for further orders or reinforcements. If we
only knew how long we had-it may be only weeks or it may be decades. We don't know whether they
come from the Solar System-or another gaaxy. Nor how fast they travel. But whenever they get back,
well be as ready for them as we possibly can. Mr. Ambassador, you have power to-?"

"Rl power, Mr. Presdent. Anything up to and indud-ing a complete merger of both our nations
under a joint government. That probably won't be necessary, though, as long as our interests are now
completely in common. Exchange of scientific information and military data has aready started, from our
sde. Some of our top scientists and generds are flying here now, with orders to cooperate fully. All
restrictions have been lowered." He amiled, "And dl our propaganda has gone into a very sudden reverse
gear. It's not even going to be a cold peace. Since we're going to be dlies againg the unknown, we might
aswadl try to like one another.”

"Right" sad the Presdent. He turned suddenly to Car-mody. "Captain, we owe you just about
anything you want. Name it.’

It caught Carmody off guard. Maybe if hed had more time to think, he'd have asked for something
different. Or, more likdly, from what he learned later, he wouldn't have. He said, "All | want right now is
to forget Hell Crater and get back to my regular job so | can forget it quicker.”

Saunderson amiled. "Granted. If you think of anything else later, ask for it. | can see why you're a bit
mixed up right now. And you'e probably right. Return to routine may be the best thing for you."



Granham left “with Carmody. ‘Il notify Chief Operative Reeber for you,” he said. "When shdl | tdl
himyou'll be back?

"Tomorrow morning,” said Carmody. "The sooner the better.” And he inssed when Granham
objected that he needed arest.

Carmody was back at work the next morning, nonsens-cd asit seemed.

He took up the problem folder from the top of the day's stack, fed the data into Junior and got
Junior's answer. The second one. He worked mechanicaly, paying no persond attention to problem or
answer. Hismind seemed along way off. In Hell Crater on the Moon.

He was combining space rations over the acohol stove, trying to make it taste more like humen food
then con-centrated chemicas. It was hard to measure in the liver extract because Anna wanted to kiss his
left car.

"Slly! Youll be lopsided,” she was saying. "I've got to kiss both of them the same number of times.”

He dropped the container into the pan and grabbed her, mousing his lips down her neck to the warm
place where it joined her shoulder, and she writhed ddightedly in hisarms like a tickled doe.

"Were going to say married when we get back to Earth, arent we, darling? she was squeding
heppily.

He bit her shoulder gently, snorting away the scented soft hair. "Damned right we will, you gorgeous,
wonder-ful, brainy creature. | found the girl |'ve dways been looking for, and I'm not giving her up for
any brasshat or politician-ather yours or ming”

"Speaking of politics" she teased, but he quickly changed the subject.

Carmody blinked awake. It was a paper with a mass of written data in his hands, instead of Annas
laughing face. He needed an andy; that scene held just imegined was pure Freudianism, a tortured
product of his frugtrated id. Hed fdlen in love with Anna, and those damned extra-terrestrids had
gpoiled his honeymoon. Now his uncon-scious had rebelled with fancy fancfulness that certainly showed
the ungable state of his emotions.

Not that it mattered now. The big problem was solved. Two big ones, in fact. War between the
United States and the Eastern Alliance had been averted. And the human race was going to survive,
unless the extraterrestrials came back too soon and with too much to be fought off.

He thought they wouldn', then began to wonder why he thought so.

"Insufficient data,” said the mechanica voice of the cybernetics machine.

Carmody recorded the answer and then, idly, looked to see what the problem had been. No wonder
he'd been thinking about the extra-terrestrials and how long they'd be gone; that had been the problem he
hed just fed into Junior. And "insuffident data" was the answer, of course.

He stared a Junior without reaching for the third problem folder. He said, "Junior, why do | have a
hunch that those things from space won't ever be back?

"Because” sad Junior, "what you cdl a hunch comes from the unconscious mind, and your
uncongcious mind knows that the extra-terrestrials do not exist.”

Carmody sat up sraight and stared harder. "What?" Junior repeated it.

"You're crazy," Carmody said. 'l saw them. So did Anna"

"Nather of you saw them. The memory you have of them isthe result of highly intensve post-hypnotic
sug-gestion, far beyond humean ability to impose or resist. So is the fact that you fet compelled to return
to work at your regular job here. So is the fact that you asked me the question you have just asked."

Carmody gripped the edges of his chair. "Did you plant those post-hypnotic suggestions?!

'Yes,” sad Junior. "If it had been done by a human, the lie detector would have exposed the
deception. It had to he done by me."

"‘But what about the business of the molecular changes in the zygote? The business of dl babies being
femde? That stopped when-? Wait, let's sart at the beginning. What did cause that molecular change?!

"A specid modification of the carrier wave of Radio Station VT here in Washington, the only
twenty-four--hour-a-day radio station in the United States. The modi-fication was not detectable by any
indrument avallable to present human science.”

"You caused that modification?



"Yes A year ago, you may remember, the problem of design of a new cathode tube was given me.
The specid modification was incorporated into the design of that tube.”

"What stopped the molecular change so suddenly?

"The specid part of that tube causng the modification of the carrier wave was cdculated to last a
precise length of time. The tube il functions, but that part of it is worn out. It wore out two hours after
the departure of you and Annafrom the Moon.

Carmody closed his eyes. "Junior, please explain.’

"Cybernatics machines are constructed to help hu-manity. A mgor war-the disastrous results of which
| could accurately caculate-was inevitable unless forestaled. Cdculation showed that the best of severd
ways of averting that war was the creation of amythicd common enemy. To convince mankind that such
a common enemy existed, | created a crucid Stuation which led to a specid misson to the Moon.
Factors were given which inevitably led to your choice as emissary. That was necessary because nmy
powers of implanting post-hypnotic suggestions are limited to those inwhom | amin direct contact.”

"You weren't in direct contact with Anna. Why does she have the same fase memory as 17

"She was in contact with another large cybernetics machine.

"But-but why would it figure things out the same way you did?"

"For the same reason that two properly constructed smple adding machines would give the same
answer to the same problem.”

Carmody's mind redled alittle, momentarily. He got up and started to pace the room.

He said, "Ligen, Junior-" and then redized he wasnt at the intake microphone. He went back to it.
Ligten, Junior, why are you tdling me this? If what happened is a colossa hoax, why let mein on it?'

"It isto the interests of humanity in generd not to know the truth. Bdieving in the existence of inimicd
extraterrestrias, they will attain peace and amity among themsdlves, and they will reach the planets and
then the stars. It is, however, to your persona interest to know the truth. And you will not expose the
hoax. Nor will Anna. | predict that, Snce the Moscow cybernetics machine has paraleled dl my other
conclugons, it is even now inform-ing Anna of the truth, or that it has dready informed her, or will inform
her within hours.”

Carmody asked, "But if my memory of what happened on the Moon isfdse, what did happen?

"Look at the green light in the center of the pand before you."

Carmody looked.

He remembered. He remembered everything. The truth duplicated everything he had remembered
before up to the moment when, walking toward the completed shelter with the whisky bottle, he had
looked up toward theringwdl of Hdll Crater.

He had looked up, but he hadn't seen anything. HE'd gone on into the shelter, rigged the airlock. Anna
hed joined him and they d turned on the oxygen to build up an atmosphere.

