Untitled Story
by Frank M. Robinson

The mayor bought a bottle of “ cure-all water” —which was a silly sort of gag to fall for. But it
wasn't a gag; it worked. And it was several thousand times more dangerous than ever he
imagined...
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“I"'m afraid I’ ve been afool,” the man said.

Hewas abig, rawboned Irishman and |ooked as solid asthe oak desk he sat behind. A trace of
white ran through his hair but he fill didn’t look hisage.

Hiskind never do, Hayssen thought. They look like they can handle ahod full of bricks up to the day
they die.

The man’s name was Flaherty and he had afaintly worried look on his bulldog face. He ran anervous
hand through his hair and for afleeting moment, with that gesture and hisworried expression, he looked
like he was honestly pushing the middle Sixties.

“I am afool,” he added.

Hayssen shrugged his capable shoulders and looked interested. Y ou didn’t get to be mayor of acity
like Chicago by being afodl.

The mayor cleared histhroat and looked at the younger man intently.

“Y ou know, when you get old, Hayssen, you want to believe in alot of things. Y ou want to believe so
hard sometimes that you throw your common sense out of the window. Y ou get a hardening of the
cranid arteries, you get gullible. To be bruta, you become stupid. And I’ m afraid that’ swhat I’ ve been.”

Hayssen shooed invigble bugs off his hatband.

“They cdl it senility,” hesaid, “but | don't think you' re suffering from that—at least, not yet.” He
wondered what the snapper was going to be.

Flaherty hunched over his desk and lowered hisvoice, asif he was afraid somebody might be
ligening.

“| want you to do some investigating for me, Hayssen. But before | tell you what it’sal about, I'd
have to have your promise that you would keep it confidentia.”

Hayssen sghed. “The detective businessis aconfidentia business, your honor. My clients names and
the reasons they hire me are kept gtrictly secret.”

Faherty seemed satified.

“I'll make it smplethen and | won't gpologize for mysdlf. Two weeksago | purchased avid of
radioactive water that’ s supposed to cure any disease and keep you hedthy enough so you can liveto be
ahundred or better.”
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Hayssen had sense enough not to laugh. FHaherty, who had probably originated more crooked
schemes than you could count, falling for something like thidl

“It' snoneof my business” he said dowly, “but how comeyou fdl for it?’

The mayor was looking older by the minute. Hayssen thought of the doomed expression that criminals
have when they fed the hood drop over their face and the meta strips clamped over their shaved legs.

“Y ou see, Hayssen,” the mayor began in atired voice, “life has suddenly become very preciousto
me. It snot too well known but | have asmall cancer. It'sin an inaccessible place for surgery and X rays
would be dangerous.

“How much time| haveleft, | don’'t know. But | can’'t make plansin advance. If | want avacationin
Cdifornia, | pack up and go. Tomorrow or afew months from now might betoo late. And if somebody
comesto mewith avid of radioactive water and saysit will cure my cancer and help melive longer, |
think twice before | throw him out asacrackpot. And if | have aparticularly bad day”—he emphasized
the “bad” dightly and Hayssen had agood idea of what he meant—*maybe’ll even buy it.”

Therewas slencein the room and Hayssen felt vaguely embarrassed.

“What did you drop on it?’
“A thousand dollars” Flaherty managed to say it without flinching.

Hayssen uncorked alow whigtle. It was, roughly, atenth of the salary that Faherty got as mayor. But
then, Flaherty couldn’t afford his car or the house helived in on hissalary ether and he still got by.

“What do you want meto do, get it back?’
Flaherty waved the question aside with a blue-veined hand.

“The money’ s not important. The point is, it was adumb thing to do. The people’—he coughed
apologeticaly—"“might think | was rather naive if word got around that | had dropped agrand on
something likethis”

“In other words, it wouldn’t do you any good if the loya opposition got hold of the information,
would it?’

Flaherty looked grim.

“| have every reason to believe that the opposition is behind it. It would be a net trick for them to sl
methevid, then reved thewholething at dectiontime.”

“Have you anything substantia, any other reasonsto think that it might be apolitica plot?’

Flaherty had anticipated the question. “Naturdly. Shortly after | purchased thevia | received an
anonymous phone cal not to take it. The phone call implied that it might be apoison or adrug of some
kind.”

It didn’t quitefit. “How do you get aplot out of that?’

“Congder. If | had taken the contents of the via, nothing would have happened and | would know
something was up or that | had been a sucker. But before | have achanceto takeit, | get aphone call
advising menot to.”

Flaherty probably had politica plots on hismind al the time but Hayssen granted him apoint. “1 think



| see. If you had bought the vial and then regretted it, aphone cal like that would make you think there
might be something to it after all.”

Flaherty nodded agreement. “ Exactly. Reverse psychology. | wouldn't take the via but | would ill
hang onto it, thinking that possibly it might be the red McCoy.

“But that’show I’ m supposed to fedl. Be indecisive and remain that way until the elections afew
weeks from now.”

Hayssen pulled at his ear. Politicswas dirty but thiswas anew low.
“What do you want me to do about it?’

“Investigate the man who sold it to me. Find out who' s behind it, what backing they have. Maybe we
can figure out away to turn the tables on them.”

Flaherty rummaged around in his desk and finally came up with acard and avid of thick, colorless
liquid. He handed them to Hayssen.

“Y ou might aswell have the vid so you know what one lookslike. The card gives his name and
business address”

Hayssen read the card: Arthur C. Lehman, Longevity Expert. It gave an addressin an exclusive part
of town.

Flaherty looked like he had other things to do so Hayssen picked up his hat and coat and started to
leave. He stopped at the door and |ooked back. He felt sorry for Flaherty. It was true that he ran a
crooked city machine but Hayssen had seen times when it had been alot worse.

And you couldn’'t help but fed sorry for aguy who could spell out therest of hislifeintheticksof his
watch.

But businesswas Hill business.

“What'sinit for me?’

Flaherty didn’t look up. “The price of the vial and maybe more.”
Hayssen had to hand it to him.

Flaherty waswilling to pay for hismistakes.

He closed the door softly behind him. He was facing outwards, into the room where you cooled your
hedlsuntil Flaherty got ready to see you. Flaherty’ s secretary was writing something down on apad. She
hadn’'t heard him.

He let the knob turn in the lock with a soft click. Her hand darted toward abox on her desk and then
shewas relaxed and poised once more.

He walked up to her desk and stopped. He coughed politely and she turned toward him, her face
friendly.

“You wereintherealongtime,” she drawled. “Howd ja come out?’
“Swell. | bought the Outer Drive for only ten bucks and the cost of mailing.”
“That'skind of high,” shesaid. “Last week hewas offering it for five.”



Shesaid “five’ like atelephone operator does.

And it wasthe voice that got him. Offhand, it sounded like agood grade of Brooklynese with atrace
of some other accent. Just atrace of a strange accent that he had never heard before.

He took agood long look at her and felt sorry about being sarcastic. She was a nice-looking girl,
even stting down. Very nice. He made amentd note to write Rose LaRose aletter and tell her she'd
have to find somebody else to dream about her.

“I’'msorry,” he said contritely. “I’ ve been listening to too many detective programs.”

She showed her teeth in apearly smile. They were nice white teeth and he even forgave the chewing
gum. It probably helped keep them that way.

“Itisn’'t politeto stare,” she said.

“I was only wondering what your name was.” The frank approach was dways the best.
She pointed to atriangular sign on her desk that read C. Cooper.

“The C gandsfor Cathrinxa.”

“Never heard of it.”

“My folks named me after afamous actress,” she answered, and then suddenly bit her lip:

“I'll call you Catherine. And look, I'm sorry about that wisecrack. Next time | come up to see
hizzoner I’ ll bring dong a package of gum asa gift offering. O.K.?’

“O.K.!I” Her eyeswere laughing and he couldn’t help but think they were the clearest blue he had
ever seen.

“What's your name?’ she asked. The card he had presented listed the agency name, not his own.
Hefdt like ahed. Shewas getting abig kick out of this. It was ashamethat it wasn't going to last.

“Donad Hayssen,” he said dowly. “But | thought you knew. Y ou’ ve been listening to the mayor call
meby it for the last hdf hour.”

Heleaned over and threw the switch on her intercom box. The click was anice sharp noisein the
room.

“Big Mike' skind of cardess, isn't he?” Hesaid it haf gpologeticaly.

Thelook on her pretty face told him what she was thinking. In her mind' s eye shewasfeeding himto
the vultures. Piece by piece.

Hayssen sniffed the air and listened to the satisfying crunch of his shoes on the dry leavesthat lay on
the sdewak. The ar wasfilled with wisps of smoke from smoldering piles of half-burned brush.

Just dusk, he thought. Thetime of early evening when the last touch footbal game has broken up.
Supper time, when dl the kids are washing up and the old man is starting to relax in his easy-chair, ready
for his pipe and dippers.

He stared at the warm, friendly windows of the houses he was walking by.

Thetime of early fal evening when every bacheor wishes he wasn't one. When girlslike Catherine



Cooper redly got under your skin.
He shook his head angrily and stomped up the walk to the gpartment house where he lived.

He heard the phone ringing before he even got the door key out of his pocket. It was along, wailing
ring. Thekind that tells you the operator has been buzzing your number for the last hour because
someone was being downright mean and insstent abot it.

Heflipped his hat on an end table and picked up the phone. The voice at the other end of theline
sounded muffled, like it was being strained through two layers of handkerchief.

“IsthisMr. Dondd Hayssen?’
“I livedoneand don't likeit,” Hayssen said. “Were you expecting someone € s2?’

The voice was annoyed. “ Just awarning, Mr. Hayssen. Stay away from your liquor cabinet and don'’t
touch your bed.”

“I'm sorry but | don't like to deep on the floor!” Hayssen snapped.

He banged down the receiver disgustedly. One of the joys of being a private detective. Like being
z00 keeper on April 1st when all thewise guys call up and want to talk to Mr. Lion and Mrs. Tiger.

Sir Jock, hislittle Scottish terrier, was at hisfeet, whining and barking.

“Y ou should be glad that you' re not a detective, Jock,” he said musingly. “All kinds of people caling
you up and trying to get your goat. Sometimes | wish | had shaggy earslikeyou so | couldn’t hear them.”

He went to his bedroom and started to strip for a shower.

“I’'m not supposed to deep in my bed tonight, Jock. Imaginethat! | suppose | should use a park
bench, ingtead.”

He was in the shower now, soaping up. Jock was in the doorway to the bathroom, his ears pricked
up and head cocked. Hayssen scraped some of the suds off amuscular arm and flicked them at Jock.

Jock backed away and barked.

“That’ sno way to act, Jock. And cometo think of it, you weren’t your old exuberant self tonight
when | came home. No jumping al over me, like you usudly do.”

He was out of the shower, toweling himsdif.
Jock was gtill whining and acting very strange, like he had ever since Hayssen had come home.

Hayssen walked to the back door and opened it, shivering dightly as hefelt the cold air againgt his
damp skin. “Want to go out, Jock?’

Jock didn’t go near the door.

Hayssen shrugged and went into the bedroom and rummaged around in his drawer for some clean
underwear. He put on his shorts and turned to face the bed. It was avery ordinary bed, with aplain blue
and white chenille spread.

“Look at that bed, Jock! Did you ever see amore ordinary bed inyour life? But | shouldn't degp on
it. | suppose | shouldn't eat either.” He knotted histie and strolled over to the bed.

Jock whined and barked and pulled at Hayssen' strousers.



Hayssen looked at him closdly. The dog was frightened of something, he couldn’t deny that. Had
somebody been in his apartment?

It wasn’t impossible, he supposed.

He knelt down and scratched the dog' s ears. “What’ swrong, Jock? Is there really something wrong
with the bed?’

Heturned and lifted up a corner of the spread and peered under the bed.
“There s nothing undernesth the bed, Jock, nothing at al.”
Jock apparently wasn't satisfied.

Hayssen was puzzled. “1 can't understand you, Jock.” He turned and started to sit down on the bed
when Jock, with an anguished whine, jumped on top of the spread and barked awarning.

