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Introduction
 
              1953 was The Year When People Wrote About Science Fiction.
 
              It was also the year when the most new science fiction magazines were founded (and when the most magazines collapsed or changed hands after one or two issues), when more science fiction novels of the first rank appeared in book form than in any three previous years, when science fiction books finally became firmly established in the newsstand paperback trade, when the top markets began paying more than science fiction writers had ever made before and when the worst markets sank to rates (in proportion to the cost of living) even lower than those during the depression.
 
              But pre-eminently it was the year when people wrote and other people published and still other people read science-fiction-at-one-remove, words about the phenomenon as well as (or even instead of) the words of the phenomenon itself.
 
              There were two full-length books on the subject: a serious critical symposium edited by Reginald Bretnor, modern science fiction: its meaning and its future (Coward-McCann), and a practical text by L. Sprague de Camp, science-fiction handbook (Hermitage). There were (as of this writing, with probably more to come) sixteen anthologies-three of "pure" fantasy, ten purportedly limited to strict science fiction, and three (including our own best from f&sf: second series ) deliberately refusing to draw such a fine line—and almost all of these anthologies contained sizable critical introductions attempting to define the nature or the significance or the ends of science fiction.
 
              And then there were the articles in general magazines, whose editors seemed suddenly to decide that science fiction was a subject ranking in appeal somewhere below the researches of Dr. Kinsey but approximately on a par with juvenile delinquency or the shortened skirts of Dior. Pieces of the "Science Fiction: What, Why and Whither?" type appeared in the New York Times Book Review, The Nation, The Commonweal, The Southern Review, The Journal of Atomic Scientists, Harper's Bazaar and Heaven knows where else. Most of these employed the same approach as Edmund Wilson's historic denunciation of the detective story, which involves the reading of an insignificantly small sample of books and the drawing of insignificantly large generalized conclusions therefrom, for Serious Critics of Literature are empowered to substitute intuition for statistical research.
 
              Frankly, we don't know what the inexperienced reader who encountered all of these critiques must have made of them. Of course they contradict each other at every point. Science fiction is subliterate or it is the freshest hope for literature; it is the most realistic or the most escapist form of fiction; it is freeing men's minds for a better world to come, or it is enslaving them for an Orwellian state; it is a vehicle of scientific prophecy one step ahead of fact, or it is a hodgepodge of false facts and falser thinking masquerading in the name of science.
 
              Trouble is, each of these statements is perfectly true ... of a certain amount of published science fiction. With some 40 magazines extant and annual book production running somewhere between 50 and 75 volumes, it's clear that writers and publishers are making many types of appeal on many different levels; and general statements are as unsafe as a generalization about the detective story which would attempt to include both Conan Doyle and Mickey Spillane—or even a statement about the modern novel which sought to cover both Ernest Hemingway and Faith Baldwin.
 
              We've been reading magazine science fiction desultorily since its beginnings and intensively for the past fifteen years. As reviewers, we've read every book in the field published in this country since the beginning of the "boom" five years ago. And we have no desire ever to utter a sentence which begins "Science fiction is ..."
 
              "Science fiction can be ..." Ah—that's another matter!
 
              Science fiction can be a chilling glimpse just around the corner into tomorrow's problems which we are already creating today—see Ann Warren Griffith's Captive Audience.
 
              It can be a moving, poetic, legend-like view of a remote future that may never come—see William Lindsay Gresham's The Star Gypsies.
 
              It can be the vehicle for the broadest satiric comedy (see R. Bretnor), the subtlest psychological probing (see Ward Moore), the most vigorous suspense-melodrama (see Alfred Bester), the quietest deadpan humor (see P. M. Hubbard), the most poignant emotional vignette (see Kay Rogers).
 
              In short, it can, like any form of fiction, be entertainment. It can also, no more and no less than the "realistic" novel, be literature. And it can at its best stimulate the reader, more than other forms, to a little thinking about possible futures and, as a consequence, about the implications of the present.
 
              This book is not all science fiction. It is not even all science-fantasy—that useful catchall term that more and more critics and editors are coming to use as they realize the impossibility of setting clear delimitations in the field of imaginative fiction. Some of these stories (and you can decide for yourselves which) are purely fantastic, impossible in any imaginable future or any (well, almost any) conceivable alternate space-time continuum. But the stories are all works of imagination and, we hope, entertainment. A certain amount of Significance has probably crept in here and there; but if you draw a generalization from the samples here offered, we trust it will be simply:
 
              "Science fiction [and fantasy] is fun."
 
Anthony Boucher 
J. Francis McComas
Berkeley, Calif. 
October 1953
 


ATTITUDES
Philip José Farmer
 
 
              It's only a year and a half since the magazine publication of Philip José Farmer's novel the lovers stirred up more excitement and controversy among readers than any other science fiction debut in recent memory. In the brief time since then, Mr. Farmer has arranged for hardcover publication of the lovers, won a prize contest with his second novel, and sold stories to a flock of magazines and anthologies. Attitudes was his first story for F&SF, and indicates, we think, why his career has begun so auspiciously and promises to continue so rewardingly: He is interested in unusual and provocative thinking, off the jet-beaten paths of the spaceways, and he knows how to present that thinking in the human story-terms of believable characters. Here are real problems of the future—the relation of man to other cultures, to the laws of chance, and to God—faced by two very real and memorable people: a psychokinetic gambler and a humble priest.
 
-
 
I
 
              Roger Tandem crouched behind his pinochle hand as if he were hiding behind a battery of shields. His eyes ran like weasels over the faces of the other players, seated around a table in the lounge of the interstellar liner, Lady Luck.
 
              "Father John," he said, "I've got you all figured out. You'll be nice to me, you'll crack jokes, and you'll play pinochle with me, though not for money, of course. You'll even have a beer with me. And, after I begin thinking you're a pretty good guy, you'll lead me gradually to this and that topic. You'll approach them at an angle, slide away when I get annoyed or alarmed, but always circle back. And then, all of a sudden, when I'm not watching, you'll jerk the lid off hell's flames and invite me to take a look. And you think I'll be so scared I'll jump right back under the wing of Mother Church."
 
              Father John raised his light blue eyes long enough from his cards to say, mildly, "You're right about the last half of your last sentence. As to the rest, who knows?"
 
              "You're smart, Father, with this religious angle. But you'll get no place with me. Know why? It's because you haven't the right attitude."
 
              The eyebrows of the other five players rose as high as they could get. The captain of the Lady Luck, Rowds, coughed until he was red in the face and then, sputtering and blowing into a handkerchief, said, "Hang it all, Tandem, what—ah—do you mean by saying that—ah—he hasn't got the right attitude?"
 
              Tandem smiled as one who is very sure of himself and replied, "I know you're thinking I've a lot of guts to say that. Here's Roger Tandem, a professional gambler and a collector—and seller—of interstellar objets d'art, reproaching a padre. But I've got more to add to that. I not only do not think Father John has the right attitude, I don't think any of you gentlemen have."
 
              Nobody replied. Tandem's lips curved to approximate a sneer but his fellow-players could not see them because he held his cards in front of his mouth.
 
              "You're all more or less pious," he said. "And why? Because you're afraid to take a chance, that's why. You say to yourself that you're not sure there's life beyond this one, but there just might be. So you decide it's playing safe if you hitch a ride aboard one or another religion. None of you gentlemen belong to the same one, but you all have this in common. You think you have nothing to lose if you profess to believe in this or that god. On the other hand, if you deny one, you might lose out altogether. So, why not profess? It's safer."
 
              He laid his cards down and lit up a cigarette and quickly blew smoke out so it formed a veil before his face.
 
              "I'm not afraid to take a chance. I'm betting big stakes. My so-called eternal soul against the belief that there is nothing beyond this life. Why should I always not do what I want to and thus make myself miserable and hypocritical, when I can enjoy myself thoroughly?"
 
              "That," said Father John Carmody, "is where you may be making a mistake. My opinion is that you have the wrong attitude. All of us are betting in a game where there is only one way in which we can win. That is by faith. But your method of placing your stakes is not, from my viewpoint, the sensible one. Even if you should be proved correct, you would not know it. How would you collect your wager?"
 
              "I collect it while I live, Father," said Tandem. "That's enough for me. When I'm dead, I won't worry about anyone welshing on me. And I might point out, Father, that you had better have more luck with your faith than you do with your cards. You're not a very good player, you know."
 
              The priest smiled. His round pudgy face was not at all handsome, but, when he was amused, he looked pleasant and likeable. You got the impression he had a tuning fork inside him, and it was shaking him with a mirth he invited you to share.
 
              Tandem liked it except when the laughter seemed to be at his expense. Then his mouth curved into the expression it so often took when his cards hid it.
 
              At that moment a loud voice came over the intercom, and a yellow light began flashing above the entrance to the lounge room. Captain Rowds rose and said, "Ah, pardon me, gentlemen. The—ah—pilot-room wants me. We're about to come out of Translation. Don't forget that we'll be—ah—in free fall as soon as the red light comes on."
 
              The hand was not finished. The cards were put away in a box whose magnetized side would cling to an iron panel set in the table. The players leaned back to wait until the Lady Luck came out of Translation and went into free fall for a period of ten minutes while the automatic computer took its bearings.
 
              If they had emerged from no-space at the desired point, they would then continue to their destination by normal space-drive.
 
              Tandem looked around the lounge and sighed. Pickings had been slim during this trip. Most of his time had been spent playing for fun with Father John, Captain Rowds, the Universal Light missionary, and the two sociology professors. It was too bad his companions had no money and thought of themselves as gentlemen. Had they played for keeps, they would have been offended if anyone had insisted on suspending a PK or ESP indicator above the cardtable. And Tandem would, then, have had no second thoughts about using either of those talents. He reasoned that they had been given to him for a purpose. The question of from whom they had come did not shadow his mind.
 
              He'd made some money during the hop from B Velorum to Y Scorpii when he had struck up an acquaintance with a rich young dice-enthusiast, the type who was insulted if you set an alarm on the floor. He was a real gambler. That is, he understood that one PKer could detect when another was using energies supposedly forbidden during a game. But he also understood that, nowadays, one of the most exciting risks was that of running up against somebody who might be as good as you. Or better.
 
              Whatever happened, when two of the "talented" were in a game with a group of non-PKers, neither would divulge that the other was a cheater. Then it became a duel between the two who thought of themselves as the "aristocrats" of gambling. The plebs were left outside in the cold, and possessed neither wisdom nor money at the game's end.
 
              Tandem had had the edge with the rich young man. But, just when he had jockeyed him to the verge of making some big bets, the Lady Luck (a misnamed vessel if ever there was one!) had Translated outside their destination, the game had ended, and the sucker had left shortly after.
 
              Now, he was not only getting close to broke, he was, far worse, bored. Even the long argument with Father John—if you could call anything so mild such—no longer titillated him. And now, perhaps, it was that failure to be excited and the vague feeling that the padre had gotten the better of him that made him do what he did. For, as the red light began flashing and the intercom warned the passengers to watch themselves, Tandem unbuckled the belt that held him to the chair. He pushed himself upwards with a slight tap of his foot. As he floated towards the ceiling, he put his hands to his lips in an attitude of prayer and adopted an expression that was a marvelous blend of silliness and saintliness.
 
              "Hey, Father John!" he called. "Look! Joseph of Cupertino!"
 
              There were embarrassed looks and a few nervous laughs from the loungers. Even the apostle of the Universal Light, though the padre's competitor, frowned at what he thought was very bad taste and, in a way, a slight upon his own beliefs.
 
              "Wrong attitude," he muttered, "definitely the wrong attitude."
 
              Father John blinked once before he saw that Tandem was parodying the difficulties that a famous medieval saint had had with involuntary levitations. Far from being offended, however, he calmly took a notebook from his pocket and began writing in it. No matter what the event, he tried to profit from it. Even the devil must be thanked for giving examples. Tandem's antics had inspired him with an idea for an article. If he finished it in time and got it off on a mail-ship, he might have it published in the next issue of his order's periodical.
 
              It would be titled The Free Fall of Man: Down or Up?
 
-
 
II
 
              Tandem had been briefly tempted to get off at the next stop, Wildenwooly. It was a virgin planet that offered much work to its settlers and very few avenues of amusement. Gambling was one. But the trouble with Wildenwooly was that it also did not have many men who had any really big money, and that all were pathologically quick to take offense. Tandem's luck might make them suspicious and, if an indicator were available, it might be used. Nor would it help him much to damp out his powers. The result would be just as extraordinary a streak of bad luck.
 
              Everybody had some PK. The indicators were set too high to register the average energy. Tandem and men like him could not consistently key their output to the normal man's unless they kept a rigid control. And almost always they would get excited during a game, or succumb to temptation, and use an abnormal amount. The result would be their exposure. So, to avoid that, they had to suppress their talent completely. This ended in just as much suspicion. And, while the Woolies could not prove that he had been cheating, they might follow their habit of taking the law into their own hands.
 
              As Tandem didn't relish beatings or being ridden out of town on a rail—an unlovely revival of an old American custom-he decided he would stick to the Lady Luck until she arrived at Po Chü-I. That was a planet full of Celestials whose pockets bulged with Federation credits and whose eyes were bright with the gleam of their ancient passion for Dame Fortune.
 
              Before the liner got to Po Chü-I, it stopped off at Weizmann and picked up another rich young man. Tandem rubbed his hands and took the sucker for all he could. This was the beauty of the technological age. No matter what the scientific advances, you could find the same old type of human being begging to be fleeced. The rich young man and he located several others who would play with them until the stakes got too high. Tandem's former partners, the captain, the professors, and the two reverends were ignored while he piled up the chips. Unfortunately, just after they took off from Po Chü-I, the rich young man became sullen, argued with him about something unconnected with the gambling, and gave him a black eye.
 
              Tandem did not strike back. He told the rich young man that he would file suit against him in an Earth court for having violated his free will. He had not given anybody permission to strike him. Moreover, he would submit willingly to an injection of Telol. Questioning under the influence of that drug would reveal that he had not been cheating.
 
              For some reason he did not understand, nobody except Father John would speak to Tandem the rest of the trip. And
 
              Tandem did not care to talk to the padre. He swore he'd get off at the next stop regardless of what type of world it was.
 
              The Lady Luck balked him by setting down upon a planet that was terra incognita as far as Earthmen were concerned. No human settlements had been made there at all. The only reason the liner landed was the need of water to refill its fuel tanks.
 
              Captain Rowds announced to the crew and passengers that they might step out upon the soil of Kubeia and stretch their legs. But they were not to venture beyond the other side of the lake.
 
              "Ah—ladies and gentlemen—ah—it so happens that the Federation Sociological Agent has—ah—made an agreement with the aborigines whereby we may use this area. But we are not to enter into any traffic with the—ah—Kubeians themselves. These people have many peculiar institutions which we—ah—Terrans might offend through—if you will pardon that expression—ignorance. And some of their customs are—ah—if I may so express it, rather—ah—beastly. A word to the wise is—ah—sufficient."
 
              Tandem found out that the ship would take at least four hours for refilling. Therefore, he reasoned, if he cared to do a little exploring, he would have more than enough time. He was determined to get at least a slight view of Kubeia. Their situation inside a little forest-covered valley forbade that. If he were to climb a hill and then a tree, he could see the city of the natives, whose white buildings he had glimpsed from the porthole as the ship sank towards this alien soil. He had no particular interest, really, except that the captain had forbidden it. That, to Tandem, was equal to a command. Even as a child, he had always taken a delicious delight in disobeying his father. And, as an adult, he would not bow to authority.
 
              Head bent slightly downwards, his hand stroking his chin and mouth, he sauntered around the other side of the gigantic liner. There was no one there to order him back. He stepped up his pace. And, at the same time, he heard a voice.
 
              "Wait for me! I'll go with you a way!" 
 
              He turned. It was Father John.
 
              Tandem tensed. The priest was smiling, his light blue eyes beaming. And that was the trouble. Tandem did not trust this man because he was altogether too inconsistent. You couldn't predict his behavior. One minute he was smooth as a banana peel; the next, rough as a three-day beard.
 
              The gambler dropped his hand to reveal his half-smile, half-sneer.
 
              "If I ask you to go with me a mile, Father, you must, according to your belief, go with me at least two miles."
 
              "Gladly, son, except that the captain has forbidden it. And, I presume, with good cause."
 
              "Look, Father, what possible harm could come from just sneaking a glance outside? The natives think this area is tabu. They won't bother us. So, why not take a little walk?"
 
              "There is no good reason to disregard the captain. He has complete temporal jurisdiction over the ship, which is his little world. He knows his business; I respect his orders."
 
              "O.K., Father, wrap yourself up in your little robe of submission. You may be safe in it, but you'll never see or enjoy anything outside it. As for me, I'm going to take a chance. Not that it'll be much of one."
 
              "I hope you're right."
 
              "Look, Father, get that woeful expression off your face. I'm just going up the hill a little ways and climb a tree. Then I'm coming right back down. Anything wrong with that?"
 
              "You know whether or not there is."
 
              "Sure, I do," said Tandem, speaking through his fingers, now held over his mouth. "It all depends on your attitude, Father. Walk boldly, be unafraid, don't hide from anything or anybody, and you'll get out of life just what you put in it."
 
              "I'll agree with you that you get out of life just what you put in it. But as to the former part of your statement, I disagree. You're not walking boldly. You're afraid. You're hiding."
 
              Tandem had turned to stride away, but he halted and spun back.
 
              "What do you mean?"
 
              "I mean that you feel you must hide from someone or something all the time. Otherwise, why do you always cover your lips with your hand, or, if not with that, with a shield of playing cards? And when you are forced to expose your face, then you twist your mouth into a rictus of contempt for the world. Why?"
 
              "Now it's psychiatry!" snarled Tandem. "You stay here, Father, stuck in your little valley. I'm going to see what the rest of Kubeia has to offer."
 
              "Don't forget. We leave in four hours."
 
              "I have a watch," said Tandem, and he laughed and added, "I'll let it be my conscience."
 
              "Watches run down."
 
              "So do consciences, Father."
 
              Still laughing, Tandem walked off. Halfway up the hill, he paused to peer back between the trees. Father John was standing there, watching, a lone and little black figure. But he must have turned a trifle at just the right angle, for the sun flashed on the crescent of white collar and struck Tandem in the eyes. He blinked and cursed and lit a cigarette and felt much better as the blue curtain drifted up past his face. There was nothing like a good smoke to relax a man.
 
-
 
III
 
              It might have been said of Tandem that he had been looking all his life for black sheep to fleece. Nor did he have any trouble finding them now.
 
              From his spy-post near the top of a great tree, he could look down into the next valley. And there he could see the black sheep. Even on Kubeia.
 
              There was no mistaking the purpose of the crowd gathered in two concentric rings at the bottom of the hill. There was the smaller circle of men inside, all on their knees and regarding intently some object in their center. And behind them stood a greater number of people, also watching intently the thing that resembled, as near as he could tell, a weathercock. Obviously, it wasn't that. He could tell from the attitudes of those around it what its purpose was. And his heart leaped. There was no mistake. He was able to smell a crap game a mile away. This might be a slightly different form than the Terran type, but its essence was the same.
 
              Hastily, he climbed down the tree and began threading through the trunks that covered this hill. A glance at his wrist watch showed him he had three and a half hours left. Moreover, it was inconceivable that Captain Rowds would set off without his passenger. Tandem had to watch this Kubeian game of chance. He wouldn't enter it, of course, because he didn't know the rules and had no local currency with which to buy his way in. He'd just observe a while and then leave.
 
              His heart beat fast; his palms grew moist. This was what he lived for, this tension and uncertainty and excitement. Take a chance. Win or lose. Come on, cubes, roll Daddy a natural!
 
              He grinned to himself. What was he thinking of? He couldn't possibly get into the fun. And there was the possibility that the Kubeians would be so upset by the appearance of an Earth-man that the game would break up. He doubted that, though. Gamblers were notoriously .blasé. Nothing but cataclysm or the police could tear them away as long as there was money yet to win.
 
              Before he revealed himself, he examined the players. Human-oid, they had brown skins, round heads covered with short coarse auburn hairs, triangular faces innocent of whiskers except for six semi-cartilaginous bristles on their long upper lips, black noses like boxing gloves, black leathery lips, sharp meat-eater's teeth, and well-developed chins. A ruff of auburn hairs grew like a boa around their necks.
 
              All were dressed in long black coats and white knee-length breeches. Only one wore a hat. This native seemed to be a ringmaster of some sort, or, as Tandem came to think of him, the Croupier. He was taller and thinner than the others and wore a miter with a big green eyeshade. He stood on one spot, arbitrated disputes about bets, and gave the signal for each play to start. It was the Croupier, Tandem realized, who would govern the temper of the crowd towards the newcomer.
 
              He breathed deeply, adopted the familiar rictus, and stepped out from behind the bush.
 
              He had been right about the attitudes of the Kubeians toward strangers. Those on the outer fringe looked up, widened their somewhat slanting eyes, and pricked up their foxlike ears. But, after glances that assured them he was harmless, they returned to the game. Either they were following a cultural pattern of feigning indifference, or they actually were as adaptable as they seemed to be. Whatever their reasons, he decided to profit by them.
 
              He gently tried to work his way through the throng of spectators and found them quite willing to step aside. Before long he was in the front row. He looked squarely at the Croupier, who gave him an enigmatic but searching glance, and then raised both hands above his head. Two ot his four fingers on each hand were crossed. The crowd gave a single barking cry and imitated his gesture. Then the Croupier dropped his hands; the game went on as if the Terran had always been there. Tandem, after a moment's shrewd study, was convinced that he had found his element and that this was nothing other than a glorified version of Spin-the-Milk-Bottle.
 
              The center of attention was a six-foot-long statue of a Kubeian. Its two arms were extended at right angles on either side, and its legs were held straight out on a line with its body. It was face downward and whirled freely upon its navel, which was stuck on a rod whose other end was cemented firmly into a large block of marble.
 
              The figure's head was painted white. Its legs were black. One arm was red; the other, green. The body was a steel gray.
 
              Tandem's heart accelerated. The statue, he was sure, was platinum.
 
              He watched. A player took hold of one of the arms and crooned a liturgy to it in his exotic tongue, a chant whose tones matched exactly those used by a pleading Terran before he casts his dice. Then, after a signal from the Croupier, he gave the arm a vigorous shove. The figure spun around and around, the sun glancing off it in red and green and black and white and silver flashes. When it began to slow down, the players crouched in breathless anticipation or else held out their arms to it and pleaded invocations that were Galaxy-wide, no matter what the language.
 
              Meanwhile, both the players and the spectators were making side bets. Each had one or more smaller duplicates of the central statue. As it whirled around, they gesticulated at each other, chattered, then tossed their figures up in the air so they revolved around and around. Tandem was sure these statuettes were of platinum, also.
 
              The spinning figure stopped. Its green arm pointed at one of the players. A cry went up from the crowd. Many stepped forward and piled their figurines before the man. He gave the Whirligig—as Tandem now called it—another shove. Again, it spun around and around.
 
              The Earthman had now analyzed the game. You took one of your little whirligigs and tossed it in the air. If one of its limbs or its head sunk into the soft earth, and it happened to be the same color as the big Whirligig's extension when it pointed to you, you collected the statuettes that had landed upon extensions of a different color.
 
              If the Whirligig singled you out, but your statuette had sunk an indicator of another color into the earth, you neither lost nor won but got another try. Otherwise, the person next in line tried his luck.
 
              Tandem rubbed his mental hands. He showed his watch to a neighbor and indicated he'd like to trade it for a whirligig. The naive native, after getting the high sign from the Croupier, readily accepted and seemed quite pleased that he was several thousand credits the loser.
 
              Tandem made several side bets and won. Armed with the whirligigs, he boldly pushed into the inner ring. Once there he coolly exerted his PK to slow the big Whirligig down and stop it at just the right person and on just the right color. He was clever enough not to have it indicate him over a few times; most of his rapidly building fortune was made on side bets. Sometimes, he lost on purpose; sometimes, by chance. He was sure that many of the Kubeians had an unconscious PK that was bound to work for them if enough happened to concentrate on the same color. He could detect little spots of emanations here and there but could not localize them. They were lost in the general shuffle.
 
              It did not matter. The natives would not have his trained talents.
 
              He forgot about that and watched the temper of the crowd. He'd been alone among aliens and had seen them turn ugly when he began to win too steadily. He was ready to start losing so they would cool off, or, if that didn't work, to run. How he expected to make any speed with the weight of his winnings dragging him down, he didn't stop to think. But he was sure that, somehow, he'd come out ahead.
 
              Nothing that he waited for came to pass. The natives lost none of their vaguely vulpine grins, and their rusty-red eyes seemed sincerely friendly. When he won, he was slapped on the back. Some even helped him pile up his whirligigs. He kept an eye on them to make sure they didn't conceal any under their long fuzzy black coats, so much like a Terran preacher's. But, nobody tried to steal.
 
              The afternoon whirled by dizzily in flashing greens and reds and whites and silvers and dull blacks. Not too obviously, the whirligigs at his feet began to build to a small mountain.
 
              Outwardly cool, he was inwardly intoxicated. He was not so far gone that he did not glance occasionally at the watch strapped around the hairy wrist of the Kubeian he had traded it to. Always, he saw that he had plenty of time left to make another killing.
 
              Busy as he was, he noticed also that the crowd of spectators was increasing. This game was like any game of chance anywhere. Let somebody get hot and, through some psychological grapevine that could not be explained, everybody in the neighborhood heard of it. Natives by the dozens were loping through narrow passes into the little valley, pushing the watchers closer to the players, chattering loudly, whistling, applauding with strange barking cries, and building up a mighty stench under the hot sun with the accumulation of sweaty, hairy bodies. Slanting rusty-red eyes gleamed; sharp-pointed ears waggled; the auburn hairs of the neckruffs stood up; long red tongues with green bulb-tips licked the thin black-leather lips; everywhere, hands lifted to the skies in a peculiar gesture, each with two of its four fingers crossed.
 
              Tandem did not mind. He had heard—and smelled—crowds like this before. When he was winning, he reveled in it.
 
              Let the Whirligig spin! Let the statuettes soar! And let the wealth pile up at his feet! This was living. This was what even drink and women could not do for him!
 
              There came a time when only four natives were left with any whirligigs before them. It was Tandem's turn to spin. He threw his figurine high up, saw it land with its black legs stuck into the soft earth, and stepped forward to give the big figure a whirl. He shot a side-glance at the Croupier and saw tears brightening the rusty eyes.
 
              Tandem was surprised, but he did not try to guess what caused this strange emotion. All he wanted to do was to play, and he had the go-ahead from the native.
 
              But as he laid his hands upon the hard green arm, he heard a cry that shot above the roar of the mob, stilled it, and seized him so he could make no move.
 
              It was Father John's voice, and he was shouting, "Stop, Tandem! For the love of God, stop!"
 
-
 
IV
 
              "What the hell are you doing here?" snarled Tandem. "Are you trying to queer the deal?"
 
              "I've come the second mile, son," said Father John. "And a good thing for you, too. One more second, and you would have been lost."
 
              Streams of sweat ran down his heavy jowls into his collar, now turning gray with dirt and perspiration. A branch must have raked a three-fingered red furrow across his cheek.
 
              His blue eyes vibrated to the tuning fork deep-buried within his rotund body, but the note was not that of mirth.
 
              "Step back, Carmody," said Tandem. "This is the last spin. Then I'm coming back. Rich!"
 
              "No, you won't. Listen, Tandem, we haven't much time ...!"
 
              "Get out of the way! These people might want to take advantage of this and stop the game!"
 
              Father John threw a despairing look towards the sky. At the same time the Croupier left the spot on which he had stood during the game, and advanced with his hand held out towards the padre. Hope replaced despair on Father John's face. Eagerly, he began making a series of gestures directed at the Croupier.
 
              Tandem, though exasperated, could do little else than watch and hope that the meddling officious priest would be sent packing. It irritated him almost to weeping to have complete victory so close and now see it destroyed by this long-nosed puritan.
 
              Father John paid no attention to Tandem. Having snared the Croupier's wet and rusty-red eyes, he then pointed to himself and to Tandem and indicated a circle around them. The Croupier did not change expression. Undaunted at this, Father John then pointed his finger at the natives and described a circle around them. He repeated the maneuvers twice. Abruptly, the slanting eyes widened; the rusty-red gleamed. He rotated his head swiftly, an action which seemed to be his equivalent of nodding yes. Apparently he understood that the padre was indicating that the two humans were in a different class from the Kubeians.
 
              Father John then stabbed his index finger at the Whirligig and followed that by pointing at the Croupier. Again the circle was drawn, this time clearly circumscribing the native and the face-downward statue. Then another circle around the two Earthmen. After which, Father John held up the crucifix hung from his neck so that all could clearly see it.
 