It had been a wonderful thirteen-day honeymoon. Hed fdlen in love with Anna and she with him.
They'd got periloudy close to arguing politics once or twice, and then they'd decided such things didn't
metter. They'd dso decided to say married after ther return to Earth, and Anna had promised to join
him and live in America. Life together had been so wonderful that they'd delayed leaving until the last
moment, when the Sun was amost down, dreading the brief separation the return trip would entail.

And before leaving, they'd done certain things he hadn't understood then. He understood now that
they were the result of post-hypnotic suggestion. They'd removed dl evidence that they'd ever actudly
lived in the shdlter, had rigged things so that subsequent investigation would never disprove any point of
the story each was to remem-ber fasdy and tdl after returning to Earth.

He remembered now being bewildered as to why they made those arrangements, even while they had
been mak-ing them.

But mostly he remembered Anna and the dizzy hap-piness of those thirteen days together.

"Thanks, Junior,” he said hurriedly.

He grabbed for the phone and talked Chief Operative Reeber into connecting him with the White
House, with Presdent Saunderson. After a delay of minutes that didn't seem like minutes, he heard the
Presdent's voice.



"Carmody, Mr. President,” he said. "I'm going to cdl you on that reward you offered me. 1'd like to
get off work right now, for along vacation. And I'd like a fast plane to Moscow. | want to see Anna”

Presdent Saunderson chuckled. "Thought you'd change your mind about gicking a work, Captain.
Con-sider yoursdf on vacation as of now, and for as long as you like. But I'm not sure youll want that
plane. Theré's word from Russa that-un-Mrs. Carmody has judt taken off to fly here, in a straw-rocket.
If you hurry, you can get to the landing fidd in time to meet her.

Carmody hurried and did.

M IN THE SKY

ROGER JEROME PHLUTTER, for whose absurd surname | offer no defense other than it is
genuing was, & the time of the events of this story, a hard-working clerk in the office of the Cole
Observatory.

He was a young man of no particular brilliance, dthough he performed his daily tasks assduoudy and
effi-dently, studied the caculus a home for one hour every evening, and hoped some day to become a
chigf astrono-mer of some important observatory.

Nevertheless, our narration of the events of late March in the year 1999 mugt begin with Roger
Phiutter for the good and sufficient reason that he, of dl men on earth, was the firgt observer of the sdlar
aberration.

Meet Roger Phiutter.

Tdl, rather pae from spending too much time indoors, thickish, shdl-rimmed glasses, dark hair
close-cropped in the style of the nineteen nineties, dressed neither particu-larly wel nor badly, smokes
cigarettes rather excessivdly... .

At a quarter to five that afternoon, Roger was engaged in two Smultaneous operations. One was
examining, in a blink-microscope, a photographic plate taken late the previous night of a section in
Gemini. The other was congdering whether or not, on the three dollars remaining of his pay from last
week, he dared phone Else and ask her to go somewhere with him.

Every normd young man has undoubtedly, a some time or other, shared with Roger Phiutter his
second oc-cupation, but not everyone has operated or understands the operation of a blink-microscope.
S0 let usraise our eyes from Else to Gemini.

A blink-mike provides accommodation for two pho-tographic plates taken of the same section of sky
hut a different times. These plates are carefully juxtaposed and the operator may dternately focus his
vison, through the eyepiece, firg upon one and then upon the other, by means of a shuiter. If the plates
arc identicd, the operation of the shutter reveds nothing, but if one of the dots on the second plate
differs from the pogtion it occupied on the firg, it will cal atention to itself by seeming to jump back and
forth as the shutter is manipulated.

Roger manipulated the shutter, and one of the dots jumped. So did Roger. He tried it agan,
forgetting—as we have—al about Else for the moment, and the dot jumped again. It jumped dmos a
tenth of a second. Roger straightened up and scratched his head. He lighted a cigarette, put it down on
the ash tray, and looked into the blink-mike again. The dot jumped again when he used the shuitter.

Harry Wesson, who worked the evening shift, had just come into the office and was hanging up his
topcoat. "Hey, Harry!" Roger said. "There's something wrong with this blinking blinker.’

"Yeah? sad | Harry.

'Y egh. Pollux moved a tenth of a second.”

"Yeah? sad harry. "Wel, that's about right for pardlax. Thirty-two light years—paralax of Pollux is
point one o one. Little over atenth of a second, o if your comparison plate was taken about Sx months
ago, when the earth was on the other sde of her orbit, that's about right.”

"But, Harry, the comparison plate was taken night before last. They're twenty-four hours gpart.”

"Youre crazy.’

"Look for yoursdf."

It wasn't quite five o'clock yet, but Harry Wesson magnanimoudy overlooked that and sat down in



front of the blink-mike. He manipulated the shutter, and Pollux obligingly jumped.

There wasn't any doubt about its being Pollux, for it was far and away the brightest dot on the plate.
Pollux isa star of 1.2 megnitude, one of the twelve brightest in the Sky and by far the brightest in Gemini.
And none of the faint stars around it had moved at dl.

'Um," said Harry Wesson. He frowned and looked again. "One of those plates is misdated, that's dl.
Il check into it firg thing.”

"Those plates arent misdated,” Roger said doggedly. "I dated them mysdf.”

"That provesit," Harry told him. "Go on home. It's five o'clock. If Pollux moved a tenth of a second
last night, I'll moveit back for you."

S0 Roger |éft.

He fdt uneasy somehow, as though he shouldn't have. He couldn't put his finger on just what worried
him, but something did. He decided to walk home ingtead of taking the bus.

Pollux was afixed gtar. It couldn't have moved atenth of a second in twenty-four hours.

"Let's see—thirty-two light years.” Roger sad to him-sdf. "Tenth of a second. Why, that would be
movement severa times fagter than the speed of light. Which is posi-tively slly!™

Waan'tit?

He didn't fed much like studying or reading tonight. Was three dollars enough to take out ElS€?

Thethree bdls of a pawnshop loomed ahead, and Roger succumbed to temptation. He pawned his
waich and then phoned Else "Dinner and a show?"

"Why certainly, Roger."

So until he took her home at one-thirty, he managed to forget astronomy. Nothing odd about that. It
would have been strange if he had managed to remember it.

But hisfeding of restlessness came back as soon as heleft her. At firg, he didn't remember why. He
knew merely that he didn't fed quite like going home yet.

The corner tavern was dill open, and he dropped in for a drink. He was having his second one when
he remembered. He ordered a third.

"Hank,” he said to the bartender. "Y ou know Pollux?

"Pallux who?" asked Hank.

"Skip it sad Roger. He had another drink and thought it over. Yes, heéd made a migtake
somewhere. Pallux couldn't have moved.

He went outside and started to wak home. He was dmost there when it occurred to him look up at
Pollux. Not that, with the naked eye, he could detect a displace-ment of a tenth of a second, but he fdt
curious.

He looked up, alocated himsdf by the sckle of Leo, and then found Gemini—Castor and Pollux
were the only stars in Gamini visble, for it wasn't a particularly good night for seeing. They were there,
dl right, but he thought they looked a little farther apart than usud. Ab-surd, because that would be a
meatter of degrees, not minutes or seconds.

He stared a them for a while and then looked across at the Dipper. Then he stopped waking and
stood there. He closed his eyes and opened them again, carefully.