It wasthe last jump that Jock ever made. The spread on the bed suddenly closed in on him. likea
Venusflytrap does on afly. The spread rolled itsdlf up into atight, hard ball and Hayssen could hear
cracks like somebody snapping twigs.

There had been amuffled yep at the very start and then nothing. After that the bundle seemed to
relax dightly and the spread started to soak up red, like ablotter.

Hayssen stared at the quiet bundle in disbdlief. It had happened, so suddenly, without amoment’s
warning. And Jock—

Jock.

He made it to the bathroom just in time. He Stayed there awhile, then thought of Jock and forced
himself to go back in the bedroom. The bundle was il there, stained and relaxed looking. He got a
book and threw at it. Nothing happened. He came closer and wriggled a corner of the fabric loose.

It had slvery threads of something running through it, threads that were probably made of some sort
of spring stedl. But a spring sted like nothing he had ever known. The spread had been “set,” like aweb,
to react when something fell onit or touchedit.

Or sat onit, to take off its shoes and socks.
Hefdt sick again, with the sickness of sheer, horrible fright.
Something like himsdif.

The phone call had been on the level then. Somebody had been in the gpartment and rigged it for him.
Jock knew something was wrong and had tried to tell him when he came home.

The phone call was't dtogether right, though. He didn’t have aliquor cabinet.
Hayssen felt acold shiver go down hisspine.

No, hedidn’t have aregulation liquor cabinet. He used the storage space in his radio cabinet that was
meant to hold phonograph records. It was negtly fitted out with glasses and a bottle opener and afew
bottles of chegp Scotch and fixings.

He went into the living room and ingpected the radio cabinet. There was nothing on the outside that
indicated anything waswrong.



He got acoat hanger, one of the wire kind, from the clothes closet and untwisted the top and
sraightened it out. He formed alittle hook on one end of it and wriggled open the door of the cabinet
while he stood to one side.

Therewas athin, violet, fan-shaped flare of light that streamed at an upward angle from the open
cabinet. Then something on theinside gurgled and died in aflash of reddish flame,

At firgt nothing in the room seemed touched.

An end table had been in the path of the flash and Hayssen went over and inspected it. Therewasa
thin, fineline cut diagondly through the top. He touched the table and it shivered dightly and fell intwo
along the cut line. The cut surface was as smooth as the surface of a Johansen Gauge block.

His hat had been on the table and he picked it up. It was cut, too, on adiagond line that went from
the hatband through the crown.

The beam had fanned out and cut dightly into thewall facing it. A picturelay on the sofa. The beam
hed cut the wiresthat held it.

Hayssen stood in front of the cabinet and looked down. The bottles had been shoved toward the
back and atiny piece of apparatus had been placed in the cleared space.

There was nothing left of the apparatus now but afused lump of metd.
He made an estimate and bent over, like he would if he was going to open the cabinet.
The beam would have caught him right at the neckline.

He sat on the sofaand thought over the events of the day before he had come home. There was only
one that stood out.

Flaherty and hisvia of radioactive water that was supposed to guarantee good hedlth and long life.
Maybe Lehman or one of his associates wasn't anxious that he should be looking into their affairs.

But then, they weren't supposed to know about it yet, either.

He went to the cabinet and got himsdlf atumbler of whisky. Somehow, they had known that he was
going to investigate them. Somehow he had become dangerous to Lehman and his mob.

But how had they known that he was after them? How?
Naturaly.

Flaherty’ svery pretty—and very curious—secretary. She had listened in on the conversation. She
was the only one besides Flaherty and himself who knew what he was &fter.

And there was the phone call he had received. A feminine voice, even though it was husky, muffled
by the old gag of placing ahandkerchief over the mouthpiece.

A feminine voice with an accent, he recdled. An accent like Catherine Cooper’s.

There was aC. Cooper listed in the telephone book and he diaded the number. She was home.
His voice was ragged and he made a mess of asking for adate.

Shewas coy. What made him think she didn’t have a date? Besides, and her voice became frosty,
she was sure he wouldn't like going out with agirl who was addicted to eavesdropping.



He hated to useit but thistime it was true.

“Cathy, | haveto seeyou! It'samaitter of life and death!”
Whosg, she wanted to know.

“Mine! And I’'m grictly onthelevd.”

On second thought, she' d be glad to go to dinner since she hadn’t eaten yet. She had been busy
washing apair of stockings. Any place would be O.K.

He put down the receiver with ardieved fedling. She hadn’t easten yet. And she hadn’t been
preparing ameal for somebody else.

For what it was worth, Catherine Cooper wasn't married.

She was wearing a blue nylon dress and a short, gray fur coat. They went real well with her blue eyes
and soft, shoulder length blond hair.

Hayssen noted that she seemed to approve of everything. He supposed that she had been expecting
one of those cozy little neighborhood cafes that specidize in red table cloths and homemade spaghetti.

He hoped that she was cheerfully disappointed. It was a high-class chromium-plated place that
gpecidized in red lestherette booths, thick stesks, asmall floor show, and high prices.

It wasjust the place to oil up asecretary if you wanted some information.
It was also just the place, he redlized, to make a hit with a pretty blonde.
After they had eaten, he got down to business.

“What do you know about Arthur Lenman?’ he asked casudly.

Her face was vacant.

“Am | supposed to know something about him?’

She was pretty, Hayssen thought. She had aquick wit and anice figure and even had avagudly
planned placein hisfuture.

She had aso listened in on his conversation with the mayor about Arthur C. Lehman. And shortly
after that, somebody had tried to kill him in saverd ingenious ways.

“I'll refresh your memory,” he said tiffly. “I had atalk with hizzoner today about something that one
Arthur C. Lehman sold him. Y ou listened to that conversation. When | got home tonight somebody tried
tokill me. I’'m just smart enough to think there’ s a connection between you and Lehman and that you
tipped him off that | wasinterested in him.

“How’ sthat? Good enough for afirst try?”

She hadn’t changed her expression.

“All right—I listened. But only if you say s0.”

She was going to play dumb, he thought, and deny everything.

“It'snot my own life so much, Cathy, it's other peopl€ stoo. Lehman is no pitchman peddling flukum



and ink sticks on the street corner. Sure, it might bejust apolitica plot. But Lehman might have
approached other people onit. Do you think it’ sright to play on a person’sfear of death and diseaseto
bilk them out of athousand dollars at a crack? So Flaherty can afford it. There might have been others
who couldn’t.”

Thelife-is-grim, life-is-earnest routine might get more out of her than trying to face her down,
Hayssen thought.

Her face wasimpassive.

“Doyou fed assorry asthisfor the people who buy silver polish and fountain pens from your
pitchman?’

“Look,” hesaid. “| used to have alittle Scottish terrier at home named Jock. He was afriendly dog
and because | fed him every night and took him for walksin the park, he grew to like me. He liked me so
much the mutt gave hislife trying to protect me. He didn’t have a chance. Right now he'sacrushed
bundle of gristle and blood and fur.

“Andif | had felt likeadrink when | first came home tonight, the coroner would have thought the
French Revolution had taken place in my gpartment.”

Her eyes were questioning and he gave her the whole brutal story of what had happened. He was
pleading with her, he redlized, something he hadn't planned to do. Her face was a picture of conflicting
emotions and he tried to press his point.

“Cathy, when | called up tonight and you answered the phone and heard my voice, | thought you
sounded alittlerdieved. Like you wereglad | was cdling. Like you were glad | was Hill dive.”

She sipped her drink quietly.

Hayssen stared at her grimly and then on impul se reached over and took her purse before she could
object. He went through the contents very quickly and found what he wanted, loosely crumpledina
corner. He had figured out that she would be in ahurry and forget to check little details. He had been
correct.

He took the handkerchief and placed it on the table. It was a clean handkerchief and had afaint circle
indented on it, with little wrinkles running out from the circle’ sedge.

“Thanks anyway for caling. Y ou saved my life. Y ou see, | recognized your voice even though muffled
by ahandkerchief. Y ou' ve got a cute accent that’ s hard to disguise.”

There was a sudden fear in her eyes, he thought, and atouch of pity.

“Why don’'t you leave it done, Don?Y ou can cal Flaherty and turn down the assignment. Give him
back hisvid and tell him you're not interested in finding Lehman. Couldn’t you do it, Don? For me?’

Hayssen'slip curled. It sounded like the punch linein aB movie.

“If you want to help me so much, why not tell mewhat it'sall about?’ heurged. “ Y ou'retoo nicea
girl to be mixed up with guyslike Lehman.”

Her face mirrored the fighting that was going oninsde her.
“I would liketo but I can't. | can’t!”

He picked up the check.



“You can play it that way if you want but to meit’sasthin asabowl! of restaurant soup. Y ou know
something and you won't tell me. Too bad Jock didn't fed the sameway.” Hewalked out. He didn't
look back.

He went home and dug in the back yard for awhile and then spent the rest of the night in the local
Y.M.C.A. Hedidn't deegp well; Jock and Flaherty and Cathy haunted his deep.

The next day he went downtown and called the local branch of the Better Business Bureau. They had
never heard of Arthur C. Lehman, Longevity Expert. Hetried severa headings under headlth and old age
and pulled ablank there, too.

By one o' clock hewasin the City Hall outside the license bureau, waiting for the public servantsto
come back from lunch.

At onethirty he had littered the marble floor with cigarette butts. Five minutes|ater ashort, pudgy
character in hislate forties showed up, stared at the butt-littered floor in disgpproval, and reluctantly
opened up the license window for Hayssen' s benefit.

Hayssen flashed atin badge and tried to look officidl.

“Didjaever issue alicense to aguy named Arthur C. Lehman. He' s a8’ —Hayssen studied the card as
if it had just been handed to him afew minutes before—*longevity expert, whatever that is.”

“Long what?’

Hayssen spelled it out and the pudgy man disappeared for amoment. He came back shaking his head
and looking relieved that Hayssen would leave now.

Hayssen didn't.
“Try under Hedth then.”

It wasjust aguessthat Lehman might be running a hedlth salon of somekind at the address he had
given.

The pudgy man came back thistime with apiece of paper, heavily ssamped and certified. Hayssen
reached for it but the pudgy man held it back.

“I"m not so sure you have the authority—"

Hayssen took the cigarette out of his mouth and stared at him asif he had just crawled out from under
arock.

“Do yalike your job here, Charlie? Y aknow yacould be obstructin’ justice and—"
The pudgy man bleated and handed over the license without any more argumen.

Thelicensedidn’t say much, just authorizing one Arthur C. Lehman to run ahedth slon at such and
such an address. A photograph of Lehman was attached. It was not an unusua face. Y ou could runinto
it threetimesaday and it would never stick in your mind. Rather thin, balding, pleasant face. Glasses.

Therewas an affidavit atached to it that gave alittle more information. He had done businessin a
suburb before this. The same suburb that was listed as his home town. A Martin Green, of the same
town, was down as areference.



Hayssen handed the certificates back, grunted a“thanks’ and | ft.

The suburb was an old German settlement; old homes and alot of tavernswith German names. The
address listed for reference was on ashady sSide street. The gingerbreading on the outside dated the
house as having been built before the turn of the century.

There was a separate entrance for Martin Green. Hayssen walked up the stairs and leaned against the
buzzer.

The character who answered the bell was portly and dignified with the type of pompous face that
usualy graces abank board meeting. He was al decked out in a bathrobe and dippers and carrying the
afternoon paper in hishands.

“Something | can do for you?’ Hisvoice wasn't overly friendly and it carried adight accent.

Hayssen flashed his badge again and then abruptly wished he hadn’t. Green looked like he might be
the type who would ingst on seeing credentials.

“Jugt alittle checking | would like to do; nothing serious.”

“Certainly. Come right in and make yourself comfortable.” He was being niceto Authority, Hayssen
thought. Authority always played on the side of people like Green anyway.