              A single-throated cry rose from the mob. Somehow it held tones of disappointment, not surprise. They pressed forward, but at a bark from the Croupier, they fell back. He himself came forward and eagerly inspected the symbol. When he was done, he looked at Father John for further signs. Tears streamed from his eyes.
 
              "What're you doing, Carmody?" said Tandem harshly. "Is it going to hurt you if I win something valuable?"
 
              "Quiet, man, I've almost got it through their heads. We may be able to call off the game yet. I don't know, though, you're so deep in it now."
 
              "When I get back to Earth or the nearest big port, I'll sue you for interfering with my free will!"
 
              He knew that was an idle threat, for the law would not apply to this case. But it made him feel better to express it.
 
              Father John had not heard him, anyway. He was now struck into the attitude of a crucifixion, arms straight out, legs together, and an agonized expression on his face. As soon as he saw the Croupier rotate his head in comprehension, the padre pointed again at Tandem. The Croupier looked startled; his black boxing-glove nose twitched with some unknown emotion. He shrugged his shoulders in a gesture that could only be interpreted in a Gallic fashion, and he lifted his hands up, palms turned upwards.
 
              Father John smiled; his whole body seemed to hum with the invisible tuning fork inside him. This time, it was a note of relaxation.
 
              "You were lucky, my boy," he said to Tandem, "that, shortly after you left, I remembered an article I had read in the Interstellar Journal of Comparative Religions. This one was written by an anthropologist who had spent some time here on Kubeia, and ..."
 
              The Croupier interrupted with some vigorous signs. Evidently Father John had mistaken his meaning.
 
              The priest's lips and jowls sagged, and he groaned, "This fellow has heard of free will, too, Tandem. He insists that you make up your own mind as to whether you care to ..."
 
              Tandem did not wait to hear the rest but gave a glad shout.
 
              "Gentlemen, on with the game!"
 
              He scarcely heard the padre's cry of protest as he seized the Whirligig's green arm and gave it a shove that sent it around and around upon its navel. Nor could he have heard any more from Father John, so rapt was he in waiting for the moment when it would slow down to the point where he could begin to exert the tiny shoves or pushes that would bring the black legs pointing straight at him.
 
              Around and around it went, and while it spun, the statuettes of the side-betters flashed in the sun. Fortunes were made or lost among the natives. Tandem stood motionless in a half-crouch, smug in the knowledge that he was not going to lose. The four who faced him did not, individually or collectively, have what he had on the ball. See! Here the Whirligig came, slow, slow, coming around for one more turn. The green arm swept by, then the legs passed him. A little push, a little push would bring them back in their circle, then a small pull, a small pull to keep their speed, and finally, a fraction of a shove to halt them entirely.
 
              This is the way they go. Here they come, long and black with the stylized feet stuck out in the same plane as the legs. Here they come, whoa, whoa, gently, gently ... aah!
 
              Hah!
 
              The crowd, which had been holding its breath, released it in a mighty burst, a howl of surprise and disappointment.
 
              And Tandem was still frozen in his crouch, his mind not believing what his eyes saw, and the hairs on the back of his neck prickling as he detected the sudden and irresistible power that had leapt out and swung the legs enough to miss him and make the green arm point at one of his opponents.
 
              It was Father John who shook him and said, "Man, come on. You're wiped out."
 
              Numbly, Tandem watched the weeping Croupier signal to natives who swarmed over his pile of figurines and carted them across the circle to the winner. Now, though he had not realized it, the rules had changed. It was winner take all.
 
              Before they could go, the Croupier stepped up to the padre and handed him one of the statuettes. Father John hesitated, then lifted the chain from around his neck and handed the crucifix to him.
 
              "What's that for?"
 
              "Professional courtesy," said the padre as he steered Tandem by the elbow through the mob of wildly howling and leaping Kubeians. "He's a good man. Not the least jealous."
 
              Tandem did not try to decipher that. His rage, sizzling beneath the crust of numbness, broke loose.
 
              "Damn it, those natives were hiding the power of their PK! But, even so, they'd not have been able to catch me off balance if you hadn't stopped the game when you did and allowed them to gang up on me! It was only pure chance that they happened to be working together! If you hadn't been such a puritanical dog-in-the-manger, I'd have won for sure! I'd be rich! Rich!"
 
              "I take full responsibility. Meanwhile, allow me to ex—Oops, watch it!"
 
              Tandem stumbled and would have fallen flat on his face if Father John had not caught him. Tandem recovered and was angrier than before. He wanted to owe the padre absolutely nothing.
 
              Silent, they made their slow way through the heavy vegetation until they came to a break. Here, at Father John's gentle insistence of hand upon his elbow, Tandem turned. He was looking through an avenue in the trees at a full view of the valley.
 
              "You see, Roger Tandem, I had read this article in the Journal. It was titled 'Attitudes,' and a good thing for you, for our previous talk about wrong attitudes brought it back to my mind. I decided then and there, to—if you will pardon the seeming egotism of the statement—to go the second mile. Or a third, if need be.
 
              "You see, Roger, when you saw these people, you interpreted the scene in terms of the signs and symbols you are used to. You saw these natives around a device that seemed clearly to be for gambling. You saw further evidences: people on their knees, feverish betting, intent concentration upon the device, and you heard chanting, supplication to Lady Luck, grunts, exclamations, screams of triumph, moans of defeat. You saw a master in charge of ceremonies, the head gambler, the house master.
 
              "What you did not perceive were certain similarities between the postures and sounds adopted during a gambling contest and those that mark the gatherings of certain types of frenetic religious sects in whatever area of the universe you happen to be. They are much the same. Watch the players in a hot crap game and then observe the antics of the less inhibited devout at certain primitive revival meetings. Is there so much difference?"
 
              "What do you mean?"
 
              Father John pointed through the break.
 
              "You almost became a convert."
 
              The winner was standing proudly by the great pile of statuettes at his feet. He seemed to be exulting inwardly in his victory, for he stood straight and silent, his hands by his sides. But not for long. A number of the burly players seized him from behind. His arms were straightened out and tied to a beam of wood. Another beam, at right angles to the first, was applied to his back. His legs, waist, and head were strapped to it. Crucifix-wise, he was picked up and carried forward.
 
              At the same time, the Whirligig was taken off the post.
 
              Even then, Tandem did not see what his fate might have been until the native was poised face down over the post and its sharp point inserted into the navel. Then a worshiper seized the extended arm and pushed.
 
              If the living Whirligig gave any cry of pain, he could not have been heard above the howl of the assembled faithful. Until the tip of the post thrust into the wood beam on his back, he spun, and the mob chanted.
 
              Father John prayed half-aloud.
 
              "If I have interfered, I have done so through love for this man and because I must choose according to the dictates of my heart. I knew that one of them must die, Father, and I did not think that the man was ready. Perhaps the man of this world was not ready, either, but I had no way of knowing that. He was playing with full knowledge of what he must do if he won, and this man Tandem was not. And Tandem is a man like unto myself, Father, and I must presume that, unless I have knowledge or signs to the contrary, I must do my best to save him so that, some day, he may do his best to save himself.
 
              "But if I have erred, I have done so through ignorance and through love."
 
              When Father John was finished, he led Tandem, who was pale and trembling, up the hill.
 
              "The house always wins," said Father John, who was himself a little pale. "That man that you thought was the Croupier was the head priest. The tears you first saw in his eyes were those of joy at making a convert and those you saw later were those of disappointment at losing one. He wanted you to win in this millennia-old ritual-game. If you had, you could have been the first Earthman to be the living representative of their deity, who was sacrificed in that peculiarly painful fashion. And your winnings would have been buried with you, an offering to the god whose living image you became.
 
              "But, as I said, the house never loses. Later, the head priest would have dug them up and added them to his church's treasury."
 
              "Do you mean that all those signals you were making at the Crou—the priest—were to convince him that I ...?"
 
              "Belonged to the God of the Upright Cross, yes. Not the God of the Horizontal Cross. And I almost had him convinced until he must have thought of free will, too, and gave you the chance of joining his sect. I, as you have commented, am not so backward about interfering."
 
              Tandem stopped to light a cigarette. His hand shook, but after a few puffs, with the smoke drifting by in blue veils, he felt better.
 
              Squaring his shoulders and lifting his chin, he said, "Look, Father John, if you think that this is going to scare me so I'll jump in under the shadow of Mother Church's wings, you're wrong. So I made a mistake? It was only a half-error, you'll have to admit, for they were gambling. And anybody could have been fooled. I didn't need your help, anyway."
 
              "Really?"
 
              "Well, I suppose it was a good thing that you came along ... No, it wasn't. I lost; I couldn't have won with those four ganging up on me. So what did I have to lose? I had a good time, and I'm out nothing."
 
              "You lost your watch."
 
              Father John did not seem to have recovered yet from the shadow that had fallen over him since he had led Tandem away from the valley. The tuning fork inside him hummed deep and black.
 
              "Look, Father," said Tandem, "let's drop all these morals and symbols, huh? No comparisons between my watch and my conscience, huh? You can stretch these things all out of proportion, you know."
 
              He walked fast around the great curve of the ship so he could leave the priest behind. But as he did so, he stopped. A thought that had been roosting in the shadows suddenly hopped into light. He turned and walked back.
 
              "Say, Father, what about those four who were left? I'd have sworn they didn't have enough ..."
 
              He stopped. Father John was about 25 yards away, his back turned to him. His shoulders were thrown back a little more than they had been, and there was something in the set of his whole body that showed that the humming fork was beginning to vibrate to a lighter note.
 
              Tandem perceived that only half-consciously. It was what Father John was doing that seized him and demanded all of his attention.
 
              The priest was whirling the statuette up into the air and watching it land upon its black legs. Four times, he repeated. Always, the legs dug into the dirt.
 
              Even from that distance, Tandem could feel the power.
 
-
 


MAYBE JUST A LITTLE ONE
R. Bretnor
 
 
              The laws of primogeniture do not apply to a writer's fictional offspring; a man's first story is rarely the heir to whom he would entrust his future reputation. But, as the fascinating recent anthology by Mystery Writers of America, maiden murders (Harper, 1952), demonstrated, a surprising number of writers do begin by putting their best foot forward, and often in a pace-setting stride. Many and various are the stories by R. Bretnor which you've read in F&SF and in hardcover anthologies; now we bring you his first, published in a quality magazine in 1947 and honored that year in Martha Foley's "distinguished" roll. Subtler and quieter than his more recent farces (though just as outrageous in its basic assumption), it's still typically Bretnoric in being delightfully unclassifiable, and in dissecting our times and mores with disarming absurdity; for even in this debut Mr. Bretnor approaches society as (in Chaucer's phrase) the smiler with the knife under the cloak.
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              Maximus Everett, who taught physics at Woodrow Wilson Union High School for nearly twenty years, was the first man to accomplish nuclear fission in his basement. It really wasn't much of a basement either. Along one side was the work-bench, littered with tools and wire and dusty old books. On the other side was an empty birdcage and a stationary tub with a dripping faucet. A couple of shabby trunks stood in a corner next to a broken lawnmower, and some baled magazines the Red Cross people had forgotten to call for were piled up behind the cyclotron.
 
              The final result of his scientific labors pleased Mr. Everett. After observing it quietly for a while, he went upstairs to the kitchen, where his wife was making chopped-olive-and-egg sandwiches. He sat down on a stool, wiped his long bald forehead, and remarked that it certainly was hot in the basement.
 
              Without turning around, his wife assured him that this was not abnormal. "Here in Arizona," she observed, "right near the border, it's always hot in summer."
 
              Mr. Everett did not dispute the point. "Oh, it's not only that," he told her. "I've just been working pretty hard. It's been a tough job." He leaned back with a little sigh of satisfaction. "I've invented atomic power, hon."
 
              "So that's what you've been doing," said Mrs. Everett. "I thought it was still perpetual motion." She cut the last sandwich diagonally in half, put some sliced pickle on the platter, and turned around, smoothing her ample apron. Then suddenly she looked accusingly at her husband. "Why, that's ridiculous!" she exclaimed. "What do you mean, you invented it? How about Hiroshima?"
 
              "That was different," said Mr. Everett simply. "That was just a big bang. Anybody can invent that kind."
 
              Mrs. Everett—a librarian, and rather dogmatic—showed signs of irritation. "All the authorities," she declared, "say that you have to have uranium, and that it's very rare. Then you have to make it into something else, and it costs millions and millions of dollars."
 
              "That's what they think," replied Mr. Everett, shaking his head mildly.
 
              "Well, they ought to know, if anyone does!"
 
              "I have the utmost respect for them," he conceded. "After all, their work did help to make mine possible. It's just—well, you see, it's just that I don't need uranium. I discovered a new element about a week ago, and ..."
 
              Mrs. Everett was wearing the expression she usually reserved for people who tried to explain away overdue books. "Just how-could you discover a new element when they've all been discovered?" she asked bleakly. "And what is it called?"
 
              "Frijolium," said Mr. Everett. "I discovered it a week ago Tuesday. And it hardly costs anything."
 
              "Yes, but where did you get it?"
 
              "I made it. That is, I purified it. Pure frijolium, for the first time in history."
 
              "Well, it sounds sort of familiar to me," mused-Mrs. Everett. "Frijolium—now wherever ...?"
 
              "Sort of familiar?" echoed Mr. Everett. "Well it should be! Frijolium. You know, from frijoles."
 
              Marriage and the public library had hardened Mrs. Everett; she took it all in her stride. "Maximus Everett!" she snapped. "Do you mean to sit there and tell me that you've found a new element in plain old Mexican beans?"
 
              Mr. Everett hooked his thumbs in his belt and tilted the stool back on its hind legs. "We-ell," he said, obviously weighing the question carefully, "it would not be quite correct to say that frijoles contain a new element. As a matter of fact, they are the new element."
 
              "But frijoles are just beans!" protested Mrs. Everett, rather loudly. "Anybody'll tell you that. They contain proteins, fats, and carbohydrates."
 
              "Those substances," said Mr. Everett, "are impurities. Fresh frijoles are 92.733 per cent pure frijolium. I have isolated it. It has a relatively low atomic weight, but is adequately unstable. The nucleus may be split quite readily by ..."
 
              "Oh, never mind!" cried Mrs. Everett, stamping her foot. "Do you really expect me to believe that? Why, there would have been an explosion."
 
              "No, there wouldn't. I didn't want an explosion. I used the frijolium from one small frijole—that's the minimum critical mass—and it's really quite easy to control. You can turn it on and off just like a vacuum-cleaner."
 
              "Well, I don't believe a word of it! All the experts say atomic power can't be controlled like that."
 
              Mr. Everett shook his head pityingly. "That's what they think. I've had it running the washing-machine for three hours ... And," he added, "if I didn't turn it off, it would run for almost exactly 72 years. What do you think of that?"
 
              After this, of course, Mrs. Everett followed him back into the basement to see for herself. The washing-machine was busily churning away next to the cyclotron, quaking and rattling just as it always had. Mrs. Everett sniffed. Warily, she walked around it, peering at the chipped enamel of its framework. As far as she could determine, its appearance had not changed—and she said so rather acidly. "If this is your idea of a joke," she said, "I don't think it's at all funny. Of course, if you haven't broken my washer, there's no real harm done, but ..."
 
              Mr. Everett interrupted her. He pointed to the back of the washer. "Look!" he said, with great dignity.
 
              Looking closely, she saw a small aluminum box, with a round hole in the top and an insulated cord leading to the motor. "Wasn't it there before?" she asked.
 
              "It was not!" said Mr. Everett. "That is the generator. You drop the frijolium through the hole. That little switch on the box works a shield inside that turns the energy on and off." He flipped the switch, and the washing-machine chugged twice and was silent. He flipped it again, and the machine came back to life. "See?" he said triumphantly.
 
              Mrs. Everett was still dubious. "Where do you plug it in?" she inquired.
 
              "You don't," replied her husband patiently. "That's the whole idea. The generator Converts atomic power from the smashing of the frijolium nuclei directly into 110 volts A.C., just like the house current."
 
              "You—you mean we won't have any bills to pay?" said Mrs. Everett, beginning to be impressed.
 
              "Not a penny. Not after I get the rest of the house wired."
 
              "Why, Maxie! Why, that's wonderful! And we could put it on the car too, couldn't we?" Mrs. Everett patted the washing-machine with genuine affection. "Just wait until I tell Mrs. Myers," she exulted. "Ever since they made Henry principal, she's been acting as if we were below them socially or something. And it was she who told the grocer-boy that you were all thumbs, not handy around the house like Henry was."
 
              "Oh, Henry's all right," said Mr. Everett. "I think he'll be pleased when he hears about it. After all, it'll be nice for the school, too; it'll help to keep up interest in the physics classes."
 
              "I should think he ought to be pleased," snorted Mrs. Everett. "He couldn't invent atomic power."
 
              "Maybe," said Mr. Everett wistfully, "maybe he'll let me give up coaching basketball."
 
              "I'll phone her right after lunch," said Mrs. Everett, with a gleam in her eye.
 
              Mrs. Everett was as good as her word. She was sweetly condescending to Henry Myer's wife, who responded with a gratifying display of irritation, awe, and envy—and this reaction encouraged her to call up quite a number of other people. It was Saturday, and she didn't have to go back to the library, and so she was able to spend the rest of the afternoon at the telephone. She was still there at 5 o'clock, when the reporters started to arrive.
 
              The first journalist was a brash young man with an unhealthy complexion. "I'm from the Bulletin," he announced, cleverly getting his foot in the door as Mrs. Everett opened it.
 
              "There must be some mistake," said Mrs. Everett coldly. "We paid the boy two months in advance, and anyway we take the Tribune."
 
              "No mistake," said the journalist. "Here's the card." He thrust a card at her menacingly and, as she retreated, thrust himself after it, craning his neck to peer around the room. "Where's the guy with the atom bomb?" he demanded.
 
              "Oh, you're a reporter!" said Mrs. Everett, wide-eyed.
 
              "Where's the atom bomb?" repeated the journalist, peering into the fireplace.
 
              "Atom bomb?" gasped Mrs. Everett. "Dear me, no. There isn't any. It's just atomic power. It's running the washing-machine."
 
              The journalist seemed disappointed. "You sure?" he said.
 
              "Why, of course," replied Mrs. Everett. "Maximus—that's Mr. Everett—will be here in a minute or two. He'll explain it to you. If you'll just have a seat for a minute, I'll go and get him." She started out. "If you'd like to look at the new Geographic," she offered, "it's on the mantel."
 
              The journalist grunted politely as she left the room. Then he took a quick look at the bookcase, discovered two volumes by Jules Verne and one by H. G. Wells, noted down their titles. Having done so, he opened the door for his cameraman, and together they began examining Mr. Everett's desk for matters of scientific interest.
 
              Mr. and Mrs. Everett, entering, did not notice this investigation; they were momentarily blinded by the flash-bulb that greeted their return. Mr. Everett tried simultaneously to rearrange his hastily-assumed necktie with one hand and to shake hands with the journalist with the other, and succeeded in looking quite confused and slightly wild. Mrs. Everett blinked and said something about how clever Mr. Everett was. The journalist promptly asked about the atomic bomb again, and did not conceal his resentment when Mr. Everett assured him that there was nothing so dangerous in the house. He slumped down into the nearest chair, muttered indignantly that he had flown down from Phoenix, flipped his notebook closed. "Well," he said to Mr. Everett, "give."
 
              And, modestly enough, Mr. Everett gave. He told of his search for practical atomic power. He exhibited his homemade cyclotron and the converted washer. He posed for a dozen or more photographs, and he answered all questions with the utmost patience. "Of course," he said, "I could have made a bomb if I'd wanted to, but I think this is so much more useful, don't you?"
 
              The journalist made a note of this remark, "Yeah," he said, "sure. But all the big shots say it can't be done for ten or twenty years."
 
              Mr. Everett grinned. "That's what they think," he said. "You see, they haven't heard about my new element. It's the new element that does the trick. And it hardly costs anything; that's the nice thing about it." 
 
              The journalist poised his pencil.
 
              "I call it frijolium," said Mr. Everett. "From frijoles, you know."
 
              The journalist's face twitched suddenly. He darted a quick, covert glance at his companion. "No kiddin'!" he said, with a nasty smile. "You mean it comes from frijoles—from beans?"
 
              "That's right," Mr. Everett assured him. "From common old Mexican beans. They're full of it."
 
              "Say, that's something! That's really something!" The journalist slapped Mr. Everett heartily on the back. "Isn't that something, Pete?" he cried.
 
              Pete took another photograph.
 
              The first journalist didn't stay very long after that. He remembered that he was in a terrific hurry, and he delayed only long enough to use the telephone very briefly. Mrs. Everett, overhearing part of the conversation, marvelled at the strange jargon of his craft, "... Yeah," he said, "... uh-huh, a squirrel ... but good! ... sure ... runs the washer on frijolium ... from frijoles ... you heard what I said, as in beans! ... Willie'll eat it up ..."
 
              But that was all Mrs. Everett heard, because just then the other journalists started to arrive.
 
              There were a lot of them, male and female, and they gave the Everetts a very busy evening. As a matter of fact, it was two and a half hours past midnight when the last journalist—a heavily-mustached lady who had been questioning Mrs. Everett about the more intimate details of her married life—folded her notes and departed.
 
              After the door had been securely bolted, a strangely demure Mrs. Everett looked up at her husband. "Oh, Maxie," she fluttered, "that woman asked me the most embarrassing questions."
 
              "Dear me," said Mr. Everett uncomfortably. "I wonder why?"
 
              There was a moment of silence. Then Mrs. Everett sighed. "Well anyhow, you'll probably be quite famous now," she suggested. "They ... they may even ask you to go to Washington."
 
              "That would be nice," said Mr. Everett, "but I don't see how I possibly could before the end of the semester."
 
              Mentally reading future headlines, Mrs. Everett ignored the objection. She glimpsed a brief and garbled vision of honorary degrees, speeches, movie contracts. "All those newspaper people were so disappointed because you hadn't made a bomb," she reflected. "It does seem a shame, too, after they went to all that trouble. Don't you think you could make just one? Maybe just a little one ..."
 
              "No," said Mr. Everett, "I'd rather not. I don't like to seem obstinate, but whatever would we do with it?"
 
              The Everetts were given no chance to stay in bed that Sunday morning, for the press returned in force on the heels of the milkman, and soon the household was as agitated as it had been the night before. The telephone was constantly in use; light-hearted journalists came and went; and Mrs. Everett whispered a thousand confidences to ladies who knew just how to contrive high romance from the most unpromising materials.
 
              At fifteen minutes to 12, Maximus Everett was perched on the pile of old magazines in the basement, rather hoarsely lecturing on the peculiar merits of the frijole as a fissionable material, while several members of his audience examined and photographed an assortment of rusty plumbing installed for an experiment long since abandoned and forgotten. It was here that Mrs. Everett found him when she descended the stairs to announce the arrival of Henry Myers.
 
              "I do hate to interrupt," said Mrs. Everett delicately but firmly, "but could you come upstairs for a minute, dear? There's someone to see you."
 
              "Tell him to come down," replied Mr. Everett. "I'll start over again so he won't miss anything."
 
              "But it's Henry!" protested Mrs. Everett, leaning out over the rickety railing. "He says it's important!"
 
              Mr. Everett came suddenly alive. "Henry?" he cried. "I told you so! He's changed his mind about my coaching basketball. I'll be right up. Tell him I'll be right up! Boys," he said to the journalists, "do you mind waiting down here? Just browse around. I won't be a second."
 
              "Go right ahead," they answered, as one man. And they followed Mr. Everett enthusiastically as he took the stairs three at a time.
 
              Henry Myers was waiting in the living-room, standing with his broad back to the fireplace. He held his hat in one hand, a folded newspaper and an envelope in the other. His eyebrows slanted down toward the bridge of his nose with administrative severity—and they relaxed neither at Mr. Everett's entrance nor at his hearty greeting.
 
              "Henry, old boy!" At the head of his escort, Mr. Everett swept across the carpet with outstretched hand. "I'm sure glad to see you! Come on down and ..."
 
              And then Maximus Everett was checked in full career. Henry Myers spoke. His voice was sharp and metallic, an unkind voice, the voice of a man who for years has dealt none too gently with refractory adolescents. "Everett," he said, "I had hoped to see you privately; I see that privacy is impossible. However, I anticipated such a contingency. I came prepared, and I shall do what is necessary without further discussion." He thrust the newspaper and the envelope into Mr. Everett's welcoming hand. "One," he declared, "will explain the other."
 
              Then he turned on his heel, jammed his hat on, angrily brushed aside two questing newsmen—and the front door banged behind him.
 
              Now, quite understandably, this interview knocked Maximus Everett slightly off-center. He stared open-mouthed at the quivering door, only remotely conscious of a buzz of voices, of questions being asked, of objects in his hand—until a voice more strident than the rest made itself heard.
 
              "Let's see!" it shouted. "Let's take a look! Take a look, Maxie!"
 
              So Mr. Everett looked. Mechanically, he started to unfold the newspaper, recalling vaguely that it was the first he had seen since his discovery was made public. As the black headlines appeared, there was a sudden hush.
 
              At first, Mr. Everett only realized that he was reading about himself; though the meaning was seeping through, he was still protected against its full import.
 
              Whoops! yelled the headlines gaily, Bean Atom Busted.
 
              Below that, two lines of smaller type proclaimed: Frijole Fission Runs Washer For Basement Einstein: Clean Undies Prove Plutonium Now Obsolete.
 
              And there, to illustrate the point, was a picture of the Everetts, grinning idiotically as they displayed the significant article of apparel against the side of the cyclotron.
 
              Still functioning mechanically, Mr. Everett by-passed the caption to find the story.
 
              Mighty forces [he read] which Arizona's old-timers have always suspected to lie lurking in the redoubtable Mexican frijole have at last been liberated, according to Maximus Everett, high school physics teacher and self-proclaimed basement genius of Concho County, who yesterday took the wraps off his homegrown Oak Ridge project for the first time and let everybody in on the swell new world now looming up (says he) on the bean horizon ...
 
              Numbed as he was, Mr. Everett might very well have gone on to read the rest of the story, but just then some more black type, off to one side caught his notice:
 
bean-buster maxie no cold fish, says mrs.
 
              Atomic Love Brings ...
 
              But that was as far as Mr. Everett got. Full comprehension, long delayed, hit him with a solid rabbit-punch. The paper fell from his fingers to the floor. A large round tear, forming at the corner of his eye, began to slide slowly down his cheek.
 
              Observing these phenomena, Mr. Everett's audience found it expedient to melt away, motivated perhaps by delicacy, perhaps by an intuitive appreciation of the fact that the really worthwhile part of the show was over. One by one, unnoticed by their host, they made their departure, until only two or three of the unregenerate were left. These waited patiently until Mr. Everett recovered enough to open Henry Myers' letter. Then they read it over his shoulder, finding it brief and to the point:
 
-
My Dear Mr. Everett:
 
              In view of the scandalous events of the past two days, the Board of Trustees has instructed me to notify you of the termination of your contract. The Board is granting you an extended leave of absence (without pay) until the end of the present semester, at which time the termination will take effect.
 
              The Members of the Board and I agree that, under the circumstances, no additional explanation of this action can be necessary.
 
Very sincerely yours,
                            Henry T. Myers, Principal
-
 
              Nobody said anything. After a moment, Mr. Everett carefully folded the letter again and returned it to its envelope. Then he walked to the door and held it open until the last of his remaining visitors had filed out, and only when it was locked behind them did he permit himself a brief outburst of emotion. He tore the letter in half. He threw it on the floor. He said, "That's what you think!" angrily several times.
 
              Bean-Buster Maxie was a nine-day wonder. The press, finding him suddenly uncooperative, confined its efforts to questioning friends and neighbors, fell back on its already large store of photographs, and explained the working of the Everett washer by hinting broadly at hidden wiring and compressed air. Before fresher wonders forced frijole fission back through the want-ads into oblivion, its every aspect had been thoroughly explored. There had been several jolly interviews with lesser physicists, several with screen and radio comedians, one with the spiritual leader of a vegetarian cult, and one with a rather bawdy admiral.
 
              But the giants of the scientific and political worlds had held themselves aloof, refraining from all comment. The powers-that-be had not summoned Mr. Everett to Washington. No academic senates had honored him. No universities had invited him to join their faculties. Even the FBI, hastily checking up on all known foreign agents and finding them uninterested, had dropped him from its social register.
 
              During the weeks that followed this brief period of international notoriety, the Everetts kept very much to themselves, scarcely stirring out of the house, and greeting even their oldest friends with a frigid reserve. Mr. Everett buried himself in his work, first converting the house-circuit to frijolium-power, then installing a generator in the family car. Mrs. Everett, who had resigned from the Public Library after a determined but futile resistance, was his constant companion; and many were the long evenings they spent together, reading Walt Whitman aloud and making nebulous plans for a frijolium factory. Even after small boys stopped hooting at Mr. Everett in the street, they hesitated to venture far abroad; only the inexorable operation of economic law finally forced them out of the fancied security of their retreat.
 