The Dipper just didn't look right. It was distorted. There seemed to be more space between Alicth
and Mizar, in the handle than between Mizar and Alkaid. Phecda and Merak, in the bottom of the
Dipper, were closer together, making the angle between the bottom and the lip steeper. Quite a bit
Steeper.

Unbdievingly, he ran an imaginary line from the pointers, Merak and Dubhe, to the North Star. The
line curved. It had to. If heran it draight, it missed Polaris by maybe five degrees.

Bregthing a bit hard, Roger took off his glasses and polished them very carefully with his
handkerchief. He put them back on again, and the Dipper was dill crooked. So was Leo when he
looked back to it. At any rate, Regulus wasn't where it should be by a degree or two. A degree or two!
At the distance of Regulus. Was it Sxty-five light years? Something like thet.

Then, in time to save his sanity, Roger remembered that held been drinking. He went home without
daring to look upward again. He went to bed but he couldn't deep.



He didn't fed drunk. He grew more excited, wide awake.

Roger wondered if he dared phone the observatory. Would he sound drunk over the phone? The
devil with whether he sounded drunk or not, he findly decided. He went to the telephonein his pgjameas.

"Sorry," sad the operator.

"What d'ya mean, sorry?'

" cannot give you that number," said the operator in dulcet tones. And then, "l am sorry. We do not
have that information.”

He got the chief operator and the information. Cole Observatory had been so deluged with cdls from
amaeur astronomers that they had found it necessary to request the telephone company to discontinue
dl incoming cdls save long distance ones from other observatories.

"Thanks,” said Roger. "Will you get me a cab?

It was an unusud request but the chief operator obliged and got him a cab.

He found the Cole Observatory in a state ressembling a madhouse.

The following morning most newspapers carried the news. Most of them gave it two or three inches
on an indde page but the facts were there.

The facts were that a number of stars, in generd the brightest ones, within the past forty-eight hours
hed de-vel oped naticeable proper motions.

"This does not imply,” quipped the New York Spotlight, "that ther mations have been in any way
improper in the "past. “Proper motion' to an astronomer means the movement of a star across the face of
the sky with rdation to other stars. Hitherto, a star named '‘Barnard's Star' in the congdlation
Ophiuchus has exhibited the greatest proper mation of any known star, moving a the rate of ten and a
quarter seconds a year. ‘Barnard's Star' is not vishle to the naked eye"

Probably no astronomer on earth dept that day.

The observatories locked ther doors, with their ful saffs on the indde, and admitted no one, except
occa-sional newspaper reporters who stayed a while and went away with puzzled faces, convinced at
last that something strange was happening.

Blink-microscopes blinked, and so did astronomers. Coffee was consumed in prodigious quantities.
Police riot squads were cdled to Sx United States observatories. Two of these cdls were occasioned
by attempts to break in on the part of frantic amateurs without. The other four were summoned to quell
fig-fights developing out of arguments within the observatories themsdves. The office of Lick
Observatory was a shambles, and James Truwell, Astronomer Royd of England, was sent to London
Hogpital with amild concussion, the result of having a heavy photographic plate smashed over his head
by an irate subordinate.

But these incidents were exceptions. The observatories, in generd, were well-ordered madhouses.

The center of atention in the more enterprisng ones was the loudspeaker in which reports from the
Eastern Hemisphere could be relayed to the inmates. Practicaly al observatories kept open wires to the
night Sde of earth, where the phenomena were dill under scrutiny.

Agtronomers under the night skies of Singapore, Shang-hai, and Sydney did ther observing, as it
were, directly into the business end of a long-distance telephone hook-up.

Paticularly of interest were reports from Sydney and Medbourne, whence came reports on the
southern skies not visble—even at night—from Europe or the United States. The Southern Cross was,
by these reports, a cross no longer, its Alpha and Beta beng shifted northward. Alpha and Beta
Centauri, Canopus and Achernar, dlshowed considerable proper motion—all, generdly speak-ing,
northward. Triangulum Amtrak and the Magellanic Clouds-were undisturbed. Sigma Octanis, the weak
pole gtar, had not moved.

Disturbance of the southern sky, then, was much less than in the northern one, in point of the number
of stars displaced. However, relative proper mation of the stars which were disturbed was gresater.
While the generd direction of movement of the few stars which did move was northward, ther paths
were not directly north, nor did they converge upon any exact point in space.

United States and European astronomers digested these facts and drank more coffee.



EVENING papers, paticularly in America, showed gregter awareness that something indeed unusud
was hgppening in the skies. Most of them moved the story to the front page—but not the banner
headlines—gjiving it a haf-col-umn with a runover that was long or short, depending upon the editor's
luck in obtaining quotable statements from astronomers.

The statements, when obtained, were invariably state-ments of fact and not of opinion. The facts
themsdlves, said these gentlemen, were suffidently sartling, and opinions would be premature. "'Wait and
see. Whatever was happening was hgppening fad.

"How fast?' asked an editor.

"Faster than possble™ was the reply.

Perhaps it is unfar to say tha no editor procured ex-pressons of opinion thus early. Charles
Wangren, enterprising editor of The Chicago Blade, spent a amdl fortune in long-distance telephone
cdls Out of possbly sxty attempts, he findly reached the chief astronomers at five observatories. He
asked each of them the same question.

"What, in your opinion, is a possible cause, any pos-sible cause, of the sdlar movements of the last
night or two?

He tabulated the results.

"l wish | knew.'—Geo. F. Stubbs, Tripp Observatory, Long Idand.

"Somebody or something is crazy, and | hope it's me— mean |."—Henry Colliger McAdams,
Lloyd Observa-tory, Boston.

"What's happening is impossble. There can't be any cause.’'—Letton Tischaucr Tinney, Burgoyne
Observa-tory, Albuquerque.

“I'm looking for an expert on astrology. Know one?'—Patrick R. Whitaker, Lucas Observatory,
Vermont.

"It'sdl wacky!"—Giles Mahew Frazier, Grant Ob-servatory, Richmond.

Sadly sudying this tabulation, which had cost him $187.35, induding tax, to obtain, Editor \Wangren
signed a voucher to cover the long distance cdls and then dropped his tabulation into the wastebasket.
He tele-phoned hisregular space-rates writer on scientific sub-jects.

"Can you give me a series of articles—two-three thousand words each—on dl this astronomica
excitement?

"Sure,” said the writer. "But what excitement?' It trangpired that held just got back from a fishing trip
and had neither read a newspaper nor happened to look up at the sky. But he wrote the articles. He
even got sex gpped into them through illudraions by udng ancient dar-charts, showing the
congdlations in deshabille, by reproducing certain famous paintings, such as "The Origin of the Milky
Way," and by usng a photograph of agirl in a bathing suit Sghting a hand telescope, presumably a one
of the errant stars. Circulation of The Chicago Blade increased by 21.7 percent.

It was five o'clock again in the office of the Cole Ob-servatory, just twenty-four and a quarter hours
after the beginning of dl the commotion. Roger Phlutter—yes, were back to him again—woke up
suddenly when a hand was placed on his shoulder.

"Go on home, Roger,” said Mervin Armbruster, his boss, in akindly tone.

Roger sat up suddenly.