Hayssen walked in and found an easy-chair to sit in. He looked around the apartment while Green
was picking some papers off of another chair. The room was rather modern in style. Blond furniture, a
brand-new radio-televison set. Expensve wall hangings. All in dl arather modern room that had become
comfortable through use.

“Sorry to haveto trouble you,” he started, “but I'’m looking for information about an Arthur Lehman.
What kind of business he’ sbeen in, what kind of”—he coughed discreetly—" credit rating he might have.
Yousee, I'minthe—"

Green held up agenid hand. “Y ou don't need to explain further, Mr....ah... Mr—"

“Hayssen.” He pronounced it very carefully. It wouldn't hurt to give hisname. If Greeninssted on a
check, it might stand him in good stead to give the same name that was on hisdriver’slicense.

“Wéll, you hardly need to worry about Lehman. He savery intdligent man when it comesto handling

“| rather wondered about his standing in the community, Mr. Green. Y ou know, if he' s done business
here before and what kind of areputation he' s had.”

“Ohyes, Art’s been established in this community for along time. Excedllent hedth business, very
good organizer. As| understand it, the businessmen around here thought very highly of him. Member of
the Elks and the Masons. Very good man.”

Hayssen beamed. “Wadll, that’ sthe kind of information | like to get hold of, Mr. Green,” helied.
“Y ou’ ve been abig help to me, abig help. It’s nice to be able to finish up the business so soon.”

Green was on hisfest, holding open the front door. “ Anything to be of service, Mr. Hayssen. You'll
never go wrong backing Arthur Lehman.”

That’ swhat you say, Hayssen thought.
They shook hands and he | &ft.



It was queer, Hayssen thought. So neat areference that actualy wasn't areference at al. And it was
nice that Green had been home that afternoon. Of course, maybe he had shift work. Except aguy like
Green wouldn't be working in afactory.

And Green himsdf. A character right out of Sinclair Lewis “Babbitt.” But why should aguy like
Green berenting atiny apartment in an old run-down house?

Green looked like the type of guy who should own the whole block.

An hour later Hayssen was sure the afternoon was going to be filled with unpleasant surprises.
Theloca Chamber of Commerce had no record of Lehman.

The Elks had never heard of him. Neither had the Masons.

Thelocad grammar and high schools had no record of him.

Hayssen went back to Green' s address. There was no answer to the buzzer. He knocked on the
door. No answer. He knocked harder.

“What do you want? What are you making so much noisefor?’

An ederly lady with aheavy German accent had opened the door downstairs and was peering up the
dimly lighted hdlway.

“I want to see Mr. Green,” Hayssen said.

“No Mr. Green liveshere” Her voicewasflat. “I think you have the wrong address.”
“But | just talked to him a couple of hours ago!”

She came up the gtairs, dippers making a dapping sound on the treads.

“| tell you that Mr. Green doesn't live here! Maybe amonth ago a Mr. Green came around and
rented the apartment but he never moved in.” She shrugged. “I do not understand it at al. But he paid
good money and we' velet it go vacant thinking he might come any day, but so far he hasn't.”

She squinted a him closdly. “Maybe you would like to see the gpartment? Maybe you would like to
rent it for yoursdf?’

She put the key in the lock and then hesitated again. “It is not furnished, however. We didn’t have
enough furniture to put in this apartment t0o.”

Hayssen fet hisskin turn clammy. Not furnished.

But Green had had alot of modern furniture and rugs and wall hangingd!

The old lady was saying something. “ The Size of the room doesn’t matter to you, doesit?’
“Sze?

Shewasfiddling with the key. “Mr. Green said hewouldn't rent it if it was any smaller than fourteen
by sixteen feet.”

The door swung open and her hand found thewall switch and flicked it.
The room was as empty as his hopes. The plastered walls were bare and asmal leak in the roof had



discolored the celling. Therewas no sign of acarpet or any furniture.

“Thanksfor letting me seeit,” Hayssen said in astrangled voice, “but | don't think I’ll takeit. Like
you say, maybe Mr. Green will show up any day now.”

Hewalked out into the night feeling like he had been sandbagged.

He stood well back in the doorway, in the shadows, watching who came down the corridor. He
should have done this sooner, he thought. Shadow Lehman’ s office and watch who went in and came
Out.

The building was small, one of those reconverted homes on Rush Street, and there weren't many
officesto afloor. Therewas aloan office at the end of the hal and awalk-up beauty parlor adoor down
from that. Lehman’s office was the next one down, directly across from the eevator. A milk organization
that speciadized in educating peopleto drink milk in preference to coffee, beer or water was the only
other office on the floor. The doorway Hayssen stood in gave access to afire escape.

He had been standing there for well over an hour and no results. A few people had gone to the loan
office, abrunette who didn’t need it had patronized the beauty parlor, and the milk man had stepped out
for lunch and aquick one at the corner tap.

He tensed and then relaxed. False darm. Another customer for the beauty parlor.

Fifteen minuteslater ajanitor carrying abucket came down the hal and stopped in front of Lehman’s
office. He started doing something to the sign on the door. Hayssen swore softly and walked over.

The man was chipping away &t the neetly |ettered sign with arazor blade.
“Mr. Lehman move?’ Hayssen asked in afriendly fashion.
The janitor looked up.

“Yes, gr! Mr. Lehman musta moved out some time yesterday. Called up thismorning to say he had
left”

He gtarted chipping away at the“h” in Lehman.
“Moved kind of suddenly, didn’'t he?’

“He suredid! Why you know, he had files and cabinets and office machinery and | swear | never saw
anybody take them out. Yes, sir, hejust upped and disappeared.” He looked at Hayssen half
suspicioudy. “Y ou have an gppointment with him or something?’

Hayssen laughed. “Oh no! | was looking for office space and the building manager sent me up hereto
look at thisone, seeif | wanted it.” It seemed to be the thing to say if you wanted to look at aroom or an
officelately.

The janitor got out a key and opened the door. Hayssen followed him in and looked it over.
“Did this, ah, Lehman fellow do much business here?’

The janitor scratched hishead. 1 think maybe that’ swhy he left. | never seen anybody come up here
to seehim. Course | didn’t watch al thetime, but it ssemsto me he never did much businessat al.”

Hayssen went to the window and looked out. Nice view; you could see over to Michigan Avenue
and the lake beyond.



He looked back in the room and then suddenly knelt down by the baseboard. The outlet plug had a
little cap over it, the kind that keeps dust and dirt from accumulating. The other plugs had caps over
them, too.

“Did you put the caps back on the outlet plugs when Lehman |eft?’
“No, gr! | haven't been in here since Mr. Lehman |eft!”

“Do you know of anybody else who would have?’

Thejanitor looked thoughtful. “No, sir, | don’t.”

Hayssen looked back toward the window and gasped. He hadn’t noticed it when he came in but
there was athin covering of dust on the floor, marred only by where he and the janitor had stepped.

“Was this gpace vacant for very long before Lehman rented it?’

“About six weeks, but that’ sdl.” Thejanitor looked concerned. “Is there something wrong? Mr.
Lehmanintrouble?’

“Maybe.” Hayssen found abill in his pocket and held it out to the janitor. Money might do morein
this case than flashing his badge would. Besides, some day somebody would investigate that badge of his
and find out he had got it for so many boxtops and the cost of mailing.

“What do you know about Lehman?What kind of aguy ishe?’

“Well, just sort of an average fella. Medium height, mebbe alittle taller than average. Kind of, well,
plainlookin’. Didn't dressfancy or anything.”

“Just the dl-around, typical businessman,” Hayssen said disgustedly. He wished he had the bill back.

“Look, you dready told methat he didn’t do much business. Do you remember anything else peculiar
about him?’

The janitor brightened. “Well, yes, | do! | remember when he moved in he got a tape measure and
measured the office. | asked him why and he said the office had to be at least fourteen by sixteen. |
thought that was kind of odd but naturally | didn’t say anything.”

Thejanitor looked around the office again. “Yessuh, it sure beats al how having cabinets and files
and things makes an officelook smaller.”

Lehman had wanted an office at |east fourteen by sixteen, Hayssen thought.
And Martin Green had wanted an apartment at |east fourteen by sixteen before he would rent it.
And both of them had seemed able to move without the benefit of any moving company.

Later that afternoon Hayssen went to aloca chemist he knew who did research and analysisfor
various hospitals. He kept some guinea pigs on the premises and Hayssen | eft him with asmdl portion of
the contents of Flaherty’ svia and specific ingtructions asto just how to, useit.

It might be foolish, he thought, but he wouldn't be satisfied until he had tried it.

It was dmost dark when he got to his office. He leafed through the mail and then pulled open a
drawer and took out atumbler and a bottle of cheap bourbon. He poured himsdlf half aglass and settled
back withasigh.

Take amayor with cancer who bought himsdlf avial of atomic water and then changed hismind and



clamed it wasapolitica plot. Add someone who liked to kill people with fine stedl springsor else
guillotine them with a pretty fantastic snicker-snick, and mix thoroughly with one Martin Green who had
rented an apartment and then never used it—except when Hayssen came to see him for about fifteen
minutes one sunny afternoon.

Sprinkle lightly with somebody who rents an office but never used the eectric outlets and doesn't
muss the dust that was left on the floor from a previous six-week vacancy, and add one curious blonde
who could probably straighten out the whole messiif she wanted to.

And the result of it all was asevere case of heartburn.

He could call her, Hayssen thought. He could call her and apologize and try another way.
But no, that wouldn’t do. It was up to her to cdl him.

The phone rang.

He grabbed it eagerly.

It was FHaherty. Hayssen wasto drop Lehman. No, no. There was no explanation.

He stared at the phonein disbdlief. “I’'m sorry,” he said dowly. “I'm sorry but | can't doit.”
A little later he washed up in the mop closet down the hall and |eft.

Heleft just amoment too soon to hear his phone ring with an agonizing ins stence.

“Rather cold tonight, isn't it, Sr?”’
The boy waslooking up at him with Sghtlesseyes of gray.

Hayssen grunted, took his paper, and dropped a quarter in the newsboy’ s hand. It must be tough, he
thought, to be blind like that.

Ten minutes later, after changing street cars and jostling through the crowds, he sensed that he was
being followed.

Therewas't much that he could pinit on. A familiar bit of cap that followed in the crowds when he
transferred, aswift glance at aface that he had seen before. A dogged anima awareness as much as

anythingese.

He got off in hishome block and casudly inspected the people on the walks. Whoever it was who
had followed him had given up. There was a pushcart peddler at one end of the block whom hedidn’t
remember ever seeing before but then there were no laws againgt pushcart peddlers.

The others on the walk were hurrying for home through the chill night. Rather less than the usua
number, he thought, but then he had spent alot of time changing Streetcars and dodging into doorways,
trying to sheke hiselusvefollower.

He stopped in a corner grocery store.

What every young bachelor gets to know. How to cook for himsdlf. Heidly wondered how good a
cook Cathy Cooper was.

He picked out enough cansto get a supper together and took them to the counter. The clerk was a
new one. They talked about sports and politics and inflation, the usud chitchat you mull over with



shopkeepers and hired help.

There was something odd about the clerk, Hayssen thought. Something about him, in away, was
familiar.

The clerk was putting the cans and the bottles and the packages of mest into abag. He finished with
the packing and looked up.

“Y ou're sure ther€ snothing else, Mr. Hayssen?’

Hayssen started. He remembered now.

The accent.

The same peculiar accent that Catherine Cooper had. And Martin Green.

And how had the clerk known his name was Hayssen? He didn’t remember giving it. And the clerk
was new.

“No,” hesaid dowly. “I don't need anything more.”

Hetook the bag of groceries and started for the entrance. He had aview of the street through the
plate glasswindow at the front. There was nobody on the street now. Nobody but the pushcart peddler
and anewsboy on the corner and what looked like a cop on the best.

The newsboy wasfamiliar.

The same newshoy who had sold him a paper outside his office ahaf-hour ago. The familiar bit of
cap he had seen so often on hisway home, the face that had followed him.

And he would never have thought of the newsboy becauise the newsboy had pretended he was blind.
Gray contact lenses and awinning persondity.
It had been very clever.

