- THE PLOT MACHINE

By Doid J Kb

Hete's advica ta those of you who wont to
write science fiction—from the old master
himself. This is on actual speech he gave

at a science ficon convention in Ohio.

HE nighl was warm, 0 the
cellar door had been left open
for complete circulation of ai
through the kousc. Colonel Bum-
wle and his wife, Helen, were sleep-
ipg spundly in their first fcor hed-
room,
Up the cellar steps, slosly irom
step to step, slid a muss of prote-
plasm. At last, it arrived io the kit-
¢hen, tozed over the linclenm info
the bedroom, Taere hy the hed,
stretching a long, slender pseudopod
upward, it staried disappearing
under a Linger hail, into Br:. Bum-
ble's hand. Once n the bloodstream
it floaled rapidly 1o Llhe woman's
brain where it impressed memories.
I then reentered the circulation
and passed out of her left hand,
eotered the body and brain of
Colonel Bumble where it deposited
gsitilar memories, Happy in the
consciousness of 3 worthy task well
done, it returned to the celiar.
* % &
Hedlen Pumble awnke with a
start. “I had a wonderiu! dream”

she exclaimed to ber bmshand. *'It
was e plot of & fine story. The
sad part s that I have completely
forgotten it,”

“That’s fuony, I alse dreamed of
a slory,” her husband 1eplied.
“Knowing the remarkable telepathy
which exists hetwern us Tl bet any-
ibing ihat we dreamed the same
plot. It is sirange but I, too, have
completely forgotten it If we could
remember the plot, write and sel
1, it would be a welcomed additien
to gur bank account.'

He was silenr while dressing and
equally wondless duting  breakiast,
*At last he finiched his coffee, lit a
cigarette and started to falk,

“Stories, my dear, are dependent
on plots. Most of these arve yery
old. Te me it is evident that plots
bave life, otherwize they could not
exist for 50 many centuries. T am
going to Lty to prove their existence
and then Aod some methed of com-
amueating wilh them,"

“You are prowing more peculiac
every day, Homtion,” Helen repliad,

a3
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“You know that plots are not alive,
but even il they were, Tow could
you tglk to them?”

“T'll be able to fipd sume methed.
In every hictorical aned actual ex-
ploration jnto dislant pans of the
earth, a3 well as imaginary visits
te the planets, the heroes have al-
ways been able to learn easily the
lapguage of the inhabitanis, no mat-
ier how different, If they couldn't
talk to them they, at leasy, were
able to rexd and interpret each oth-
er's thooghis. I think [ have as much
basic intellipemte A3 these explor-
ars, at least [ am poing o exper-
ment. Several problems ‘mve arisen
and I won't oe content until they
arg . molved.”

HMHoratio, try to talk sensibly for
cnce inm your like. You and I both
know thet plols have ne exisience
except in the imagination. T mean,
ther don't run around a cellar like
ants or centipedes.”

“You may he right, bul I'm not
50 sure of [t Suppose we ook at
it from every angle. Sinee men
gtarled to 1dl stories ther Had Lo
bave plots. Some of these stovies
are verv olf and they bave heen
repeated again and again, genseration
mfter pencratiom. Very occasicnally
a wriler uses a new plot and all
the crizizs acclaim it; then apme
old man, who has done nothing but
ruin hiz eves reading, proves that
ihis suppwsedly new plol was used
by a storv teller in India four
thousand years before Christ, That
gives us one dedn’te bit of informa-

tion about plots; they never die.
They may sleep for vears, like the
Seven Slempers of Fphisus, then
someont finds them, wakes and re-
vives them €nd theyr are as lively as
ever, a0 he uses them in a sup-
poscdly new sgory.

“We :eally know a preat many
facls abou: pluts. We have their de-
scriplion bucked away in Lhe wr-
ious pigeon holes of our mental Iit-
erary desks, Thers are only a few
basic plots, but each has many var-
iationz, We use them for stories
amd novels. Their physickopy is well
koo, hut o ome has cver teen
g plot! And no one knows how they
enter the consciousness of the wri-
ter 50 he s able to employ them,
either for hiz own pleasure or com-
mertially.