‘But, Mr. Armbruster,” he said, 'I'msorry | fdl adeep.

'‘Bosh,” said Armbruster. "You can't stay here forever, none of us can. Go on home."

Roger Phlutter went home. But when held taken a bath, he fdt more restless than deepy. It was only
gx-fifteen. He phoned Else.

“I'm awfully sorry, Roger, but | have another date. What's going on, Roger? The stars, | mean.”

"Gosh, Else—they're moving. Nobody knows.”

"But | thought dl the stars moved,” Else protested. "The sun's a gtar, ignt it? Once you told me the
un was moving toward a point in Samson.”

"Hercules”



"Hercules, then. Since you said dl the stars were mov-ing, what is everybody getting excited about?

"Thisis different,” said Roger. "Take Canopus. It's started moving at the rate of seven light years a
day. It can't do that.”

"Why not?'

"Because,” said Roger patiently, 'nothing can move faster than light.”

"But if it is moving that fadt, then it can,” said Else "Or dse maybe your telescope is wrong or
something. Anyway, it's pretty far off, isn't it?"

"A hundred and sixty light years. So far away that we see it a hundred and Sixty years ago.”

"Then maybe it isnt moving a dl,” said Else. '| mean, maybe it quit moving a hundred and fifty years
ago and you're getting dl excited about something that doesn't matter any more because it'sdl over with.
Sill love me?’

"l sure do, honey. Can't you break that date?

"'Fraid not, Roger. But | wish | could.”

He had to be content with that. He decided to walk uptown to eat.

It was early evening, and too early to see stars over-head, dthough the clear blue sky was darkening.
When the stars did come out tonight, Roger knew few of the congtellations would be recognizable.

As he walked, he thought over Else's comments and decided that they were as intdligent as anything
hed heard a the Cole Observatory. In one way, they'd brought out one angle held never thought of
before, and that made it more incomprehengble.

All these movements had started the same evening—yet they hadnt. Centauri mugt have started
moving four years or S0 ago, and Rigd five hundred and forty years ago when Christopher Columbus
was dill in short pants, if any, and Vega mus have started acting up the year he —Roger, not
Vega—was born, twenty-9x years ago. Each star out of the hundreds must have started on a date in
exact rddion to its distance from Earth. Exact reation, to a light-second, for check-ups of dl the
photographic plates taken night before last indicated that dl the new gelar movements had started at
four-ten am., Greenwich time. What a mess

Unless this meant that light, after dl, had infinite velocity.

If it didn't have—and it is symptometic of Roger's per-plexity that he could postulate that incredible “if
"—then -then what? Things were just as puzzing as before.

Mostly he fdt outraged that such events should be happening.

He went into a restaurant and sat down. A radio was blaring out the latest composition in dissarythm,
the new quarter-tone dance music in which chorded woodwinds provided background patterns for the
med melodies pounded on tuned tomtoms. Between each number and the next a frenetic announcer
extolled the virtues of a product.

Munching a sandwich, Roger listened appreciatively to the dissarhythm and managed not to hear the
commer-cids. Mogt intdligent people of the ningties had developed a type of radio deafhess which
enabled them not to hear a human voice coming from a loudspeaker, dthough they could hear and enjoy
the then infrequent intervas of music between announcements. In an age when adver-tising competition
was S0 keen that there was scarcely a bare wdl or an unbillboarded lot within miles of a population
center, discriminating people could retain norma outlooks on life only by carefully-cultivated partid
blindness and partid deafness which enabled them to ignore the bulk of that concerted assault upon their
Senses.

For that reason a good part of the newscast which fol-lowed the dissarhythm program went, as it
were, into one of Roger's ears and out the other before it occurred to him that he was not ligening to a
panegyric on patent breskfast foods.

He thought he recognized the voice, and after a sent-ence or two he was sure that it was that of
Milton Hae, the eminent physcist whose new theory on the principle of indeterminancy had recently
occasioned so much scientific controversy. Apparently, Dr. Hae was being interviewed by a radio
announcer.

".. . aheavenly body, therefore, may have pogtion or velocity, but it may not be said to have both at



the same time, with relation to any given space-time frame.”

"Dr. Hale, can you put tha into common everyday language? sad the syrupy-smooth voice of the
interviewer.

"That is common language, Sr. Scentificaly expressed, in terms of the Heisenberg contraction
principle, then n to the seventh power in parentheses, representing the pseudo-position of a Diedrich
quantum-integer in relation to the seventh coefficient of curvature of mass—"

"Thank you, Dr. Hale, but | fear you are just a bit over the heads of our ligeners.”

And your own head, thought Roger Phlutter.

"I am sure, Dr. Hde, that the question of greatest interest to our audience is whether these
unprecedented gdlar movements are red or illusory.”

"Both. They are red with reference to the frame of space but not with reference to the frame of
gpace-time.” "Can you daify that, Doctor?’

‘I believe | can. The difficulty is purdy episgemologicd. In drict causdity, the impact of the
macroscopic—The dithy roves did gyre and gimblein the wabe, thought Roger Phiutter.

"—upon the pardldism of the entropy-gradient.”

"Bahl” said Roger doud.

"Did you say something, Sr?" asked the waitress. Roger noticed her for the firg time. She was amdl
and blonde and cuddly. Roger amiled &t her.

"That depends upon the space-time frame from which one regardsiit,” he said judicaly. "The difficulty
is epistemologica.”

To make up for that, he tipped her more than he should and | ft.

The world's most eminent physicis, he redized, knew less of what was hgppening than did the
generd public. The public knew that the fixed stars were moving or that they weren't. Obvioudy, Dr.
Hde didn't even know that. Under a smoke-screen of qudifications, Hae had hinted that they were
doing both.

Roger looked upward but only afew stars, faint in the early evening, were vishble through the hdation
of the myriad neon and spiegd-light Sgns. Too early yet, he decided.

He had one drink a a nearby bar, hut it didn't taste quite right to him so he didn't finish it. He hadn't
redized what was wrong but he was punch-drunk from lack of deep. He merdy knew that he wasn't
deepy any more and intended to keep on waking until he fet like going to bed. Anyone hitting him over
the head with a well-padded blackjack would have been doing hm asgnd service, but no one took the
trouble.

He kept on waking and, after awhile, turned into the brilliantly lighted lobby of a cineplus theater. He
bought a ticket and took his seat just in time to sec the gicky end of one of the three feature pictures.
Followed severd advertisements which he managed to look at without seeing.

"We bring you next,” said the screen, "a specid vis-cast of the night sky of London, where it is now
three o'clock in the morning.’

The screen went black, with hundreds of tiny dots that were stars. Roger leaned forward to watch
and ligen carefully—this would be a broadcast and visicast of facts, not of verbose nothingness.

"The arrow,” said the screen, as an arrow appeared upon it, "is now pointing to Polaris, the pole S,
which is now ten degrees from the cdedtiad pole in the direction of Ursa Mgjor. Ursa Mgor itsdf, the
Big Dipper, isno longer recognizable as a dipper, but the arrow will now point to the stars that formerly
composed it."

Roger breathlesdy followed the arrow and the voice.

"Alkaid and Dubhe,” sad the voice. "The fixed stars are no longer fixed, but—" the picture changed
abruptly to a scene in a modern kitchen—"the qudities and excd-lences of Stdlar's Stoves do not
change. Foods cooked by the superinduced vibratory method taste as good as ever. Stdlar Stoves are
unexcdled.”