The clerk was at the front door, standing in front of it like Horatio a the Bridge. And just as
determined. A dim, delicate looking pistol had gppeared in his hand.

“I think you better wait here, Hayssen.”
Just like Riverview, Hayssen thought. A thrill every minute.
He threw the bag of groceries at the clerk and chopped at him roughly with the side of his hand.

Therewas agrunt of pain and then Hayssen was through the door and legging it acrossthe street for
his gpartment building. A voicetraled after him yelling “ Stop!”

The fake cop was heading for him now, pulling a his holster.

A thin beam of violet colored light cut through the chill air on Hayssen's|eft. It splashed againgt a
brick wall and Hayssen spotted alittle charred hole in the bricks before the beam snapped off.

Hewasin the gpartment building now, safein the eevator.
Safe.

“You werein ahurry, Mr. Hayssen. Anything wrong?’



He could fed hishacklesrise.
Thefat little man who operated the eevator was new to him. Too new.

He turned and rabbit-punched the operator, then grabbed the controls and shot the cab up to thefifth
floor.

He was out of the elevator and heading down the hall for the stairway that led to the roof. The door
wasn't locked and amoment later he was on the pebbled roof, momentarily silhouetted againgt the velvet

y.

A flash of purplelight ate away a piece of the cornice and he dropped flat to the roof. He could hear
feet pounding on the stairway leading up.

Herolled to the rear of the building, safe for amoment in the shadows. Ten feet below him wasthe
top of thefire escape. He let himsalf over, trying to grip the dippery edge of the cornice, hung for a
moment, then dropped to the escape. Thefadl jarred him and he could fedl the warm ooze of blood in his
mouth where he had bit histongue.

A moment later he was running quietly down the escape, dipping noisdesdy past lighted windows
where other tenants of the building were egting or playing cards or watching the televison.

He could hear men searching the shadows above, looking behind the chimneys and the squet little
shack that housed the top of the roof stairway.

Looking for him.

He was amogt to the aley before one of them poked his head over the roof and hissed to his
companions.

Hayssen wasin the aley now, dodging down it for dear life. There was the clatter of men on thefire
escape and soon they were padding silently after him.

They had seen him!

There was aflash of light and Hayssen dodged frantically. A thin smoky line appeared on agarage
behind him.

He ducked through a backyard and headed for an apartment construction project, half ablock away.
Maybe he could lose his pursuersin the maze of lumber, cement, steel beams, and workmen's shacks
that dotted the Site.

At least he could gain time. Time enough for startled housewives and property ownersto cdl the
police.

With asinking fedling he knew his pursuers knew it, too. They wouldn’t be careful now. They would
be out to get him as soon as they could.

What a sucker he had been. He had dways considered that he had adight margin of safety, that
Cathy would warn him when hislife was in danger, when Lehman’ s hoods were after him.

Fools are made, he thought.

And fools are buried.

He ducked behind asmall mound of cement bags and sat down, breathing heavily. He could hear the



others moving noiselesdy about in the lot. Their whispering and the cresk of boards asthey walked
across them carried well through the night.

A thinfilm of sweat covered hisface and he brushed at it with his coat deeve.
Andley cat wailed for asecond and then was abruptly quiet in a sudden flash of violet.

A beam of light appeared a hundred feet away but Hayssen couldn’t see anybody behind it. They
were using some new kind of flashlight, he redlized. Beams of light that didn’t flare Straight ahead but
could curve and probe around corners.

A sudden dazzle of light showed over the top of the cement bags and there was alight rustle asathin
wire arched over the top. He moved out of the way just in time and watched the wire cail tightly around
the bags and cut into them. Dry cement spurted from the bags and he dodged over to astack of lumber.

Moments later the men who had followed him were clustered around the spot where he had been.
They ingpected the ground and alow murmur of disappointment came from them.

He thought of his gun with regret. It was back a his gpartment, carefully hidden under clothing in his
bottom drawer.

Hefdt dong the ground and located hdf abrick.
He hefted it casudly. Thiswasfor Jock.
The brick was wdll-aimed. It hit the newsboy and there was a sudden scream of anguish.

They were after him again, throwing away dl pretense at stealth and openly flaming piles of lumber
and stedl beams. Lights were going on in the houses around the project and Hayssen prayed that
somebody would cal the cops.

Hewas running paralel to ahdf-built brick wal. An I-beam lay on the ground, jutting out from the
wall, and hefdl over it. Pain twisted hisface and he could fed the ligaments near hisankle tear.

In the distance he could hear the faint scream of Srens.

They would get therejust intimeto list his name with the other unsolved murders of the year, he

thought.

A beam of light curled around the side of the wall and dazzled his eyes. There was a shout from one
of his pursuers and then they were clustered around him.

He couldn’t make them out. They were formless shadows, standing in back of the circle of light cast
by oneof therr flashlights.

The police Srenswere alot nearer.

The shadowy figures scattered and one of them flicked aviolet beam dong thewall, a an upward
angle so the cut would be on adant.

Thetop of thewall hung there for amoment before it came crashing down on him.

Thewall of the sirens sounded dimmer and then faded out atogether.

“Here, drink this,” avoice commanded.

Hayssen felt the lip of aglass press againgt his mouth and he swalowed automatically. Theliquid was



sweet and atrifle aily. After taking it, his head felt oddly clear and yet thick at the sametime.

Hewaslying on acouch in an office. The man who had offered the glass of liquid looked familiar.
Rather thin and balding with a pleasant face. Glasses.

“My name s Arthur Lehman,” the man offered, seeing Hayssen's puzzled expression.

Hayssen dropped the glass and sat up on the couch. There was something about Lehman. Something
that was supposed to be dangerous.

But he couldn’'t remember what it was.

His head began to swim and he felt Lehman’ s hand on his shoulder, firmly pushing him back down on
the couch.

“It will take afew minutesfor you to fed like yoursdlf, Hayssen.”
“What happened?’ Hayssen asked inandly. Histonguefdt like it was coated with glue.

Lehman smiled urbanely. “We got to you just in time, before FHiaherty’ s bully boys could do you in.
Another minute and you would have been agoner.”

Hayssen digested the information dowly. Flaherty’ sbully boys.

It didn’'t seem right. He had been working for Flaherty who had hired him to do—something—about
Lehman. And now Lehman had saved hislife and it was Flaherty who wastrying to murder him.

“I don't understand,” he said dowly. “1 wasworking for Flaherty. And now you say that Flaherty was
trying to kill me. It doesn't add up.”

He sat up and held histhrobbing head. It was difficult to think straight about this. There werelittle bits
of information that didn't fit, little bits of information that somehow managed to e ude him when hetried to
think of them.

“I know,” Lehman sympathized. “It’shard to believe. But Flaherty asked you to give up the case,
didn’t he?’

Now that Lehman mentioned it, he vaguely remembered Haherty cdling him up and telling him to
dropit.

Henodded. “Yes.”
“And you refused, didn't you?’ Lehman was being very logicd about it.
Again he nodded.

Lehman looked patronizing. “I don’t see how it failsto add, then. It makes akind of dangerous sense
for you. Haherty had hired you to investigate me, Hayssen, and then wanted you to quit. When you
refused, there was only one dternative. To kill you.”

His head was clearing but it was il difficult to remember.
“Why would Flaherty kill me because | refused to give up investigating you?’

“Y ou know alot about the rackets, Hayssen. When Flaherty found out who | was, he obvioudy
thought that it would be dangerous for you to find me. He probably figured that you and | would get
together.”



Hayssen was puzzled. It was so hard to think, so difficult to get things straight.

“I see| had better explain things further.” Lehman dug some cards out of hiswallet and passed them
over to Hayssen.

“I’mon acitizen's committee, Hayssen, working in conjunction with the Congressiona Crime
Investigating Committee. Asyou know, Flahertys adminigtration is one of the most corrupt inthe city’s
history. We' ve been trying to get the goods on Flaherty and his mob and we think we' ve found away to
doit.”

“What about thevia?" Hayssen asked. He had amost forgotten about the vial and Lehman's
connection with it. Almost forgotten—

“| was coming to that. Y ou see, that’ swhere | think you can be of serviceto us, Hayssen. Naturally
you want to be of service?’

There was athin edge of threat to that request but only a corner of Hayssen’s mind caught it.
He nodded dumbly.

“Thevid contains a serum that the citizen’s committee has developed. Cal it acompulsion serum, for
lack of abetter name. We ve been trying to get Flaherty to take some of it. Naturally, we can’t legally
forcehimto takeit againgt hiswill so we have been trying to get him to take the serum under aguise. It
may not be gtrictly legd but then you haveto fight fire with firel”

It was grictly for the movies, acorner of Hayssen’s mind thought. Strictly cloak and dagger.
But hewouldn’t think of opposing Lehman’swill. Lehman had saved hislife.

Lehman continued. “Faherty has discovered my connection with the citizens committee and so my
usefulness has been largely ended. But Flaherty doesn’t know that you have found me—or vice versa.
And that’ swhere you can be of help.”

Everything seemed o plausible when Lenman told it to him. Lehman wasright, absolutely right.

Whatever Lehman asked him to do hewould.
“How can | beof hep?’
Lehman was dl busness now.

“It' still necessary for Flaherty to take the serum. Y ou see, it’samuch improved version of
neoscopolamine. Once hetakesit, he'll truthfully answer dl questions put to him. Now he' swiseto me.
But he wouldn’t suspect you. You could get it to him.”

Lehman smiled. “ So he did. Maybe you could get to see him about it, agree that you have other things
to do, that you are actually too busy to continue the case anyway. Anything you happen to think of.
Somehow you can get him to take adrink and dip the contents of thevid into it. It' stastelessand he

Wwon't suspect.



“You gill havethe vid you picked up a hisoffice, don't you?’
Hayssen felt around in his pocket and finally came up with the vid of sparkling liquid.

“Good. Just put that in hisdrink and we' |l clean up the city in nothing fiat. And, of course, ther€' |l bea
tidy suminit for you.”

Hayssen was thinking hard. There was somebody connected with this, somebody who had tried to
save hislife sometime ago. A long, long time ago.

“What about Catherine Cooper, Flaherty’ s secretary? She knows something about this. And
yet—it's hard to believe that she’ d be mixed up in something likethis”

Lehman looked at him sadlly, like the best friend who wouldn't tell him that he had BO.

“Flaherty wouldn't hire a secretary he couldn’t trust, Hayssen. Or one who would be afraid to work
inthetype of busnesshe sactudly in. I'm afraid that Catherine Cooper isin as deeply as Flaherty
himsdf.”

He watched the expression flit over Hayssen'sface.

“Of coursg, if you could find her and bring her in to me, perhaps we could get her to turn state's
evidence. The sentence would be light, then.”

Hayssen nodded. He fdlt confused and sick. Dimly, he felt that something was incredibly wrong.
But he had to trust Lehman. And Lehman had saved hislife.

He picked up hishat. “1 guess | better be going then. And thanksalot.” Hisvoicetrailed off. “ Thanks
alot for everything.”

He wandered out into the hallway.

Behind him, Lehman closed the door and went to his desk. He opened a drawer that revedled along
panel of buttons. He pressed one and the interior of the room shimmered and disappeared. Therewas
nothing left but a bare floor with dust on it and dectric outlets with their protective caps till on.

Hayssen stood in the shadows and watched the gpartment building. Cathy’ s room was black. But
she' d be coming back sometime that night. She' d come back and then he would get her and take her to
Lehmen.

It was too bad she had to be mixed up with Flaherty. Too bad. But somehow hedidn't fed that she
knew what she was doing.

Lehman had said that shewasin it as degply as Flaherty, though.
And he had also said that she could turn state' s evidence and get off with alight sentence.

Hefdt the sweat standing on his forehead, even though the night was cold. Something insde was
fighting his reasoning, something wastrying to warn him againg it.

A girl was coming up thewak now. He spotted her blond hair peeking out from under ablack velvet
het.