“¥er plots mwst have an exisi-
ence, and if so, they must live
sommewhere, for it is impossible ot
simething which exists ool to have
a place to exst in. [ Jdoa't believe
they float theouph the air like stars
in the sky. 1f that were true, thers
would be millions of writers”

“I sehlom take vou seriously,”
Helen sald with a laugh, "but you
certainly talk hke no epe Twe ever
headt.

“That s because there is only one
{Colonel Horatio Bumble, But—to
continue—these plots probably live
in isolated places—old houses, dark
vellars, neglected ablics — waiting
for some arohitious young writer
who will find them and want to
-elease them from iheir seclusion.
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Finally, the embrvonic Shakespeare
or Poe beging a precarious existence
in a cellar or attic and the plots
living thete kmow their hour of wic-
tory ‘s at hand, They emer the
writer's brain, bhe writes the story
and At onee it 13 sold—"

“Somelimes,” interrupled Helen.

“Correct, Mow, when they Bnd
a writer who harmonizes with them,
they move into bim by the dozen,
by the hundred. Safely housed it
ims subconscimus  they Dbide their
timg fil he bas the all-compelling
urge to write and then they pass
over the threshold inte his conscicus
and ‘he writes,

“As vou are too well aware, ever
sce we starled te live i lhis
house I have been wriling siories.
That convinces me that our home
is a habitat for plots. They must
be temacionz and pptimistic to sur-
vive the trealment accorded o
them."

"My opinion {3 that you don't
beheve a word vou sav,” his wile
 remarked firmly.

"Then the ounly thing for me to
do is to show you that T o right,”
he answered confidently.

UMBLE spent most of the day

in the celtar with his ultra vio-
“let mwovie camera. After supper he
went {0 his datk reom and devel-
coped the reel. When he projected
jt on the screem it so astomished
him that he woké Helen. Ewen
“though it was nearly midnight, he
E*umsted [hat she Iook at the pic-

tures,

Protoplasmic life, shaped lke
enormous  amoeba, moved twisting
pagtrdopods. They resembled ogtopd
of many sizes, but all had similar
features, Occasionally a large one
would seige amd devour a smaller
one. Helen watched in silence, Fm-
ally, at the end of the picture she
deked :

“What are theyp”

“I'm not certawn,” Bumble ap-
gwered, “but I think they are plots.
There is ne dowht they are himgry,
Tomoreawr I will experiment wich
different kands of lood. Of course
they wonldn't be ahle to eat hacon
of even soft<boiled epgs but I have
an idea that Tl be able to feed
them,"” _

“Perhape they have heen eating
my Jjelly!"

“No, That is the favorie food
of mice, Now I would advize’ vou
to go hack to bed.”

“] need coffee,” she exclaimed.
"Plots in the cellar and—goodness
knows what will happen nest.”

 F #

The following morning Bumble
tocked over his sieck of old maps-
moes, selecting onc of each Kind:
Sefence  Fiction, Weird, Horrar,
Western, - Space Opera, True Con-
jessions and Slicks. These he shred-
ded and separately macerated in
hot water. He then straimed the
liguid tbrovgh finer paper. Care-
fulky labeling pie pans, he filled
them with the diferent solutions
and pleced them on the cellar floor,
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Beiore supper he inspected the
pamns.

“Yery integesting,” he told Hel-
s, "Foma of the pans: Science
Fiction, Weird ‘and Fantasy, were
commpletely dryv. Other panz were
full oi liguid, The difference can-
not be emxplained by evaporation.
At least we now konow wha® they
want to egt, =0 I 9l prepare an
abundance of their faworite food,
Thizs will make them pgrow rap-
jfdly amd may end theie cannibalism.
Perbaps with proper nourishment
a short-story plot will prow to a
full lenpth nowel in a4 iew days.”

Helen zighed. “0f course it won't
cost much to feed them for we cer-
tainly bave 3 lot of old magazines,
but how 5 all of this going to help
us:'"

“That iz an important quesiion.
Thiz bositess of benp an author
is wettiog me dotwn, flat on my back,
prostrate to the carth Tf 1 wrere
young and considered the world noy
oyater, I'd take a crowbar, pry
opent the bivalve and Gnd the peatl
of great price, the Great Awmerican
Novel. But I fird the ecrowbar
heary apd whwieldy. However,
have a very interesting idea for
1 new madhine.”