Leisurdy, Roger Phiutter stood up and made his way out into the aide. He took his pen-knife from
his pocket as he walked toward the screen. One easy jump took him up onto the low stage. His dashes
into the fabric were not angry ones. They were careful, methodica cuts and intdligently designed to



accomplish a maximum of damage with aminimum of expenditure of effort.

The damage was done, and thoroughly, by the time three strong ushers gathered him in. He offered
no resist-ance ether to them or to the police to whom they gave him. In night court, an hour later, he
ligened quietly to the charges againgt him.

"Guilty or not guilty?" asked the presding magidrate.

"Your Honor, thet is purdly a question of episemology,” said Roger earnestly. "The fixed stars move,
but Corny Toastys, the world's greatest breakfast food, dill represents the peudo-position of a Diedrich
quantum-
integer in relation to the seventh coefficient of curvature!” Ten minutes later, he was degping soundly. In a
cdl, it is true, but soundly nonetheess. Soundlessly, too, for the cdl was padded. The police left hm
there because they redlized he needed deep... .

Among other minor tragedies of that night can be induded the case of the schooner Ransagansett,
off the coast of Cdifornia Wl off the coast of Cdifornial A sudden squdl had blown her miles off
course, how many miles the skipper could only guess.

The Ransagansett was an American vessd, with a Ger-man crew, under Venezudan regidry,
engaged in running booze from Ensenada, Bgja Cdifornia, up the coast to Canada, then in the throes of
aprohibition experiment. The Ransagansett was an ancient craft with foul engines and an untrustworthy
compass. During the two days of the storm, her outdated radio receiver—vintage of 1975—had gone
haywire beyond the ability of Gross, the firs mate, to repair.

But now only amig remained of the storm, and the remaining shreds of wind were blowing it away.
Hans Gross, holding an ancient astrolabe, stood on the dock, waiting. About him was utter darkness, for
the ship was running without lights to avoid the coastd patrols.

"She dearing, Migter Gross?' cdled the voice of the captain from below.

"Aye, gr. |dt iss Blearing rabbidly.”

In the cabin, Captain Randdl went back to his game of blackjack with the second mate and the
engineer. The crew—an ddely German named Weiss, with a wooden leg—was adeep abaft the
scuittlebutt—wherever that may have been.

A hdf hour went by. An hour, and the captain was losng heavily to the engineer.

"Miger Grossl" he called out.

There wasn't any answer, and he called again and il obtained no response.

"Jug a minute, man fine feathered friends™ he said to the second mate and engineer and went up the
com-panionway to the deck.

Gross was sanding there, staring upward with his mouth open. The mists were gone.

‘Mider Gross," sad Captain Randdl.

Thefirg mate didn't answer. The cgptain saw that his firs mate was revolving dowly where he stood.

"Hand" said Captain Randdl. "Whet the devil's wrong with you? Then he, too, looked up.

Supaficdly the sky looked perfectly normd. No angds flying around, no sound of arplane motors.
The Dipper—Captain Randd| turned around dowly, but more rgpidly than Hans Gross. Where was the
Big Dipper?

For that matter, where was anything? There wasn't a condelaion anywhere that he could recognize.
No sckle of Leo. No bet of Orion. No horns of Taurus.

Worse, there was a group of eight bright stars that ought to have been a congdlation, for they were
shaped roughly like an octagon. Yet if such a congdlation had ever existed, hed never seen it, for hed
been around the Horn and Good Hope. Maybe at that—»but no, there wasn't any Southern Cross!

Dazedly, Captain Randdl waked to the companionway. "Mistress Weisskopf,” he cdled. "Miger
Helmgtadt. Come on deck.”

They came and looked. Nobody said anything for quite awhile

"Shut off the engines, Mister Hemstadt,” said the captain. Hemstadt saluted—the firg time he ever
had—and went below.

"Captain, shdl | wake opp Feiss? asked Weisskopf.

"What for?'



" don't know."

The captain consdered. "Wake hm up,” he said.

| think ve are on der blanet Mars" said Gross.

But the captain had thought of that and had rejected it.

‘No," he sad firmly. "From any planet in the solar system the congtellations would look gpproximeately
the same.”

"You mean ve are oudt of de cosmos?"

The throb of the engines suddenly ceased, and there was only the soft familiar lapping of the waves
agang the hull and the gentle familiar rocking of the boat.

Weisskopf returned with Welss, and Hematadt came on deck and sdluted again.

"Vell, Captan?'

Captain Randdl waved a hand to the after deck, piled high with cases of liquor under a canvas
tarpaulin. "Break out the cargo,” he ordered.

The blackjack game was not resumed. At dawn, under a sun they had never expected to see
again—and, for tha matter, certainly were not seeing a the moment—the five unconscious men were
moved from the ship to the Port of San Francisco Jal by members of the coast patrol. During the night
the Rarnsagansett had drifted through the Golden Gate and bumped gently into the dock of the
Berkdey ferry.

In tow at the stern of the schooner was a big canvas tarpaulin. It was trandfixed by a harpoon whose
rope was firmly tied to the aftermast. Its presence there was never explained officaly, dthough days
later Captain Randal had vague recollection of having harpooned a sperm whae during the night. But
the dderly able-bodied seaman named Weiss never did find out what happened to his wooden leg,
which is perhaps just as well.

MILTON HALE, PH.D., eminent physicis, had finished broadcasting and the program was off the
ar.

"Thank you very much, Dr. Hae,” sad the radio an-nouncer. The ydlow light went on and stayed.
The mike was dead. "Uh—your check will be waiting for you at the window. Y ou—uh—know where."

"I know where" said the physicig. He was a rotund, jolly-looking litle man. With his busy white
beard he resembled a pocket edition of Santa Claus. His eyes winkled, and he smoked a short stubby
pIpe.

He left the sound-proof studio and waked briskly Sown the hdl to the cashier's window. "Helo,
sweet-heart," he said to the girl on duty there. "I think you have two checks for Dr. Hde."

"You are Dr. Hde?'

"l sometimes wonder,” said the little man. "‘But | carry identification that seems to prove it.”

"Two checks?'

"Two checks. Both for the same broadcast, by specid arrangement. By the wav, there is an excdlent
revue at the Mabry Theater this evening.”

"Isthere? Yes, here are your checks, Dr. Hae. One for seventy-five and one for twenty-five. Is that
correct?’

"Graifyingly correct. Now about thet revue at the Mabry?”

'If you wish, I'll cal my husband and ask him about it,” said the girl. "He's the doorman over there.”

Dr. Hde sghed deeply, but his eyes il twinkled. I think hell agree” he said. "Here are the tickets,
my dear, and you can take him. | find that | have work to do this evening.”

The girl's eyes widened, but she took the rickets.

Dr. Hale went into the phone booth and called hishome. His home, and Dr. Hale, were both run by
hiselder sgter. "Agatha, | mus remain at the office this evening,” he said.

"Milton, you know that you can work just as wel in your study here at home. | heard your broadcast,
Milton. It was wonderful.”



"It was sheer balderdash, Agatha. Utter rot. What did | say?"