It was Cathy.
She swung into the apartment building and disappeared. A moment later the lightswent onin her



room. Hayssen started across the street.
A car that had been parked at the curb swung forward and blocked hisway.
“O.K., Hayssen, in here,” avoice said.
He started to reach for hisgun.
“I wouldn't, Hayssen.” The door to the car was open. Hegot in.

A couple of men werein the back seat and Hayssen recognized them as the newsboy and the
elevator operator. He remembered alittle more. How they had tried to kill him at the apartment Site.

They blindfolded him and tied hisarms. One of them fished Hayssen’ s gun out of his shoulder holster
and let it drop to the floor of the car.

“Y ouwon't be needing that.”
They drove for along time and Hayssen couldn’t keep track of the number of turns they made.

They findly stopped the car and hel ped him out. It was late at night and he guessed that there was
nobody around to see them.

He stumbled up some stairs and felt himsdlf being led down ahalway. Then he wasin awooden chair
and they were taking the blindfold off hiseyes.

Hewasin akitchen, amodern kitchen, with al metal cabinets and a shiny modern stove. A gas stove.

The men were busy, tying what looked like strings to the windows and the kitchen door. The various
threads and strings ended up in an apparatus that looked like an alarm clock. The “newsboy” set the
clock for acertain time, then turned the hands until they reached it.

The clock wound up, the strings drew taut, and the windows opened and the door swung wide. The
clock continued winding and the various strings disappeared insde it. The newshoy hastily pressed
another button and the clock stopped. Hayssen had a hunch that if the button hadn’t been pushed, the
clock would have disgppeared in aflash of flame like—Like what? He tried to think and couldn’t.

The peddier came over and pressed afew nervesin Hayssen' s neck. After that, Hayssen couldn’t
move amuscle, but just sat there, hunched over the kitchen table.

The newsboy set up the system of strings again and attached them to the clocklike apparatus. They
would turn on the stove, Hayssen thought, and after a certain amount of time had € gpsed—when hewas
dead—the clocklike apparatus would come to life and automatically open the windows and the doors,
aring the room out. The police would have adifficult time figuring out how he had died.

The peddier came over to ingpect Hayssen before turning on the gas. He seemed puzzled for a
moment and then rolled one of Hayssen' s eyelids back.

“He s been drugged!”
The others crowded around. One of them said : “Let’ stest it for sure.”
The newsboy got aglass of water and poured it down Hayssen' sthroat.

His stomach reacted automaticaly and he threw up, the frothy liquid bubbling from hismouth like a
baby drooling the breskfast grud. “He s been drugged dl right.” One of them got arag and wiped the
table and Hayssen’ sfront. It wasn't too good ajob but then it wouldn’t make any differencein another



minute. “We could bring him out of it,” one of them suggested.
Another shrugged. “Why bother?” They turned on the gas and | ft.

He could smdll it. A sharp and yet sweet odor that drifted silently acrossthe room.

He was almost under, the room had become afaint blur, when the door opened and Cathy Cooper
camein.

She opened the windows and turned off the gas and then held Hayssen in her arms. The partia
paralysis had worn off and his armstightened around her. Then he was on hisfeet.

Cathy stared at him, puzzled, and then looked into his eyes.

Her face blanched.

“Y ou’ ve been drugged!” she breathed.

He was|ooking at her rather coldly.

“I'm afraid you' Il have to come with me, Cathy. Lehman wantsto see you.”

She gtared at him. “What makes you think | should see Lenman?’ She had a frightened, trapped look
on her face.

“Look,” he pleaded. “Y ou can turn state’ s evidence. That way you' Il get off with alight sentence!”

“Light sentence! State’ sevidence!” She started to laugh bitterly. “What afool you turned out to be.
Y ou think it's something as inggnificant as a crime probe. Why you fool, you don’'t even know what it's
all about. You'reasgullibleasdl the ancients. And you' re supposed to be a detective!”

She was defiant.
“Besides, what makesyou think I'll go to Lehman with you?’
Hayssen held alight, dim pigtal in hishand.

“I got thisout of your handbag amoment ago. I’'m sorry but you' || haveto comein.” He had tried to
keep hisvoice busnesdike but he couldn’t hide athin quiver init.

She looked at him with pity welling up in her eyes. “Y ou’ ve been drugged,” she said quietly. “1 don't
think you would do this otherwise.”

She picked up her fur coat and walked before him.

Hayssen had a momentary urge to throw the gun away, to comfort her and tell her it had dl been a
mistake.

It wasn't right, it wasn't right, it wasn't right.

And yet he couldn’t think straight enough to know why it should be wrong.

The house was a handsome house in a beautiful neighborhood. Hayssen went up the walk and
worked the fancy brass knocker.

The door opened and Flaherty stood framed in the opening. He looked dourly down at Hayssen.



“Aren’'t you even going to invite me in?’ Hayssen asked.
The mayor grunted and stepped aside. Hayssen walked in and followed FHaherty into the library.

It wasn't going to be easy, Hayssen thought. He hadn’t the faintest notion of what to ask Flaherty or
how to trick him in to setting up some drinks.

Flaherty made himsalf comfortablein ahuge easy-chair. He didn’t invite Hayssen to Sit down.
“O.K., now, what’ sthe deal? Why couldn’t you see me a my office tomorrow?’

“| wanted to tell you that I’'m dropping the Lehman case as of right now.”

“So0? 1’ ve dready ordered you to drop the Lehman case. This doesn't add anything new.”
Hayssen thought franticaly.

“I think | have aright to know why | wasfired.”

Flaherty looked annoyed. “If you warnt it that way, it sal right with me. | have it on good authority
that for a private detective you' re not avery good one. Y ou’ re incompetent.”

That wasalogica reason for Haherty to give, Hayssen thought. Haherty would hardly say that it was
because Lehman was after him and it was too dangerous for Hayssen and Lehman to get together.

Helooked at Flaherty with contempt. An old man with cancer who ran the worst city machinein
history. There was atime when he had been more tolerant but Lehman had soon set him right on that.

He thought of Lehman with avague sort of uneasiness. Lehman wastelling him alot of things, quitea
lot.

For the twentieth time that day he tried to pin down an elusive thought that somehow just escaped
him. It was dwaysthere, just trembling on the edge of his mind, wanting to be heard. But he could never
quite grasp it, never get ahold onit.

Haherty waslooking at him rather thoughtfully.

“I'm sorry | trusted you, Hayssen. Y ou can still ruin me, you know. But | don’t think you will. 1t
would be too unhedthy.”

Haherty wasfencing with him.

It might serve his purpose to fence, too.

Hetook achair without being asked and made himself a home.
“I suppose | could ruin you, Flaherty—if | wanted to.”

Flaherty took the bait. “What do you mean, if you wanted to?’

Hayssen yawned. “I' m thirsty. We might do better if we talked about it over some drinks. I’ ve heard
you have agood liquor cabinet.”

Flaherty grunted and rang abell. A moment later a servant gppeared and Flaherty ordered up the
drinks.

It was anice cool drink. Hayssen sipped at it while he thought desperately of what to say next.
“I didn’t know you collected antiques, Flaherty.”



He was looking past Flaherty at an old cherry table that served as a coffee stand.

Flaherty glanced around and Hayssen had the vid out and over Flaherty’ sglass, ready to empty its
contentsinto the liquid.

A hand came out of nowhere, holding a cube of ice between adelicate pair of tongs.
“Do you wish moreice, Mr. Hayssen?’

He palmed the via and glanced up in dismay. A sudden shock ran through him when he recognized
the butler.

It wasthe clerk in the grocery store who had waited on him.

Flaherty turned back to Hayssen. “ Asameatter of fact, | don’t. My wife does. Now what did you
mean. when you said you could ruin meif you wanted to?’

Hayssen jerked histhumb towards the butler.
Flaherty looked grim.

“That’sdl right, Hayssen. Whatever you haveto say, it'sdl right if Jonas hearsit. Y ou see, the
doctors can’t help him either.”

Hayssen let out his breath in adow sigh of disappointment. He couldn’t do it. It wasimpossible now.
With only Flaherty to contend with, he might have distracted him long enough to dip the contents of the
vid into hisdrink. With the butler there too, he wouldn’t be ableto do it.

“I wasonly kidding,” hesaid. “I didn't meanit. | didn't meanita al.”

Heleft afew minuteslater. He could fed Faherty and the butler watching him through the front
window.

When he got to the end of the block he turned and disappeared from their view. A moment later he
cut up the alley and ended standing in the shadow of atree severa doors down. and across the street
from Haherty’ shouse.

He had ahunch that Flaherty’ sbutler didn’t live there and hewasright. A half hour passed and then,
the front door opened and afigure left and walked rapidly down the street. Hayssen waited until the
figure had alittle head start and then he sarted after it.

He would have to catch the butler before he got to amain street.

It was dark out and a storm was blowing in from the west. The thunder drowned out Hayssen's
footsteps.

He was behind the butler now. He shoved his pistal into the small of Jonas' back.
“Well go homemy way,” he said softly.

Thefigurejerked, sartled.

“You waited outside, | see. Very clever of you.”

“I think so. It'sabout time | wised up, isn't it?’

The butler sneered. “1 suppose you' Il show how smart you are by taking me to Lehman?’



Hayssen wondered alittle. He supposed that’ swhat he should be doing. But he wasn't. And the fact
that he wanted to find out something on his own didn’t quite explain why.

“Asamatter of fact, I’m not. We re going to my apartment and you' re going to answer some
questionsdirectly to me.”

The butler laughed, “ Y ou're rather smple, Hayssen. | don’t think you' re going to walk over to your
apartment. And you don’'t have acar. That meanswe' Il have to catch abus or astreetcar. And once we
do, what’ sto prevent me from smply waking away? | rather doubt that you would use your pistol inthe
open likethat.”

“What ashame,” Hayssen said camly. “Y ou’ ve pointed out the flaw in my plan. | supposeI’ll haveto
kill you right here and now.”

He grinned to himsdlf at the butler’ s sudden rush of fear.

“But I’'m not. And for that matter, we could take a cab home. But we' re not going to do that either.
WEe re going by streetcar and you' re going with me. Because you' |l want to.”

“] don't see how—"

Hayssen took acommon pin out of his pocket and held it behind the butler’ s ear, then jabbed sharply
down withit. It drew adrop of blood and a startled cry from his captive.

“That’ srather smple, too. Y ou' ve probably read al about it. The dow acting poison that only the
hero hasthe antidote for. In this case, it'sa my apartment.”

“Y ou have agood imagination, Hayssen. | don't believe you.”

Hayssen laughed. “O.K. then, don't. Go ahead. Walk away. I'm merely shooting off my mouth to
make conversation.”

The butler hesitated and then reluctantly gavein.

“And by theway, Jonas. We Il go up the back way. | wouldn’t want any of your friendsto runinto

us

They made themsalves comfortable in Hayssen' sliving room. The butler was swegting, small beads of
swest that crept into the corners of his eyes and made them water.

Hayssen mixed himsdf atal one from the radio-cabinet liquor cache.

The butler finaly broke the slence.

“Y ou mentioned an antidote, | believe. | supposeit would be asking too much—"

Hayssen looked up, amused.

“It would. You see, thereisn't any. My imagination only got asfar asthinking of the poison.”
The butler sprang to hisfeet.

Hayssen waved apigtal at him.

“Thisisn't as neat asthe gunsyou use. It makes anice, messy hole” The butler sat down. “And don’'t
fed too bad about faling for astory like that. Y ou couldn’t afford to take the chance that it wasn't the
truth.”



Hetoyed with hisdrink. “I suppose | should be very British and offer you some but to be frank, |
don’t have enough whisky left.” His voice became harsh. “Jonasis just too domestic aname, chum.
What do you cal yoursdf?’

“Smith isgood enough.”
“O.K., Smith. Now suppose you tdl me just how you fit in the ded with Flaherty.”
Smith leaned forward eagerly.

“Look, Hayssen, | can't tell you thetruth. | would liketo but | honestly can't. But it isn't what you
think. It'snot asimple matter like a crooked city machine or anything like that. A world isin the balance,
Hayssen!”