Y¥ou abways have ideas”

*Wea, bur this one is important,
My invention, if it works, will be
a notable contribution to terature.
Of course I dom't know that it will
work but it s worth tryine, 1n-

less 3 person tries, be accomplighes
nothing, T will brood over the de-

tails while I am going to sleép and
tomorrow I will build the machine.”

At breakfast the next moraing the
Colonel announced that he mtepd-
cd to pre-ewroi the kitchen for the
furtherance of bis imvention. He
promised to clean up any mess ha
made.

% Helen busied herself with the

dishes, making Lhe bed apd
other household chores she watched
her busband gather a weird assort-
mett of wotepsis  and  aoparatus.
Though she badn'l the skghtest
idea waat he was making, [t locked
inleresung.

He ran a thin copper tube
throvgh the kev hole of the cellar
daar aml joined it to the hottom
of 2 fuepel which he faslened to
the door louh, Then he put a
small table on the kitchen side of
the doar and on it placed his elec-
tric typowriter. He bored a num-
ber of wvery small holes through
twelve inckes of the foube, fAattened
it and ran it over the Tevboard of
the machive, Turning the tube he
ran it through a hole he had bored
through the doar and on the cel-
lar side fastened apother fumnel to
the tube. He then built a wize rack
ghove the machime to hold and feed
paper imto it amd anocther rack In
front of the machine to réceive the
typed pages. ANl this took the Dbest
part of the day. At last he proudly
anootinced  that his invention was
conplete,

Helen - looked at it In amazement
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and ashed: ;

“What is it? What is it jor?”

"That, my dear, mayv oot zolve
the problem of ol awthors but it
will make life easier for at least
one - author and his wife, This is
how it works: & plot comes creep-
fowr up the starg and fmeding 2 fun-
aey marked ‘Emirance’ creeps Into
the fuonel and starts  passing
through tae copper tube. The tube,
when it paszes over fhe key haard,
has 1 number of small holes in it
and iz so flat that only obe word
can go Llhrough al a idme Thus,
word by wond, the plot passes owver
the kevboard, and as it does the
machine writes the story, When
a phape is written it falls into the
lower bashet and a nesr one is fed
into the machine, After the plot
passes through the tube it ceourns
to the cellar,

“Comes the dawn! Ail we need
to do is gatier the completed manu-
mcrpl, see tbal the pages are in
proper order, dip it ioto an enwvel-
ope and mail it to aa edioe. If it
Tups  over gixty thousand words
there will probably be ouly ome a
pight. If short, we may have three
ar f[our slomies by mornipp. COur
production will be termific; our in-
come most gratifving.”

“May I azk one questionr”

“You rerlainly may. I am de-
lighted that you so readily and
coanpletely grasp the essenfials of
soch 2 compleated machive that
youp peed ask ondy- one guestion.”

"Il it wodkr"
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"#Thas is a wery vital question,
How can I tell? The only answer
is to wait and see. Either it will or
it won't.”

“Do you suppese the plots have:
sufiicient intellivence bo dictate the
story as it should be writtem?™ |

“TChat alo i3 for the fuiure io
decide. T helieve these plots are
very proud and think they know
exactly how o express themnsclves,
There 1= every reason to  helieve
thev are highly mtelligent. Of course
we o not konow the type of story
they'll write, but therz iz a market
for every kind. They will write
the storics and our job will be to
find the right magazine or publisher
for ihem."

The end of the day found the
Cokonel  exhavsted, There hadn't
heen too much physdeal exertion
but the emotional sirain had Dbeen
inlense.

“T feel like a creator,” he aaid,
relxing in the deck chair o fromt
of the pomy house. “This invention
mmay have far-reaching resulis. Con-
ceivahly, it might completely revo-
Iutiopize the cntive field of literacy
endeavor, I can imagine authors
traveling from place to place bunt-
g for plot colomies, They will try
to find bait to lure plots to enter
their machines. I'm prefty sure
letters of acceptance would be
somme  inducement, though publish-
er's checks would certainly work
better. An author with a lemgthy
biblicgraphy would receive more
sympathetic and prompt ireatment
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than an amateur. I cam [magine
one plot remnarking to amother, T'm
going to hunf for a man who 15
interpationally famous end widely
guoted on cvery subject of import-
ANCE, OF GVER oblerwise, just &0
he's guoted.”’