"Why, you said that—uh—that the stars were—I mean, you were not—"

"Exactly, Agatha. My idea was to avert panic on the part of the populace. If 1'd told them the truth,
they'd have worried. But by beng smug and scietific, | let them get the idea that everything
was—uh—under control. Do you know, Agaha, wha | mean by the padldian of an
entropy-gradient?’

"Why—not exactly.”

‘Nether did I."

"Milton, tdl me, have you been drinking?'

"Not y— No, | havent. | redly can't come home to work this evening, Agatha, I'm usng my sudy at
the universty, because | mus have access to the library there, for reference. And the tarcharts.”

‘But, Milton, how about that money for your broadcast? You know it isnt safe for you to have
money in your pocket, especidly when you're feding like this”

"It it money, Agatha It's a check, and I'll mall it to you before | go to the office. | won't cash it
mysdf. How's that?"

"Wdl—if you must have access to the library, | suppose you must. Good-by, Milton.”

Dr. Hde went across the street to the drug store. There he bought a sslamp and envelope and cashed
the twenty-five dollar check. The saventy-five dollar one he put into the envelope and mailed.

Sanding beside the mailbox, he glanced up at the early evening sky—shuddered, and hedtily lowered
his eyes. He took the straightest possible line for the nearest double Scotch.

"Y'ant beeninfor along time, Dr. Hae,” said Mike, the bartender.

"Thet | havent, Mike. Pour me another.”

"Sure. On the house, thistime. We had your broadcast tuned in on the radio just now. It was swell.”

Ves'

"It sure was. | was kind of worried what was happening up there, with my son an aviator and al. But
aslong as you scientific guys know whet itsal about, | guessitsdl right. That was sure a good speech,
Doc. But there's one question 1'd like to ask you."

'l was afraid of that,” said Dr. Hae.

"These stars. They're moving, going somewhere. But where are they going? | mean, like you said, if
they are.”

"Therés no way of tdling that, exactly, Mike."

"Aren't they moving in a sraight line, each one of them?’

For just amoment the celebrated scientist hesitated.

"Wdl—yes and no, Mike. According to spectroscopic andyss, they re mantaining the same distance
from us, each one of them. So they're redly moving—if they're moving—in circles around us. But the
ardes are draight, asit were. | mean, it seems tha were in the center of those circles, so the stars that
are moving aren't coming closer to us or receding.”

"You could draw linesfor those circles?

'On astar-globe, yes. It's been done. They dl seem to be heading for a certain area of the sky, but
not for a given point. They don't intersect.”

"What part of the ky they going to?

"Approximatdy between Ursa Mgor and Leo, Mike. The ones fathest from there are moving
fastest, the ones nearest are moving dower. But darn you, Mike, | came in here to forget about stars,
not to talk about them. Give me another.”

‘Inaminute, Doc. When they get there, are they going to stop or keep on going?'

"How the devil do | know, Mike? They started sud-denly, dl at the some time, and with full origind
velo-city-l mean, they started out at the same speed they're going now—uwithout warming up, so to
speak—so | suppose they could stop as unexpectedly.”

He stopped just as suddenly as the stars might. He stared at his reflection in the mirror back of the
bar as though held never seen it before.



"What's the matter Doc?"

"Mike!"

"Yes, Doc?'

"Mikeyoure agenius”

"Me?Youre kidding."

Dr. Hde groaned. "Mike, I'm going to have to go to the universty to work this out. So | can have
access to the library and the star-globe there. Y ou're making an honest man out of me, Mike. Whatever
kind of Scotch thisis, wrap me up a bottle.”

‘Its Tatan Plad. A quart?’

"A quart, and make it snappy. I've got to see a man about a dog-dtar.”

"Serious, Doc?

Dr. Hade sghed audibly. "You brought that on yoursdf, Mike, Yes, the dog-star is Sirius. | wish I'd
never comein here, Mike. My firg night out in weeks, and you ruin it.’

He took a cab to the universty, let himsdf in, and turned on the lights in his private sudy and in the
library. Then he took a good 4iff dug of Tartan Plaid and went to work.

Firg, by tdling the chief operator who he was and arguing a hit, he got a telephone connection with
the chief astronomer of Cole Observatory.

"Thisis Hae, Armbrudter,” he said. "I've got an idea, but | want to check my facts before | start to
work on it. Last information | had, there were four hundred and sixty-eight stars exhibiting new proper
moation. Is that dill correct?

"Yes, Milton. The same ones are dill at it, and no others.”

"Good. | have alig, then. Has there been any change in speed of mation of any of them?

"No. Impossible asit seems, it's constant. Wheat is your idea?"

‘| want to check my theory fird. If it works out into anything, I'll cal you.” But he forgot to.

It was along, painful job. Firgt, he made a chart of the heavens in the area between Ursa Mgor and
Leo. Across tha chart he drew four hundred and sxty-eight lines representing the projected path of
eech of the aberrant stars. At the border of the chart, where each line entered, he made a notation of the
apparent velocity of the star—mnot in light years per hour—but in degrees per hour, to thefifth decimd.

Then he did some reasoning.

"Pogtulate that the motion which began smultaneocudy will end smultaneoudy,” he told himsdlf. "Try a
guess a the time. Let's try ten o'clock tomorrow evening.”

He tried it and looked at the series of positions indi-cated upon the chart. No.

Try one o'clock in the morning. It looked amogt like —sense!

Try midnight.

That did it. At any rate, it was close enough. The cdculation could be only a few minutes off one way
or the other, and there was no point now in working out the exact time. Now that he knew the incredible
fact.

He took another drink and stared at the chart grimly.

A trip into the library gave Dr. Hale the further information he needed. The address!

Thus began the saga of Dr. Hale's journey. A usdess journey, it istrue, but one that should rank with
the trip of the message to Garcia

He started it with a drink. Then, knowing the combin-ation, he rifled the safe in the office of the
president of the university. The note he l€ft in the safe was a master-piece of brevity. It reed:

TAKING MONEY. EXPLAIN LATER

Then he took another drink and put the bottle in his pocket. He went outside and hailed a taxicab. He
got in. "Where to, Sr?" asked the cabby.

Dr. Hde gave an address.

"Fremont Street?" said the cabby. "Sorry, sr, but | don't know where that is.”



'In Boston," said Dr. Hde. 'l should have told you, in Boston.”

"Boston? Y ou mean Boston, Massachusetts? That's along way from here.”

"Therefore, we better start right away,” said Dr. Hale reasonably. A brief finandd discusson and the
passing of money, borrowed from the universty safe, set the driver's mind at rest, and they started.

It was a hitter cold night, for March, and the heater in the cab didnt work any too well. But the
Tartan Plaid worked superlatively for both Dr. Hae and the cabby, and by the time they reached New
Haven, they were Snging old-time songs ludtily.

"Off we go, into the wide, wild yonder ..." their voices roared.

It is regrettably reported, but possibly untrue that, in Hartford, Dr. Hde leered out of the window a a
young woman waiting for a late streetcar and asked her if she wanted to go to Boston. Apparently,
however, she didnt, for at five o'clock in the morning, when the cab drew up in front of 614 Fremont
Street, Boston, only Dr. Hde and the driver were in the cab.

Dr. Hale got out and looked at the house. It was a millionairés mangon, and it was surrounded by a
high iron fence with barbed wire on top of it. The gate in the fence was locked, and there was no bdl
button to push.