              Mr. Everett had never been too provident a man, and people of moderate means who invest in cyclotrons—no matter how small—seldom retain respectable bank balances. After about two months, Mr. Everett started job-hunting. He hunted in person and he hunted by mail, and he found both methods equally fruitless. Whatever he tried, there were—curiously enough—no vacancies. Once he was offered temporary employment as a sheepherder, but this was while he still was relatively solvent, and the chance did not come along again.
 
              In six more weeks, the Everetts found themselves reduced to exactly 70 cents in cash and a dubious charge account. They discovered this just after lunch, and they moved to the living-room to discuss the matter.
 
              "All this would never have happened," said Mrs. Everett bitterly, "if it hadn't been for that Henry Myers. I warned you against him the first day you met him, Maximus."
 
              "Oh, Henry's not so bad," protested Mr. Everett. "It wasn't his fault, dear, I'm sure. The press just treated the whole thing with such a complete lack of understanding." He shrugged. "Well, I guess we'll just have to take out a second mortgage to tide us over. I hate to do it, but ..."
 
              "What?" cried Mrs. Everett. "And stay in this town? I'd sooner scrub floors! We ought to sell the place, and go away to ..."
 
              But Mrs. Everett was not fated to reveal her intended destination, for at that instant the doorbell rang. It rang once; then it rang again. It was starting its third summons when Mr. Everett opened the door, blinked into the sunlight, and found himself looking at three strangers—all of whom were dark and obviously foreign.
 
              "What do you want?" demanded Mr. Everett rudely.
 
              There was a tall dark man with a mustache and a black Homburg hat. There was a small dark man with a mustache and a black Homburg. There was a very large dark man with neither.
 
              The tall dark man bowed profoundly over his stick and gloves; so did his small companion. The very large dark man kept his hands in his pockets and looked straight ahead. "Do I address Doctor Everett?" inquired the tall dark man with grave courtesy and a marked accent.
 
              Mr. Everett, who had obtained his B.A. with some little difficulty, was pleased in spite of himself. He blushed, cleared his throat, and coughed affirmatively.
 
              "Then permit me to introduce myself," said the tall dark man, handing him a visiting card.
 
              Mr. Everett took the card. Antonio L. Macjones, he read, Ph.D., LL.D. (Columbia '22), Minister of the Interior, The Raptarian Republic. "Won't you come in?" mumbled Mr. Everett.
 
              Once inside, the Minister of the Interior presented his colleague to Mr. Everett. "This," he announced, "is our General Troppo. In our country, he is Minister of—of Education."
 
              The general clicked his heels and bowed at Mr. Everett.
 
              "Education?" said Mr. Everett suspiciously. "And he's a general?"
 
              The Minister of the Interior explained that in his tranquil land military rank was largely honorary. "... in memory of our great liberator, who died in battle 112 years ago," he added.
 
              So Mr. Everett introduced them both to Mrs. Everett, who was properly impressed; and everybody sat down except the very large dark man, who stood with his hands in his pockets, and kept peering out of the windows. There was some further exchange of formalities, with flowery Raptarian solicitude for the good health, past, present, and future, of Mr. and Mrs. Maximus Everett. Then the Minister of the Interior spoke at length about what his government was doing for the Common Man, and about a President so well-beloved that no other had been elected for nearly 30 years—and throughout his speech the dove of peace cooed a gentle obbligato.
 
              The Everetts were enthralled. They saw the peaks and plains, the lush groves and verdant jungles of Raptaria. They beheld the clean, hard-working Raptarian peasant leading his chubby children to a new and splendidly-appointed school provided by a government whose watchwords were Benevolence and Progress.
 
              The Minister of the Interior paused, and the Everetts sighed longingly—and as they did so he rose suddenly to his feet, lifting a hand to heaven. "That is why we are here today," he cried out. "So that you, Maximo Everett, can aid us in our great humane task! In our country we have a physicist, a good man. He tells us that his work confirms your wonderful discovery. Already we have formed a Frijole Control Commission!—Come to us! Though we are poor, you will have everything you need. You will be Vice-Minister of Education. You will work directly under General Troppo!"
 
              Having finished, the Minister of the Interior opened his arms in a magnificent gesture of ardent welcome, bowed, and sat down, quite winded by his exertions.
 
              "Ah, not under me!" expostulated General Troppo with equal fervor. "Not under me! Say rather as a colleague, a comrade!" He smiled, radiating good fellowship. "Of course," he said to Mr. Everett, "you can make explosives?"
 
              Mr. Everett frowned, but before he had a chance to reply Mrs. Everett answered for him. "Mr. Everett could make an atomic bomb just as easy as pie," she told the general, "but he doesn't want to. He thinks they're very destructive, and he can't see any point to making them."
 
              Mr. Everett nodded vigorously while the Raptarian dignitaries exchanged swift glances; then the Minister of the Interior stepped into the breach with hearty laughter. "My friend!" he exclaimed, as soon as his amusement had subsided. "My very good friend! I fear that you mistake the general's meaning! What use would we, in poor Raptaria, ever have for an atomic bomb? But we have mines in our mountains. We must build dams across our so-swift rivers. We need many roads and bridges. That is the kind of explosives the Minister of Education means—for blasting! Is that not so, General?"
 
              "Yes, yes," said the general hastily—
 
              "But of course," smiled the Minister of the Interior, "for that—and for our national holiday, when the happy people celebrate with fireworks. That is why we may want a very few explosives, though we want power-plants even more."
 
              "Power-plants?" echoed General Troppo. "Yes, yes."
 
              "We-ell," said Mr. Everett, scratching his head, "I guess that is sort of different." He hesitated. "I ... I won't have to coach basketball, will I?" he asked diffidently.
 
              Some time has passed since the Everetts went to the Republic of Raptaria. As Vice-Minister of Education, Mr. Everett naturally did not have to bother with any of the details of his departure. Everything, including a Raptarian passport for two, had been arranged by the Minister of the Interior, and it all went off very smoothly—so smoothly, in fact, that for a long time even the Everetts' neighbors did not know that they had moved out of town permanently. Nobody ever dreamed that they had gone abroad.
 
              Nobody. Not even Henry Myers, who happened to mention the Raptarian Republic when he delivered his weekly speech on world affairs in the assembly hall of Woodrow Wilson Union High School a few days ago.
 
              "... and by contrast," he informed the student body, "we have news of another quiet, orderly election in Raptaria, a little country many of you may not even have heard about."
 
              He paused, to smile benignly at the upturned faces. "A lucky little country, too," he told them. "Too small to worry about the great quarrels that rend the world. Too poor," he continued, "to follow any ways but those of peace."
 
              That's what he thinks.
 
 
-
 
 
Solar systems seldom miss 
Planets troublesome as this.
 
edb, san francisco Chronicle
 
-
 


THE STAR GYPSIES
William Lindsay Gresham
 
 
Novelty in science fiction has become inevitably a matter of giving new twists to the standard themes—and even these twists are rare enough and loudly to be welcomed. Here, however, the author of nightmare alley comes up, not merely with a variation, but with a basic concept which Iras never before been treated in science fiction, and develops it with such beautiful sensitivity that we can only say: "Here is one of the finest stories that we have yet been privileged to publish.
 
-
 
              Johnny's grandmother, Old Anna, was the one who warned us about the blistered places. She could feel in her bones when the earth was sick, and she would wake from her sleep inside the vardo as it jolted along and screech at Johnny to turn aside. Then the caravan would take another road. The roads were rough where cracks had slid across them, and grass had sprouted between the slabs of concrete. They were the old roads of the old times, and now the trees often met over them. But Johnny Petulengro had the knowledge of them in his head, and of where the springs of water were and where the villages of the gorgio people lay.
 
              We were making a detour around one of the sick places when we came upon this village, and the girl with golden hair was the first gorgio we saw. Johnny pulled the reins and the old white horse stopped moving and dropped his head to crop the grass growing in the cracks.
 
              As was proper for a king, Johnny waited for the gorgio girl to speak first. She had wide blue eyes that tilted up at the corners, and her skin was tanned almost as dark as mine, but when she slid down the bank I could see that above her knees her thighs were as white as snow. She stood quiet a moment, her lips open a little, and she was looking first at Johnny and then at me. She looked longest at me for I sat beside Johnny Petulengro on the seat of the vardo.
 
              Finally she said softly, "Sarishan, Rom."
 
              Johnny chuckled and put his arm around my shoulders. I was his son now—he had decided to take me for a son.
 
              "Sarishan, child. Where is your village?"
 
              She pointed along the road. "There's a turning ... I was sent to watch for any king who might favor us." She dropped to one knee, and the beauty of her motion warned me that I was in danger of love with the gorgio girl. If a Rom has love with a gorgio he is in danger of being caught by the village ways, and then his soul dies.
 
              Johnny smiled and the girl stood up again, straight, her bare brown feet together. I tried not to look at her feet. I was sixteen and a man, and I must think like a Romany man. That's what I said to myself with Johnny's arm around me, and Johnny smiling down at the gorgio girl.
 
              "What gifts has your village?" Johnny asked.
 
              "We have chickens and pigs and the Old Cloth," she said.
 
              "Give her a hand up, Fedar," Johnny told me, laughing. "She can ride with us."
 
              And I stretched out my hand and helped her to the seat. I could feel the warmth of her next to me. "I am the king's son," I said to her. "This is Johnny Petulengro, the king, and he has taken me for a son. But I am half gorgio—my mother was a Rom who had love with a village man. When our village died of the Heartsickness I came back to the Romany, and now I am Johnny's son."
 
              "It is a mighty thing to be Romany," the girl said without looking at me. "When I was little I used to pretend that I led the Great Life, and I would set snares for rabbits the way the Romany kings showed us. Once I roasted a rabbit by a fire I built myself."
 
              She was silent then, and I felt the warmth of her.
 
              We went up the side road toward her village; and there, by the roadside, were the offerings all ready—the Old Cloth high on poles, and three chickens in a pen, and in another pen, a small pig.
 
              Johnny pulled up, and behind us the other vardos of the tribe all stopped. The girl jumped down to unlatch the gate of the chicken run, and then Johnny put his long-lashed whip into my hand, which was slippery with sweat; for if I failed in the ritual I knew that I would never be a king among the Great People. Johnny, acting out the old custom, gave me a sharp slap with the back of his hand and then turned away as if busy. I drew back the whip, making it sing, swung it once as the white hen fluttered across the road, and the lash curled out and wrapped itself about the neck of the hen. A tug and I had her in my arms, and all done silently.
 
              "Aieee! Ha! The Romany blood conquers." Old Anna had been watching from inside the vardo. She snatched the chicken from the whip lash and it vanished inside. "You will be a king, Fedar. Now let's see you chor the pig."
 
              To chor is to take a lost thing, such as a pig which has rooted out of its pen and has nobody to feed it. Before the Great War of Burning the gorgio ruled the land and would shut the Romany in stone houses with iron bars just for choring a chicken, for they were ignorant of the Law that things along the road belong to the Rom, who are kings of the road and lead the Great Life.
 
              When the girl unbarred the pen the pig rushed out. I set the pan of potato peelings Old Anna gave me beside the road; when the little pig began to eat I slipped the sack over him and the pan together, and he was in the vardo where his squealing was hardly heard. The kings of the road follow the old custom, and before they will accept gifts from the villagers they first must chor a thing or two in memory of ancient days.
 
              We loaded the Old Cloth into our van; it was good cloth, of a golden color and made of strange shimmering threads that shed water, as the gorgio knew how to weave it before the Great War of Burning.
 
              When we reached the village the girl left us and ran into a house. It was the Executive's house, so I knew now that she was the Executive's daughter; but still a gorgio. The Executive came out with his wife, and Johnny got down from the driver's seat and gave them Sarishan. Then all the villagers came running. Johnny heard the wants of the village and said nothing, for a king speaks last.
 
              "There are many ducks in the small river beyond the houses," the Executive explained. "It would be good to have ducks to eat. But the last cartridge for a stun-gun was fired in my father's time. Every year at the time of the ducks we clean and oil the stun-guns, but they do not shoot. My father told me how delicious were ducks. Now they are thick, they settle in flocks on the river, but our stones fall short. Can you show us some of the old wisdom, O King?"
 
              Johnny stood silent. They began bringing the gifts; earthen crocks of the grain from last year's harvest, more chickens and more small pigs, and at last the precious iron—some red with rust, jagged pieces, and some formed into shapes of things the use of which has long been forgotten by the gorgio and has never been known by the Romany.
 
              At last Johnny unfolded his arms and raised his whip so that all the gorgio stopped chattering and listened for the wisdom of the Great People.
 
              "Let those who have some knowledge of the Fire and the Iron step forward," said Johnny, with the kindness in his voice.
 
              An old gorgio and a young one came from the crowd, and the young one kept his eyes on the Executive's daughter standing beside me, although he should have had eyes only for Johnny Petulengro, king among the Great People.
 
              Johnny asked the older gorgio. "Can you make nails?"
 
              "Yes, King. I have learned a little from the Great People. I can even make needles for sewing the Old Cloth."
 
              "Good. Now then, attend." Johnny knelt and smoothed the dust with his hand; then he began drawing with a twig. "What you will make is neither nail nor needle but something like both. Very thin—like a thread of iron. An eye at this end. Curved into a hook, with a barb, so. This you can file sharp, if you have a file."
 
              "I have a file-stone, O King."
 
              "It will do. Make as many as you can, for each will secure you a duck. You catch fish?"
 
              "With nets and sometimes by hand, O King."
 
              "After the ducks, these hooks are also good for fish. Attend. Put a bit of worm on each hook. Fasten long, strong threads to the hooks, and fasten the other end of the threads to the ground. Let the baited hooks lie in the shallows. The ducks will seize them in their beaks and swallow them; then when they try to rise in flight they are held by the threads. Kill them quickly, for they are our brothers and must not suffer long. Understood? Recover the hooks and you can use them for catching fish. Thus it was in the ancient times and thus it will be." He stood up, smiling. "The King makes an end of speaking."
 
              The gorgios crowded in, full of wonder and delight, all talking at once as is the habit of the gorgio. Only the Executive's girl held back, standing close to me, and beside her the young gorgio who claimed he was a smith. And now his eyes were not upon the girl but upon me, and there was great anger in them.
 
              To the girl he said, "Thene, I wish to speak to you all by yourself."
 
              This was the first time I had heard the name of the girl, and it was to me like the sound of summer wind, and I knew that the love was growing in me.
 
              She said nothing at first, and then spoke in a sharp whisper: "Later. Can't you see that it was I who spoke first to the king and the king's son? Don't be a droop."
 
              At that moment there came toward us from the caravan Marili, the woman betrothed to Johnny, who was a widower nearly at the end of his year of sorrow. She was tall, with hair like the black glass one finds in the blistered places, and when she drew near Johnny he turned and they spoke with eyes, as the Rom speak of love, not with many words in the gorgio fashion. After that Marili looked at me and at the girl Thene, and the wisdom of the Great People told her that I had been caught in love with this gorgio girl.
 
              She bent toward me. "If you want that girl you will have to fight the young smith for her, Fedar," she whispered.
 
              "I will fight for her, Marili."
 
              "You will have a stronger enemy than the gorgio smith, Fedar. You will have the village-spirit to fight. It will try to trap you."
 
              And I was silent, for I had been gazing at the gorgio houses and something old in me awoke and longed for the house-life with tamed flowers in the yard and a roof from the rains covering a space larger than the inside of a vardo, a place where a man could take off his boots and be at ease. A true Rom would not feel such foolish desires, and I was ashamed and hung my head. But I watched Thene out of the corners of my eyes.
 
              That night we camped in a nearby field; the gorgio brought us wood for our fires and buckets of spring water. Our women cooked the chickens over the fires, and after we had fed, Johnny Petulengro sent Old Anna to get his bosh.
 
              The bosh of Johnny Petulengro was so old that no man, even of the Great People, knew when it was made. At the top of the neck, above the pegs which held the strings, was carved a hand with a finger pointing, which was the symbol of the Great Wisdom unknown to the gorgio, the one word by which the Great People live. Johnny took the bow and tuned the strings, and then the music of the Romany sprang out of the night, and the woods listened to the sounds drawn forth from the ancient bosh by Johnny Petulengro, the king.
 
              I leaned against the trunk of a tree, back from the firelight, and tears slipped down my face for joy and pride in the Romany music. Then I felt someone beside me and it was Thene, the gorgio girl.
 
              "Prince of the Rom," she said softly, "what is your name?"
 
              "My name is Fedar." And in the light of our fires I could see that her eyes held the love. I took her by the hand and led her into the darkness, where I kissed for the first time in my life. And with that kiss another portion of the wisdom of the Great People was revealed to me, and I understood more of the music of the bosh.
 
-
 
              We stayed at this gorgio village for six days, and ate of the wild duck and the fish which the gorgio caught with the hooks. Thene's house was the largest in the village. Its roof was made of very ancient stuff, from before the Great War of Burning, and where it had come loose her father had put on slabs of birch bark as the Romany had taught him. In the kitchen Thene's mother cooked on a strange table made of iron, feeding small sticks under an iron grid, and a hood had been made to carry the smoke from the fire out into the air through a hole high up in the wall. When garments were soiled, the Executive's wife did not take them to the brook and weight them down with stones and let the running water wash them clean in the Romany way; instead she placed them in an iron kettle on legs and with much labor turned the paddles in the kettle round and round. In the ancient times the Power of the gorgio had come out of the walls, and the gorgio did no work at all, so the tale goes, but merely pushed a button and the great Power was their slave. But after the Burning there was no Power, and the people perished, all but a few who were shown by the Romany how to get food with their hands. Yet still the people used the machines of the Power, for this was Civilization-as-we-know-it, which is the religion of the gorgio.
 
              All this I remembered from when I was small, for I was born in a gorgio house. My father had loved my mother enough to make her forsake the Great Life and live within house walls; and she had carried water from the spring, for his sake, upstairs to fill the tanks so that he could have water by turning a handle. This was great and needless labor, but she had not mocked, for she loved my father and he lived by Civilization-as-we-know-it.
 
              But the great disaster came to my father's village. We turned up the soil with an ancient implement venerated by the gorgio which ran on its own iron road, over and over the wheels. And behind it came a device of iron prongs which dug the ground. All the men and women, straining on ropes made of the Old Cloth, labored to pull the venerated machine and the plow hitched behind it, and so we broke the earth for the grain. But the machine died. No one knew why, though all the village Junior Executives debated it for many nights. There was a sound of clanging iron, and the tread on one side parted, and though the people strained at their ropes the machine would move no more.
 
              Then the Heartsickness settled upon our village. My mother had lived so long between walls that it infected her, too. My father sat at the table with his head in his hands, and would not eat, and when I spoke to him he would stretch out his hand to touch my hair but could not speak. So, at last, he died. And my mother's eyes grew dull and she took me with her and set out in search for the Great People.
 
              Then, after three days in the cold, she said to me: "Find the Rom, Fedar. I can go no farther. Never forget—you are named for a great king of the gorgios; a king who could not walk but was a valiant fighter. He led his people, so the story tells, out of a great hunger and through a mighty war. And then, on the eve of victory, he died. Never forget, Fedar, that the gorgio have had their heroes too. Now leave me, son, and find the Rom." Then, lying beside the road, she died of the Heartsickness.
 
              I buried her, cutting the sod with my knife, and after it was done I scratched my wrist with the knife point and let a drop of blood fall upon the grave so that no matter how far I might wander over the world there would be an unseen thread which could guide me back to that grave again.
 
              So I went on, the gorgio in me faint and despairing, pulling me down towards death, but the Rom in me coming to life with a wild joy because the road lay before me. When I found the Great People at last it was by the light of their fires in the darkness, and by the sound of the bosh, telling the Great Story of the Romany under the fingers of King Johnny Petulengro.
 
              Now, feeding with Thene and her folk, my heart was sore in me as it had never been when I was free on the roads. For my father's thoughts rose in me, and he had been a gorgio and a worshiper of the walled life of Civilization-as-we-know-it.
 
              Under the table I felt for Thene's hand and pressed it, and my love filled the room; the older people were silent with it, Thene's mother crying without making a sound.
 
              That night I scratched at the vardo of Johnny Petulengro and his voice said, "Come in, son." For he could tell by the scratch of a fingernail or the breaking of a twig under a boot who had made that noise.
 
              "I wish to mate with the gorgio girl," I said, whispering so as not to wake Old Anna.
 
              Johnny pulled on his boots and stepped outside and we sat on the grass under the stars. And Johnny gazed up at the stars so long that I could not keep still but began to pick grass blades and plait them for something to do. Finally he said, "Fedar—it is not given to all to follow the Great Life. If the love is strong enough, it might be worth living within walls to enjoy. Follow your heart. Marili will bear me sons and daughters, and I shall have them to teach, and all will be well. But I shall weep for you, Fedar, for you are my son and you will be dead to me."
 
              And I ran away in the darkness, stumbling over stones and tripping on roots, for my eyes were full of tears.
 
              So I remained in the gorgio village, and made it known that I was to mate with Thene. And since I was of the Great People none opposed me, except the young smith, whose name was Klem.
 
              By now the grain in the fields was ready for the mowing, and the great reaper, which was the chief treasure of the village, was drawn out from under its roof and stripped of its coverings of the Old Cloth. All the village turned out to pull it as its blades turned, cutting the wheat.
 
              Thene and I took our places side by side with the shoulder loops over our shoulders, and in the heat of the sun the sweat glistened on her temples and on her upper lip and ran in rivulets down her bare legs; and love lent me strength for the hauling, there beside her.
 
              On the second day, as I was going to the spring with two pails to bring water to the Executive's house that it might run from the taps, a shadow came up from behind me. It was the young smith.
 
              He had hair of a reddish color, and blue eyes; and he held himself straight, with anger in him. He said, "Gypsy—or half-gypsy, or whatever you be—drop them pails. Don't think we ain't grateful for what your folks showed us. But this settlement ain't big enough for both of us. Now you can head for the road and start walking, or you can head for me and start punching."
 
              He was larger than I, and I saw the bulge of his upper arm against the Old Cloth of his tunic. I moved slowly to get the sun in his eyes, as the custom is in fighting. As I drew near to. him he closed his fingers into fists, in the manner of the gorgio who cannot help signaling what they will do next.
 
              I said, "I shall take Thene for my wife."
 
              At this his left foot came forward. I ducked, and his left fist passed over my head, and I threw mine into his belly with all my strength. But he was wise for a gorgio, and had tightened his belly muscles. He gripped me by the shoulders and pushed me back; then his fist caught me on the cheek, and there was a leaping of light and a ringing and I was lying on the ground. I knew that the ancient custom of the gorgio is to count slowly to ten at such times, so I waited for him to start counting so that I could take breath. But anger had seized his heart and blotted out the reverence for Civilization-as-we-know-it, and he leaped on me and knelt astride of me, drawing back his fist to smash me in the face. Having broken the gorgio code, he was without the Law and I could fight my own way.
 
              I seized him by the arms, feeling with my thumbs for the nerves, and rolled him off me. Then I whirled behind him and slid my arm across his throat, locking it with my other arm against his head.
 
              "Give up, gorgio, ox I shall cut off your breath."
 
              "Go to hell, gypsy."
 
              So I tightened my hold and he went limp.
 
              Then I turned him over and pressed his ribs and soon he muttered and opened his eyes. He sat up and gazed at me and I saw anger flare up in him again. His hand went inside his tunic and came out with a knife. I had left my knife in the house.
 
              "Gypsy, I'm going to cut your gizzard out."
 
              As he rose toward me with the knife I turned, as if to run away. But instead I fell forward on my hands and kicked with both feet like a frightened horse; my feet caught him in the belly. I heard him grunt once, and the knife fell. Then I picked Klem up and carried him over my shoulder to the edge of the village.
 
              When the gorgio crowded around I said, "I have fought him for Thene. I shall fight him again, as many times as he wishes. But I shall marry Thene."
 
              And the gorgio nodded their heads and got ready to slip on the shoulder loops of the reaper, for most of the grain was still uncut. Klem had come awake now and was lying on one elbow, breathing in gasps and rubbing his belly. In short bursts of words he said, "You just wait. Wait'll Thene ... has a whole houseful of kids... by you. Then you'll run ... back to the roads. And who'll feed ... them kids? I ain't lying. It's true."
 
              Then, for the first time, the gorgio sickness of self-doubt stirred within me, and I all but cried out with the pain of it. But when I turned to answer Klem, he was not looking at me but had his eyes on the distant sky. There, over the world's edge, was a black cloud; the lightning flashed inside it like veins of blue fire.
 
              Klem struggled to his feet. "Wind's a-coming!" He shouted it again to the gorgios who were taking up the lines of the reaper. They stopped and wriggled out of their straps, and stood with their faces blank, watching the growing cloud.
 
              Thene ran to me. "Come into the house, Fedar. Nothing we can do but wait for it to pass over. Come."
 
              I went with her. Beneath the house there was a cellar of steel pillars, built by the ancients when they feared the Wars of the Burning, and into this cellar we descended—the Executive, his wife, his daughter, and the half-gypsy, whose heart was sick with the new sickness of doubt caught from the gorgio.
 
              Outside, above our heads, the wind began to moan. No rain, only wind. It whistled and sang about the corners of the house and made a tearing sound as it ripped loose the birch bark slabs that patched the roof of Old Stuff.
 
              Thene sat beside me and put her head against my shoulder; I bent and pressed my mouth against hers, and we gave each other our breath between our parted lips there in the darkness of the cellar, where the only light was a tiny green glow high up on the wall. It was marked Emergency Self-Power-Lite, The Adams Company, Boston, Mass. And that was the name of an ancient city but no man knows today where that city stood.
 
              Overhead the wind voice rose to a shriek, and the house trembled as things carried by the wind struck its walls. But Thene had stopped trembling under my hands and the fierceness of my love, held in check only by the Executive and his wife sitting with sagging heads there in the green light's feeble glow.
 
              And then it was quiet above and the wind was gone.
 
-
 
              The village was smashed. All through the streets lay tree branches and sometimes whole trunks, uprooted and borne through the air by the mighty wind. Houses had their roofs torn off, and there were dead people sprawled on doorsteps, and one small girl's body wedged in the branches of a tree stripped bare of leaves.
 
              The wheat fields were beaten flat by the force of the wind. And the reaper was destroyed, its blades twisted and crumpled.
 
              "This is the end," said the Executive in a dragging voice as the gorgios gathered. "This is the end of Civilization-as-we-know-it. For the wheat is cast down, the reaper smashed beyond hope of repair. The time of despair is upon us. It is the end."
 
              Then he turned and went into his house, which still had half a roof. And the villagers scattered, each to what was left of his house, there to wait for death as is the custom of the gorgio when the Heartsickness comes upon them with the failure of Civilization-as-we-know-it.
 
              I stood with Thene's hand in mine, looking at the desolate fields, and then I heard a step behind us. It was Klem, and he carried in his arms the broken body of the young girl; he had climbed the tree and taken it down for burial. His eyes had more life than the eyes of the older villagers. "Gypsy," he said, looking fiercely at me, "I'm sorry I pulled the knife on you. I was riled up, and when you slipped that strangle-holt on me I kind of quit thinking. My belly hurts yet where you give me that mule-kick. Reckon we're quits?"
 
              "We're quits," I said. "Take the child to her mother, and come to the Executive's house. We must talk." For a plan was forming in my mind, born of some ancient things I had observed in that cellar.
 
              The Executive and his wife were sitting with their heads bent, waiting to die of the Heartsickness. When Klem appeared in the doorway they paid no heed. I beckoned him to the cellar, and there in the pale green glow I showed him an ancient thing, oiled and protected by a cover of Old Cloth, as the gorgio always protect the venerated machines whose use they have forgotten.
 
              "Klem," I said, "do you know what use the ancients made of such a thing?"
 
              He shook his head. "Too old for anybody to know. But there's others in the village. I seen 'em."
 
              The machine had two wheels connected by a length of chain; above was a cushion with springs under it and between the wheels, geared to the chain, were two angles of iron and two tiny steps.
 
              "Klem," I said, "I think it is a machine to be worked by the weight of a man. First on one step and then the other ... so; and the chain turns the back wheel."
 
              There was a brief flicker of interest in Klem's eyes. "It'd work so, Fedar. I reckon it would. But look—the frame is bent, and it's snapped off."
 
              "You could fix it in the forge?"
 
              "Sure thing. But even if we got a couple of these things working, what good would they do us? The reaper is plumb broke."
 
              "It is a machine for travel," I said, more confidently than I felt. "It will take us along the road faster than we could ever walk—to find the Great People. They will tell us how to save the grain and the village."
 