“When an author dies, his house
will bring a big price, for many
gmbitigus authors will be sure that
nt I3 full of plots. Criminal writers
will buy adjacent prop ety and
lunnel [nto his cellar in an attempt
o steal kis plots, I{ acieptrst= can
detarmine that there are male 2nd
female plots they may mmke an
affart to hreed them., We could
build a profitable business if we
coukl hreed and sell matched pairs.
What do wou think of it?”

“1 think you are peychotic.”

“You may be right. But tonight
our sleep will be undisturbed, If we
hear the clidking of the typewriter
it will sound like distant wawves
bealing againsi a rock-bound coast
or wind soughing i the pine trees,
Tomorrow will be an important day
for us, my dear.”

HE Colones woke several times
during the night, heard the
1ypewTiler tap-tapping and went to
sleep feeling very happy. The next
tmerning be rose earlier than usual
and went at once fo the kitchen.
Heler was still asleep when he
- returped to the bedroom. He raised
- the shades, woke his wife and hand-
ed ber a thick package of paper,
"What i3 this?” dhe ashed

droveaily.

“That, my dear, is a two humd-
red page story, written while we
slept. Evcrything s there from title
page Lo the final line—The End, My
experiment was g remarkable sue-
EE'SE.”

“Gret me 3 cup of coffer and my
plasses, please. I muat read it at
once.”

Bumhle put & keltle of water o
to hail and went over to the ma-
chine. "Tt worked ™ he murmured
with a smile. “It actually worked.
No matter what else I've done in
life #kir {5 frmportant, OF course I
won't know just how pood or bad
the story is until Helen has read
1*, but if plots can write their own
tales it will mefe life much easier
for both of ys !

Atranping  two  hreakfast crays
he took them to the bedroom and
there, as Helen read, they hreak-
fasted. As she continved to be
deoply inderested in the story he
cleanad the kitchen and went imfo
the garden. After zome time he
looked through the window, saw
that Helen was still engrossed in
the story, so returned to weeding
the long [lower bed,

At eleven o'clock Helen, with the
manustript umder her arm, joined
him. There was a peculiar glint in
ber eves,

“This s 2 most inleresting story,
Horatio,  Are you sure the plot
wrote 1t on the machine? Maybe
volt stayed awske all might and
wroie it yourself™
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‘"How many pagesr™

“Two hundred.”

“"That is the answer. Yoy lknow
1 never wrote more than Lwenty-
nine pages in one day.”

“But it reads like one of wpour
compositions, Tt has many of your
trademarks "

“T positively did not wrile it. Tell
me about it."”

“Tt is titled The Fiping Flmper,
which i the name of the heroine,
She i= very heautiful and lives alone
m a dank woods. One day she is
atlacked by a very bad, dark man.
She resists violently and in the
ensing struggle he tears off part
of her clothing, Then she is rescued
by the Bheto whe kills the willian
with 2 Rumile pun. The happy
couple wander through the woods
picking Aowers while he recites
poetry to her. Then, wathout prey-
jous warning, they are swallowed by
a dragon. In the dark of his dup-
denum, irritated by digestive juices,
the bero kills the dragon by stab-
bing bim in the gall bladder. They
escape by cutting 2 hale through
the repiile’s abdomen. After that
ihey have eleven more adventures,
gach more harardons than  the
other, They are finally marvied by 2
hetmit priest, arrive safely at the
hero’s castle where they live hap-
pily ever gfter and——"

“T know,” interrupted Bumble.
“Ther have 3 baby.”

“How did you knoerp”

“Simple. They have to have a
baby, You said it was a Bumtle
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story and always, when the chag-
aclers are $0 nie, they have a
baby. Give me the manwscript, I
want o read it.”

¥ ¥ b

After suppe: Helen ashed:

What do you think of it

“A wery fast moving tale, The
Fiol is nol new, but has some new
twists that may make it acceptable.
IN set the machine towight, Per-
haps we'll get a iew short stories.”

{Once again Bumble propared the
plot trap and placed three hundred
sheets of paper in Lhe automabic
feeder rack.