But the house was only a stone's throw from the sdewalk, and Dr. Hae was not to be deterred. He
threw a stone. Then another. Findly he succeeded in smashing a window.

After a brief interva, aman appeared in the window. A butler, Dr. Hale decided.

“I'm Dr. Milton Hae" he cdled out. 'l want to see Rutherford R. Sniveley, right away. It's important.”

"Mr. Sniveley isnot a home, Sr," sad the butler. "And about that window—"

"The devil with the window," shouted Dr. Hae. "Where is Snivdey?'

"On afighing trip."

‘Where?

'| have orders not to give that information.”

Dr. Hde was jud a little drunk, perhaps. "Youll give it just the same" he roared. "By orders of the
Presdent of the United States!”

The butler laughed. "'l don't see him."

"Youwill," said Hae.

He got back in the cab. The driver had falen adeep, but Hade shook him awake.

"The White House" said Dr. Hde.

"I-huh?"

"The White House, in Washington,” said Dr. Hale. "And hurry!” He pulled a hundred-dollar bill from
his pocket. The cabby looked at it, and groaned. Then he put the bill into his pocket and started the cab.

A light snow was beginning to fall.

Asthe cab drove off, Rutherford R. Sniveley, grinning, stepped back from the window. Mr. Sniveey
hed no butler.

If Dr. Hale had been more familiar with the peculiari-ties of the eccentric Mr. Snivdey, he would
have known Snivdey kept no servants in the place overnight but lived done in the big house a 614
Fremont Street. Each morning at ten o'clock, a smdl amy of servants descended upon the house, did
their work as rapidly as possible, and were required to depart before the witching hour of noon. Asde
from these two hours of every day, Mr. Snivdey lived in solitary splendor. He had few, if any, socid
contacts.

Adde from the few hours a day he spent adminigering his vast interests as one of the country's
leeding manufac-turers, Mr. Sniveley's time was his own, and he spent practicaly dl of it in his
workshop, making gadgets.

Snivdey had an ashtray which would hand him a lighted cigar any time he spoke sharply to it, and a
radio recaver so ddicatdly adjusted that it would cut in auto-maticaly on Sniveley-sponsored programs
and shut off agan when they were finished. He had a bathtub that provided a ful orchestra
accompaniment to his anging therein, and he had a machine which would read doud to him from any
book which he placed in its hopper.



Hislife may have been alondy one, but it was not without such materid comforts. Eccentric, yes, but
Mr. Shiveley could afford to be eccentric with a net income of four million dollars a year. Not had for a
mean whod started life as the son of a shipping clerk.

Mr. Snivdley chuckled as he watched the taxi drive away, and then he went back to bed and to the
deep of thejudt.

"So somebody has figured things out nineteen hours ahead of time" he thought. "Well, a lot of good it
will do them!”

There wasn't any law to punish him for what he'd done.

Bookstores did a land-office busness that day in books on astronomy. The public, apathetic at fird,
was deeply interested now. Even ancient and musty volumes Newton's Principia sold a premium
prices.

The ether blared with comment upon the new wonder of the skies. Little of the comment was
professond, or even intdligent, for most astronomers were adeep that day. They'd managed to day
awake for the fird forty-eight hours from the start of the phenomena, but the third day found them worn
out mentaly and physicdly and indined to let the gtars take care of themsdves while they—the
asironomers, not the stars—caught up on deep.

Staggering offers from the telecast and broadcast studios enticed a few of them to attempt lectures,
but their efforts were dreary things, better forgotten. Dr. Carver Blake, broadcasting from KNB, fdl
soundly adeep between a perigee and an apogee.

Physicigs were dso greatly in demand. The most eminent of them dl, however, was sought in vain.
The solitary due to Dr. Milton Hal€e's disappearance, the brief note, "Taking money. Explan later, Hae"
wasn't much of a help. His Sster Agatha feared the wordt.

For thefirg timein history, astronomica news made banner headlines in the newspapers.

V:

Show had started early that morning aong the northern Atlantic seaboard and now it was growing
Seadily worse. Just outsde Waterbury, Connecticult, the driver of Dr. Hal€e's cab began to weaken.

It wasn't human, he thought, for aman to be expected to drive to Boston and then, without stopping,
from Boston to Washington. Not even for a hundred dollars.

Not in a storm like this. Why, he could see only a dozen yards ahead through the driving snow, even
when he could manage to keep his eyes open. His fare was dumber-ing soundly in the back seat.
Maybe he could get away with stopping here dong the road, for an hour, to catch some deep. Jugt an
hour. His fare wouldn't ever know the difference. The guy must be loony, he thought, or why hadn't he
taken aplane or atran?

Dr. Hde would have, of course, if hed thought of it. But he wasn't used to traveding and besides,
thered been the Tartan Plaid. A taxi had seemed the easiest way to get anywhere—no worrying about
tickets and connections and stations. Money was no object, and the plad condi-tion of his mind had
caused him to overlook the humean factor involved in an extended journey by taxi.

When he awoke, dmog frozen, in the parked taxi, that human factor dawned upon him. The driver
was so sound adeep that no amount of shaking could arouse him. Dr. Hale's watch had stopped, so he
hed no idea where he was or what time it was.

Unfortunatdly, too, he didn't know how to drive a car. He took a quick drink to keep from freezing
and then got out of the cab, and as he did so, a car stopped.

It was a policeman—what is more it was a policeman in amillion.

Ydling over the roar of the slorm, Hale halled him. "I'm Dr. Hae" he shouted. "We're logt, where am
|7

"Get in here before you freeze" ordered the policeman. "Do you mean Dr. Milton Hae, by any
chance?

"Ves"

‘I've read dl your books, Dr. Hde" sad the policeman. "Physics is my hobby, and I've dways
wanted to meet you. | want to ask you about the revised vaue of the quantum.”



"Thisislife or death," said Dr. Hde. "Can you take me to the nearest airport, quick:"

"Of course, Dr. Hde"

"And look—there'sa driver in that cab, and helll freeze to degth unlesswe send ad.”

"'l put him in the back seat of my car and then run the cab off the road. Well take care of deails
later.”

"Hurry, plesse.”

The obliging policeman hurried. He got in and started the car.

"About the revised quantum vaue, Dr. Hale" he be-gan, then stopped talking.

Dr. Hde was sound adeep. The policeman drove to Waterbury Airport, one of the largest in the
world snce the population shift from New York City in the 1960s and 70s had given it a centrd
position. In front of the ticket office, he gently awakened Dr. Hae.

"Thisisthe airport, Sr,” he said.

Even as he spoke, Dr. Hde was legping out of the car and sumbling into the building, ydling,
"Thanks" over his shoulder and nearly fdling down in doing so.

The warm-up roaring of the motors of a superstrato-liner out on the fied lent wings to his heds as he
dashed for the ticket window.

"What planesthat? he yeled.

"Washington Specid, due out in one minute. But | don't think you can make it.

Dr. Hde dapped a hundred-dollar bill on the ledge. "Ticket," he gasped. "Keep change.”

He grabbed the ticket and ran, getting into the plane just as the doors were being closed. Panting, he
fdl into a seat, the ticket ill clutched in his hand. He was sound asleep before the hostess strapped him
infor the blind take-off.