There had been somebody el se, along time ago, who had said something like that. Somebody who
had wanted to tell him what it was al about but claimed they couldn’t.

If only he could remember!

Smith wastaking again. “1 don’'t know what Lehman hastold you, Hayssen, but | could puncture his
logic for you if you were only norma. But you wouldn't believe me, now. Y ou’ ve been drugged,
Hayssen, drugged!”

Hayssen consdered it thoughtfully.
“Could you proveit?’

“Certainly. Tdl me, have you drunk any water in the last day or s0?| thought not. Try it now. You'll
be sick, horribly sick, but it’'ll clear the drug out of your system.”

He could try it. Drinking water wouldn't hurt any. And there was always the chance, the bare chance,
that Smith wasright.

It was odd, he thought. A day ago he would never have doubted Lehman. But now it seemed
possible, just possble—Hisfaith in Lehman had gradualy been wearing off. Like adrug?

“O.K., I'll try it. But you go first.”

Smith shrugged and preceded Hayssen to the kitchen. He ran the tap until the water was cold, then
took aglass, filled it, and drank it. Hayssen watched him closely. Therewas no reaction at dl, unlessit
was satisfaction at quenching one' sthirst.

Hayssen hed aglass under the tap, still keeping hisgun trained on Smith.

The water tasted nice and cool and it came to him with something of ashock how dehydrated he
actudly felt. Not exactly thirsty, but just dry.

The reaction was swift.

He gagged and then vomitted. He managed to watch Smith through watering eyes and keep the gun
trained on him but it took effort. Enormous effort. He retched some more and had the hideous fegling of
the dry heaves coming on.

He was empty now, thoroughly empty insde. And he felt very wesk. It was hard to think at al. Smith
had been partidly correct at any rate, or else it was an elaborately planned trick.

The phonerang.



Smith turned and walked in front of him back to the living room. Hayssen picked up the phone.
The voice at the other end of the linewas frantic.
It was the chemist with whom he had |eft asmall portion of the contents of Flaherty’ svid.

“Hayssen? Thisis Jm Paul. I’ ve been trying to get hold of you for hours. Tell me, do you have any
more of that liquid you left here?’

Hayssen could fed the excitement in hisvoice.
HWI,W’

“I injected one cc of the fluid into a cancerous guinea pig on the verge of death. Thepig didn’t die,
Hayssen, it didn’t die. It was acomplete recovery! Not only that but the pig looks healthy enough to live
to ahundred!”

Hayssen felt sweat soaking into his undershirt.
“I'll call you back.”

He put down the receiver and stared at Smith. Smith had heard the conversation and had an
|-told-you-so expression on hisface.

“O.K., Smith, I'm convinced | was drugged and that Lehman isn’t what he said hewas. What' sthe
whole story?’

Smith was stubbborn. “I' d like to tell you, Hayssen. | mean that sincerely. But | can't.”
Hayssen could remember things now, thingsthat till didn't fit. He walked over to Smith.
Smithwasamiling. “1 supposeyou'll let me go now?’

Hayssen shook his head. “Whatever ese Lehman is, he saved mefrom being killed by you and the
others. | suppose I'll have to see Lehman persondly and find out what' s going on for mysdlf.”

“Y ou going to tie me up then?’
Hayssen remembered the pitiful bundle that had been Jock.

“I don't think that will be necessary.” Before Smith could move, he brought up the pistol and dugged
him on the Sde of the head.

He watched Smith crumple to the floor and then got his hat and coat. He would haveto hurry.

He hadn’t forgotten that Cathy Cooper was with Lehman. And that, for some reason, Lehmanwasa
sworn enemy of hers.

A light wasonin Lehman’ soffice.
Hayssen ran lightly up the stairs and then stood outside the door for amoment before openingit.

He could hear Lehman and Catherine Cooper talking together on the insde. Cathy’ svoice wasfirm
and controlled, though aquiver of fear ran throughiit.



Lehman’ swasthreatening, brutd.

Helistened and felt himsdlf grow cold inside. They were speaking English, but atwisted, corrupted
English that bore very little resemblance to what he spoke. And there was something he hadn’t noticed
before. Lehman was talking with the same peculiar accent that Cathy used.

He turned the knob and walked in.

Lehman looked up with a surprise that quickly turned to annoyance.

“What do you want, Hayssen?’

“I"d like to ask you some questions, Lehman.”

Lehman assumed an air of tired patience.

“I'm questioning Miss Cooper right now, Hayssen. Why don't you wait until morning?’

“Why don’t you question Miss Cooper in the morning?’ Hayssen' svoice wastight. “ And what were
you questioning her about?’

“Just asking her co-operation.” Lehman’ s voice was smooth and untroubled. He turned to Cathy
Cooper. “Wasn't |, Miss Cooper?’

Cathy looked up for thefirst time since Hayssen had come into the room and nodded wesarily.

“ Anything e se you want to know, Hayssen? If not, I” d suggest you get back to following out your
ordersin regardsto Flaherty.”

“I think,” Hayssen said dowly, “that | would like the answer to some questionsfirs.”
Lehman settled back in hischair.
“O.K., shoot.”

“Firg of dl, I would like to know, if Flaherty was out to get me after | refused to drop your case,
who wasit that tried to kill me before? Who wasit that tried to kill me the same night after | first, saw
Haherty?”

“You' remistaken,” Lehman said flatly. “1t never happened, Hayssen.”

It was becoming rather obvious, Hayssen thought.

“Look, Lehman, | drank some water recently and | got pretty sick. I think that | was drugged.”
Therewas hidden fear in Lehman’seyes.

“I suppose you think that | tried to kill you. Y ou’re wrong, Hayssen, absolutely wrong. In fact, if you
gill doubt me, we'll leaveit to animpartid judge.”

He turned to Cathy Cooper, who had looked up with new hope in her eyes when Hayssen mentioned
that he had been drugged.

“Tel him thetruth,” Lehman encouraged. “Did | ever try to kill Mr. Hayssen?’ Therewas laughter in
hiseyes.

Cathy shook her head. “No, but—"

“Andisn'tit truethat | rescued him from those who were trying to kill him?’



“Yes” desperately, “but that isn’t the whole story!”

“It'senough, Miss Cooper.”

“Wait aminute,” Hayssen said. “ Suppose we let Cathy tell usthe whole story.”

Cathy looked like she was ready to cry. “1 can't, Don. | can’t!”

Lehman shrugged.

“Y ou see, Hayssen? She refuses to co-operate. As athoroughly guilty person would.”

Hayssen fdlt hisresolve begin to waver. It looked like Lehman was right, that Cathy wasinvolved in
some crimina scheme. He swore silently. Y ou’ re some guy, Hayssen, he thought. A pretty face and
figure come aong and somebody could use your brainsfor pillow stuffing.

Helooked at Cathy and saw something he hadn’t noticed when hefirst came in. There werefaint
discolorations around her cheekbones and jaw. He had a pretty good hunch of just what and who had
caused them.

Helooked at Lehman and knew he hated him.

“I’ve got one more question,” he said quietly.

Lehman looked calmer now but there was still aguarded look in hiseyes.
“All right, Hayssen, ask it. | have nothing to fear.”

| hate smooth guys, Hayssen thought. Particularly smooth guyswho turn out to be right when | don't
want them to beright.

Hetook abreath. Inaway it wasaslly question, afantastic one. But it would be ill more fantastic
to look for alogical explanation. If you had a certain line of reasoning you followed it to the bitter end, no
matter how silly it ssemed. And coiling wires, dim, modernigtic pistols, people who seemed able to
disappear at will, and even the peculiar accents made atwisted sort of sense.

“When are you from?”

There was agasp from Cathy and a shocked look on Lehman’ sface and he knew he had struck ail.
Lehman’'s hand darted for adesk drawer.

Hayssen legped for the desk and brought hisfist down on the hand. Lehman shrieked with pain and
twisted away. Hayssen grabbed him by the shoulder and then Lehman doubled up and kneed him.

They broke and rolled out on the carpet. He hammered at Lehman’ sface, trying to break Lehman's
grip around histhroat. The room started to blacken and then he had Lehman by the collar and they were
ontheir feet. Hisfigt shot into Lehman’ sface. He could fed the splinter of teeth againgt his knuckles.

Lehman’s head jerked back and he hit the floor and lay Hill.
Hayssen turned to Cathy and swept her into hisarms.

She was nice and soft, he thought, and her hair smelled good. He brushed her lipswith hisand they
clung close together. Therewere alot of things that weren't explained but they could definitely wait.

After amoment Cathy sighed and wriggled comfortably out of hisgrasp.



She looked over his shoulder and her eyeswent wide.

He turned in one movement and dove for the desk. Lehman sat behind it, fiddling with some knobs on
what looked like a control board.

He found theright dial and turned a bloody, triumphant face to Hayssen.

Hayssen hit the desk and kept right on going through it, beyond it, to end lying on afloor that lay sx
inches beneath aghostly carpet.

Lehman and his desk and office equipment, rugs, wal-hangings, and chairswere like aroom within a
room. They shimmered and twinkled in aghostly phosphorescence and dowly faded from sight.

Hayssen picked himsdf off adusty floor and stared around the room, bewildered.
It was absolutely empty except for he and Cathy.

“I think you had better explain somethings, Cathy. It would help mealot.”
Shedidn’t look up. “WEe re not supposed to,” she said inasmall voice.

“Look,” he burst out, “people have tried to murder me about five timesin the last week. Somebody
kicked my dog around and it wasn't funny. I’ ve checked up on people who seem to appear and
disappear whenever they want. And now Lehman does a by-by act right while I’m in the room!”

Helowered hisvoiceto alecturetone. “1 know someof it. | know alot of it. | tested the via that
Flaherty bought. It wasthe real McCoy. Everything that Lehman had told Flaherty about it was true. For
al | know, Cathy, maybe Lehman was on theright Sde.”

Shelooked up a him. “Y ou know about the vid then?’
“Y%”

“It' sagaingt the Prime Injunction,” she said dowly. “WEe re not supposed to tell. We d be breaking
therules”

“What rules?’ he prodded gently.
She managed to find the nerve to say it.
“Agang therulesof timetrave.”

He caught his breath. He had been right then. A wild, fantastic guess and he had hit the nail on the
head.

“Y ou'reatimetraveer from the future?’
“Yes” shesad proudly. “I’'m from the future.”

Hetook hisarm away. Shewasn't just afrightened girl. She was something €lse. Something
megnificent.

“Tell meabout it,” he asked smply.

“Y our century, Donad, has been visited many times by our people. | suppose that you could call me

and the others history students. We go throughout al history and take small jobs and study the different
civilizations. When | came back to your time | decided to become a secretary to one of your politicians. |



was going to write athesis on the Twentieth Century.”

She had said that she had been named after afamous actress, Hayssen thought. But he had never
heard of the name. Naturaly not. She had been named after afamous actressin her time, an actresswho
would not be born yet for thousands of yeard!

“| suppose we re actually more than just students,” Cathy continued. “ Call uswatchmenin the
museum of time who see that none of the exhibits are damaged or stolen. We' re watch-wardensfor the
past, custodians of history to see that nobody comes back in time and triesto changeit.”

“That’ swhere Lehmanfitsin, isTt it?" he asked hestantly.

She nodded. “Lehman isamember of what you would cal apolitical party, but not alegaly
recognized one. By traveling into the past he sought to change it enough so that his party would bein
power inthefar future”

“He hoped to work it through Flaherty someway, didn’t he?’

“Yes. If Flaherty lived long enough he would back a certain candidate for senator. This person inturn
would become president. A very poor president, Donald. A tyrant. And the past would be altered
aufficiently so that Lehman would be our ruler inthe future.”

“At least Flaherty would get afair shake out of it.” Hefelt sorry for Flaherty who had had the cure for
his cancer right in hisown grasp.

She shook her head. “ Even Flaherty would not have benefited from it. Y ou see, thevid of liquid
would make a person live athousand years, our own life span. But Flaherty would have lived just long
enough to be useful. Then Lehman would have seen that he met with an accident.”