              Klem gripped me by the shoulders, and though his hair was red and his eyes blue I saw in them a fire which one seldom sees in the gorgio. "You've guessed it, Fedar. These things must be so old that they come from a time before the Power, and nobody recalls when that was. But there must have been a time," he paused, and even in the dim green light I could see that he was blushing at a thought which was heresy against Civilization-as-we-know-it, "a time when folks traveled with no power but their own weight. On these things. Come on, Fedar, let's fix 'em. Thene can pump the bellows." And Thene laughed and slid her hands through both our arms.
 
-
 
              That was a mighty journey we made, Klem, and I, and Thene with her brown legs flashing as we steered the ancient machines over the cracked surface of the old roads. At first we fell off many times, but after a while learned the trick of balance and began to move like the wind. That night I showed Klem how to make a bow from straight wood, and Thene was the best of us all in shooting the arrows. And as we rolled on the next day I taught Klem all the wisdom of the Romany that I knew; for he had loved Thene and now he mingled his love for her with love for me, and it was Romany, so deep and singing was his love. When we stopped for a quick meal we all felt it and fell silent. And then I took my knife point and scratched my wrist and Klem did the same and we held our wrists together so that the blood drops mingled, swearing brotherhood by the old law.
 
              At crossroads I could read the Romany patteran in rocks or scratched on the ruins of houses, and knew which way Johnny Petulengro's caravan had gone. And so, that evening at dusk, I saw ahead of us in the gloaming the twinkle of fires, and my heart leaped and we pressed on. Then I heard a sound which made me shout aloud—the music, carried down the wind, of Johnny's bosh, telling the story of the Great People.
 
              There were several tribes camped together, and soon, watching from the shadow, I saw Johnny pass his bosh to another Rom, an old fiddler. When the music spoke again Johnny leaped forward into the firelight; and Marili stepped from the other side of the fire to meet him, and there they danced with a great clapping and shouting of the Romany, and the firelight glinting on the gold coins linked in a chain round Marili's neck and the gold bracelets on her slim ankles. When at last Johnny caught the woman in his arms and the long cry went up and the fiddling stopped, I stepped forward.
 
              "Sarishan, Johnny," I said. "I have come to your wedding."
 
              He turned and faced me, his arm about Marili. "You are dead, son," he said hotly.
 
              "Very well. I am a gorgio named Fedar. Thene here is my wife. Klem—this man—is my brother. We are come to beg the king for wisdom. The reaper is smashed, the grain is flattened; soon the rains will come and rot it. How can the grain be saved?"
 
              Johnny pushed Marili aside and folded his arms. "What gifts do you offer, gorgio?"
 
              Within me burned the fire of the Rom and I answered him with it. "There will come a time, O King, when the gorgio villages will be wasted by fire and storm and flood and the people all dead of the Heartsickness. And where will the poor gypsies be then, O King?"
 
              "Aiee! The Romany in him speaks," shrilled Old Anna from the vardo. For I had dropped into the Great Tongue, and now the words flowed from me:
 
              "O King, if the gorgio die, the Romany will die too, for no Rom can live between walls and do the same task day after day and survive. The Ancient Wisdom should be shared freely with the gorgio, not hoarded till they are in desperate need of it. There are some gorgio with strong hearts, unafraid of breaking ancient custom. If Civilization-as-we-know-it fails they will find other ways and survive ..." I seized Klem's elbow and drew him forward. "Here is such a gorgio. First I fought him for the girl, Thene. Then we swore brotherhood. Now we are one, we three."
 
              The kindness had come back into Johnny Petulengro's eyes. Now Marili came forward, cupped Thene's face in her hand and gazed deep into her eyes. She laughed. "Johnny—here is one who could learn to dance to the bosh, gray-eyed and pale-haired though she is."
 
              The old fiddler ran his bow lightly over the strings, and Thene's breasts lifted and her body swayed to the magic of the bosh.
 
              The shout which went up had words in it. "Take them, Johnny. Take Fedar and his woman who braved the roads. Take them back, as son and daughter of the king."
 
              Then the Romany swarmed about us, kissing Thene and pounding me on the shoulders, and the fires leaped with the swirl of their skirts and the ground shook with the stamping of their boots ...
 
              Later, tired at last, I lay with Thene asleep in my arms under Johnny's vardo, and I was content. In my heart was the great, surging joy of the Romany to be on the road again. For Johnny, kneeling in the firelight, had drawn in the dust the shape of a curving blade with a handle, with which a man could cut the grain by hand. And Klem was waiting only for daylight to turn back to the village, with the wisdom of the new way of harvesting in his mind and also the wisdom I had taught him on the road.
 
              There was a chirrup like a cricket, repeated three times. I looked about and saw no one; then I heard the soft laughter of Old Anna. "Fedar, darling—leave thy bride for a moment. Old Anna has a word for thee."
 
              I eased Thene's head from my shoulder and crawled out from under the vardo to where Anna sat crouched.
 
              She whispered in Romany. "Fedar—when first my grandson took thee for son, I knew the time of the Change was at hand. It always comes. First the Romany are kings. Then they teach the gorgio. The gorgio become kings; they grow proud, they try to crush the Great People. Then they destroy themselves. The Great People come back as kings of the roads to teach the gorgio again—the fishhook, the sickle, all the old ways by which a man can live a life. It is always so."
 
              The truth began to grow in my heart and I could hardly speak. "You mean—it has happened before?"
 
              Anna laughed without sound. "Over and over. For the Romany are the masters of the road, of the fire, the iron, the hammer, the wheel. Always the gorgio take our wisdom and destroy themselves, and then the remnants of them have the Heartsickness. For they know not the Word of the old wisdom by which the Romany live."
 
              I held my breath, waiting, with the skin of my scalp tight.
 
              "Look you, darling—straight overhead, before the dawn sends them away. What do you see?"
 
              Faint in the paling sky they still shone and flickered, cold, mysterious, and remote. "The stars."
 
              "Ai. And there is the home of the Romany, Fedar. Ages ago, more years than there are specks of dust on the road, we came out of the sky in vardos of iron. And here we found the gorgio, who knew not fire nor iron nor the wheel nor any useful thing. They had fingers like ours and slowly they learned and then suddenly they began to learn quickly, ever making new and more wonderful things. That was when they built their world. And the gypsies became tinkers."
 
              "And it will happen again?"
 
              "Ai. It is the way. Before the Great Burning did not the iron vardos of the gorgio, fish-shaped and with fire spouting from their tails, launch out toward the stars?"
 
              "What did they find, Grandmother?" I whispered.
 
              Her silent laughter filled the night again. "Eh? Eh? What did they find? I'll tell thee, darling, what they found if they lived to land there." She gripped my arm, her old eyes shining in the glow of fire embers far across the camp ground. "They found the Romany road. And the gypsy folk living on it somehow, somewhere. For the Romany were the first men, made when the world was made. And they will not die. They will go on forever, in this world or another; in this age or another. For they carry in their hearts the Word of Wisdom. And the Word is Survive! Silly child—you knew it all along."
 
 
-
 
 
The Naming of Names
 
When they settled the nightside of Mercury,
               It was May, and they called the dome Mayfair;
But the colonists soon had rechristened it June, 
              Because what is so rare as a day there?
 
herman w. mudgett
 
-
 
              


THE UNTIMELY TOPER
L. Sprague de Camp & Fletcher Pratt
 
 
We trust you are already familiar with Gavagan's Bar, that congenial haunt of people to whom Things Happen, both from previous volumes of this best series and from the noble collected chronicles, tales from gavagan's bar (Twayne, 1953). Here is a story reported since the gathered tales, and an unusually welcome one: in it, for once, Mr. Gross escapes the frustration that has been his usual unhappy lot, and Mr. Cohan (pronounced Co-han) forsakes his normal role of moderator to solve a tricky problem in chronokinesis demanding the services of the best bartender in New York.
 
-
 
              AS the door of the men's room opened, swinging back with a bang, Mr. Cohan started violently, looked over his shoulder and almost missed Mr. Witherwax' glass with the Martini he was pouring. His expression might almost have been one of relief when he saw that it was little Doc Brenner, who strode importantly to the bar and demanded a Collins.
 
              "What's the matter, Mr. Cohan?" asked Witherwax. "Afraid the hinges were coming off? You ought to be ashamed of yourself for frightening an old friend that way, Doc."
 
              Mr. Cohan, pouring, said: "It's not what's coming off but what's going on that has me counting me fingers, and that's a fact. Me to be short a whole bottle of bourbon in my inventory. Gavagan will never let me hear the end of it."
 
              Mr. Gillison said, "Mr. Cohan, you astound me, you even pain me deeply. You who have carried the troubles of so many others, to have difficulties of your own! Give me another scotch and soda."
 
              "It's not my trouble," said Mr. Cohan, "though it does be making trouble for me. It's that Mr. Pearce. I never know when he is at all since it happened."
 
              There was a little chorus of "Huh?" "Since what happened?" out of which rose Witherwax' voice: "I read a book once about a man that didn't know what time he was in and got all mixed up with a lot of Communists in England when he came out of a tin can."
 
              "Yes," said young Mr. Keating from the library. "That would be Victor Rousseau's Messiah of the Cylinder."
 
              "Could you put a man in a can and bring him out later?" said Witherwax.
 
              "No," said Doc Brenner, eating the cherry from his Collins.
 
              "Hold on a minute," said Mr. Cohan. "You're misunderstanding me. I—"
 
              "Why not?" asked Gillison, ignoring Mr. Cohan. "Don't they freeze frogs and—"
 
              "Like the time my cousin Ludwig got locked in the freezer at Greenspan and Walker's," said Mr. Gross, "and ate up all that suet because—"
 
              Doc Brenner said, "Mr. Cohan, I want to hear about this Mr. Pearce. And if you'll lend me your bung-starter, I'll see that you're not interrupted before the end of it. What do you mean by that curious statement 'you don't know when he is?' "
 
              "Mr. Pearce," said Mr. Cohan, "is that young felly that comes in here mostly on Thursdays, the one with the little moustache and the big ears. And what I should have said is that I wish I knew where he is and when's he coming back from wherever that may be because he—"
 
              Gillison emitted a sound. "I remember. If he had ten times as much brains as he has and cheated on the entrance examination, he might be able to get into a home for the feebleminded."
 
-
 
              I would not be saying that (said Mr. Cohan). It's bad for the trade to run down your customers and Gavagan wouldn't like it. But as long as you have put your tongue to it, I won't be denying what you say, neither, and what's more I will tell you that he's always driving around in one of these hot rods with some girl beside him, and she not the kind you'd want to be meeting your mother. My brother Julius, that's on the force, says he'll be cutting somebody's throat one of these days just to prove he can do it, and that's a hard thing to say of a man, but it was the man that made it to be said.
 
              Most of the time he's in that Italian place around the corner, where they have a juke box and will let him get as drunk as he pleases, but every now and then he has an unholy row with his friends or they have one with him, and he comes to Gavagan's. Always talking about his troubles he is, as though honest liquor wasn't enough to get for his money, not that I mind helping a young felly along when he needs some advice, but I'm not the man to be spending my time telling anyone how to make the waitress at Rosenthal's.
 
              Well, this night when it started, Mr. Pearce was in here, getting the beginnings of a load on, and so was this Dr. Abaris. D'ye know him?—Theophrastus V. Abaris, that calls himself a magician though he ain't never been on the stage, and a doctor, though when Mrs. Moon had a seizure in here one night he could do nothing about it whatever.
 
              (Witherwax interjected, "Say, whatever happened to that guy Murdoch, that this Abaris was going to put a curse on or something because he lost the dragon?"
 
              (Brenner and Gross shrugged, and the former said, "I don't know. He just stopped coming in, I guess.")
 
              That's right (continued Mr. Cohan), he just stopped. That's the way it is running a bar; sometimes they stop coming and you never know why till you read in the paper that they've taken a ride in a hearse or married a woman with a million dollars. It's a sad business, it is, and I'm looking forward to the day when Gavagan will let me retire. You're always losing your best friends.
 
              Not that I would call this Dr. Abaris one of my best friends, with his hair hanging down to his collar and his pasty face, but he's always the gentleman and always stands there quietly drinking that wine that Gavagan imports for him special. Mr. Pearce was drinking—let's see now, it was Lonacoming whisky, and talking about some change he was going to make in his hot rod, when all of a sudden there's a bat flying back and forth at the top of the room. Dr. Tobolka, when I asked him about it, said it had probably been asleep up there at the top of the pillars and just woke up, though how it got in in the first place I don't know.
 
              Now, me, I don't care about bats one way or another, but this Pearce, he got all excited and ran back there and grabbed the broom and begun chasing this way and that through the bar, trying to hit it. He was climbing up on chairs and even on one of the tables, yelling like a wild man, and I was just thinking I better cut down on his Lonacoming when Dr. Abaris says to him, "Take your time, young man, take your time!" Not real loud, but you couldn't miss hearing him.
 
              He might as well have been talking to a deaf man, for this Pearce made one swipe with the broom and then another, and whop! the dead corpse of the creature dropped down on the bar right in front of Dr. Abaris.
 
              Mr. Pearce put the broom away and you would have said he thought he was a hero. But Dr. Abaris he picked up the dead bat with a sorrowful expression on the round fat face of him, and took out a handkerchief-and wrapped the bat in it and put it in his pocket. Then he turned to Mr. Pearce with a look on his face that I'd not be wanting to take to bed with me at night, and he says:
 
              "Now, young man, you shall take your time."
 
              "Huh?" says Mr. Pearce. "You didn't want that thing flying around here, did you? They're dirty."
 
              Never a word says Dr. Abaris. He just gets down off his stool and pays for his drink and walks out, and I'm thinking it will be a cold day in July before we see him again. I said to Mr. Pearce, "Look here, young felly," I said, "maybe they'll let you throw things around and break up the place in that Italian joint around the corner, but we will not stand for it in Gavagan's."
 
              With that he gets red in the face and says may he drop dead if he's ever found in this crummy dump again—that's the way he talks—and drinks off the rest of his Lonacoming and starts for the door, then changes his mind and goes toward the men's room instead. We might have had a couple more words on the subject, but just then in came Mr. Jeffers with a couple of his friends and I had to wait on them and gave no more attention than to think that if young Pearce never did come back it would be good riddance of bad rubbish, even though it was one less customer for Gavagan's. I didn't see him come out of the men's room and when I went there later myself, he wasn't inside, so I thought he must have slipped past the bar while I was bending over for cracked ice or something.
 
              The very next night, that would be a Friday, I was waiting on the trade as usual, about 9 o'clock and not many people in here, when the door of the men's room opens and out comes this Pearce with a kind of funny look on the face of him. I could of swore I hadn't seen him come into the bar, and especially after what happened the night before, I thought he had his nerve with him.
 
              He comes right up to the bar and says, "I want a double Lonacoming."
 
              Now I'm a man that is willing to let bygones be bygones or I wouldn't be behind the bar at Gavagan's, so I poured it for him and said nothing. He takes a drink of it and says, "What kind of trick are you trying to put over?"
 
              His voice was that nasty I started reaching for the bung-starter, but all I said was, "That's as good whisky as you'll find in this town."
 
              "Oh, that," he says. "I don't mean that," and points to the calendar there on the wall, where I mark off each day as it comes up to keep things straight. "Today's the twenty-seventh."
 
              "It is not," says I, and I got the evening paper to show him it was the twenty-eighth.
 
              He acted like somebody had pushed him in the face. "Something's cockeyed," he said, and went over to make a telephone call.
 
              After a couple of minutes he was back. "I've lost a whole day out of my life," he said, "and my girl has given me the air because I stood her up." With that he orders another double Lonacoming and starts in on it.
 
              I'd heard enough of his girl stories not to want to hear another, so I went down the bar to wait on some of the trade, just keeping the corner of my eye on him. I'll say this much: something seemed to have knocked all the fight out of him, he was as quiet and decent as you'd expect a man to be in Gavagan's and for all the effect the whisky had on him, it might have been soda pop. After a while he went to the men's room again.
 
              The place was filling up by this time and I didn't have a chance to folly him right away, but as soon as I got everyone taken care of, I went in there. And it was empty; there was neither hide nor hair of Pearce anywhere in Gavagan's. And he didn't slip out the door, neither, I was watching it.
 
              The next time he showed up was two days later, on the thirtieth, in the afternoon. The day man told me about it when I came on that night. I hadn't said nothing to him about the way this Pearce disappeared because Gavagan likes to keep a very orderly place and doesn't want things like this to be happening, so it was him told me about it, warning me about a felly that had four, five drinks of Lonacoming whisky and slipped out without paying for them. He descripted this felly and it sounded like Pearce.
 
              "Did you see him come out of the men's room?" I asked.
 
              "I did that," says he, "and with his eye all the time on the clock and the calendar while he was drinking. And the last I saw of him, he went back in again."
 
              "And did he look like a man well gone in drink?" says I.
 
              "If he had, I would not have served him in Gavagan's. He walked like a judge and stood like a traffic cop."
 
              "Then he'll be back," says I.
 
              "He had better be," said the day man. "Nobody is going to get away with owing Gavagan $3.15, plus tax."
 
              Well, we fixed it up that whichever one of us was on the next time this Pearce came round would get the $3.15 from him and tell him that since he'd said he didn't like this place, he could take his feet out of it and never come back. But he fooled us. He did indeed.
 
              The very next morning when the day man opened the place, there was an empty fifth of bourbon on the bar, lying on its side and a glass beside it and the bar all spotted and stained in a way I would never leave it. There was only one thing it could mean, and that is that this Pearce came back after the place was closed and helped himself. The worst of it is that now he was changing drinks, from Lonacoming to bourbon. A man that switches like that has no control of himself. And I'm short a bottle of bourbon on my inventory, a thing that's never happened before.
 
-
 
              There was a little silence. Then Gillison said, "I'm afraid I don't quite see ..."
 
              "Why, it's as clear as a bottle of good gin!" exclaimed Mr. Gross. "You see, this Pearce—"
 
              "It's the business of the men's room, isn't it?" Doc Brenner asked shrewdly.
 
              "It is that," Mr. Cohan nodded. "I have never seen the felly come in or go out through the front door of Gavagan's. It's always to the men's room he's going, or coming from there—"
 
              "That's just it!" cried Mr. Gross. "There's no other—"
 
              "Like you said," Mr. Witherwax broke in, "you must have been bending down behind the bar—"
 
              "Listen to me!" Mr. Gross screamed. A sudden silence fell. Mr. Cohan stared hard at Mr. Gross and said, "Now, Mr. Gross, Gavagan's is a quiet—"
 
              "Listen to me," Mr. Gross repeated in a calmer tone. "It's as plain as the nose on your face. On my face, rather." They grinned. "You were right the first time, Mr. Cohan. When you said 'when he was.' Because that's just what it is. When Pearce killed that bat Dr. Abaris put a hex on him or something so that, instead of losing his legs when he starts to walk across the room—like a guy does when he's had too much—this guy Pearce loses his feet in time."
 
              "By golly," whispered Gillison.
 
              "Shut up," said Doc Brenner. "Go on, Mr. Gross."
 
              Mr. Gross beamed. "Now, the first time I don't guess Pearce was very tight. So he only lost a single day, like he said. But then he got a lot drunker—on double Lonacomings, remember—and it was two days gone. Next three days and now, on this whole fifth of bourbon, it's four days he's missed. He'd oughta be back pretty soon now, Mr. Cohan, although I don't know just how much liquor causes him to lose how much time, if you see what I mean."
 
              "By golly," said Mr. Gillison again.
 
              "I do indeed see what you mean, Mr. Gross. And as you have so kindly solved my problem you will have your usual boiler-maker on the house."
 
              The rest of them stared with awe, first at Mr. Gross, then at Mr. Cohan as the latter reached down under the bar, then came up with a dusty bottle of what was obviously very old bourbon. From this bottle he meticulously filled a double shot-glass to its brim and carefully, not spilling a drop, he placed it before Mr. Gross. After returning the ancient bourbon to its lair, he drew a glass of beer (without collar) and placed that alongside the shot-glass.
 
              Finally, Doc Brenner cleared his throat. "I—ah—don't wish to stain Mr. Gross's triumph," he said, "but as I see it, Mr. Cohan, your problem is only half-solved. How are you going to untangle Pearce's feet?"
 
              "By God, that's right!" exclaimed Witherwax. "How are you going to get him back from where—whenever he is and keep him here—now?"
 
              "Otherwise he'll probably steal a whole case of liquor from you," said Gillison.
 
              Mr. Gross sipped his venerable bourbon.
 
              Mr. Cohan slapped the bar with a heavy palm. "I have it. Look now, the young felly is staggering every which way through time because he's drunk. Right?"
 
              There was a chorus of nods.
 
              "Well, then, we'll sober him up." Once again Mr. Cohan rummaged beneath the bar but this time he produced a bottle filled with a thick brownish liquid. "I'll be waiting here for that young felly day and night until he shows up and there's the tipple he'll be getting!"
 
              "What in heaven's name is that?" asked Mr. Witherwax.
 
              "A prairie oyster, with Worcestershire in it, and tomato juice, and some bitters to give his stomach a kick in the pants, and red pepper for the good of his soul."
 
              The door of the men's room was flung back with a bang, and the habitués of Gavagan's turned as a unit to face what was indubitably the missing Pearce. Except for a certain disarrangement of the hair, he had not the appearance of a man deeply under the influence of liquor, but the lines at the base of his moustache were twitching and his eyes seemed to be popping out of his head as he stared at the calendar.
 
              "I need—a drink," he said, clutching the bar with one hand, and with his eyes still on the calendar, fumbled for the dose Mr. Cohan poured. A long swig of it went down before he restrained himself, gasping, and dropped the glass on the bar.
 
              "My God!" he said. "What was that? Are you trying to poison me?"
 
              "I am not," said Mr. Cohan, firmly, but was spared any addition to this statement by the appearance Pearce gave of being in the throes of a revolution as violent as any that ever afflicted a Latin American republic. His mouth came open and little sounds emerged from it, he clutched the bar-edge with watering eyes, and then, emitting a series of gigantic burps, he released his grip and dived for the security of the men's room.
 
              Gillison gazed at the closed door behind him and addressed Mr. Cohan. "Your treatment was certainly drastic," he said. "But I don't quite understand."
 
              "You do not?" said Mr. Cohan placidly. "Then go look in that men's room. You'll be finding it empty. The man is stone sober by now, his feet are on the right time track, he's back where and when he belongs, and thank the Lord this is one place he'll not be coming to again. It's not that I like to be discouraging the trade, but there are a few things we cannot have in Gavagan's."
 
 
-
 
 
Some Facts About Robots
 
The race of robots drink no beer, 
Can write with ink and make no smear.
 It lives with care and has been taught to 
Do precisely what it ought to.
 
A robot has no growing pains,
 It misses neither boats nor trains, 
It is not troubled with digestion, 
Its loyalty is not in question.
 
LEONARD WOLF
 
-
 


VANDY, VANDY
Leonard Wolf
 
 
Once again John, the wandering ballad-singer with the silver-stringed guitar (whom you will remember from The Desrick on Yandro in THE BEST FROM F&SF: SECOND SERIES), comes up against the manifestation of an evil that has persisted through the centuries of our history. Here John encounters the legend—a legend come to life—of the mountain boy who went to a school of "gramaree" up North in the Yankee town of Salem and of the girl who was steadfast in her faith that her lover would return from his "seven year" of war. As this old, old badness John fights is purely American, it is meet that he should receive, in his direst extremity, a powerful American aid.
 
-
 
              That valley hadn't any name. Such outside folks as knew about it just said, "Back in yonder," and folks inside said, "Here." The mail truck dropped a few letters in a hollow tree, next to a ridge where a trail went up and over and down. Three, four times a year, bearded men in homemade clothes and shoes fetched out their makings—clay dishes and pots, mostly, for dealers to sell to tourists. They carried back coffee, salt, gunpowder, a few nails. Things like that.
 
              It was a day's scramble on that ridge trail, I vow, even with my long legs and no load but my silver-strung guitar. No lumberman had ever cut the thick, big old trees. I quenched my thirst at a stream and followed it down. Near sunset, I heard music jangling.
 
              Fire shone out through an open cabin door, to where folks sat on a stoop log and frontyard rocks. One had a guitar, another fiddled, and hands slapped so a boy about ten or twelve could jig. Then they all spied me and fell quiet. They looked, and didn't know me.
 
              "That was pretty, ladies and gentlemen," I said, but nobody remarked.
 
              A long-bearded old man with one suspender and no shoes held the fiddle on his knee. I reckoned he was the grandsire. A younger, shorter-bearded man with the guitar might be his son. There was a dry old mother, there was the son's plump wife, there was a younger yellow-haired girl, and there was that dancing little grandboy.
 
              "What can we do for you, young sir?" asked the old man. Not that he sounded like doing anything—mountain folks say that even to the government man who's come hunting a still on their place.
 
              "Why," I said, "I sort of want a place to sleep."
 
              "Right much land to stretch out on yonder," said the guitar man.
 
              I tried again. "I heard you all playing first part of Fire in the Mountains."
 
              "Is they two parts?" That was the boy, before anyone could silence him.
 
              "Sure enough, son," I said. "Let me show you the second part."
 
              The old man opened his beard, likely to say wait till I was asked, but I strummed my own guitar into second part, best I knew how. Then I played first part through, and, "You sure God can pick that," said the short-bearded one. "Do it again."
 
              I did it again. When I reached second part, the old man sawed fiddle along with me. We went around Fire in the Mountains once more, and the lady folks clapped hands and the boy jigged. Still nobody smiled, but when we stopped the old man made me a nod.
 
              "Sit on that rock," he said. "What might we call you?"
 
              "My name's John," I told him.
 
              "I'm Tewk Millen. Mother, I reckon John's a-tired, coming from outside. He might relish a gourd of cold water."
 
              "We're just before having a bite," the old lady said to me. "Ain't but just smoke meat and beans, but you're welcome."
 
              "I'm sure honored, Mrs. Millen," I said. "But it's a trouble."
 
              "No trouble," said Mr. Tewk Millen. "Let me make you known to my son Heber and his wife Jill, and this here is boy Calder."
 
              "Proud to know you," they all said.
 
              "And my girl Vandy," Mr. Tewk finished
 
              I looked at her hair like yellow corn silk and her eyes like purple violets. "Vandy?" I said after her father.
 
              Shy, she dimpled at me. "I know it's a scarce name, Mr. John, I never heard it anywhere but among my kinfolks."
 
              "I have," I said, "and it's what brought me here."
 
              Mr. Tewk Millen looked funny above his whiskers. "Thought you said you was a young stranger man."
 
              "I heard the name outside in a song, sir. Somebody allowed the song's known here. I'm a singer, I go far after a good song." I looked around. "Do you all know that Vandy song, folks?"
 
              "Yes, sir," said little Calder, but the others studied a minute. Mr. Tewk rubbed up a leaf of tobacco into his pipe.
 
              "Calder," he said, "go in and fetch me a chunk of fire to light up with. John, you certain you never met my daughter Vandy?"
 
              "Certain sure," I made reply. "Only I can figure how ary young fellow might come a far piece to meet her."
 
              She stared down at her hands where she sat. "We learnt the song from papa," she half-whispered, "and he learnt it from his papa—"
 
              "And my papa learnt it from his," Mr. Tewk finished for her. "It goes a way back, that song, I figure."
 
              "I'd sure enough relish hearing it," I said.
 
              "After you heard it," said Mr. Tewk. "After you learnt it, what would you do?"
 
              "Why," I said, "I reckon I'd go back outside and sing it some."
 
              I could see that's what he wanted to hear.
 
              "Heber," he told his son, "you pick it out and I'll scrape this fiddle, and Calder and Vandy can sing it for John."
 
              They played the tune once without words. The notes were put together strangely, in what schooled folks call minors. But other folks, better schooled yet, say such tunes sound strange and lonesome because in old times folks had another note scale from our do-re-mi-fa today. And little Calder piped up, high and young but strong:
 
-
Vandy, Vandy, I've come to court you,
              Be you rich or be you poor, 
And if you'll kindly entertain me,
              I will love you forever more.
 
Vandy, Vandy, I've gold and silver, 
              Vandy, Vandy, I've a house and land,
Vandy, Vandy, I've a world of pleasure, 
              I would make you a handsome man.
-
 
              He got that far, singing for the fellow come courting, and Vandy sang back the reply, sweet as a bird:
 
-
I love a man who's in the army, 
              He's been there for seven long year,
And if he's there for seven year longer, 
              I won't court no other dear.
 
What care I for your gold and silver, 
              What care I for—
-
 
              She stopped, and the guitar and fiddle stopped, and it was like the death of sound. The leaves didn't rustle in the trees, nor the fire didn't stir on the hearth inside. They all looked with their mouths half open, where somebody stood with his hands crossed on the gold knob of a black cane and grinned all on one side of his toothy mouth.
 