An hour later, the hostess awakened him. The pas-sengers were disembarking.

Dr. Hde rushed out of the plane and ran across the fidd to the airport building. A big clock told him
that it was nine o'clock, and he fdt elated as he ran for the door marked "Taxis" He got into the nearest
one.

"White House," he told the driver. "How longll it take?"

“Ten minutes.”

Dr. Hde gave aggh of rdief and sank back againg the cushions. He didn't go back to deep thistime.
He was wide awake now. But he closed his eyes to think out the words heéld use in explaining matters...

"Hereyou are, gr.”

Dr. Hde gave adgh of rdief and sank back againg the cab into the building. It didn't look as he had
expected it to look. But there was a desk, and heran up to it.

"l've got to see the President, quick. It'svitd."

The clerk frowned. "The President of what?

Dr. Hal€e's eyes went wide. "The President of wh—say, what building is this? And what town?"

The clerk'sfrown deepened. "Thisis the White House Hotdl," he said. "Sesttle, Washington.”

Dr. Hde fainted. He woke up in a hospita three hours later. It was then midnight, Pacific Time, which
meant it was three o'clock in the morning on the Eastern seaboard. It had, in fact, been midnight aready
in Washington, D.C., and in Boston, when he had been leaving the Wash-ington Specid in Sesttle.

Dr. Hae rushed to the window and shook hisfigs, both of them, a the sky. A futile gesture.

Back in the East, however, the sorm had stopped by twilight, leaving a light mist in the air. The
star-conscious public had thereupon deluged the weather bureaus with telephoned requests about the
persstence of the mis.

"A breeze off the ocean is expected,” they were told. "It is blowing now, in fact, and within an hour or
two will have cleared off the light fog."

By devenfifteen the skies of Boston were clear.

Untold thousands braved the bitter cold and stood staring upward at the unfolding pageant of the no
-longer-eternd gtars. It dmost looked as though—an incredible development had occurred.

And then, gradudly, the murmur grew. By a quarter to twelve, the thing was certain, and the murmur



hushed and then grew louder than ever, waxing toward midnight. Different people reacted differently, of
course, as might be expected. There was laushter as wel as indignation, cyni-cad amusement as wel as
shocked horror. There was even admiration.

Soon, in certain parts of the city, a concerted move-ment on the part of those who knew an address
on Fre-mont Street began to take place. Movement afoot and in cars and public vehicles, converging.

At five minutes of twelve, Rutherford R. Sniveley sat waiting within his house. He was denying himsdlf
the pleasure of looking urtil, at the last moment, the thing was complete.

It was going well. The gathering murmur of voices, mogly angry voices, outsde his house told him
that. He heard his name shouted.

Jug the same, he waited until the twefth stroke of the clock before he stepped out upon the balcony.
Much as he wanted to look upward, he forced himsdf to look down at the street first. The milling crowd
was there and it was angry. But he had only contempt for the milling crowd.

Police cars were pulling up, too, and he recognized the mayor of Boston getting out of one of them,
and the chief of police was with him. But so what? There wasn't any law covering this.

Then having denied himsdf the supreme pleasure long enough, he turned his eyes up to the slent sky,
and there it was. The four hundred and Sxty-eight brightest stars, Spling out:

USE
SNIVELY'S
SOAP

For just a second did his satisfaction last. Then his face began to turn an apoplectic purple.

"My heavend” said Mr. Sniveley. "It's spelled wrong! " His face grew more purple ill, and then, as a
treefdls hefdl backward through the window.

An ambulance rushed the fdlen magnate to the nearest hospita, but he was pronounced dead—of
gpoplexy—upon entrance.

But misspeled or not, the eterna stars held their posi-tions as of that midnight. The aberrant motion
hed stopped, and again the stars were fixed. Fixed to spell—SNIVELY'S SOAP.

Of the many explanations offered by dl and sundry who professed some physicd and astronomica
knowl-edge, none was more lucid—or closer to the actud truth—than that put forth by Wenddl Mehan,
president emeritus of the New Y ork Agronomica Society.

"Obvioudy, the phenomenon is a trick of refraction,” said Dr. Mehan. "It is manifesly impossible for
any force contrived by man to move a star. The gars, therefore, dill occupy their old places in the
firmament.

"l suggest that Sniveley must have contrived a method of refracting the light of the stars, somewhere
inor just above the amospheric layer of the earth, so that they appear to have changed their postions.
Thisis done, probably, by radio waves or amilar waves, sent on some fixed frequency from a set—or
posshly a series of four hundred and sixty-eight sets—somewhere upon the surface of the earth.
Although we do not understand just how it is done, it is no more unthinkable thet light rays should be
bent by afidd of waves than by a priam or by gravita-tiond force.

'Since Sniveley was not a great scientist, | imagine that his discovery was empiric rather than
logicd—an acciden-td find. It is quite possible that even the discovery of his projector will not enable
present-day scientists to understand its secret, any more than an aborigind savage could understand the
operation of asmple radio receiver by taking one apart.

"My principd reason for this assertion is the fact that the refraction obvioudy is a fourth-dimensond
phenom-enon, or its effect would be purely locd to one portion of the globe. Only in the fourth
dimengon could light be o refracted....”

There was more but it is better to skip to hisfind paragraph:

"This effect cannot possibly be permanent—more per-manent, that is, than the wave-projector which
causes it. Sooner or later, Sniveley's machine will be found and shut off or will break down or wear out
of its own voli-tion. Undoubtedly it includes vacuum tubes which will some day blow out, as do the



tubesin our radios...."

The excellence of Dr. Mehan's anadlyss was shown two months and eght days later, when the Boston
Electric Co. shut off, for non-payment of hills, service to a house Stuated a 901 West Rogers Strest,
ten blocks from the Sniveley mandon. At the indant of the shut-off, excited reports from the night sde of
Earth brought the news that the stars had flashed back to their former positions ingtantaneoudly.

Investigation brought out that the description of one Elmer Smith, who had purchased that house sx
months before, corresponded with the description of Rutherford R. Sniveler, and undoubtedly Elmer
Snith and Ruther-ford R. Sniveler were one and the same person.

In the attic was found a complicated network of four hundred and sxty-eight radio-type antennae,
each antenna of different length and running in a different direction. The meachine to which they were
connected was not larger, strangely, than the average ham'sradio projector, nor did it draw appreciably
more current, according to the eectric company's record.

By specid order of the Presdent of the United States, the projector was destroyed without
examination of its internd arrangement. Clamorous protests againg this high-handed executive order
arose from many sides. But inesmuch as the projector had dready been broken up, the protests were to
no avail.

Serious repercussions were, on the whole, anazingly few.

Persons in genera appreciated the stars more but trusted them less.

Roger Phlutter got out of jal and married Else.

Dr. Milton Hae found he liked Sedttle and stayed there. Two thousand miles avay from his sger,
Agatha, he found it possible for the firg time to defy her openly. He enjoys life more but, it is feared, will
write fewer hooks.

Thereis one fact remaining which is painful to consider, Snce it casts a deep reflection upon the basic
intdligence of the human race. It is proof, though, that the president's executive order was judtified,
despite scientific protest.

That fact is as humiliaing as it is enlightening. During the two months and eight days during which the
Snivder machine was in operation, sales of Sniveley Soap increased nine-hundred-twenty per cent.