Hayssen whistled. “I’m beginning to see. But Flaherty waswarned againg teking thevia.”

Shelaughed. “I called him up and told him that it was poison. We covered Flaherty pretty thoroughly
to make sure that Lehman couldn’t get to him. We even had aman stationed in Flaherty’ shome asa
butler.”

Hayssen thought of Smith, who was probably till out cold in his gpartment.
The next question was atough one. He could fed Cathy tense, expecting it.
“If neither Flaherty or Lehman weretrying to kill me, who was?’

The answer came as a shock, even though he half expected it.

“We. were.”

“l... 1 don't understand.”
Sheturned toward him, pleading.

“It'sone of therules of timetravel, Dondd! We can't et anybody in the past know that they are
being visited by people from the future. We can’t allow the past to be changed, asit would beif people
knew we were vidting them. If you change the past, you change the future. Y ou dter the fabric of time!

“But thereé smoreto it than that. Do you think that people in the past would be content if they knew
that there was a means of escape to afuture that naturally offered amuch better life than the age they
wereliving in? Do you think that people would have incentive and ambition, knowing that everything that



could be dready was? That every machine and invention had aready been invented? They would search
usout, Donald, and we would no longer be ableto travel back intime. And if they got hold of the
chrono-machines, the future would be faced with awave of immigration from the past!”

“I see,” hesaid dowly. “And | was dangerousto you.”

She sighed and her head drooped. “ Y es. Y ou were a private detective, assigned to investigate
Lehman. An ordinary person looking into Lehman’s past would have been dangerous. A private
detective was much worse. And a private detective in possession of Flaherty’ svid of liquid wastoo
dangerousto live. We thought that we could handle Lehman ourselves. But you were an unknown factor.
Y ou had to be diminated.”

It al fit, he had to admit that. The newsboy and the clerk and the cop on the beat. All “history
sudents” like Cathy was. When word went out that he was investigating Lehman, they had tried to kill
him.

And they had succeeded in killing Jock.

Cathy read hisface.

“I"'m sorry about Jock,” shesaid. “Buit if you gill want him, we can get him. | don't think it would ater
the future much if one amdl dog livesinstead of dying.

Hisface was blank. “But you can't bring objects back from the dead!”
Shelaughed a him.

“It' svery smple, Dondd. Picture time as ahighway with smal roads that branch off, wander alittle,
and then come back to the main road. That’'s what we can do. Travel back to just before Jock jumped
on the mesh-net—the bedspread—and take him with us.”

Hayssen felt dizzy.

“Besides, Dondd, how do you think that Lehman rescued you once the brick wall had toppled on
you? He picked you up just before that.

“Y ou don’t remember the wall, do you? Of course not. For you, it actually never happened. It'sa
smdl part of the past that was changed. | know. Y ou are about to say that it isa paradox. But that isonly
because you are foolish enough to believe that the future is dependent on alot of littlethings. Itisn't.
History isatremendous canvas, Dondd, and one or two very small brush strokes, if changed, would
hardly dter the whole picture.”

“I shouldn’'t complain,” he said. “ After dl, you saved my life.”

She blushed. *Y ou were right when you accused me of eavesdropping, When | listened in on your
talk with Flaherty that day, | reported to the othersthat you were after Lehman and were dangerous. We
took avote and the mgority decided on diminating you. | disagreed. | thought that perhaps you could be
persuaded to drop the case.”

They do it for science, Hayssen thought, or they do it for friendship or they do it because of a
maternd ingtinct. But they’ Il never admit that they do it for love.

“Y ou’ re sure there wasn't any persond reason?’
She was suddenly very furious, recaling his kisswhen he had rescued her from Lehman.

“You are very foolish, Dondd! | could never love a man thousands of yearsin the past. Besdes, that



isexpressly forbidden by therules!”
He had her in hisarms. She struggled for amoment and then abruptly relaxed.
“I love your cute futuristic accent.” he said softly.
“Isthat dl you love about me?’ she murmured plaintively.
He kissed her mouth and she shut up.

“Y ou're more of asociology student than astraight history student, aren’t you, Cathy?’
Sheamiled. “You'reright. How did you guess?’

“My business as adetective, darling. Y ou knew what ink-gticks and flukum were when | mentioned
them to you. It isn’t the sort of knowledge that any secretary would have.”

“I knew | had made adip there. Like saying | had been named after afamous actress. Y ou caught
that one too, didn’'t you?’

“I did, but it never made sense. And there' s something else that’ s puzzling me. Y ou caled me a my
gpartment that one time to warn me. Why didn’t you cal when your friends were waiting to kidnap me,
the day | came home from work?’

“I did. Only you had gone home by then.”

It was nice to know she had been on hisside al the way through, Hayssen thought.
“Well, what' Il we do about Lehman now?’

Cathy looked up.

“What do you mean ‘we 7’

He grinned. “The only safe place for meto beiswith you, every minute. And | imagine you have
plans about Lehman.”

She frowned. “Well, | guess1’ | make my report on him and then wait for further ingtructions.”

“We could keep after him,” hesaid dowly. “Youand I. | ill have afew scoresto settle with him
ayway.”

His neck gtill ached where Lehman's powerful fingers had dug deep. And there was the dight matter
of some bruises on Cathy. Lehman had done his best to get Cathy to co-operate, to betray her future.

“| was wondering, Cathy—isthere any other age that Lehman could go to, where he could change
thingslike he can here?’

“I don’t think so. Our bureau of research concluded that it would be easiest to change the fabric of
timein the Twentieth Century.”

“Then he mugt il be around, till trying to get at Flaherty.”
Shelooked worried. “We have Flaherty pretty well covered but there' s always a chance—"

“Then we |l haveto find Lehman as soon as possible. | kind of wonder, though, if he would take
off—go farther back in time—if we got too closeto him.”



“We could follow in my own chrono-machine,” Cathy suggested. “But we d have to get after him
quickly.”

Hayssen suddenly thought of something. “Y our gpartment is atime-machine like Lehman’ s office was,
is'tit?”

She nodded. “Why do you ask?’

“How bigisit?’

“Fourteen by sixteen feet. Y ou see, we haveto livein them. You can't park atime machinein an
empty lot or leaveit in awarehouse. So we live in them and have officesin them when wetrave.” She
laughed softly. “ Sometimes we have trouble finding places where they fit. Once | had to rent adungeonin
Elizabethan England to hold ming!”

“Y ou have your own power supply, don’'t you?’

She nodded.

That explained the lack of use of the electric outlets, he thought.

Hetold her about Martin Green and how Green had been in his room one moment and gone the next.
“The man you cal Greenisone of Lehman's confederates, Donad.”

The clerk in the license bureau probably was too, he thought. He could have notified Green that he
was about to be visited and Green would naturally have been home when he called. Green had probably
rented the room to lend a note of authenticity to Lehman’ s referencesin case someone should look them
up.

It wouldn't have been a dl difficult for Green to hop in atime machine and bein his gpartment when
Hayssen had called. The chrono-machines were maneuverable, in space, aswell astime.

He kissed Cathy again. “ Come on, we' ve got work to do.”

It was easier than he thought. Lehman was too anxious, too ready to try again. He found him through
the papers. It was abusiness persond ad, just asmdll ad for ahedth salon. But the wording was such
that it would catch the eye of an old duffer like Flaherty. It had good advertising gpped, hinting that you
could be healthier and live longer if you cameto the salon. And there was a catch line about cancer
buried in the ad.

It could be just another quack, he thought. But it was too pat, too smoothly professional, for it to be
anybody ese but Lehman.

When he got to the address he was just a second too late. There was the same ghostly
phosphorescence, the same shimmering outlines of Lehman, sneering openly at him.

Hetook atiny “printed” transceiver from abrief case and gave Cathy the news.

“Go down to the street and wait for me, Donald. I'll be therein exactly thirty seconds!” Her voice
waswarm and confident.

Heran down the stairs and out into the street.

Lehman’s new office had been in abuilding at the corner of Lawrence and Broadway. The streets
were full of mid-afternoon shoppers and honking automobiles. A traffic cop stood at the intersection and



guided the streams of traffic. He probably tried to close abookie, Hayssen thought briefly, and got sent
to this corner as punishment.

He searched the air above the street closely. A few of the shoppers noted his concentration, stared at
the open air, and then went on their way, nodding wisely to one another and pointing suggestively a him.

Suddenly there was a glimmering and then the shadowy outlines of the time machine cameinto view.

Traffic screeched to ahalt and pedestrians were frozen in their tracks. There, ten feet above the
dreet, was afull-sized room with transparent walls, hanging unsupported in midair!

Cathy did the door open and lowered the machine until it just grazed the tops of the automobilesin
the street.

Hayssen vaulted through the crowds and grasped the bottom of the open doorway. He pulled himsalf
aboard and Cathy started the machine and they dowly disappeared from view.

He couldn’t help grinning to himself. Several thousands of people had seen what had happened but it
would be amiracleif there were ten who would agree on what they had seen.

The paperswould run riot, he thought, but then some savant from the University would probably save
the day by swearing that it was a mass hallucination and there were hundreds like it on record.

Cathy was busy at the instrument board and since there was nothing he could do to help, Hayssen
bent his attention to the view through the transparent walls.

Below him, in the street he had just come from, he could see the traffic dowly moving backwards and
people disgppearing into stores. The whole colorful ka eidoscope was dowly winding up. Inaminute or
s0 dl the traffic had disappeared and the light was dimming.

It was near morning, he thought, before the people started going to work.
Far in the distance, through one of the sdewalls, he spotted alittle cube of red.
Cathy looked up from theingtrumenta pand at his question.

“That's Lehman’s chrono-machine, Don. We |l haveto follow him until he stops. There' snothing we
can do until then.”

He turned back to watch the city. The endless passage of days and nights had resolved itsdlf into a
featurelesslight gray that seemed to blanket the city. It waslike seeing it through avery light fog. Some of
the newer buildings were missing and afew older ones had taken their place.

He caught afleeting glimpse of ahuman figure dressed in the style of the late Twenties and then they
were going too fast to see people. Forests and brush had grown up and engulfed a good section of the
city.

They were over the downtown area, now, about a mile from Lehman’s machine. The Chicago Loop
was vaguely outlined but the El structure had disappeared and so had the Board of Trade building and
the Tribune Tower and other famous landmarks. In another heartbeat Chicago was nothing but a

collection of wooden houses and mud streets. Then a stockade, nestling where the Chicago River and
Lake Michigan joined together.

Lehman’s machine dowly swung over the continent toward the East and Hayssen and Cathy
followed. Chicago had disappeared entirely. Only prairieland and forests stood by the southern tip of



Lake Michigan. They were near the east coast before they hit cities again.

They hung over New Y ork for half an hour or so and watched that fabulous port dwindle down to a
tiny village of log huts and then disappear entirely into astretch of virgin timber. A minute later afew small
boats hastily put out from the M assachusetts coast and sped rapidly backwards to Europe.

They had followed Lehman over to England when Hayssen thought of something.

“Cathy, | kind of wonder why Haherty took me off the case. That was something | hadn’t expected. |
dtill can’t seewhy the old duffer did it.”

She smiled and animpish light shonein her eyes.

“All I didwastdl himthat | had looked you up and found that you were perfectly unreliable and that
the best thing he could do was discharge you on the spot!”

Helaughed and looked at the view outside the machine again. Cathy was standing at hisside and his
arm crept around her waist.

They were fleeing backwards in time, he thought, past the uncounted ages. They watched thefall of
Rome and saw the glory that was Greece. They saw the pyramids gradualy torn down, block by block
dowly taken away and replaced in the enormous quarries. And Cathy told him how she had once been a
priestessin atemple of Ra

Civilization had receded now from the vast plains and forests of Europe. A smal colony of thatched
huts held sway for amoment a ong the banks of the Nile and then they, too, were gone. What human life
there was existed in small isolated groupsthat lived in caves. Gradually these groups drifted back to the
shelter and the comfort of the trees.