              Maybe he came up the down-valley trail, maybe he'd dropped from a tree like a possum. He was built spry and slim, with a long coat buttoned to his pointed chin, and brown pants tucked into elastic-sided boots, like what your grandsire had. His hands on the cane looked slim and strong. His face, bar its crooked smile, might be handsome. His dark brown hair curled like buffalo wool, and his eyes were the shiny pale gray of a new knife. Their gaze crawled all over the Millens and he laughed a slow, soft laugh.
 
              "I thought I'd stop by," he crooned, "if I haven't worn out my welcome."
 
              "Oh, no sir!" said Mr. Tewk, standing up on his two bare feet, fiddle in hand. "No sir, Mr. Loden, we're proud to have you, mighty proud," he jabber-squawked, like a rooster caught by the leg. "You sit down, sir, make yourself easy."
 
              Mr. Loden sat down on the seat-rock Mr. Tewk had left, and Mr. Tewk found a place on the stoop log by his wife, nervous as a boy stealing apples.
 
              "Your servant, Mrs. Millen," said Mr. Loden. "Heber, you look well, and your good wife. Calder, I brought you candy."
 
              His slim hand offered a bright striped stick, red and yellow. You'd think a country child would snatch it. But Calder took it slow and scared, as he'd take a poison-snake. You'd think he'd decline if he dared.
 
              "For you, Mr. Tewk," went on Mr. Loden, "I've fetched some of my tobacco. An excellent weed." He handed Mr. Tewk a pouch of soft brown leather. "Empty your pipe. Enjoy it, sir."
 
              "Thank you kindly," said Mr. Tewk, and sighed and began to do what he'd been ordered.
 
              "And Miss Vandy." Mr. Loden's croon petted her name. "I wouldn't venture here without hoping you'd receive a trifle at my hands."
 
              He dangled it from a chain, a gold thing the size of his pink thumbnail. In it shone a white jewel, that grabbed the firelight and twinkled red.
 
              "Do me the honor, Miss Vandy, to let it rest on your heart, that I may envy it."
 
              She took the jewel and sat with it between her soft little hands. Mr. Loden turned his eye-knives on me. "Now," he said, "we come around to the stranger within your gates."
 
              "Yes, we come around to me," I agreed, hugging my guitar on my knee. "My name's John, Mr. Loden."
 
              "Where are you from, John?" It was sudden, almost fierce, like a lawyer in a courtroom.
 
              "From nowhere," I said.
 
              "Meaning, from everywhere," he supplied me. "What do you do?"
 
              "I wander," I said. "I sing songs. I mind my own business and watch my manners."
 
              "Touché!" he cried in a foreign tongue, and smiled on that same side of his mouth. "You oblige me to remember how sometimes I err in my speech. My duties and apologies, John. I'm afraid my country ways seem rude at times, to world travellers. No offense."
 
              "None taken," I said, and kept from adding on that real country ways were polite ways.
 
              "Mr. Loden," put in Mr. Tewk again, "I make bold to offer you what poor rations my old woman's made—"
 
              "Sir," Mr. Loden broke him off, "they're good enough for the best man living. I'll help Mrs. Millen prepare them. After you, ma'am."
 
              She walked in, and he followed. What he said there was what happened.
 
              "Miss Vandy," he said next, "you might help us."
 
              She went in, too. Dishes clattered. Through the open door I saw Mr. Loden put a tweak of powder in the skillet on the fire. The menfolks sat outside and said nothing. They might have been nailed down, with stones in their mouths. I studied about what could make a proud, honorable mountain family so scared of a guest and I knew there was only the one thing. And that one thing wouldn't be just a natural thing. It would be a thing beyond nature or the world.
 
              Finally little Calder said, "Maybe we can finish the song after while," and his voice was a weak young voice now.
 
              "I recollect about another song from here," I said. "About the fair and blooming wife."
 
              Those closed mouths all snapped open, then shut again. Touching the guitar's silver strings, I began:
 
-
There was a fair and blooming wife
              And of children she had three. 
She sent them away to a Northern school
              To study gramaree.
 
But the King's men came upon that school, 
              And when sword and rope had done,
Of the children three she sent away, 
              Returned to her but one ...
-
 
              "Supper's made," said Mrs. Millen from inside.
 
              We all went in to where there was a trestle table and a clean homewoven cloth and clay dishes set out. Mr. Loden, by the pots at the fire, waved for Mrs. Millen and Vandy to dish up the food.
 
              It wasn't smoke meat and beans I saw on my plate. Whatever it was, it wasn't that. Everyone looked at their helps of food, but not even Calder took any till Mr. Loden sat down, half-smiling.
 
              "Why," he said, "one would think you feared poison."
 
              Then Mr. Tewk forked up a big bait and put it into his beard. Calder did likewise, and the others. I took a mouthful and it sure enough tasted good.
 
              "Let me honor your cooking, sir," I told Mr. Loden. "It's like witch magic."
 
              His eyes came on me, as I knew they'd come after that word. He laughed, so short and sharp everybody jumped.
 
              "John, you sang a song from this valley," he said. "About the blooming wife with three children who went north to study gramaree. John, do you know what gramaree means?"
 
              "Grammar," spoke up Calder. "The right way to talk."
 
              "Hush," whispered his father and he hushed.
 
              "I've heard, sir," I replied to Mr. Loden, "gramaree is witch stuff, witch knowledge and magic and power. That Northern school could be only one place."
 
              "What place, John?" he almost sang under his breath.
 
              "A Massachusetts Yankee town called Salem, sir. Around 300 years back—"
 
              "Not by so much," said Mr. Loden. "In 1692, John."
 
              I waited a breath and everybody stared above those steaming plates.
 
              "Sixteen ninety-two," I agreed. "A preacher man named Cotton Mather found them teaching witch stuff to children. I hear tell they killed twenty folks, and mostly the wrong folks, but two, three were sure enough witches."
 
              "George Burroughs," said Mr. Loden, half to himself. "Martha Carrier. And Bridget Bishop. They were real. Others got away safely, and one of the young children of the three. Somebody owed that child the two lost young lives of his brothers, John."
 
              "I call to mind something else I heard," I said. "They scare young folks with the story outside here. The one child lived to be a hundred years old. And his son had a hundred years of life, and his son's son had a hundred years more. Maybe that's why I thought the witch school at Salem was 300 years past."
 
              "Not by so much," he said again. "Even give the child that got away the age of Calder there, it would be only about 270 years."
 
              He was daring any of Mr. Tewk's family to speak up or even breathe heavy, and nobody took the dare.
 
              "From 300, that leaves 30 years," I figured. "A lot can be done in 30 years, Mr. Loden."
 
              "That's the naked truth," he said, his eye-knives on Vandy's young face, and he got up and bowed all around. "I thank you all for your hospitality. I'll come again if I may."
 
              "Yes, sir," said Mr. Tewk in a hurry, but Mr. Loden looked at Vandy, waiting.
 
              "Yes, sir," she told him, as if it would choke her.
 
              He took up his gold-headed cane and gazed at me a hard gaze. Then I did a rude thing, but it was all I could think of.
 
              "I don't feel right, not paying for what you all gave me," I allowed, getting up myself. From my dungaree pocket I took a silver quarter and dropped it on the table, almost in front of Mr. Loden.
 
              "Take it away!" he squeaked, almost like a bat, and out of the house he was gone, bat-swift and bat-sudden.
 
              The others sat and gopped after him. The night was thick outside, like black wool around the cabin. Mr. Tewk cleared his throat.
 
              "John, you're better brought up than that," he said. "We don't take money from nobody we bid to eat with us. Pick it up."
 
              "Yes, sir," I said. "I ask pardon, sir."
 
              Putting away the quarter, I felt a trifle better. I'd done that once before with a silver quarter. I'd scared a man named Onselm almost out of his black art. So Mr. Loden was another witch man, and so he could be scared, too. I reckon I was foolish to think it was as easy as that.
 
              I walked outside, leaving Mrs. Millen and Vandy doing up the dishes. The firelight showed me the stoop log to sit on. I touched my silver guitar strings and began to pick out the Vandy, Vandy tune, soft and gentle. After while, Calder came out and sat beside me and sang the words. I liked best the last verse:
 
-
Wake up, wake up! The dawn is breaking,
              Wake up, wake up! It's almost day. 
Open up your doors and your divers windows,
              See my true love march away ...
-
 
              Calder finished, and then he said, "Mr. John, I never made out what divers windows is."
 
              "An old time word," I said. "It means different kinds of windows. Another thing proves it's a mighty old song. A man seven years in the army must have gone to the war with the English, the first one. It lasted longer here in the south than other places, from 1775 to 1782." I figured a moment. "How old are you, Calder?"
 
              "Rising onto ten."
 
              "Big for your age. A boy your years in 1692 would be 90 in 1782 if he lived, what time the English war was near done and somebody or other had served seven years in the army."
 
              "In Washington's army," said Calder, to himself. "King Washington."
 
              "King who?" I asked.
 
              "Mr. Loden calls him King Washington. The man that hell-drove the English soldiers and rules in his own name town."
 
              That's what they must think in that valley. I never said that Washington was no king but a president, and that he'd died and gone to rest when his work was done and his country safe. I kept thinking about somebody 90 years old in 1782, courting a girl with her true love seven years marched away in the army.
 
              "Calder," I said, "don't the Vandy, Vandy song tell about your own folks?"
 
              He looked into the cabin, where nobody listened, then into the black-wool darkness. I struck a chord on the silver strings. Then he said, "Yes, Mr. John, so I've heard tell."
 
              I hushed the strings with my hand and he talked on.
 
              "I reckon you've heard lots of this, or guessed it. About that witch child that lived to a hundred—he came courting a girl named Vandy, but she was a good girl."
 
              "Bad folks sometimes come to court good ones," I said.
 
              "But she wouldn't have him, not with all his money and land. And when he pressed her, her soldier man came home, with his discharge writing in his hand, and on it King Washington's name, he was free from soldiering. He was Hosea Tewk, my grandsire some few times removed. And my own grandsire's mother was Vandy Tewk, and my sister is Vandy Millen."
 
              "How about the hundred-year witch man?"
 
              Calder looked around again. Then he said, "He had to get somebody else, I reckon, to birth him a son before his hundred years was gone and he died. We think that son married at another hundred years, and his son is Mr. Loden, the grandson of the first witch man."
 
              "I see. Now, your grandsire's mother, Vandy Tewk. How old would she be, Calder?"
 
              "She's dead and gone, but she was born the first year her pa was off fighting the Yankees."
 
              Eighteen sixty-one, then. In 1882, end of the second hundred years, she'd be ripe for the courting. "And she married a Millen," I said.
 
              "Yes, sir. Even when the Mr. Loden that lived then tried to court her. But she married Mr. Washington Millen."
 
              "Washington," I said. "Named after the man who whipped the English."
 
              "He was my great-grandsire and he feared nothing, like King Washington."
 
              I picked a silver string. "No witch man got the first Vandy," I reminded him. "Nor the second Vandy."
 
              "A witch man wants the Vandy that's here now," said Calder. "Mr. John, I'm right sorry you won't steal her away from him."
 
              I got up. "Tell your folks I've gone for a night walk."
 
              "Not to Mr. Loden's." He got up, too. His face was pale beside me. "He won't let you come."
 
              The night was more than black, it was solid. No sound in it and no life. I won't say I couldn't have stepped off into it, but I didn't. I sat down again. Mr. Tewk spoke my name, then Vandy.
 
              We all sat in front of the cabin and spoke about weather and crops. Vandy was at my one side, Calder at the other. We sang—Dream True, I recollect, and Rebel Soldier. Vandy sang the sweetest I ever heard, but as I played I couldn't but think somebody listened in the blackness. If it was on Vandro Mountain and not in that valley, I'd have figured the Behinder sneaking close, or the Flat under our feet. But Vandy sounded happy, her violet eyes looked at me, her rose lips smiled.
 
              Finally Vandy and Mrs. Millen said good night and went into a back room. Heber and his wife and Calder laddered up into the loft. Mr. Tewk offered me a pallet bed by the fire.
 
              "I want to sleep at the door," I told him.
 
              He looked at me, at the door, and, "Have it your way," he said.
 
              I pulled off my shoes. I said a prayer and stretched out on the quilt he gave me. But when all others slept, I lay and listened.
 
              Hours afterward, the sound came. The fire was just a coal ember, red light was soft in the cabin when I heard the snicker. Mr. Loden stooped over me at the door sill, and couldn't come closer.
 
              "You can't get in," I said to him.
 
              "Oh, you're awake," he said. "The others are asleep. They'll stay so, by my doing. And you won't move, any more than they will."
 
              I couldn't sit up. It was like being dried into clay, like a frog or a lizard that must wait for the rain.
 
              "Bind," he said to someone over me. "Bind, bind. Unless you can count the stars, or the drops in the ocean, be bound."
 
              It was a spell-saying. "From the Long-Lost Friend?" I asked.
 
              "Albertus Magnus," he answered, "or the book they say he wrote."
 
              "I've seen the book."
 
              "You'll stay where you lie till sunrise. Then—" 
 
              I tried to get up. It was no use.
 
              "See this?" He held it to my face. It was my picture, drawn true to me. He had the drawing gift. "At sunrise I'll strike it with this."
 
              He laid the picture on the ground. Then he brought forward his gold-headed cane. He twisted the handle, and out of the cane's inside came a blade of pale iron, thin and mean as a snake. There was writing on it, but I couldn't read in that poor light.
 
              "I touch my point to your picture," Mr. Loden said, "and you won't bother Vandy or me. I should have done that to Hosea Tewk."
 
              "Hosea Tewk," I said after him, "or Washington Millen."
 
              The tip of his blade wiggled in front of my eyes. "Don't say that name, John."
 
              "Washington Millen," I said it again. "Named after George Washington. Why don't you like George Washington's name? Did you know him?"
 
              He took a long, mean breath, as if cold rain fell on him. "You've guessed what these folks haven't guessed, John."
 
              "I've guessed you're not a witch man's grandson, but a witch woman's son," I said. "You got away from that Salem school in 1692. You've lived near 300 years, and when they're over, you know where you'll go."
 
              His blade hung over my throat, like a wasp over a ripe peach. Then he drew it back. "No," he told himself. "The Millens would know I stabbed you. Let them think you died in your sleep."
 
              "You knew Washington," I said over again. "Maybe—"
 
              "Maybe I offered him help, and he was foolish enough to refuse it. Maybe—"
 
              "Maybe Washington scared you away from him," I broke in the way he had, "and maybe he won his war without witch magic. And maybe that was bad for you, because the one who gave you 300 years expected pay—good folks turned into bad folks. Then you tried to win Vandy for yourself. The first Vandy."
 
              "Maybe a little for myself," he half sang, "but mostly for—"
 
              "Mostly for the one who gave you 300 years," I finished another sentence. 
 
              I was tightening and swelling my muscles, trying to pull loose from what held me down. I might as well have tried to wear my way through solid rock.
 
              "Vandy," Mr. Loden's voice touched her name. "The third Vandy, the sweetest and best. She's like a spring day and like a summer night. When I see her with a bucket at the spring or a basket in the garden, my eyes swim, John. It's as if I see a spirit walking past."
 
              "A good spirit. Your time's short. You want to win her from a good way to a bad way."
 
              "Her voice is like a lark's," he crooned, with the blade low in his hand. "It's like wind over a bank of roses and violets. It's like the light of stars turned into music."
 
              "You want to lead her down to hell," I said.
 
              "Maybe we won't go to hell, or heaven either. Maybe we'll live and live. Why don't you say something about that, John?"
 
              "I'm thinking," I made answer.
 
              And I was. I was trying to remember what I had to remember.
 
              It's in the third part of the Albertus Magnus book Mr. Loden mentioned, the third part full of holy names he sure enough wouldn't read. I'd seen it, as I'd told him. If the words would come back—
 
              Something sent part of them. "The cross in my right hand," I said, too soft for him to hear, "that I may travel the open land ..."
 
              "Maybe 300 years more," said Mr. Loden, "without anybody like Hosea Tewk, or Washington Millen, or you, John, coming to stop us. Three hundred years with Vandy, and she'll know the things I know, do the things I do."
 
              I'd been able to twist my right forefinger over my middle one, for the cross in my right hand. I said more words as I remembered:
 
              "... So must I be loosed and blessed, as the cup and the holy bread ..."
 
              Now my left hand could creep along my side as far as my belt. But it couldn't lift up just yet, because I didn't know the rest of the charm.
 
              "The night's black before dawn," Mr. Loden was saying. "I'll make my fire. When I've done what I'll do, I can step over your dead body, and Vandy's mine."
 
              "Don't you fear Washington?" I asked him, and my left fingertips were in my dungaree pocket.
 
              "Will he come from where he is? He's forgotten me."
 
              "Where he is, he remembers you," I allowed.
 
              He was on his knee. His blade point scratched a circle around him on the ground of the dooryard. The circle held him and the paper with my picture. Then he took a sack from his coat pocket, and poured powder into the scratched circle. He stood up, and golden-brown fire jumped around him.
 
              "Now we begin," he told me.
 
              He sketched in the air with his blade. He put his boottoe on my picture. He looked into the golden-brown fire.
 
              "I made my wish before this," he spaced out the words. "I make it now. There was no day when I did not see my wish fulfilled." His eyes shone, paler than the fire. "No son to follow John. No daughter to mourn him."
 
              My fingers in my pocket touched something round and thin. The quarter he'd been scared by, that Mr. Tewk Millen made me take back.
 
              He spoke names I didn't like to hear. "Haade," he said. "Mikaded. Rakeben. Rika. Tasarith. Modeca."
 
              My hand worried out and in it the quarter.
 
              "Tuth," Mr. Loden said. "Tumch. Here with this image I slay—"
 
              I lifted my hand, my left hand, three inches and flung the quarter. My heart went rotten with sick despair, for it didn't hit him—it fell into the fire—
 
              And then up shot white smoke in one place, like a steam-puff from an engine, and the fire had died around everywhere else. Mr. Loden stopped his spellspeaking and wavered back. I saw the glow of his goggling eyes and of his teeth in his open mouth.
 
              Where the steamy smoke had puffed, it made a shape, taller than a man. Taller than Mr. Loden or me, anyway. Wide shouldered, long legged, with a dark tail coat and high boots and hair tied back of its head. It turned, and I saw the big, big nose to its face—
 
              "King Washington!" screamed Mr. Loden, and tried to stab.
 
              But a long hand like a tongs caught his wrist, and I heard the bones break like sticks, and Mr. Loden whinnied like a horse that's been hurt. That was the grip of the man who'd been America's strongest, who could jump twenty-four feet broad or throw a dollar across the Rappahannock or wrestle down his biggest soldier.
 
              The other hand came across, flat and stiff, to strike. It sounded like a door slamming in a high wind, and Mr. Loden never needed to be hit the second time. His head sagged over sidewise, and when the grip left his broken wrist he fell at the booted feet.
 
              I sat up, and stood up. The big nose turned to me just a second. The head nodded. Friendly. Then it was gone back into steam, into nothing.
 
              I'd been right. Where George Washington had been, he'd remembered Mr. Loden. And the silver quarter, with his picture on it had struck the fire just when Mr. Loden was conjuring with a picture that he was making real. And there happened what happened.
 
              A pale streak went up the black sky for the first dawn. There was no fire left and no quarter, just a spatter of melted silver. And there was no Mr. Loden, only a mouldy little heap like a rotten stump or a hummock of loam or what might be left of a man that death had caught up with after two hundred years. I picked up his iron blade and broke it on my knee and flung it away into the trees. I picked up the paper with my drawn picture. It wasn't hurt a bit.
 
              I put that picture inside the door on the quilt where I'd lain. Maybe the Millens would keep it to remember me by, after they found I was gone and Mr. Loden didn't come around any more to court Vandy.
 
              I started away, carrying my guitar. I meant to be out of the valley by noontime. As I went, pots started to rattle—somebody was awake in the cabin. And it was hard not to turn back when Vandy sang to herself, not thinking what she sang:
 
-
Wake up, wake up! The dawn is breaking,
              Wake up, wake up! It's almost day. 
Open up your doors and your divers windows,
              See my true love march away ...
 
-
 
              The song, Vandy, Vandy, was discovered by Mr. Wellman back in the sandy pine country of Moore County, North Carolina, and, to the best of his knowledge, has never been published anywhere before. From its archaic scale-pattern and reference to the soldier gone "seven long year" Mr. Wellman is convinced the ballad refers to the American Revolution-, although he can find no corroborative evidence for that theory. Mr. Wellman further remarks that he has never heard the name Vandy, or any name for which it might be a nickname, although the old lady who taught him the song said that her aunt was named Vandy. Since our sketchy preliminary research gives no data whatsoever either on the song or the name of its lovely heroine, we join Mr. Wellman in inviting reader comment on these matters.
 
              
              


EXPERIMENT
Kay Rogers
 
 
Usually in science fiction Earthmen are the Master Race, lording it over the denizens of other planets; and in the few stories of a defeated Earth, the conquerors are sinister and loathsome aliens, for obviously only Evil incarnate would or could prevail against us. With greater objectivity and sensitivity, Miss Rogers shows that both conqueror and conquered may be understandable and even sympathetic ... and that the most poignant tragedy, for human or alien, may lie in difficulty
              
-
 
              Cobr found the female necessary to his experiment in the slave pens.
 
              He used to go there as a kind of research. Perhaps it was morbid to study the Terrans sold for tax default—Cobr had sufficient emotional range for so much empathy—but he was no sadist. The pens were the richest source of the phenomenon he wished to study.
 
              Today he was late. Already the attendants had begun classifying. Eagerly, he watched them force apart a male and female—thus it nearly always was.
 
              His lidless gaze was so intent he failed to notice a slave approach him within the pen's barrier.
 
              "Gloating snake!"
 
              "Why should I gloat?" he asked her with the rigid courtesy of his race.
 
              "Because you've beaten us, Venusian—and treat us like cattle!"
 
              "We have not been unkind," Cobr said.
 
              "Unkind!" she mocked. "Who are you to judge? You don't even love each other!"
 
              Cobr knew Terran culture well and he recognized the basis for her exaggeration. His people did not sentimentalize reproduction. One went to the mating clinics as required. How could he analyze this Terran nonsense?
 
              "They weep because they love each other and they are separated," Cobr summed up, half to the slave. "But neither is a unique type. I have read your psychologists; love is a sentiment arising from a cluster of pleasing habits centered about a certain individual. Habits may be altered."
 
              Why were they not, then? The thought to experiment came to Cobr.
 
              He must use a Terran female. There could be no mating—it was the emotional aberration he wished to investigate.
 
              First, he should consider eye-pleasure, according to Terran custom. Once one accepted the pale skin, unpatterned by scales, and the fine tendrils which replaced the head crest, the conquered were not unpleasing.
 
              The slave who had accosted him had copper-colored tendrils and storm-gray eyes—not unusual, perhaps, but adequate.
 
              "Will you join my household?" Cobr asked, using the courtesy phrase tradition demanded for one of his own race.
 
-
 
              He gave her quarters hung in shifting water-tints of blue and green, chosen to set off her coloring. And learning that she had been a singer, he obtained a guitar.
 
              He had read that women used their voices thus to beguile and he was pleased he might subject himself to such sounds.
 
              But when the slave heard his plan, her brows slanted together.
 
              "Why should I sing for you?"
 
              Cobr hesitated. He did not wish to remind her she was his slave.
 
              "Is this not a foolish matter for rudeness?" he said finally. "Surely it must please you to sing, since it was your profession. And I wish to listen."
 
              Even a Terran could follow such logic, so each evening the slave sang to Cobr's expressionless golden stare.
 
              He went no more to the pens. True, there were few auctions now. The yellow mold, true conqueror of Terra, harmless to Cobr's race, broke out anew and raged through the city.
 
              But he had forgotten the pens, listening to the slave's plaintive, smoky voice. How unlike the labor hymns and battle chants of his people! The slave's songs told only of regretted or baffled matings. Strange, useless music!
 
              As strange as the mistake he had made regarding the slave's beauty. She was not merely adequate, but an extraordinarily beautiful specimen of her race.
 
              There was the fired metal of her hair—as Cobr learned to call it—above the blue or green robes of soft ilon he had chosen for her wearing.
 
              And the mobility of her face as she sang—one watched the mouth especially. That was because a faint, slanting shadow lay along either cheek subtly pointing to her lips. So now he admired her? Yes, Cobr decided, it was true. Then it was time for the next step. He must make her a gift.
 
              From the thick arm of a "free" Terran female, he rescued—not without bitter protests—a bracelet of soft gold. It was set with certain crystalines which were rare upon Terra.
 
              "I know how it is used," he said proudly when he clasped it upon his slave's wrist.
 
              How small that wrist was! And how coarse his dark, scaled fingers appeared against its creamy smoothness!
 
              She turned the bracelet upon her arm.
 
              "Where did you steal it?" she asked.
 
              Here was rudeness like a whip! Cobr winced. "I purchased it from a wanderer," he said with dignity.
 
              How primitive to lie! Yet he enjoyed seeing the glitter at her wrist, knowing it was his gift she wore.
 
              "Why do you give me this?" she asked in her abrupt way.
 
              "So you will think well of me," Cobr answered truthfully.
 
              He remembered that sometimes she smiled as she sang. Cautiously, he asked, "Do you yet think of me as a snake?"
 
              He tried to see his dark scaled suppleness, his crested immobile face through her eyes. The bracelet seemed less important, only a trifle.
 
              "I never thought to sing again," the slave said after a time. "You made it possible. It's kind of you, I think."
 
              He had not thought to be kind. To admit it was a discourtesy.
 
              "I am glad you are happier," he said gravely.
 
              "Are you?" she said. And still without mockery, she added, "Thank you for the bracelet."
 
              How courteous she could be, Cobr thought. The pleasure in his gift returned. In her songs that night, he thought he found the shadow of a pattern.
 
-
 
              But the next evening, his steward, Ghar, reported, "The singing one is dead, lord."
 
              Cobr went to her room. Ghar followed.
 
              "It was the yellow mold," he explained. "You know its swiftness."
 
              Yes, he knew. He lifted the guitar in his three-fingered hands. A string twanged and the heavy tapestries swallowed the empty sound.
 
              "I am sure there are others so skilled," Ghar said in a bustle of service. "Tomorrow, I shall inquire."
 
              "No," Cobr said. He put down the guitar. "I do not wish another singing one."
 
-
 


LOT
Ward Moore
 
 
It will be obvious that Mr. Jimmon was a careful man who left nothing to chance. As he couldn't rely upon any friendly angels dropping in to warn him of his home town's zero hour, he made absolutely (and selfishly) certain he was all ready to go at the drop of a bomb. So, when the atom bomb did fall, when fire rained upon his city out of heaven, Mr. Jimmon embarked on his well-mapped exodus. Ward Moore, whose bring the jubilee (Farrar, Straus & Young-Ballantine, 1953) was to our minds the finest science fiction novel in many years, here combines a theme from the earliest book of our culture's oldest Book with the (unhappily) dominant theme of the 1950's to draw a moving parallel between this Lot of a possible future and that one of a possible past. We would like to know more of the biblical Lot's later career in Zoar; Mr. Moore invokes in us a frightened curiosity about that future life of Mr. Jimmon—and his family—in the refuge of his choice.
 
              
 
              Mr. Jimmon even appeared elated, like a man about to set out on a vacation.
 
              "Well folks, no use waiting any longer. We're all set. So let's go."
 
              There was a betrayal here; Mr. Jimmon was not the kind of man who addressed his family as "folks."
 
              "David, you're sure ...?"
 
              Mr. Jimmon merely smiled. This was quite out of character; customarily he reacted to his wife's habit of posing unfinished questions—after seventeen years the unuttered and larger part of the queries were always instantly known to him in some mysterious way, as though unerringly projected by the key in which the introduction was pitched, so that not only the full wording was communicated to his mind, but the shades and implications which circumstance and humor attached to them—with sharp and querulous defense. No matter how often he resolved to stare quietly or use the still more effective, Afraid I didn't catch your meaning, dear, he had never been able to put his resolution into force. Until this moment of crisis. Crisis, reflected Mr. Jimmon, still smiling and moving suggestively toward the door, crisis changes people. Brings out underlying qualities.
 
              It was Jir who answered Molly Jimmon, with the adolescent's half-whine of exasperation. "Aw furcrysay Mom, what's the idea? The highways'll be clogged tight. What's the good figuring out everything heada time and having everything all set if you're going to start all over again at the last minute? Get a grip on yourself and let's go."
 