“T suggest that we now try fo
get 2 good mnight's sleep.” he said
t¢ Helen, “ivr, I my invention
tontinues to wark, and [ hope it
will, tomorrow we will have another
povel to read or perhaps six short
stories or thirty shott-shorts®

“When will you start on my Ky
prid 2

“T don’t know, Ferbeipe tomorrow
if T can comtrol my destiny, but
we have no idea what the fufure
has in store for us. We dodge, twist
and run, but when fate strikes ua
we capnot escape. All we can do is
te accept the inpvitable. Thuos you
replize—*

“I certainly do”, Helen imtercupt-
ed. “You have a one track mind
and right now it is running on the
plot machine track” In a few
minutes she was asleep.

Bumble lisizned and soon heand
the clicking of the machine, Whith a
deep sigh of contentment he tog
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dlept,

N the morping he took the pile
*of typed pages from the rocsiving
basket at the botlom of ke mach-
jbe, With interesi he noted the
title, The Floating Flower, Hastily
he read the first fifty pages, Chen
merely  scamned  the rest  and
checked the chapter headings. Care-
fully be clipped the manusaipt into
lots of fifty pages. While Helen aeill
slept, be prepared toast and cofiee
which he took to her.

“Is there another stnryi® e
asked,

“No, stmply another manuscript.
It 5 exactly as Jong as the [irst
buf with a difierent title and chap-
ter headings. I'we read only part
of it but it seems to be the identical
plot with minor chanpes. This oovel
15 located In  Africa  instead of
France and the dmpop is stabhed
in the pancreas jnstead of the gall
bladder. Thus the heroine {3 cov-
ered with a milky secret’on which
adds te the beauiy of her complex-
lon instead of turning her yelfow
with bile. Much more of her cloths
ing is torn off by the villian before
be es her to 3 tree, In fact she is
so neatly nude that an artist could
draw a fine colored illustration for
H tnagarite cever”

“Why do they always tear the
clothes oft the hetoine?"

"The answer is easy. How can
the hero tell whether he wants to
ragoue her {f she has om all of ber
clothing plus & rain csat. To po on

with the story—the endiog will not
pleaze you and it certainly disturhs
my moval sense. She gives birth to
a haby before they are married.”

“After all, a man and woman
don't have to marry to have a
taby," Helen obeerved. *

“Dot in real life, but if a story
is to he published and read hy nice
pecple they have to marry some-
time, even if it is on ihe last page.
That is ahaolutely necessary. In
many novels the here s away from
earth for many years traveling in a
apace ship of spends months in a
jungle ot on a degert izland and he
always hes a wery beautifyf]l ‘woman
with him. Do they fall in kove? Do
they have babies, married or un-
married? They do not! They just
rermain pood pals End are never
trovbled by the hiolngical wrge.
Men and women Bave to be cele
bate if their adventures arc ewver
printed,”

When Helen finished the novel
she inined her hushand.

“This is perfectly  terrible in
places,” she said, “I never thought
you had such ideas.”

“What do vou mezn? Yoo know
I did not write it.”

“Hut it iz voyr plet.”

“No. It is simp'y a plot living in
my cellar and in my opinion it is
undergoing moral detetioration. TF
this continpes I will get into zevious
trouble, Why I might even be ar-
rested. It will be impossihle 4o
convifice @ jury that it wag weitten
on & machine by a plot and that T
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am in mo way responsible. Such
a defense a3 thiz would land me in
a hospital for the tnsane tnstead of
a jail. Tt has madc me do a preat
deal of gerious thinking,
- “I'm gertain there must he many
nice plots in the celltar; sfories I
wold be proud to sell, but with
this machine only ove plt can
come throngh at a time,  There
must be one strong plot which is
evidently an exhibitioniet and very
much of a bullv., When evening
comes it drives all the nice gentle
plots Into cormers where they cower
ity fear. Then thiz Wllr plot rozhes
intp the funnel and once again
pesses through the machive. It most
be intelligent and wory likely he
lieves that if it changes the title
end chapter headings I will think
it i3 an enfirely new plot. If s
continues it will be wery serious. If
it was a fine tale with humor and
gentle style, the constant duplica-
tion might nol make any difference,
but this plot shows a definite de
cadence and places an increasing
pmphasis on phases i hinlogiral
lte not mentioned 1n polite society.