It was weird, Hayssen thought. From proud, upright man to brutish, beetle-browed creatures who
caught and ate small animals raw because they hadn’t yet discovered the magic of fire.

Severd hours after they had started, acal camefor Cathy on the small radio that allowed
communication between the sudentsin the various eras.

She answered it and turned to Hayssen with a sober ook on her face.
“We have diminated Martin Green.”

Hayssen tore himsdlf away from the view through the transparent walls.
“How?"

“Green stopped his chrono-machine in Spain during the Inquisition. One of the Sudentsthere
managed to wreck his machine and block his escape. Then, in the guise of amonk, he accused Green of

He could see Green, fat and sweseting, before the Inquisitors. He probably hadn’t been able to
answer their questions satisfactorily so naturaly he would be tortured to give the right answers. And poor
Green probably hadn’'t known them.

Hetried to keep his attention on the scenery.
They had followed Lehman al over the globe now, atrip that was afascinating tour of the ages.



Land bridges appeared between England and Europe and Asaand America. Then the continents
themsdlves subtly dtered shape and changed and flowed in an amost fluid fashion.

He saw great sheets of ice cregp down from the poles and cover huge sections of Americaand
Eurasia, and then crawl back even faster.

The time machine was gaining speed, rocketing through the years.

Huge forests of the carboniferous era sprang up and died overnight. They dowed down once over a
continent that looked like abadly distorted map of Africaand Hayssen saw huge saurianswallowing in
the swamps and lumbering over thelush plains.

Then the dinosaurs themsalves dwindled and disappeared and the only life was the teeming forests of
fernsand the little things that wriggled and dove in stagnant pools of weter.

The machine was dowing down and Cathy maneuvered it closer to the reddish cube that was
Lehman's.

The land was a nightmare now. Fields of rubble and tumbled stone and volcanic ash. Thelight was
tinged alurid red and active vol canoes bel ched huge columns of acrid smoke and flames high into the air.

The machine stopped.

Lehman’s machine was about acity block from theirs. The door to it swung open and Lehman
appeared, haggard and worn. He hesitated a moment and then he was outside, running on the soft, hot
ash.

“Open the door, Cathy.”

Her face was frightened.

“You don't need to, Don! We—"

“Openit, Cathy!”

She bit her lip and punched the button on the control board. The door dowly swung open.

It was like standing at the open door to afurnace. Waves of heat beat in a him and the air was hot
and smelled of sulphur.

He stood there for amoment and then plunged outside after Lehman.

Theacrid air cut into hislungs and brought tearsto hiseyes. Lehman wasadim figurein the distance,
half obscured by wisps of smoke.

He could fed the heat from the hot ash seep through his soles and start to burn hisfeet. Hewouldn't
be able to stand it long. He' d have to catch up with Lehmanin ahurry.

He caught Lehman on arocky mound past which flowed asmal stream of molten lava. Lehman had
turned and was facing him, hate and determination on hisface.

“Y ou made amistake, Hayssen,” he shouted. “Y ou came out unarmed!”

Lehman had aflame pistol in his hand and Hayssen promptly dropped to the ground. A beam of
purplelight flared through the air, cutting through the spot where he had been.

He couldn’t Say there forever, he realized. The hot ground was burning his chest and the steamy,
sulphurous vapors were egting at his nodtrils.



He was on hisfeet, ducking and twisting toward Lehman. Lehman’s eyes were red and watering and
he had difficulty aming a Hayssen.

Then Hayssen was on him, grabbing and twisting hisarm. Lehman’ sfingers relaxed and the pistol fell
into the lavastream.

They werefighting sllently now, atop acindery hill abillion years back intime. Lehman fought
tenacioudy and well, rolling with Hayssen’ s punches and dowly edging him toward the Sde of the
mound. Thirty feet down, small flames legped and ran over thelava.

They were practically naked, clothing that was wet with swegt long since having been burned off and
torn. Hayssen could fed the soles of hisfeet blistering. Hislungs choked and burned for oxygen.

He got Lehman by the throat and started to rain blows on hishead. They twisted and rolled and then
Lehman was up, hdf crazed with pain, backing off, scrambling back like a crab, one hand feeling dong
the ground for aloose rock.

Lehman was at the brink and suddenly his hand felt nothing beneath it. He screamed and scrabbled
foragrip.

Hislagt scream died inawailing gurgle.

Hayssen crawled to the edge and peered down. Something lay charred on the surface of the lava
flow, something that flared for aminute with a bright harsh flame and then was nothing but flaky cinders.

Hefdt sick and turned to go back to the time machine.

There was no way back! The way was choked by fiery fingers of molten rock. And the hill he stood
on was gradualy being submerged by the flow.

He coughed and staggered back to the summit. There was nothing to do but wait for degth.

A moment later he felt something settle nearby. It was Cathy and the time machine. He half fell and
was haf pulled through the open doorway. Then he felt cool hands caress his face and start to strip from
his feet the twisted and burned pieces of |eather that had once been his shoes.

Hayssen woke with adow feding of wonder. His blistered feet and seared lungs no longer pained
him. He was dressed in clean, cool clothing and was lying on a couch in what seemed like an anteroom.

Cathy wassmiling a him.
“You didn’'t expect to recover likethis, did you?’

She sat on the couch and stroked hisforehead. “Really, Don, don’t you think that medical techniques
have improved some since your time? Blistered feet and twisted ankles are as minor asacold now.”

He thought of the time when he had tripped over the I-beam at the apartment site and twisted his
ankle. That had been aclue he had overlooked.

| wonder what the A.M.A.. would think, he thought.
“What happens now?’ he asked.
“We are to await judgment before the Council.” Her smile was somewhat sad.

Hayssen was on hisfedt. “What for?’



“We changed things dightly, Don. When | picked you up off the sireets of Chicago that time. If it
hadn’t been for the distraction of the chrono-machine, a certain girl going shopping that day would have
met and fallen in love with ayoung man who worked in one of the stores.

“It'sone of those thingsthat hardly ever happen, Don, but it did and the future was changed. Their
descendants disappeared from history. It wasn’t alarge line or astrong one but there are severd dight
differences now. One of the students who was studying your time has disappeared, o has a member of
the Council.”

Hefdt hisheart ank. Thiscouncil of herswouldn’t be lenient, he thought.

She opened adoor and he got up to follow her through it. He felt something rub hislegsand he
looked down.

Jock waslooking up at him, patiently waiting for him to give some sign of recognition.
Cathy must have picked him up like she had said she could.

He knelt down and scratched the dog’ s ears. “We' rein afix, Jock. Maybe she shouldn’t have picked
you up—"

He turned and followed Cathy into the council room. Jock padded silently after them.

The Council chamber was a huge, vault-shaped room the top arch of which was hundreds of feet
above his head. The floor was asolid surface that looked like blue tinted marble and stretched for yards
without asign of acrack. They were the only onesin the room with the exception of eeven men stting on
alow dais at the exact center.

Once there had been twelve councilors, Hayssen thought.

There were no visible guards but Hayssen could conceive of nobody trying to bresk away or commit
aviolence. It would be like amurder insde acathedral.

The dais seemed at least afull city block away. Their footsteps, echoed from the marble floor and
re-echoed from the polished brilliance of the glassy walls. There were no cornersto the room and he
redlized it was like being insde ashdl casing, magnified amillion times, where the floor is perfectly round
and the wallsrise to a cone overhead.

They werein front of the Council now. He stood ill at ease and watched Cathy bend her head dightly
as atoken of respect. He followed her lead and then stood there awkwardly awaiting what might happen
next.

The old man who sat in the middle, apparently the head of the Council, looked at them quietly for a
few minutes. Hayssen had afeding that he was being inspected and weighed and found wanting.

“The case of Cathrinxa Cooper and one Donald Hayssen, an ancient from the Twentieth Century,”
the old man droned. “ The woman Cooper is charged with violating the Prime Injunction and reveding the
existence of timetravel to said Hayssen. Her motives apparently were confusing at thetimebut itis
thought that personal desires entered into it. Recommended that she be confined, stripped of her Status as
watch-warden and student, and be prohibited from ever entering the time lanes again.”

He paused amoment. A murmur of assent rose from the other members of the Council. Catherine
Cooper said nothing but stood there with bowed head. Hayssen moved closer to her and let his hand find
her own.



The oldster started up again.

“Asto Donald Hayssen, inadvertently drawn into an affair not dealing with histime and age, it is
recommended that he be deprived of his memories of the event and sent back to hisown time, to live his
lifeashewill.”

Again themurmur of assent.

The Council started to file off the dais. At the same time Hayssen finally found hisvoice. It wasa
cracked and trembling voice but he managed to keep it fairly well under control.

Hewas nervous but that couldn’t be helped. A Neandertha brought before a group of Chicago
adermen would fed exactly likel do, Hayssen thought.

“1 object!”

The Council looked interested. It had been along, long time since anybody had objected to their
decisons.

“I object,” he repeated. “1 think you owe me something!”

Theoldster pursed hislips. “Why do you think we owe you something?’

Hayssen tried to be as persuasive as possible.

“It’ strue that the students might have been able to take care of Lehman by themsalves. But thefact is,
they didn’t. Lehman might easily have changed the past, and far more radically than Cathy and | did.
Perhapsto the extent that your civilization as you know it—maybe even yoursel ves—would cease to
exig!

“Cathy and | were the ones who followed Lehman.” His voice dropped. “We were the oneswho
killed Lehman. And we were the ones who saved you.”

The Council sat there quietly.

“I think you owe us something,” Hayssen repeated stubbornly.

“All right, Hayssen,” the oldster said findlly. “What isit you want?’

“Cathy.”

The Council wasin an uproar. Cathy moved next to him and he put hisarm around her protectingly.

“If we grant the woman Cooper to be reprieved and dlowed to live with you as your wife,” the
oldster began, “hasit occurred to you that she will live for athousand years while your own life spanisat
most ahundred?’

“I"'vethought of that,” Hayssen said humbly, “and I’ ve thought of a solution.”

He reached into his pants pocket and drew forth the vid of sparkling fluid. He had saved it and
protected it for the last three weeks and he thanked the gods who had given him brains enough to leave it
in the time machine when he had gone out after Lehman.

He drew the cork and drained the contents, then let the via drop and shatter on the floor.

“That wasthelast of Lehman’'svias,” he announced. “ And there is no reason now why Cathy and |
can't betogether.”



The Council sat in slence. They seemed unable to cometo adecision.
“If I may,” Hayssen pleaded, “1 think | can suggest asolution.” They looked a him coldly.

“One of your Council membersismissng and so is one of the students who was studying my era.
Why can’t Catherine and | return to my time and continue there as she has been, sudying the past and
acting as watch-warden so people like Lehman can't dter the past? What have you to |ose?’

There was a sober discussion and then the head of the Council turned back to Hayssen. He had ahint
of asmileon hisface.

“So beit!”

They were in the time machine again, watching the agesroll past. Cathy stood next to him, her head
resting lightly againgt his shoulder.

It was going to be awonderful future, he thought. They would see the marvels of tomorrow, watch
the race devel op spaceships and grasp the moon and the planets and then reach out for the distant sars.
They would watch the world come out of the dark ages and gradually become a better place in which to
live

But there would be heartbreak and pain, too. They would outlive their own children ten times over.
They would see wars and poverty and famine past anything they had ever known.

And they would have to disappear every twenty years or so. If they didn't, their friends and neighbors
would get to wondering why he and Cathy were dways so young, so youthful.

It wouldn't be easy to see his children die and haveto find anew living and make new friends every
twenty yearsor so. But it would beworthit.

He would have aringside seat a the drama of the ages, the ebb and flow of the tides of history.

Helooked out of the transparent walls of the machine. The familiar towers and buildings of Chicago
were dowly coming to view.

He bent down and kissed Catherine.
“I loveyou, Cathy,” he murmured softly.

It would be awonderful future, he thought again. And the best part of it was, Catherine would aways
bewith him.

For athousand years—

The End
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