              Mr. Jimmon did not voice the reflexive, That's no way to talk to your Mother. Instead he thought, not unsympathetically, of woman's slow reaction time. Asset in childbirth, liability behind the wheel. He knew Molly was thinking of the house and all the things in it: her clothes and Erika's, the TV set—so sullenly ugly now, with the electricity gone—the refrigerator in which the food would soon begin to rot and stink, the dead stove, the cellarful of cases of canned stuff for which there was no room in the station wagon. And the Buick, blocked up in the garage, with the air thoughtfully let out of the tires and the battery hidden.
 
              Of course the house would be looted. But they had known that all along. When they—or rather he, for it was his executive's mind and training which were responsible for the Jim-mons' preparation against this moment—planned so carefully and providentially, he had weighed property against life and decided on life. No other decision was possible.
 
              "Aren't you at least going to phone Pearl and Dan?"
 
              Now why in the world, thought Mr. Jimmon, completely above petty irritation, should I call Dan Davisson? (Because of course it's Dan she means—My Old Beau. Oh, he was nobody then, just an impractical dreamer without a penny to his name; it wasn't for years that he was recognized as a Mathematical Genius; now he's a professor and all sorts of things—but she automatically says Pearl-and-Dan, not Dan.) What can Dan do with the square root of minus nothing to offset M equals whatever it is, at this moment? Or am I supposed to ask if Pearl has all her diamonds? Query, why doesn't Pearl wear pearls? Only diamonds? My wife's friends, heh heh, but even the subtlest intonation won't label them when you're entertaining an important client and Pearl and Dan.
 
              And why should I? What sudden paralysis afflicts her? Hysteria?
 
              "No," said Mr. Jimmon.
 
              Then he added, relenting, "Phone's been out since."
 
              "But," said Molly.
 
              She's hardly going to ask me to drive into town. He selected several answers in readiness. But she merely looked toward the telephone helplessly (she ought to have been fat, thought Mr. Jimmon, really she should, or anyway plump; her thinness gives her that air of competence, or at least attempt), so he amplified gently, "They're unquestionably all right. As far away from It as we are."
 
              Wendell was already in the station wagon. With Waggie hidden somewhere. Should have sent the dog to the humane society; more merciful to have it put to sleep. Too late now; Waggie would have to take his chance. There were plenty of rabbits in the hills above Malibu, he had often seen them quite close to the house. At all events there was no room for a dog in the wagon, already loaded within a pound of its capacity.
 
              Erika came in briskly from the kitchen, her brown jodhpurs making her appear at first glance even younger than fourteen. But only at first glance; then the swell of hips and breast denied the childishness the jodhpurs seemed to accent.
 
              "The water's gone, Mom. There's no use sticking around any longer."
 
              Molly looked incredulous. "The water?"
 
              "Of course the water's gone," said Mr. Jimmon, not impatiently, but rather with satisfaction in his own foresight. "If it didn't get the aqueduct, the mains depend on pumps. Electric pumps. When the electricity went, the water went too."
 
              "But the water," repeated Molly, as though this last catastrophe was beyond all reason—even the outrageous logic which It brought in its train.
 
              Jir slouched past them and outside. Erika tucked in a strand of hair, pulled her jockey cap downward and sideways, glanced quickly at her mother and father, then followed. Molly took several steps, paused, smiled vaguely in the mirror and walked out of the house.
 
              Mr. Jimmon patted his pockets; the money was all there. He didn't even look back before closing the front door and rattling the knob to be sure the lock had caught. It had never failed, but Mr. Jimmon always rattled it anyway. He strode to the station wagon, running his eye over the springs to reassure himself again that they really hadn't overloaded it.
 
              The sky was overcast; you might have thought it one of the regular morning high fogs if you didn't know. Mr. Jimmon faced southeast, but It had been too far away to see anything now. Erika and Molly were in the front seat; the boys were in the back, lost amid the neatly packed stuff. He opened the door on the driver's side, got in, turned the key and started the motor. Then he said casually over his shoulder, "Put the dog out, Jir."
 
              Wendell protested, too quickly," Waggie's not here."
 
              Molly exclaimed, "Oh David ..."
 
              Mr. Jimmon said patiently, "We're losing pretty valuable time. There's no room for the dog; we have no food for him. If we had room we could have taken more essentials; those few pounds might mean the difference."
 
              "Can't find him," muttered Jir.
 
              "He's not here. I tell you he's not here," shouted Wendell, tearful voiced.
 
              "If I have to stop the motor and get him myself we'll be wasting still more time and gas." Mr. Jimmon was still detached, judicial. "This isn't a matter of kindness to animals. It's life and death."
 
              Erika said evenly, "Dad's right, you know. It's the dog or us. Put him out, Wend."
 
              "I tell you—" Wendell began.
 
              "Got him!" exclaimed Jir. "OK, Waggie! Outside and good luck."
 
              The spaniel wriggled ecstatically as he was picked up and put out through the open window. Mr. Jimmon raced the motor, but it didn't drown out Wendell's anguish. He threw himself on his brother, hitting and kicking. Mr. Jimmon took his foot off the gas, and as soon as he was sure the dog was away from the wheels, eased the station wagon out of the driveway and down the hill toward the ocean.
 
              "Wendell, Wendell, stop," pleaded Molly. "Don't hurt him, Jir."
 
              Mr. Jimmon clicked on the radio. After a preliminary hum, clashing static crackled out. He pushed all five buttons in turn, varying the quality of unintelligible sound. "Want me to try?" offered Erika. She pushed the manual button and turned the knob slowly. Music dripped out.
 
              Mr. Jimmon grunted. "Mexican station. Try something else. Maybe you can get Ventura."
 
              They rounded a tight curve. "Isn't that the Warbinns'?" asked Molly.
 
              For the first time since It happened Mr. Jimmon had a twinge of impatience. There was no possibility, even with the unreliable eye of shocked excitement, of mistaking the Warbinns' blue Mercury. No one else on Rambla Catalina had one anything like it, and visitors would be most unlikely now. If Molly would apply the most elementary logic!
 
              Besides, Warbinn had stopped the blue Mercury in the Jimmon driveway five times every week for the past two months—ever since they had decided to put the Buick up and keep the wagon packed and ready against this moment—for Mr. Jimmon to ride with him to the city. Of course it was the Warbinns'.
 
              "... advised not to impede the progress of the military. Adequate medical staffs are standing by at all hospitals. Local civilian defense units are taking all steps in accordance ..."
 
              "Santa Barbara," remarked Jir, nodding at the radio with an expert's assurance.
 
              Mr. Jimmon slowed, prepared to follow the Warbinns down to 101, but the Mercury halted and Mr. Jimmon turned out to pass it. Warbinn was driving and Sally was in the front seat with him; the back seat appeared empty except for a few things obviously hastily thrown in. No foresight, thought Mr. Jimmon.
 
              Warbinn waved his hand vigorously out the window and Sally shouted something.
 
              "... panic will merely slow rescue efforts. Casualties are much smaller than originally reported ..."
 
              "How do they know?" asked Mr. Jimmon, waving politely at the Warbinns.
 
              "Oh David, aren't you going to stop? They want something."
 
              "Probably just to talk."
 
              "... to retain every drop of water. Emergency power will be in operation shortly. There is no cause for undue alarm. General ..."
 
              Through the rear-view mirror Mr. Jimmon saw the blue Mercury start after them. He had been right then, they only wanted to say something inconsequential. At a time like this.
 
              At the junction with U.S. 101 five cars blocked Rambla Catalina. Mr. Jimmon set the handbrake, and steadying himself with the open door, stood tiptoe twistedly, trying to see over the cars ahead. 101 was solid with traffic which barely moved. On the southbound side of the divided highway a stream of vehicles flowed illegally north.
 
              "Thought everybody was figured to go east," gibed Jir over the other side of the car.
 
              Mr. Jimmon was not disturbed by his son's sarcasm. How right he'd been to rule out the trailer. Of course the bulk of the cars were headed eastward as he'd calculated; this sluggish mass was nothing compared with the countless ones which must now be blocking the roads to Pasadena, Alhambra, Garvey, Norwalk. Even the northbound refugees were undoubtedly taking 99 or regular 101—the highway before them was really 101 Alternate—he had picked the most feasible exit.
 
              The Warbinns drew up alongside. "Hurry didn't do you much good," shouted Warbinn, leaning forward to clear his wife's face.
 
              Mr. Jimmon reached in and turned off the ignition. Gas was going to be precious. He smiled and shook his head at Warbinn; no use pointing out that he'd got the inside lane by passing the Mercury, with a better chance to seize the opening on the highway when it came. "Get in the car, Jir, and shut the door. Have to be ready when this breaks."
 
              "If it ever does," said Molly. "All that rush and bustle. We might just as well ..."
 
              Mr. Jimmon was conscious of Warbinn's glowering at him and resolutely refused to turn his head. He pretended not to hear him yell, "Only wanted to tell you you forgot to pick up your bumper-jack. It's in front of our garage."
 
              Mr. Jimmon's stomach felt empty. What if he had a flat now? Ruined, condemned. He knew a burning hate for Warbinn—incompetent borrower, bad neighbor, thoughtless, shiftless, criminal. He owed it to himself to leap from the station wagon and seize Warbinn by the throat ...
 
              "What did he say, David? What is Mr. Warbinn saying?"
 
              Then he remembered it was the jack from the Buick; the station wagon's was safely packed where he could get at it easily. Naturally he would never have started out on a trip like this without checking so essential an item. "Nothing," he said, "nothing at all."
 
              "... plane dispatches indicate target was the Signal Hill area. Minor damage was done to Long Beach, Wilmington and San Pedro. All non-military air traffic warned from Mines Field ..."
 
              The smash and crash of bumper and fender sounded familiarly on the highway. From his lookout station he couldn't see what had happened, but it was easy enough to reconstruct the impatient jerk forward that had caused it. Mr. Jimmon didn't exactly smile, but he allowed himself a faint quiver of internal satisfaction. A crash up ahead would make things worse, but a crash behind—and many of them were inevitable—must eventually create a gap.
 
              Even as he thought this, the first car at the mouth of Rambla Catalina edged on to the shoulder of the highway. Mr. Jimmon slid back in and started the motor, inching ahead after the car in front, gradually leaving the still uncomfortable proximity of the Warbinns.
 
              "Got to go to the toilet," announced Wendell abruptly.
 
              "Didn't I tell you—! Well, hurry up! Jir, keep the door open and pull him in if the car starts to move."
 
              "I can't go here."
 
              Mr. Jimmon restrained his impulse to snap, Hold it in then. Instead he said mildly, "This is a crisis, Wendell. No time for niceties. Hurry."
 
              "... the flash was seen as far north as Ventura and as far south as Newport. An eyewitness who has just arrived by helicopter ..."
 
              "That's what we should of had," remarked Jir. "You thought of everything except that."
 
              "That's no way to speak to your father," admonished Molly.
 
              "Aw heck, Mom, this is a crisis. No time for niceties."
 
              "You're awful smart, Jir," said Erika. "Big, tough, brutal mans."
 
              "Go drown, brat," returned Jir, "your nose needs wiping."
 
              "As a matter of record," Mr. Jimmon said calmly, "I thought of both plane and helicopter and decided against them."
 
              "I can't go. Honest, I just can't go."
 
              "Just relax, darling," advised Molly. "No one is looking." 
 
              "... fires reported in Compton, Lynwood, Southgate, Harbor City, Lomita and other spots are now under control. Residents are advised not to attempt to travel on the overcrowded highways as they are much safer in their homes or places of employment. The civilian defense ..."
 
              The two cars ahead bumped forward. "Get in," shouted Mr. Jimmon.
 
              He got the left front tire of the station wagon on the asphalt shoulder—the double lane of concrete was impossibly far ahead—only to be blocked by the packed procession. The clock on the dash said 11:04. Nearly five hours since It happened, and they were less than two miles from home. They could have done better walking. Or on horseback.
 
              "... all residents of the Los Angeles area are urged to remain calm. Local radio service will be restored in a matter of minutes, along with electricity and water. Reports of fifth column activities have been greatly exaggerated. The FBI has all known subversives under ..."
 
              He reached over and shut it off. Then he edged a daring two inches further on the shoulder, almost grazing an aggressive Cadillac packed solid with cardboard cartons. On his left a Model A truck shivered and trembled. He knew, distantly and disapprovingly, that it belonged to two painters who called themselves man and wife. The truckbed was loaded high with household goods; poor, useless things no looter would bother to steal. In the cab the artists passed a quart beer bottle back and forth. The man waved it genially at him; Mr. Jimmon nodded discouragingly back.
 
              The thermometer on the mirror showed 90. Hot all right. Of course if they ever got rolling. I'm thirsty, he thought; probably suggestion. If I hadn't seen the thermometer. Anyway I'm not going to paw around in back for the canteen. Forethought. Like the arms. He cleared his throat. "Remember there's an automatic in the glove compartment. If anyone tries to open the door on your side, use it."
 
              "Oh, David, I ..."
 
              Ah, humanity. Non-resistance. Gandhi. I've never shot at anything but a target. At a time like this. But they don't understand.
 
              "I could use the rifle from back here," suggested Jir. "Can I, Dad?"
 
              "I can reach the shotgun," said Wendell. "That's better at close range."
 
              "Gee, you men are brave," jeered Erika. Mr. Jimmon said nothing; both shotgun and rifle were unloaded. Foresight again.
 
              He caught the hiccupping pause in the traffic instantly, gratified at his smooth coordination. How far he could proceed on the shoulder before running into a culvert narrowing the highway to the concrete he didn't know. Probably not more than a mile at most, but at least he was off Rambla Catalina and on 101. He felt tremendously elated. Successful.
 
              "Here we go!" He almost added, Hold on to your hats.
 
              Of course the shoulder too was packed solid, and progress, even in low gear, was maddening. The gas consumption was something he did not want to think about; his pride in the way the needle of the gauge caressed the F shrunk. And gas would be hard to come by in spite of his pocketful of ration coupons. Black market.
 
              "Mind if I try the radio again?" asked Erika, switching it on.
 
              Mr. Jimmon, following the pattern of previous success, insinuated the left front tire on to the concrete, eliciting a disapproving squawk from the Pontiac alongside. "... sector was quiet. Enemy losses are estimated ..."
 
              "Can't you get something else?" asked Jir. "Something less dusty?"
 
              "Wish we had TV in the car," observed Wendell. "Joe Tel-lifer's old man put a set in the backseat of their Chrysler."
 
              "Dry up, squirt" said Jir. "Let the air out of your head."
 
              "Jir!"
 
              "Oh, Mom, don't pay attention! Don't you see that's what he wants?"
 
              "Listen, brat, if you weren't a girl I'd spank you."
 
              "You mean, if I wasn't your sister. You'd probably enjoy such childish sex-play with any other girl."
 
              "Erika!"
 
              Where do they learn it? marveled Mr. Jimmon. These progressive schools. Do you suppose ...?
 
              He edged the front wheel further in exultantly, taking advantage of a momentary lapse of attention on the part of the Pontiac's driver. Unless the other went berserk with frustration and rammed into him, he practically had a cinch on a car-length of the concrete now.
 
              "Here we go" he gloried. "We're on our way."
 
              "Aw, if I was driving we'd be halfway to Oxnard by now."
 
              "Jir, that's no way to talk to your father."
 
              Mr. Jimmon reflected dispassionately that Molly's ineffective admonitions only spurred Jir's sixteen-year-old brashness, already irritating enough in its own right. Indeed, if it were not for Molly, Jir might ...
 
              It was of course possible—here Mr. Jimmon braked just short of the convertible ahead—Jir wasn't just going through a "difficult" period (What was particularly difficult about it? he inquired, in the face of all the books Molly suggestively left around on the psychological problems of growth. The boy had everything he could possibly want!) but was the type who, in different circumstances drifted into, well, perhaps not exactly juvenile delinquency but.
 
              "... in the Long Beach-Wilmington-San Pedro area. Comparison with that which occurred at Pittsburgh reveal that this morning's was in every way less serious. All fires are now under control and all the injured are now receiving medical attention ..."
 
              "I don't think they're telling the truth," stated Mrs. Jimmon.
 
              He snorted. He didn't think so either, but by what process had she arrived at that conclusion?
 
              "I want to hear the ball game. Turn on the ball game, Rick," Wendell demanded.
 
              Eleven sixteen, and rolling northward on the highway. Not bad, not bad at all. Foresight. Now if he could only edge his way leftward to the southbound strip they'd be beyond the Santa Barbara bottleneck by 2 o'clock.
 
              "The lights," exclaimed Molly, "the faucets!"
 
              Oh no, thought Mr. Jimmon, not that too. Out of the comic strips.
 
              "Keep calm," advised Jir. "Electricity and water are both off—remember?"
 
              "I'm not quite an imbecile yet, Jir. I'm quite aware everything went off. I was thinking of the time it went back on."
 
              "Furcrysay, Mom, you worrying about next month's bills now?"
 
              Mr. Jimmon, nudging the station wagon ever leftward, formed the sentence: You'd never worry about bills, young man, because you never have to pay them. Instead of saying it aloud, he formed another sentence: Molly, your talent for irrelevance amounts to genius. Both sentences gave him satisfaction.
 
              Miraculously the traffic gathered speed briefly, and he took advantage of the spurt to get solidly in the left-hand lane, right against the long island of concrete dividing the north from the southbound strips. "That's using the old bean, Dad," approved Wendell.
 
              Whatever slight pleasure he might have felt in his son's approbation was overlaid with exasperation. Wendell, like Jir, was more Manville than Jimmon; they carried Molly's stamp on their faces and minds. Only Erika was a true Jimmon. Made in my own image, he thought pridelessly.
 
              "I can't help but think it would have been at least courteous to get in touch with Pearl and Dan. At least try. And the Warbinns ..."
 
              The gap in the concrete divider came sooner than he anticipated and he was on the comparatively unclogged southbound side. His foot went down on the accelerator and the station wagon grumbled earnestly ahead. For the first time Mr. Jimmon became aware how tightly he'd been gripping the wheel; how rigid the muscles in his arms, shoulders and neck had been. He relaxed partway as he adjusted to the speed of the cars ahead and the speedometer needle hung just below 45, but resentment against Molly (at least courteous), Jir (no time for niceties), and Wendell (got to go), rode up in the saliva under his tongue. Dependent. Helpless. Everything on him. Parasites.
 
              At intervals Erika switched on the radio. News was always promised immediately, but little was forthcoming, only vague, nervous attempts to minimize the extent of the disaster and soothe listeners with allusions to civilian defense, military activities on the ever advancing front, and comparison with the destruction of Pittsburgh, so vastly much worse than the comparatively harmless detonation at Los Angeles. Must be pretty bad, thought Mr. Jimmon; cripple the war effort ...
 
              "I'm hungry," said Wendell.
 
              Molly began stirring around, instructing Jir where to find the sandwiches. Mr. Jimmon thought grimly of how they'd have to adjust to the absence of civilized niceties: bread and mayonnaise and lunch meat. Live on rabbit, squirrel, abalone, fish. When Wendell got hungry he'd have to get his own food. Self-sufficiency. Hard and tough.
 
              At Oxnard the snarled traffic slowed them to a crawl again. Beyond, the juncture with the main highway north kept them at the same infuriating pace. It was long after 2 when they reached Ventura, and Wendell, who had been fidgeting and jumping up and down in the seat for the past hour, proclaimed, "I'm tired of riding."
 
              Mr. Jimmon set his lips. Molly suggested, ineffectually, "Why don't you lie down, dear?"
 
              "Can't. Way this crate is packed, ain't room for a grasshopper."
 
              "Verry funny. Verrrry funny," said Jir.
 
              "Now, Jir, leave him alone! He's just a little boy."
 
              At Carpenteria the sun burst out. You might have thought it the regular dissipation of the fog, only it was almost time for the fog to come down again. Should he try the San Marcos Pass after Santa Barbara, or the longer, better way? Flexible plans, but. Wait and see.
 
              It was 4 when they got to Santa Barbara and Mr. Jimmon faced concerted though unorganized rebellion. Wendell was screaming with stiffness and boredom; Jir remarked casually to no one in particular that Santa Barbara was the place they were going to beat the bottleneck oh yeh; Molly said, Stop at the first clean-looking gas station. Even Erika added, "Yes, Dad, you'll really have to stop."
 
              Mr. Jimmon was appalled. With every second priceless and hordes of panic-stricken refugees pressing behind, they would rob him of all the precious gains he'd made by skill, daring, judgment. Stupidity and shortsightedness. Unbelievable. For their own silly comfort—good lord, did they think they had a monopoly on bodily weaknesses? He was cramped as they and wanted to go as badly. Time and space which could never be made up. Let them lose this half hour and it was quite likely they'd never get out of Santa Barbara.
 
              "If we lose a half hour now we'll never get out of here."
 
              "Well, now, David, that wouldn't be utterly disastrous, would it? There are awfully nice hotels here and I'm sure it would be more comfortable for everyone than your idea of camping in the woods, hunting and fishing ..."
 
              He turned off State; couldn't remember name of the parallel street, but surely less traffic. He controlled his temper, not heroically, but desperately. "May I ask how long you would propose to stay in one of these awfully nice hotels?"
 
              "Why, until we could go home."
 
              "My dear Molly ..." What could he say? My dear Molly, we are never going home, if you mean Malibu? Or: My dear Molly, you just don't understand what is happening?
 
              The futility of trying to convey the clear picture in his mind. Or any picture. If she could not of herself see the endless mob pouring, pouring out of Los Angeles, searching frenziedly for escape and refuge, eating up the substance of the surrounding country in ever-widening circles, crowding, jam-packing, overflowing every hotel, boarding-house, lodging or private home into which they could edge, agonizedly bidding up the price of everything until the chaos they brought with them was indistinguishable from the chaos they were fleeing—if she could not see all this instantly and automatically, she could not be brought to see it at all. Any more than the other aimless, planless, improvident fugitives could see it.
 
              So, my dear Molly: nothing.
 
              Silence gave consent only continued expostulation. "David, do you really mean you don't intend to stop at all?"
 
              Was there any point in saying, Yes I do? He set his lips still more tightly and once more weighed San Marcos Pass against the coast route. Have to decide now.
 
              "Why, the time we're waiting here, just waiting for the cars up ahead to move would be enough."
 
              Could you call her stupid? He weighed the question slowly and justly, alert for the first jerk of the massed cars all around. Her reasoning was valid and logical if the laws of physics and geometry were suspended. (Was that right—physics and geometry? Body occupying two different positions at the same time?) It was the facts which were illogical—not Molly. She was just exasperating.
 
              By the time they were halfway to Gaviota or Goleta—Mr. Jimmon could never tell them apart—foresight and relentless sternness began to pay off. Those who had left Los Angeles without preparation and in panic were dropping out or slowing down, to get gas or oil, repair tires, buy food, seek rest rooms. The station wagon was steadily forging ahead.
 
              He gambled on the old highway out of Santa Barbara. Any kind of obstruction would block its two lanes; if it didn't he would be beating the legions on the wider, straighter road.
 
              There were stretches now where he could hit 50; once he sped a happy half mile at 65.
 
              Now the insubordination crackling all around gave indications of simultaneous explosion. "I really," began Molly, and then discarded this for a fresher, firmer start. "David, I don't understand how you can be so utterly selfish and inconsiderate."
 
              Mr. Jimmon could feel the veins in his forehead begin to swell, but this was one of those rages that didn't show.
 
              "But, Dad, would ten minutes ruin everything?" asked Erika.
 
              "Monomania," muttered Jir. "Single track. Like Hitler."
 
              "I want my dog," yelped Wendell. "Dirty old dog-killer."
 
              "Did you ever hear of cumulative—" Erika had addressed him reasonably; surely he could make her understand? "Did you ever hear of cumulative ..." What was the word? Snowball rolling downhill was the image in his mind. "Oh, what's the use?"
 
              The old road rejoined the new; again the station wagon was fitted into the traffic like parquetry. Mr. Jimmon, from an exultant, unfettered—almost—65 was imprisoned in a treadmill set at 38. Keep calm; you can do nothing about it, he admonished himself. Need all your nervous energy. Must be wrecks up ahead. And then, with a return of satisfaction: If I hadn't used strategy back there we'd have been with those making 25. A starting-stopping 25.
 
              "It's fantastic," exclaimed Molly. "I could almost believe Jir's right and you've lost your mind."
 
              Mr. Jimmon smiled. This was the first time Molly had ever openly shown disloyalty before the children or sided with them in their presence. She was revealing herself. Under pressure. Not the pressure of events; her incredible attitude at Santa Barbara had demonstrated her incapacity to feel that. Just pressure against the bladder.
 
              "No doubt those left behind can console their last moments with pride in their sanity." The sentence came out perfectly formed, with none of the annoying pauses or interpolated "ers" or "mmphs" which could, as he knew from unhappy experience, flaw the most crushing rejoinders.
 
              "Oh, the end can always justify the means for those who want it that way."
 
              "Don't they restrain people—"
 
              "That's enough, Jir!"
 
              Trust Molly to return quickly to fundamental hypocrisy; the automatic response—his mind felicitously grasped the phrase, conditioned reflex—to the customary stimulus. She had taken an explicit stand against his common sense, but her rigid code—honor thy father; iron rayon the wrong side; register and vote; avoid scenes; only white wine with fish; never re-hire a discharged servant—quickly substituted pattern for impulse. Seventeen years.
 
              The road turned away from the ocean, squirmed inland and uphill for still slower miles; abruptly widened into a divided, four lane highway. Without hesitation Mr. Jimmon took the southbound side; for the first time since they had left Rambla Catalina his foot went down to the floorboards and with a sigh of relief the station wagon jumped into smooth, ecstatic speed.
 
              Improvisation and strategy again. And, he acknowledged generously, the defiant example this morning of those who'd done the same thing in Malibu. Now, out of re-established habit the other cars kept to the northbound side even though there was nothing coming south. Timidity, routine, inertia. Pretty soon they would realize sheepishly that there was neither traffic nor traffic cops to keep them off, but it would be miles before they had another chance to cross over. By that time he would have reached the comparatively uncongested stretch.
 
              "It's dangerous, David."
 
              Obey the law. No smoking. Keep off the grass. Please adjust your clothes before leaving. Trespassers will be. Picking California wildflowers or shrubs is forbidden. Parking 45 min. Do not.
 
              She hadn't put the protest in the more usual form of a question. Would that technique have been more irritating? Isn't it dangerous, Day-vid? His calm conclusion: it didn't matter. "No time for niceties," chirped Jir.
 
              Mr. Jimmon tried to remember Jir as a baby. All the bad novels he had read in the days when he read anything except Time and the New Yorker, all the movies he'd seen before they had a TV set, always prescribed such retrospection as a specific for softening the present. If he could recall David Alonzo Jimmon, junior, at six months, helpless and lovable, it should make Jir more acceptable by discovering some faint traces of the one in the other.
 
              But though he could recreate in detail the interminable, disgusting, trembling months of that initial pregnancy (had he really been afraid she would die?) he was completely unable to reconstruct the appearance of his first-born before the age of ... It must have been at six that Jir had taken his baby sister out for a walk and lost her. (Had Molly permitted it? He still didn't know for sure.) Erika hadn't been found for four hours.
 
              The tidal screeching of sirens invaded and destroyed his thoughts. What the devil ...? His foot lifted from the gas pedal as he slewed obediently to the right, ingrained reverence surfacing at the sound.
 
              "I told you it wasn't safe! Are you really trying to kill us all?"
 
              Whipping over the rise ahead, a pair of motorcycles crackled. Behind them snapped a long line of assorted vehicles, fire-trucks and ambulances mostly, interspersed here and there with olive drab army equipment. The cavalcade flicked down the central white line, one wheel in each lane. Mr. Jimmon edged the station wagon as far over as he could; it still occupied too much room to permit the free passage of the onrush without compromise.
 
              The knees and elbows of the motorcycle policemen stuck out widely, reminding Mr. Jimmon of grasshoppers. The one on the near side was headed straight for the station wagon's left front fender; for a moment Mr. Jimmon closed his eyes as he plotted the unswerving course, knifing through the crust-like steel, bouncing lightly on the tires, and continuing unperturbed. He opened them to see the other officer shoot past, mouth angrily open in his direction while the one straight ahead came to a skidding stop.
 
              "Going to get it now," gloated Wendell.
 
              An old-fashioned parent, one of the horrible examples held up to shuddering moderns like himself, would have reached back and relieved his tension by clouting Wendell across the mouth. Mr. Jimmon merely turned off the motor.
 
              The cop was not indulging in the customary deliberate and ominous performance of slowly dismounting and striding toward his victim with ever more menacing steps. Instead he got off quickly and covered the few feet to Mr. Jimmon's window with unimpressive speed.
 
              Heavy goggles concealed his eyes; dust and stubble covered his face. "Operator's license!"
 
              Mr. Jimmon knew what he was saying, but the sirens and the continuous rustle of the convoy prevented the sound from coming through. Again the cop deviated from the established routine; he did not take the proffered license and examine it incredulously before drawing out his pad and pencil, but wrote the citation, glancing up and down from the card in Mr. Jimmon's hand.
 