“T shall irv the maching again
tonight and if thic same plob writes
{he same story Il take the neg-
essary action,”

“Fumipate the cellar?™

"Nao. Tl simply disconnect the
machine, open the windews and
butkhead and the plots will [eave.”

In =pite of his promises Bumble
delayed dismantling the plot ma-
chine, By the end of the week he
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bad seven manuscripts, all with
the same plot. These he carefully
numttered and placed sedally in
Iig {iles.

“We are witmessing,” he ohserved
to Hclen, “the rapid decerforation
of a plot's morals, T have had an
coportumty  to observe something
that, s far, no psychiatrist -has
=een, Heowewer, it 5 not an imusaal
occurence i hterature. In this case
I trave cbeerved & dizeased plot pass
from decent writing to sheer pot-
nwopraphy  in exactly one  week,
From now on, Tl Yook for am ex-
plosion of thought, repetition of
phrases, errors in pramvmar and eon-
struciion. I can only hope that the
kind, gentle aod beautiful plots
have nod been contzminated.

THE next morning the Colonel

roze early, He had not heard
the mow familiar steady clicking o1
the machine during the nizht, s0
he was not surprised to find the
bazket below the machine practic-
ally empty. A few cheefs Jay at
angles and he noticed that there
were only 2 few lines on each page.
mostly  disconmected  sentences,
meaningless oombinalions of words,
lines typed and XX Ned out. Theee
times the novel had becn titled and
each was different, The last was
The Flower i the Cesspool, On the
Jast sheet was only one lne;

“T can write no more.'”

Bumble disconnected the machine,
removed the copper tubes from the
hales in the door and opened it
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There, just inside, on the top siep,
were a few little deops of colloidal
material which the Colopel care-
fully drew into a steribzed medic-
ine dropper.

“That iz the end of the plnt”
he muosed, At one time it had
promise of beconing great. 1 will
senid thiz specimen (0 a laborutory
and have it tested”

In a few davg 3 report came;
“"Wasserman Teost 4 plus”

Dav: of anxicus dizinfection fof-
[owed, and the difbculty wiz to
avoid lojury to the healthy plots,
However, this oroblem, like all
others in Colonel Bumble’s life, was
edsily solved He finally anrounced
calmly to bis wife that there would
be oo more such cases,

The machine was once more 55
sambled and the next morping the
Bumbles were delightad to fiad in
Lhe wire basket six dhort fantasies.
All were at once mailed, and in a
few daws six Tetters of acceptance
wete  received from  editors who
were highly enthusiastic and wanted
- more of the same kind. These lelters
were placed at once on Little bullet-
in boards at the gerden entrances
to the cellar, It was soon evident
that new plots were entering the
Bumble cellar by the dozen. Every
motning storles were found in the
wire basket and the variety was so
large that wvery soon the Bumbles
were selling to so many maparines
they had to us¢ a dozen nom-de-
plomas,

Siz months of continued success

in selling stories paszed and then
the Colonel made a typical Bumble
dnnouncement. e

“We are growing old, Helen, and
have reached the pinnacle of fame.
We kpow many yvoung ambitious
authors who are not too successful.
The {ime has come to share our
grnd forbme wich them, T will pre-
pare a srall booklet descrihing the
plors amd L3¢ machine they use.
We'll give them pemmiszion to use
the machine and even furmish them
with a pait of voung plots with
directinn for their feeding and care.
Then they can breed plotse—and
sell the slosiss.”

“Huoratio! Yeou do not think that
our plols are male and femaler”

"They certainlv are, If you read
our printed stories yon can easily
detarmine whether Chev were writ-
ten by a male of lemale plot. Of
courae Pl have to fe careiul in
matching them before I send them
out. Think of the disastrous results
if T matched a Louisa Aleoit plot
with a Tarzan plot' But Tl work
gt these problems in a very short
time, T am certain that severgl
withful wtiters will he delighted
to get the paired plots and the
fittle bonk of directionz, OF course
s0 many fine stories will he written
that the voung men will have to
be carefel not to glut the market.”

Helen emiled,
T think wou are a very wonder-
ful man, Horatio”

THE END