              Even so, the last of the vehicles—San Jose F.D.—passed before he handed the summons through the window to be signed. "Turn around and proceed in the proper direction," he ordered curtly, pocketing the pad and buttoning his jacket briskly.
 
              Mr. Jimmon nodded. The officer hesitated, as though waiting for some limp excuse. Mr. Jimmon said nothing.
 
              "No tricks," said the policeman over his shoulder. "Turn around and proceed in the proper direction."
 
              He almost ran to his motorcycle, and roared off, twisting his head for a final stern frown as he passed, siren wailing. Mr. Jimmon watched him dwindle in the rear-view mirror and then started the motor. "Gonna lose a lot more than you gained," commented Jir.
 
              Mr. Jimmon gave a last glance in the mirror and moved ahead, shifting into second. "David!" exclaimed Molly horrified, "you're not turning around!"
 
              "Observant," muttered Mr. Jimmon, between his teeth.
 
              "Dad, you can't get away with it," Jir decided judicially.
 
              Mr. Jimmon's answer was to press the accelerator down savagely. The empty highway stretched invitingly ahead; a few hundred yards to their right they could see the northbound lanes ant-clustered. The sudden motion stirred the traffic citation on his lap, floating it down to the floor. Erika leaned forward and picked it up.
 
              "Throw it away," ordered Mr. Jimmon.
 
              Molly gasped. "You're out of your mind."
 
              "You're a fool," stated Mr. Jimmon calmly. "Why should I save that piece of paper?"
 
              "Isn't what you told the cop." Jir was openly jeering now.
 
              "I might as well have, if I'd wanted to waste conversation. I don't know why I was blessed with such a stupid family—"
 
              "May be something in heredity after all."
 
              If Jir had said it out loud, reflected Mr. Jimmon, it would have passed casually as normal domestic repartee, a little ill-natured perhaps, certainly callow and trite, but not especially provocative. Muttered, so that it was barely audible, it was an ultimate defiance. He had read that far back in pre-history, when the young males felt their strength, they sought to overthrow the rule of the Old Man and usurp his place. No doubt they uttered a preliminary growl or screech as challenge. They were not very bright, but they acted in a pattern; a pattern Jir was apparently following.
 
              Refreshed by placing Jir in proper Neanderthal setting, Mr. Jimmon went on, "—none of you seem to have the slightest initiative or ability to grasp reality. Tickets, cops, judges, juries mean nothing any more. There is no law now but the law of survival."
 
              "Aren't you being dramatic, David?" Molly's tone was deliberately aloof adult to excited child.
 
              "I could hear you underline words, Dad," said Erika, but he felt there was no malice in her gibe.
 
              "You mean we can do anything we want now? Shoot people? Steal cars and things?" asked Wendell.
 
              "There, David! You see?"
 
              Yes, I see. Better than you. Little savage. This is the pattern. What will Wendell—and the thousands of other Wendells (for it would be unjust to suppose Molly's genes and domestic influence unique)—be like after six months of anarchy? Or after six years?
 
              Survivors, yes. And that will be about all: naked, primitive, ferocious, superstitious savages. Wendell can read and write (but not so fluently as I or any of our generation at his age); how long will he retain the tags and scraps of progressive schooling?
 
              And Jir? Detachedly Mr. Jimmon foresaw the fate of Jir. Unlike Wendell, who would adjust to the new conditions, Jir would go wild in another sense. His values were already set; they were those of television, high school dating, comic strips, law and order. Released from civilization, his brief future would be one of guilty rape and pillage until he fell victim to another youth or gang bent the same way. Molly would disintegrate and perish quickly. Erika ...
 
              The station wagon flashed along the comparatively unimpeded highway. Having passed the next crossover, there were now other vehicles on the southbound strip, but even on the northbound one, crowding had eased.
 
              Furiously Mr. Jimmon determined to preserve the civilization in Erika. [He would teach her everything he knew (including the insurance business?)]... ah, if he were some kind of scientist, now—not the Dan Davisson kind, whose abstract speculations seemed always to prepare the way for some new method of destruction, but the ... Franklin? Jefferson? Watt? protect her night and day from the refugees who would be roaming the hills south of Monterey. The rifle ammunition, properly used—and he would see that no one but himself used it—would last years. After it was gone—presuming fragments and pieces of a suicidal world hadn't pulled itself miraculously together to offer a place to return to—there were the two hunting bows whose steel-tipped shafts could stop a man as easily as a deer or mountain lion. He remembered debating long, at the time he had first begun preparing for It, how many bows to order, measuring their weight and bulk against the other precious freight and deciding at last that two was the satisfactory minimum. It must have been in his subconscious mind all along that of the whole family Erika was the only other person who could be trusted with a bow.
 
              "There will be," he spoke in calm and solemn tones, not to Wendell, whose question was now left long behind, floating on the gas-greasy air of a sloping valley growing with liveoaks, but to a larger, impalpable audience, "There will be others who will think that because there is no longer law or law enforcement—"
 
              "You're being simply fantastic!" She spoke more sharply than he had ever heard her in front of the children. "Just because It happened to Los Angeles—"
 
              "And Pittsburgh."
 
              "All right. And Pittsburgh, doesn't mean that the whole United States has collapsed and everyone in the country is running frantically for safety."
 
              "Yet," added Mr. Jimmon firmly, "Yet. Do you suppose they are going to stop with Los Angeles and Pittsburgh, and leave Gary and Seattle standing? Or even New York and Chicago? Or do you imagine Washington will beg for armistice terms while there is the least sign of organized life left in the country?"
 
              "We'll wipe Them out first," insisted Jir in patriotic shock. Wendell backed him up with a machine gun "Brrrrr."
 
              "Undoubtedly. But it will be the last gasp. At any rate it will be years, if at all in my lifetime, before stable communities are re-established—"
 
              "David, you're raving."
 
              "Re-established," he repeated. "So there will be many others who'll also feel that the dwindling of law and order is license to kill people and steal cars 'and things.' Naked force and cunning will be the only means of self-preservation. That was why I picked out a spot where I felt survival would be easiest; not only because of wood and water, game and fish, but because it's nowhere near the main highways, and so unlikely to be chosen by any great number."
 
              "I wish you'd stop harping on that insane idea. You're just a little too old and flabby for pioneering. Even when you were younger you were hardly the rugged, outdoor type."
 
              No, thought Mr. Jimmon, I was the sucker type. I would have gotten somewhere if I'd stayed in the bank, but like a bawd you pled your belly; the insurance business brought in the quick money for you to give up your job and have Jir and the proper home. If you'd got rid of it as I wanted ... Flabby, Flabby! Do you think your scrawniness is so enticing?
 
              Controlling himself, he said aloud, "We've been through all this. Months ago. It's not a question of physique, but of life."
 
              "Nonsense. Perfect nonsense. Responsible people who really know Its effects ... Maybe it was advisable to leave Malibu for a few days or even a few weeks. And perhaps it's wise to stay away from the larger cities. But a small town or village, or even one of those ranches where they take boarders—"
 
              "Aw, Mom, you agreed. You know you did. What's the matter with you anyway? Why are-you acting like a drip?"
 
              "I want to go and shoot rabbits and bears like Dad said," insisted Wendell.
 
              Erika said nothing, but Mr. Jimmon felt he had her sympathy; the boys' agreement was specious. Wearily he debated going over the whole ground again, patiently pointing out that what Molly said might work in the Dakotas or the Great Smokies but was hardly operative anywhere within refugee range of the Pacific Coast. He had explained all this many times, including the almost certain impossibility of getting enough gasoline to take them into any of the reasonably safe areas; that was why they'd agreed on the region below Monterey, on California State Highway 1, as the only logical goal.
 
              A solitary car decorously bound in the legal direction interrupted his thoughts. Either crazy or has mighty important business, he decided. The car honked disapprovingly as it passed, hugging the extreme right side of the road.
 
              Passing through Buellton the clamor again rose for a pause at a filling station. He conceded inwardly that he could afford ten or fifteen minutes without strategic loss since by now they must be among the leaders of the exodus; ahead lay little more than the normal travel. However he had reached such a state of irritated frustration and consciousness of injustice that he was willing to endure unnecessary discomfort himself in order to inflict a longer delay on them. In fact it lessened his own suffering to know the delay was needless, that he was doing it, and that his action was a just—if inadequate—punishment.
 
              "We'll stop this side of Santa Maria," he said. "I'll get gas there."
 
              Mr. Jimmon knew triumph: his forethought, his calculations, his generalship had justified themselves. Barring unlikely mechanical failure—the station wagon was in perfect shape—or accident—and the greatest danger had certainly passed—escape was now practically assured. For the first time he permitted himself to realize how unreal, how romantic the whole project had been. As any attempt to evade the fate charted for the multitude must be. The docile mass perished; the headstrong (but intelligent) individual survived.
 
              Along with triumph went an expansion of his prophetic vision of life after reaching their destination. He had purposely not taxed the cargo capacity of the wagon with transitional goods; there was no tent, canned luxuries, sleeping-bags, lanterns, candles or any of the paraphernalia of camping midway between the urban and nomadic life. Instead, besides the weapons, tackle and utensils, there was in miniature the List For Life On A Desert Island: shells and cartridges, lures, hooks, nets, gut, leaders, flint and steel, seeds, traps, needles and thread, government pamphlets on curing and tanning hides and the recognition of edible weeds and fungi, files, nails, a judicious stock of simple medicines. A pair of binoculars to spot intruders. No coffee, sugar, flour; they would begin living immediately as they would have to in a month or so in any case, on the old, half-forgotten human cunning.
 
              "Cunning," he said aloud.
 
              "What?"
 
              "Nothing. Nothing."
 
              "I still think you should have made an effort to reach Pearl and Dan."
 
              "The telephone was dead, Mother."
 
              "At the moment, Erika. You can hardly have forgotten how often the lines have been down before. And it never takes more than half an hour till they're working again."
 
              "Mother, Dan Davisson is quite capable of looking after himself."
 
              Mr. Jimmon shut out the rest of the conversation so completely he didn't know whether there was any more to it or not. He shut out the intense preoccupation with driving, with making speed, with calculating possible gains. In the core of his mind, quite detached from everything about him, he examined and marveled.
 
              Erika. The cool, inflexible, adult tone. Almost indulgent, but so dispassionate as not to be. One might have expected her to be exasperated by Molly's silliness, to have answered impatiently, or not at all.
 
              Mother. Never in his recollection had the children ever called her anything but Mom. The "Mother" implied—oh, it implied a multitude of things. An entirely new relationship, for one. A relationship of aloofness, of propriety without emotion. The ancient stump of the umbilical cord, black and shrivelled, had dropped off painlessly.
 
              She had not bothered to argue about the telephone or point out the gulf between "before" and now. She had not even tried to touch Molly's deepening refusal of reality. She had been ... indulgent.
 
              Not "Uncle Dan," twitteringly imposed false avuncularity, but striking through it (and of the facade of "Pearl and") and aside (when I was a child I ... something ... but now I have put aside childish things); the wealth of implicit assertion. Ah yes, Mother, we all know the pardonable weakness and vanity; we excuse you for your constant reminders, but Mother, with all deference, we refuse to be forced any longer to be parties to middle-age's nostalgic flirtatiousness. One could almost feel sorry for Molly.
 
               ... middle-age's nostalgic flirtatiousness ...
 
               ... nostalgic ...
 
              Metaphorically Mr. Jimmon sat abruptly upright. The fact that he was already physically in this position made the transition, while invisible, no less emphatic. The nostalgic flirtatiousness of middle-age implied—might imply—memory of something more than mere coquetry. Molly and Dan ...
 
              It all fitted together so perfectly it was impossible to believe it untrue. The impecunious young lovers, equally devoted to Dan's genius, realizing marriage was out of the question (he had never denied Molly's shrewdness; as for Dan's impractical-ity, well, impracticality wasn't necessarily uniform or consistent. Dan had been practical enough to marry Pearl and Pearl's money) could have renounced ...
 
              Or not renounced at all?
 
              Mr. Jimmon smiled; the thought did not ruffle him. Cuckoo, cuckoo. How vulgar, how absurd. Suppose Jir were Dan's? A blessed thought.
 
              Regretfully he conceded the insuperable obstacle of Molly's conventionality. Jir was the product of his own loins. But wasn't there an old superstition about the image in the woman's mind at the instant of conception? So, justly and rightly Jir was not his. Nor Wendy, for that matter. Only Erika, by some accident. Mr. Jimmon felt free and lighthearted.
 
              "Get gas at the next station," he bulletined.
 
              "The next one with a clean restroom," Molly corrected.
 
              Invincible. The Earth-Mother, using men for her purposes: reproduction, clean restrooms, nourishment, objects of culpability, Homes & Gardens. The bank was my life; I could have gone far but: Why David—they pay you less than the janitor! It's ridiculous. And: I can't understand why you hesitate; it isn't as though it were a different type of work.
 
              No, no different; just more profitable. Why didn't she tell Dan Davisson to become an accountant; that was the same type of work, just more profitable? Perhaps she had and Dan had simply been less befuddled. Or amenable. Or stronger in purpose? Mr. Jimmon probed his pride thoroughly and relentlessly without finding the faintest twinge of retrospective jealousy. Nothing like that mattered now. Nor, he admitted, had it for years.
 
              Two close-peaked hills gulped the sun. He toyed with the idea of crossing over to the northbound side now that it was uncongested and there were occasional southbound cars. Before he could decide the divided highway ended.
 
              "I hope you're not planning to spend the night in some horrible motel," said Molly. "I want a decent bath and a good dinner."
 
              Spend the night. Bath. Dinner. Again calm sentences formed in his mind, but they were blown apart by the unbelievable, the monumental obtuseness of ... How could you say, It is absolutely essential to drive till we get there? When there were no absolutes, no essentials in her concepts? My dear Molly, I ...
 
              "No," he said, switching on the lights.
 
              Wendy, he knew, would be the next to kick up a fuss. Till he fell mercifully asleep. If he did. Jir was probably debating the relative excitements of driving all night and stopping in a strange town. His voice would soon be heard.
 
              The lights of the combination wayside store and filling-station burned inefficiently, illuminating the deteriorating false-front brightly and leaving the gas pumps in shadow. Swallowing regret at finally surrendering to mechanical and human need, and so losing the hard-won position; relaxing, even for a short while, the fierce initiative that had brought them through in the face of all probability, he pulled the station wagon alongside the pumps and shut off the motor. About halfway—the worst half, much the worst half—to their goal. Not bad.
 
              Molly opened the door on her side with stiff dignity. "I certainly wouldn't call this a clean station." She waited for a moment, hand still on the window, as though expecting an answer.
 
              "Crummy joint," exclaimed Wendell, clambering awkwardly out.
 
              "Why not?" asked Jir. "No time for niceties." He brushed past his mother, who was walking slowly into the shadows. 
 
              "Erika," began Mr. Jimmon, in a half-whisper. 
 
              "Yes, Dad?"
 
              "Oh ... never mind.Later."
 
              He was not himself quite sure what he had wanted to say; what exclusive, urgent message he had to convey. For no particular reason he switched on the interior light and glanced at the packed orderliness of the wagon. Then he slid out from behind the wheel.
 
              No sign of the attendant, but the place was certainly not closed. Not with the lights on and the hoses ready. He stretched, and walked slowly, savoring the comfortably painful uncramping of his muscles, toward the crude outhouse labelled MEN. Molly, he thought, must be furious.
 
              When he returned, a man was leaning against the station wagon. "Fill it up with ethyl," said Mr. Jimmon pleasantly, "and check the oil and water."
 
              The man made no move. "That'll be five bucks a gallon." Mr. Jimmon thought there was an uncertain tremor in his voice.
 
              "Nonsense; I've plenty of ration coupons."
 
              "OK." The nervousness was gone now, replaced by an ugly truculence. "Chew'm up and spit'm in your gas tank. See how far you can run on them."
 
              The situation was not unanticipated. Indeed, Mr. Jimmon thought with satisfaction of how much worse it must be closer to Los Angeles; how much harder the gouger would be on later supplicants as his supply of gasoline dwindled. "Listen," he said, and there was reasonableness rather than anger in his voice, "we're not out of gas. I've got enough to get to Santa Maria, even to San Luis Obispo."
 
              "OK. Go on then. Ain't stopping you."
 
              "Listen. I understand your position. You have a right to make a profit in spite of government red tape."
 
              Nervousness returned to the man's speech. "Look, whyn't you go on? There's plenty other stations up ahead."
 
              The reluctant bandit. Mr. Jimmon was entertained. He had fully intended to bargain, to offer two dollars a gallon, even to threaten with the pistol in the glove compartment. Now it seemed mean and niggling even to protest. What good was money now? "All right," he said, "I'll pay you five dollars a gallon."
 
              Still the other made no move. "In advance."
 
              For the first time Mr. Jimmon was annoyed; time was being wasted. "Just how can I pay you in advance when I don't know how many gallons it'll take to fill the tank?"
 
              The man shrugged.
 
              "Tell you what I'll do. I'll pay for each gallon as you pump it. In advance." He drew out a handful of bills; the bulk of his money was in his wallet, but he'd put the small bills in his pockets. He handed over a five. "Spill the first one on the ground or in a can if vou've got one."
 
              "How's that?"
 
              Why should I tell him; give him ideas? As if he hadn't got them already. "Just call me eccentric," he said. "I don't want the first gallon from the pump. Why should you care? It's just five dollars more profit."
 
              For a moment Mr. Jimmon thought the man was going to refuse, and he regarded his foresight with new reverence. Then he reached behind the pump and produced a flat-sided tin in which he inserted the flexible end of the hose. Mr. Jimmon handed over the bill, the man wound the handle round and back—it was an ancient gas pump such as Mr. Jimmon hadn't seen for years—and lifted the drooling hose from the can. "Minute," said Mr. Jimmon.
 
              He stuck two fingers quickly and delicately inside the nozzle and smelled them. Gas all right, not water. He held out a ten-dollar bill. "Start filling."
 
              Jir and Wendell appeared out of the shadows. "Can we stop at a town where there's a movie tonight?"
 
              The handle turned, a cogtoothed rod crept up and retreated, gasoline gurgled into the tank. Movies, thought Mr. Jimmon, handing over another bill; movies, restrooms, baths, restaurants. Gouge apprehensively lest a scene be made and propriety disturbed. In a surrealist daydream he saw Molly turning the crank, grinding him on the cogs, pouring his essence into insatiable Jir and Wendell. He held out twenty dollars.
 
              Twelve gallons had been put in when Molly appeared. "You have a phone here?" he asked casually. Knowing the answer from the blue enamelled sign not quite lost among less sturdy ones advertising soft drinks and cigarettes.
 
              "You want to call the cops?" He didn't pause in his pumping.
 
              "No. Know if the lines to LA"—Mr. Jimmon loathed the abbreviation—"are open yet?" He gave him another ten.
 
              "How should I know?"
 
              Mr. Jimmon beckoned his wife around the other side of the wagon, out of sight. Swiftly but casually he extracted the contents of his wallet. The two hundred $100 bills made a fat lump. "Put this in your bag," he said. "Tell you why later. Meantime why don't you try and get Pearl and Dan on the phone? See if they're OK?"
 
              He imagined the puzzled look on her face. "Go on," he urged. "We can spare a minute while he's checking the oil."
 
              He thought there was a hint of uncertainty in Molly's walk as she went toward the store. Erika joined her brothers. The tank gulped; gasoline splashed on the concrete. "Guess that's it."
 
              The man became suddenly brisk as he put up the hose, screwed the gascap back on. Mr. Jimmon had already disengaged the hood; the man offered the radiator a squirt of water, pulled up the oil gauge, wiped it, plunged it down, squinted at it under the light and said, "Oil's OK."
 
              "All right," said Mr. Jimmon. "Get in Erika."
 
              Some of the light shone directly on her face. Again he noted how mature and self-assured she looked. Erika would survive—and not as a savage either. The man started to wipe the windshield. "Oh, Jir," he said casually, "run in and see if your mother is getting her connection. Tell her we'll wait."
 
              "Aw f urcrysay, I don't see why I always—"
 
              "And ask her to buy a couple of boxes of candybars if they've got them. Wendell, go with Jir, will you?"
 
              He slid in behind the wheel and closed the door gently. The motor started with hardly a sound. As he put his foot on the clutch and shifted into low he thought Erika turned to him with a startled look. As the station wagon moved forward, he was sure of it.
 
              "It's all right, Erika," said Mr. Jimmon, "I'll explain later." 
 
              He'd have lots of time to do it.
 
-


MANUSCRIPT FOUND IN A VACUUM
P. M. Hubbard
 
 
There are no limits to the ever-expanding universe of science fiction; we fully expect to see it shortly appearing in Better Homes and Gardens and the Journal of English and Germanic Philology. The latest market to succumb to the invasion from outer space is that backbone (or at least funny bone) of Empire, Punch; and the delightful result is, as you might expect, like nothing yet seen on this side of the Atlantic.
 
-
 
              On the fifth day of September in the Year of Our Lord, 2259, I being then in the command of His Majesty's ship Supersonic, a frigate of forty rockets and fourth of her name in His Majesty's fleet, and she being then upon the Venus station, my crew did mutiny and put me off in the long boat, with victuals and oxygen for but ten days, to perish or survive as space should suffer me: and little indeed cared they, and would have made my scanty provision still less but for the intercession of the ship's cook, who, being but a simple biochemist, nor even of unmixed blood (but having the green hair and telescopic eyes of the Terro-Martian), had yet more charity than they all. I had done this fellow some service, having given him refuge aboard when the officers of his own planet (his mother was a Martian, of the Canal Zone, his father being, as I suppose, a man of our armies during the late war) would have vaporized him for smuggling ashore a bottle of cow's milk, which is much prized among them, in the oxygen tank of his helmet: and good cause had I now to be glad I had done so. For I went eight days in space; but upon the eighth night, my oxygen being all but spent, and for the rest having, as we say, neither protein nor proton, I heard breakers ahead, and found myself shortly in much atmosphere (though of what kind I could not tell), and soon, my boat being swept on by a strong current of gravity, I knew I was near land.
 
              And now my boat, having no longer fuel with which it might make way in such an air, was at the mercy of the current, and was like to dash itself upon the land, and me with it: so that being resolved to stake all upon the venture, I cast myself into the air, as we say, to fall or fly. The air was, I found, tolerably oxygenated and, with some adjustment of my lung-filter, sweet enough to breath. I am accounted a good flyer, having from my youth up been accustomed to such exercise (my father being a ferry pilot on the lunar service); and now I flew strongly and came safely to land, though with little enough about me save the space-skin and helmet in which I stood upright.
 
              The sphere upon which I found myself is small and its climate equable. From such observations as I have been able to make (being without the aid of my astrophysical instruments) I fancy myself upon an uncharted moon of Venus; from the which, there being since the Peace more traffic in these regions, I must count on some chance landfall to deliver me.
 
-
 
5th December, 2259
 
              No relief yet, it being now near three months, as I reckon, since I came here. Howbeit, I have been favoured by fortune beyond expectation. The people of this sphere (which I at first supposed uninhabited), being simple, kindly folk, in feature much like the Venusians, though with three eyes less and somewhat longer antennae, but in colour more like the Martians, the skin being green and squamous, have entreated me kindly and done me much honour. They have, in their ignorance, no command of nuclear fission, but make shift to move through the nearer air in great machines by the crude combustion of gases, as did our primitive ancestors; yet having in one of their volcanoes vast wealth of Peritoneum, for but a little of which, did they but know it, our Planet and Mars fought the late bloody and protracted war. Having but my pocket cyclotron about me, and being myself, in truth, but a poor physicist (of which idleness in my schooldays I now heartily repent), I have yet established factories and done much trade with them, and am in the way, could I but get off this sphere, to amass huge riches and be of great service to His Majesty.
 
-
 
5th January, 2260
 
              It being now four months since I came here, and being yet unrelieved, I am resolved to commit these records to space, in the hope that whoever chance upon them may find means to relieve me. Yet first let them seek out His Majesty's ship Supersonic and apprehend her rascally crew, who, if they have come to land, have, I doubt not, given false report of my decease in space: and in particular let them seize and without compunction vaporize at the jet-end the ring-leaders of their mutiny, viz. James Brown, stellar navigator, able spaceman Lee Pong Ho, Karl Sokoff, rocketeer, and Alfred Spudd, master decontaminator; but let them spare Trog, ship's cook, for the kindness rendered to me as aforementioned.
 
              Dated the fifth day of January, 2260—Julius Kauntz, Captain, r.n.
 
 
-
 
 
The Escapist
 
Mars may also be a place
Where one dreams of Outer Space.
 
edb, san francisco Chronicle
 
-
 


THE MALADJUSTED CLASSROOM
H. Nearing, Jr.
 
 
Members of the faculty of that unnamed university where Cleanth Penn Ransom holds down the chair of mathematics lead a harried life; at any moment the great man (oblivious of any protestations from Professor MacTate!) may include them and their departments in his blithe disruption of the established order of time and space. (You'll remember that such diverse departments as those of athletics and the drama have felt the impact of Ransom's genius.) Observe now the good Colonel Flowerbottom, head of the university's ROTC, one of several innocent victims tripped up by the chain of events that began when Ransom started out to invent "an automobile tire you could change without twisting a lot of nuts."
 
-
 
              "Give me a place to sit," said Professor Cleanth Penn Ransom, of the Mathematics Faculty, "and I will move the world." He leaned back in his swivel chair, stuck out his little belly, and looked at his wristwatch.
 
              Professor Archibald MacTate, of Philosophy, lit a cigarette and regarded him poignantly. "Really, old boy, isn't the world in a bad enough fix without your—"
 
              "No, no, MacTate." Ransom laughed. "I just wanted to see if you'd catch me. It ought to be 'stand.' You know." He folded his arms behind his head and began to swing back and forth. "And the world is just a figure of speech, because I'm only going to transpose the United States Army. Part of it. But of course since I'll probably be sitting down—"
 
              "You're going to what?" MacTate pulled the icosahedral ashtray across the desk, purging his memory for any possible connection between Ransom and the military.
 
              "I'm going to transpose Colonel Flowerbottom's ROTC class." Ransom looked at his wristwatch again. "We got scheduled in the same classroom at the same time. By mistake. So we've got to make some adjustments to fit into it."
 
              "We?" MacTate looked up suspiciously.
 
              "The Colonel and me. I've got a class in analysis situs, and he—"
 
              "Analysis what?"
 
              "Situs. Geometry of position. Suppose you want to make a tube with no inside and no outside—"
 
              "But does anybody actually want to study that?"
 
              "Sure." Ransom blinked with dignity. "Five men signed up for it."
 
              "And you're displacing a big ROTC class for the sake of five people?" MacTate eyed his colleague reprovingly.
 
              "Not displacing," said Ransom. "Transposing. Into another dimension. The only other room open at that hour is over next to the new hydroponics building they're putting up. Too much racket to hold a class there. So we agreed to both stay upstairs in 417 where we were assigned. The Colonel and me."
 
              "And what dimension are you going to transpose them into?" said MacTate. "As if I didn't know."
 
              Ransom grinned. "Look. Here's a two-dimensional classroom." He took a tablet and a pencil out of his top desk drawer and drew a large rectangle on it. "With two-dimensional students in it." He sketched in a series of circles, putting a smaller circle on top of each one for a head and two sticks underneath for legs. "Suppose you want to get another two-dimensional class in at the same time. All you've got to do is swing each student out at right angles to the plane of the room, and the other class can come into the vacated spaces. Right? Of course the transposed students have to leave one foot in the room so they can pivot back again. But the other class won't be disturbed by a bunch of shoes."
 
              MacTate studied the sketch. "And the teacher?"
 
              "Swings right out with them." Ransom drew a two-dimensional teacher at the front of the classroom. "If he doesn't twist out at the same angle as they do, he might look at them broadside and see a cross-section of their insides." He pointed at the center of one of the circles. "See, these outlines represent their skins, and the bounded regions are their insides. But that shouldn't bother the Colonel."
 
              MacTate smiled. "So now all you have to do is discover a method for swinging the students out of their continuum."
 
              "Oh, that's easy." Ransom looked up. "The tough part was talking the Colonel into trying it out." He reached into his top drawer again and tossed a thick packet of memorandums over to MacTate. "That's his correspondence on the subject."
 
              MacTate read the first and last memorandums. The first said:
 
              "Dear Ransom: In re the bi-occupancy of room 417 by your class of five and ROTC section 2C. This is to advise you that the Fifth Army does not tolerate bi-occupancy of this nature in the administration of the ROTC program. As of this date you will evacuate your class of five from the room indicated in order to immediately make it available to the ROTC section. It is hoped that it will not be necessary to report this matter to the Fifth Army. J. R. Flowerbottom, P.M.S. & T."
 
              The last said:
 
              "Professor Ransom: Due to the fact that the Dean has not seen fit to concern himself in the matter of the bi-occupancy of room 417, and it is wished to delay reporting this situation to the Fifth Army until all available solutions have been investigated, you may proceed with plan B at 1400 on 7 October only. It is understood that your class of five will be de-activated for the testing period. Be advised that the decision of the Fifth Army as to subsequent procedure will depend on the success of this demonstration. J. R. F., P.M.S. & T."
 
              MacTate looked up. "What was plan A?"
 
              Ransom grinned. "That he should move over next to the hydroponics thing. He decided right off that the Fifth Army wouldn't tolerate that either."
 
              "And so you're going to try plan B on"—MacTate glanced at the date in the memorandum—"why, that's today. See here, Ransom, you don't mean you actually have a method for—"
 
              "Transposing them." Ransom nodded. He drew two concentric circles inside the two-dimensional classroom on his tablet. "See, you take a two-dimensional ring like this, cut through it at one place, and put a magnet on each side of the cut with similar poles facing each other. What will happen? The magnets will swing around so the opposite poles can come together, and you've got a Moebius strip. Two-dimensional thing that twists through the third dimension. So if a two-dimensional student sticks one hand up around the twist and then reaches out with the other hand to clasp them together, he can pull himself out into the third dimension."
 
              MacTate frowned. "But if it's a three-dimensional student that aspires to the fourth dimension—I trust it is the fourth dimension you intend to put the Colonel in—?"
 
              "That's right." Ransom nodded. "You simply make a three-dimensional Moebius strip that twists through the fourth dimension. It's called a Klein bottle." He opened his bottom desk drawer. "Suppose you took a bicycle tire, cut through it, and stuck electromagnets in the two holes, positive poles out. Under certain conditions the magnets would twist around through the fourth dimension to join the ends of the tire together while they're facing in the same direction, like two hoses running into one nozzle, and you'd get this." He reached into the drawer and held up something that looked like a section of a bicycle tire, though the ends were indistinct, like a badly focused photograph.
 
              "What's wrong with the ends?" MacTate crushed out his cigarette and leaned forward to peer closely at the curved cylinder. "What makes them shimmer like that?"
 
              "They're not ends. They're intersectors of the fourth dimension." Ransom ran a finger along the tire. When his finger reached the end of the visible section, the tip disappeared. "See. It's a whole tire, only part of it's twisting through the fourth dimension so you can't see it. If I ran my hand on up around it and then reached out with the other one—"
 
              "No, no." MacTate grabbed convulsively at Ransom's sleeve and pulled his hand away from the tire. "If you're going to float away into hyperspace, I want witnesses around to testify I had nothing to do with it."
 
              Ransom grinned. "Look, MacTate. You don't float away into hyperspace. You keep one foot in this continuum, see? So you can always come back when you want to."
 
              "How?"
 
              "Well, take this fellow for instance." Ransom pointed at one of the two-dimensional students on the tablet. "Since a plane is determined by three points, all he has to do is grab his pivot foot with both hands, so three parts of him will be back in the continuum, and then three of his friends can pull him all the way back. Your three-dimensional student just has to add the other foot so you can stretch four points of him out."
 
              MacTate stared at the tire. "How on earth did you make a thing like that?"
 
              "Like I told you." Ransom leaned back and started to swing again. "I cut the tire and stuck magnets in the holes." He looked at the section with a hint of perplexity. "It was really sort of an accident, I guess. I was trying to work out an automobile tire you could change without twisting a lot of nuts. Like chains. You know. Just wrap it around the wheel and snap it shut. Only I was using a bicycle tire, because it's smaller and easier to experiment with. Well, I must have got one of the magnets in backwards by mistake, because all of a sudden there was a big bang and here was this thing."
 
              "Why didn't you take it apart to see?"
 
              Ransom shook his head. "Remember the story about the mechanical leg Benjamin Franklin made for Captain Dogbody? They took it apart to see how it worked, and couldn't ever get it back together again. See, I was experimenting in a cold box. Had it good and cold to simulate the worst possible weather you might have to change a tire in. The trouble is, I'm not sure just what the temperature was. At the time of the bang, I mean. Afterwards it was different, on account of the heat released by the thing twisting around like that. So when I tried it with another tire, it wouldn't work. The temperature that first time must have been just right for weakening the continuum enough to let the ends fly—"
 
              He was interrupted by a knock on the door. "That must be him now." He looked at his wristwatch and then at the door. "Come in."
 
              A young man dressed in an ROTC uniform opened the door and looked uncertainly at Ransom, as if wondering whether to salute him. Finally, with a nothing-to-lose expression, he did. "Sir, the Colonel said to tell you he's ready."
 
              "Right." Ransom grinned. "You go on ahead and announce our entrance." He got up and grabbed the Klein bottle. "Come on, MacTate. It's zero hour."
 
              "But old boy. Do you think the Colonel—"
 
              "Sure. You're an official observer. For our side."
 
              The chair behind the teacher's desk in room 417 was occupied solidly by a person who had learned to live with suspicion. It was in his eyes. He had an apoplectic complexion and close-cropped gray hair.
 
              Ransom and MacTate marched down the aisle between the rows of uniformed students. "All right, Colonel," said Ransom. "Ready for the big push?"
 
              The Colonel eyed the Klein bottle in Ransom's hand. "Now get this, Ransom." He plunged a stubby finger at him. "If this idea of yours isn't completely satisfactory—"
 
              "I know, I know." Ransom waved at him soothingly. "The Fifth Army and all that. But you'll be delighted with it. The arrangement." He looked around at the students. "Here, let's start with this man." He pointed to a student in the front row and went over to him. The student rose to attention. "Look." Ransom grabbed his right hand and put the Klein bottle into it. "Slide your hand up around this till you feel a twist in it, then let go and straighten your arm over your head."
 
              The boy looked startled when his hand disappeared, but followed Ransom's instructions and turned to him, wide-eyed, with his whole arm invisible.
 
              "That's it." Ransom pulled the Klein bottle away. "Now hold your right arm steady and reach up with your left hand till you can clasp your hands together."
 
              The boy squeezed his lips together grimly, twisted his shoulders, and began to grope in the air with his left hand. "Can't find it," he grunted.
 
              "Sure you can," Ransom said enthusiastically. "Keep trying."
 
              The boy writhed and grimaced like a uniformed Laocoon. His forehead grew damp. "I can't do it," he said. "It's like trying to find a keyhole in the dark."
 
              "Look." Ransom jabbed a finger at him. "Forget you're in a classroom. You're a boxer. Heavyweight. You're meeting the champion. For the title. Madison Square Garden, fifteenth round. Suddenly you see an opening. Out snakes your left. He staggers. This is it. You follow up mercilessly. Right left, right left. He's down. Neutral corner. Now the referee. Onetwothree-four—ten. He's out. You're champion. Champion. The crowd goes wild. You raise your arms in triumph, high over your head—" Ransom swung his arms up. His glassy-eyed auditor imitated his motion, and abruptly there was nothing left of the boy but a leg. Ransom lifted his foot and kicked the rigid extremity gently behind the knee. All of it disappeared but the shoe.
 
              Ransom pinched his nose and regarded the shoe thoughtfully. "There must be some easier way to—"
 
              "Now see here, Ransom." The Colonel got up and walked stiffly over to face him. "If he's—out there, how can he see me?"
 
              Ransom raised his eyebrows. "You go out with him."
 
              "I go—? Now see here, Ransom." The Colonel fixed him with his eye and shook his head ominously.
 
              "Here. Try it." Ransom seized the Colonel's hand and put the Klein bottle into it. "It may seem a little—odd. At first. But when you get used to it, you won't want any other arrangement. Makes cribbing in tests next to impossible."
 
              The Colonel looked at the thing in his hand with open hostility.
 
              "Slide your hand up. Like this." Ransom grabbed his elbow and pushed it up. The Colonel's arm disappeared. "That's it. Now clasp your hands together." Ransom pulled the Klein bottle away and stepped back. The Colonel lifted his other arm and groped spasmodically in the air, twisting like an eccentric dancer.
 
              Ransom leaned toward MacTate and spoke without moving his lips. "Wonder if we could sort of startle him into swinging out."
 
              MacTate frowned dubiously. "I don't know, old boy. I don't think I'd—"
 
              "Well, we've got to figure out some efficient way to get them out there. It's an experiment. He'd understand."
 
              "All the same, I don't think—No, Ransom. Don't—"
 
              "Achtung, Colonel." Ransom swung his arm back and hurled the Klein bottle, like an oversize quoit, straight at the Colonel's diaphragm. There was a thud and an explosive "Oof," and the Colonel's arm reappeared. But his head was gone.
 
              "Didn't work," said Ransom. "Here, MacTate. Help me pull him back and we'll start over." He grabbed the Colonel's arm and gave it a violent jerk. The head did not reappear, but both legs vanished up to the knees. "Come on, MacTate. I can't do it by myself." Ransom grasped the arm again, but it was snatched angrily away, and forthwith all of the Colonel disappeared except the hand.
 
              "I thought you said it took four people, old boy." MacTate looked apprehensively at the Colonel's hand, which had doubled into an irate fist.
 
              "My God, that's right." Ransom surveyed the students, some of whom had risen to watch the proceedings with macabre glee while their less scientific classmates sat in stunned horror. "Let's see. You"—he pointed to one of the more avid expressions—"and—"
 
              "Look, Ransom. He's—churning about." MacTate pointed.
 
              The Colonel's fist was replaced by a knee, a shoulder, and an unidentified portion of the anatomy, all in rapid succession. At last a patch of gray bristle appeared and rolled up to reveal his head. His eyes were popping.
 
              "Ransom," he bellowed. "You lunatic! You butcher! You've murdered him. Blown him to bits."
 
              "Him?" Ransom looked confused. "Who?"
 
              The Colonel's hands appeared beside his cheeks, and he extended his arms back into the third dimension. "Him." He pointed at the patient shoe of Ransom's first victim. "Poor chap. And I let you do it. His organs, floating all over out there—It's horrible. It's—"
 
              "Oh, my God!" Ransom turned to MacTate. "I forgot to tell him about looking through the insides of the class. Look, Colonel." He turned back to the head and arms. "The boy is all there, only—"
 
              "Only in a hundred fragments. You criminal." The Colonel's arm shook an agitated finger at Ransom. "Mark my words, Ransom. This is not mere disrespect for the Fifth Army. This is an atrocity. You have a man's blood on your—"
 
              "Look, Colonel. If you'll just let me explain—"
 
              "Explain." The Colonel's head snorted. "I recall only too well your plausible explanation of plan B." Suddenly the cold fury in his eyes turned hot. "But you'll blow no more innocent men to bits." His arms reached down for the Klein bottle.
 
              "No, look, Colonel. It didn't do anything to you, did it? This boy-No! Wait—"
 
              The Colonel's hands had disappeared at the top of the Klein bottle. His red face showed signs of extreme muscular exertion. Suddenly there was a miniature thunder clap, and the space the Colonel had occupied was entirely empty.
 
              "The Klein bottle. He broke it." Ransom picked up a severed bicycle tire with iron bars stuck in its ends. "Look at it. All three dimensional." There was a hint of hysteria in his voice. "God knows how we'll ever get it together again. Benjamin Franklin's leg—"
 
              MacTate was not listening. With a horrified glance at the place where the Colonel had been, he grabbed the experimental student's ankle and began to tug at it. Nothing happened. With a sorrowful shrug he took a pack of matches from his pocket, inserted a match, head out, just above the insole of the shoe, and lit it with another. As the flame approached the leather, the shoe shook violently and two hands materialized to slap at it. "Grab them." MacTate motioned two students to seize the hands. "Three points. Now let's—maneuver him." They began to worry the hands and foot this way and that. Suddenly a wisp of fuzz appeared in the air. "There's his hair." MacTate motioned to another student to seize it. "Four points. Now stretch him out." The experimental student reappeared entirely and fell to the floor. "There." MacTate took out his handkerchief and wiped his brow. "The boy's intact. But the—" He turned to Ransom. "Good heavens, Ransom, what shall we do about the Colonel?"
 
              "I don't care what you do about the Colonel." Ransom was still scowling at the tire. "Damned fathead, busting the bottle like that. This class,"—he glanced angrily around at the students—"this class is dismissed. Plan B is all over." He strode down the aisle muttering over the tire.
 
              "But Ransom—" With another anxious look at the recent site of the Colonel, MacTate hastened after his departing colleague.
 
              Ransom was back in his office before MacTate could catch up with him. He took a pair of pliers out of his desk drawer and began to fiddle with the ends of the tire. "Maybe if I put a bigger magnet in one end—"
 
              "But, Ransom," said MacTate, "even if you do reconstruct it, how can you bring him back with it?"
 
              "Him?" Ransom looked up. "Who?"
 
              "The Colonel. Good heavens, man, don't you realize we're responsible for his—departure?"
 
              Ransom looked at him for a moment, then put the pliers down and sank into his swivel chair. "My God, that's right. I hadn't thought of that."
 
              "What do you suppose they'll do to us? Can they court-martial civilians?"
 
              "No." Ransom jabbed a finger at him. "Look. They can't do anything to us. What crime did we commit?"
 
              "Defenestration. Into the fourth dimension."
 
              "Where's the body to prove it?" Ransom began to swing back and forth.
 
              "Very well. Abduction then. Whatever you like." MacTate wiped his brow. "The fact is, a roomful of students saw us do away with the Colonel. A keen prosecutor might even find a subversive motive in it."
 
              Ransom stopped swinging and paled slightly. "You mean we attempted to undermine the armed might of—My God, MacTate, they could shoot us for that."
 
              "Hang us, old boy. We were in civilian clothes at the time."
 
              Ransom darted to his feet. "Let's get down to the cold box and try to fix the bottle before they find out. You can glue a rope to me, and I'll go out looking for him. We—"
 
              The phone rang.
 
              Ransom's pallor became tinged with green. "Already—" 
 
              MacTate sat down wearily. "Better answer it, old boy. Perhaps we can request clemency in the name of science."
 
              The phone rang again. Ransom stared at it as if it were a cobra. It rang again. He gulped a deep breath and picked it up. "Hello."
 
              The receiver began to crackle angrily. Ransom's mouth fell open. He sank back into his chair.
 
              MacTate leaned forward and raised his eyebrows with interrogative apprehension.
 
              Ransom put his hand over the mouthpiece and looked up. "It's the Colonel." He listened to the tirade for another moment, then looked up again. "He's calling from a filling station near Wheeling, West Virginia. Landed on a farm—No, no, Colonel. We had no intention—" He lifted his hand from the mouthpiece to interpose an objection. "Now listen, Colonel—" The crackling in the receiver continued without pause. He shrugged and looked at MacTate again. "He landed on a farm down there. About an hour ago."
 
              "An hour—? But good heavens, Ransom, how—"
 
              "Fourth dimension. Time factor. You know—" Ransom turned his attention back to the Colonel's voice. "No, look, Colonel. It wasn't my fault you—Now wait a minute—What? Listen, you—"
 
              "Old boy—" MacTate noticed his colleague's rising blood pressure. "Don't you think—"
 
              "All right, Flowerbottom." Ransom made a visible effort to keep his blood pressure down. "I admit you have some justification for getting mad. But look, do you know what plane tickets cost? I—look. How about if I buy you a train ticket? It won't take that much longer. And I'll take your class tomorrow. Along with mine—All right. Give me your address there, and I'll wire the money down." He seized a pencil and scribbled on the tablet. "All right, I'll—What? Now listen, Flowerbottom, I said I'd—What? Listen, you fatheaded—" He sputtered for a moment, then put the receiver down and regarded it with contempt. "Hung up. That's the tactical mind—"
 
              "But you are going to wire him the money and take his class?"
 
              "Oh, I guess so." Ransom looked up. "But look, MacTate. You sit in on that class. As a witness. He's liable to accuse me of teaching the overthrow of the Fifth Army."
 
              The next day MacTate fell into a state of semi-hypnosis filling in the o's in the Journal of Aesthetics with a pencil, and did not remember Ransom's class until it was more than half over. He trotted across the campus to Ransom's building, ran up the stairs to room 417, and sank out of breath into a seat in the back row.
 
              Ransom had drawn an S-curve horizontally on the blackboard. "Here's the Tennessee River, with Chattanooga"—he put a dot in the upward bulge at the right—"in the bend. Over here's the Confederate left on Lookout Mountain." He drew a slender parabola, its nose almost touching the river, below the city and to its left. "And here's the Confederate right on Missionary Ridge." He drew a line, parallel to the axis of the parabola, to the city's right. "While down here in Rossville, Georgia," he put a dot toward the bottom of the line, "sits Braxton Bragg, nervously chewing his big black beard." He turned to the class and flourished the chalk. "On account of he knows that his left is threatened by Fighting Joe Hooker, his right by William T. Sherman, and his center by George H. Thomas. While back here in Chattanooga, directing the whole show, is none other than Ulysses S. Grant. It's a predicament."
 
              A student in the front row raised his hand. "Wheah's General Lee?"
 
              "Well, he's up the road a piece taking care of George G. Meade. We'll get to him later." Ransom turned back to the blackboard and surveyed the battlefield. "Anyway, at 1330 hours on the 23rd of November, Grant sends Thomas flying at Bragg's center"—he drew a demonstrative arrow on the board—"which gets pushed down the valley until Thomas can occupy Orchard Knob, a big hill about here." He put an X between Chattanooga and Missionary Ridge. "But that's nothing. Next morning at 800, here comes Fighting Joe Hooker with nine thousand Blues to storm Lookout Mountain." He drew a large, aggressive arrow pointing at the left side of the parabola. "The Grays on the palisades at the top can't see Hooker at all, on account of the low clouds hanging over everything; while Edward C. Walthall, commanding the brigade on the west slope, isn't much better off. Fighting Joe hits his flank in the fog and chases him all the way around the mountain." Ransom turned and regarded the class portentously. "Well, you can just imagine how Braxton Bragg is taking all this. Defeat stares him in the face. Frantically he orders a general retreat to Missionary Ridge, while Ulysses S. Grant in person comes down to Orchard Knob to watch the fun."
 
              "General Lee still not theah?" said a wistful voice in the front row.
 
              "No." Ransom shook his head. "Bragg's in this all by himself. But wait." He shot out a dramatic finger. "Suddenly Bragg's got an idea. His boys have been retreating just about an hour. Out goes a general order to the brigades of the left and center to get out their bottles. The bugles scream the weird new call. Then at a signal of six cannon shots from Rossville, the left drops over to Lookout Valley, where Hooker came from; and the center drops up to Chattanooga, where Thomas started. You see what they've done. Traded places with the Union armies. This time Walthall comes up through the fog and chases Hooker around Lookout Mountain; while Bragg smacks down on Orchard Knob, where Ulysses S. Grant is still waiting for the fun. Bragg's right, you remember, is still at the upper end of Missionary Ridge playing who'll-flinch-first with Sherman. Now Bragg tells them to charge the other side of the Knob, and Grant is sandwiched in between. So with him captured, it's no trouble at all to rout the other Blues. Bragg ..."
 
              "I say, Ransom—" MacTate, in the back row, had a worried look on his face. But Ransom was too far absorbed in his narrative to notice.
 
              "... invests Chattanooga and then takes half his army up to help Robert E.Lee in the ..."
 
              "Heah's General Lee."
 
              "... Mine Run campaign. Between them they make short work of Meade, take Washington and Philadelphia, and besiege New York. After Bragg has made his terrible march to Boston, cutting a swath of devastation through the heart of New England, Chief of Staff Halleck meets Lee at Albany to surrender the Union armies." Ransom looked at his wristwatch. "And that's enough for today. Class dismissed." He marched down the aisle, waved to MacTate to follow him, and went down to his office.
 
              "Wanted to get out of there before that professional Southerner could corner me." Ransom leaned back in his swivel chair.
 
              "Ransom." MacTate's expression was somewhat severe. "Am I crazy, or did I just hear you teach that class that the South won the Civil War?"
 
              "No, no." Ransom laughed. "You should have come on time and heard the whole thing. See, I took the first half of the period to explain the principle of the Klein bottle. For my class. Then I used the rest of the time to illustrate a hypothetical military application. What could have happened if the South had had calibrated Klein bottles at Chattanooga. It was all imaginary."
 
              "You think that boy in the front row thought it was imaginary?"
 
              "Oh, him. Well, who cares"—suddenly Ransom whipped a handkerchief from his pocket and sneezed violently—"whad he thigs." He blew his nose. "Damn it, MacTate, I'm coming down with something bad." A faraway look came into his eyes. "I wonder if I could have picked up a bunch of four-dimensional germs fooling with that Klein bottle."
 
              Ransom's diagnosis proved accurate in effect if not in cause. The next two days he was kept at home with a severe cold. MacTate wondered if the Colonel was taking Ransom's class along with the ROTC students, but was diffident of investigating.
 
              "You see, old boy," he told Ransom on his return, "I was afraid he might interrogate me as to the soundness of your military doctrine, and as Plato says, a lie—"
 
              "What did I teach them wrong?" Ransom swung petulantly in his swivel chair. "Anyway, we'll soon know whether he took them." He looked at his wristwatch. "We've got another joint class this afternoon."
 
              "Yes." MacTate pursed his lips. "I was just wondering how you're going to arrange it now that the Klein bottle—"
 
              The door opened. Ransom and MacTate looked up. It was the Colonel.
 
              "Well, Ransom, I see you're back." He strode past the desk as if he were reviewing troops, but there was a nasty glint in his eye.
 
              Ransom closed his mouth and tried to look nonchalant. "Sure, I'm back. I see you're back too."
 
              "Yes." The Colonel sat down on the edge of a chair, leaning forward slightly, as if with eagerness. "I'm back." He took a paper from his breast pocket, unfolded it, and glanced at it with an expression of unmitigated malice. "I was interested in finding out what you had been teaching the ROTC class while I was—away." He looked up at Ransom. "So I gave them a test yesterday."
 
              MacTate had a sudden odd feeling in the pit of his stomach.
 
              "On the Battle of Chattanooga. That's what you—presented to them, wasn't it?"
 
              "Sure." Ransom was swinging in his swivel chair with nervous twitches. He took a deep breath. "I trust everybody came away with a vivid impression."
 
              "Yes." The Colonel looked at the paper in his hand with a peculiar smile. "One chap in particular wrote an extremely interesting account. Perhaps you'd like to hear it."
 
              Ransom glowered. The Colonel began to read.
 
              "General Bragg was in Rossville, Georgia, nervously chewing on his big black beard account of General Lee wasn't anywheres near the battlefield so at 1330 Grant captured Orchard Knob which made General Bragg feel mighty low account of he knew the north had pretty good generals without General Lee was there so next morning at 800 Hooker stormed Lookout Mountain in a fog and General Bragg he started to retreat to Missionary Ridge only he remembered his men had fourth-dimensional canteens and weird new bugles which they traded places with the northern armies with so Grant gave hisself up on Orchard Knob to our right so then General Bragg could go help General Lee march to Washington, Philadelphia and Boston and they finally surrendered at Albany the north."
 
              The Colonel regarded the paper with malevolent satisfaction. "I've called several papers to send reporters out to see me." He looked up at Ransom again.
 
              "Why?"
 
              "Oh, I thought they might be interested in the way some university professors teach history. It might even get national coverage, since it's about American history. Of course"—the Colonel looked Ransom straight in the eye—"if room 417 were to be made available—"
 
              "Flowerbottom. That's blackmail."
 
              "A harsh word, Ransom. Let's say it's a proffered bargain. Since you don't feel that you owe me anything after that dastardly trick you played with the Klein bottle—"
 
              "The trick I played? How about you tearing it apart like that? For no reason at all? To think what we could have done with it if you—"
 
              "By the way, Ransom," said MacTate. "Not to change the subject, but do you think the Klein bottle might actually have an application of the sort you described to the class?"
 
              Ransom looked at him. "You mean in tactical maneuvers? I don't know. How'll we ever know now that he's busted it?"
 
              MacTate rubbed his nose. "But if you were planning to attempt a reconstruction, wouldn't the Army be interested in it? Give you a research subsidy or something like that?"
 
              "Well, what if they would? What's that got to do with who gets room—"
 
              "Nothing really, I suppose. It just occurred to me that they might like to know about the loss of a gadget that could transport personnel to a place like Wheeling and gain an hour doing it."
 
              "MacTate, what are you—" Suddenly Ransom's eyes brightened. "You mean in my application for a research grant I'd have to tell them how the first one got broken?" He turned slowly and looked at the Colonel. "And by whom?"
 
              "Oh, well, of course you wouldn't want to do it in that case," said MacTate.
 
              "No, of course not." Ransom grinned. "We wouldn't want the Colonel to get in trouble for sabotaging developmental war gadgets. Would we?"
 
              The Colonel looked uncomfortable.
 
              "But on the other hand," said MacTate, "I'm sure the Colonel was only joking about his intention of publishing the Southern chap's test paper. It would simply be a matter of your blowing each other up, so to speak. So that the matter of room 417 actually remains unsolved."
 
              "What a big help you are." Ransom leaned back in his swivel chair.
 
              "Well, to take a constructive view of the matter," MacTate went on unperturbed, "I would suggest that you take turns occupying 417, thus arriving at that equality of dissatisfaction which, as someone—Talleyrand I think—observed, is the nearest approach to happiness possible in the human state."
 
              Both Ransom and the Colonel looked at him resentfully.
 
              "Of course it's none of my business. Just a suggestion." MacTate shrugged.
 
              The Colonel sighed. "In that case, who gets the room today?"
 
              "Well, you've really had it only once, while Ransom's had it—" MacTate caught Ransom's glance and stopped abruptly.
 
              "Then it's mine today." The Colonel got up. "After that I take turns. With a class of five." He turned his back on Ransom and walked stiffly to the door. As he opened it, he turned around. "Someday, Ransom, I'm going to catch you when your lawyer isn't with you. Then watch out." He slammed the door behind him.
 
              "I say, Ransom, does he really think I'm your—" MacTate stopped again. Ransom was still staring at him.
 
              "Don't worry about what he thinks." Ransom shook his head slowly. "You should hear what I'm thinking."
 
              "But, old boy, I did get you out of some sort of mess, didn't I?"
 
              "You got him out of one, too." Ransom laughed sardonically. "I don't know what we'd do without you. Either of us." He grinned. "Fighting Joe Flowerbottom and Braxton P. Ransom, having a nice quiet little battle, both get kicked in the rear by Benedict MacTate. And if that's the wrong war"—he sighed and swung back to his desk—"I'm glad."
 
-
 
              note: Shortly after the appearance of this anthology Doubleday will publish the sinister researches of c. p. ransom, a volume containing seven stories from F&SF together with much new material which Mr. Nearing has added to weave them into a unified whole rather than a set of episodes. There's not a book announced for to which we look forward more eagerly; and if you've missed such episodes as Professor Ransom's invention of a new 'method of playing the Ghost in Hamlet, or his creation of a poetry machine that was unfortunately also capable of suicide, we envy you your first reading of them.
 
-
 


CHILD BY CHRONOS
Charles L. Harness
 
 
For fear of revealing all or part of Mr. Harness' dazzling answer to the question he poses we shall merely say that here is an intriguing study of the effects of time travel upon love, in both its psychological and its physiological aspects.
 
-
 
              YOU just lie there and listen. The sunshine will do you good, and anyhow the doctor said you weren't to do much talking. 
 
              I'll get to the point.
 
              I have loved three men. The first was my mother's lover. The second was my husband. The third ...
 
              I'm going to tell you all about these three men—and me. I'm going to tell you some things that might send you back to the hospital.
 
              Don't interrupt.
 
              As a child I never knew my father. He was declared legally dead several months before I was born. They said he had gone hunting and had never returned. Theoretically you can't miss what you never had. Whoever said that didn't know me. I missed my lost father when I was a brat and when I was a gawky youngster in pigtails and when I was a young lady in a finishing school in Switzerland.
 
              Mother made it worse. There was never any shortage of males when mother was around, but they wouldn't have anything to do with me. And that was her fault. Mother was gorgeous. Men couldn't stay away from her. By the time I was ten, I could tell what they were thinking when they looked at her. When I was twenty they were still looking at her in the same way. That was when she finally took a lover, and when I fled from her in hate and horror.
 
              There's nothing remarkable about a daughter's hating her mother. It's just that I did more of it than usual. All the hate that I ever commanded, ever since I was in diapers, I saved, preserved, and vented on her. When I was an infant, so they said, I wouldn't nurse at her breast. Strictly a bottle baby. It was as though I had declared to the world that I hadn't been born in the way mortals are born and that this woman who professed to be my mother wasn't really. As you shall see, I wasn't entirely wrong.
 
              I always had the insane feeling that everything she had really belonged to me and that she was keeping me from claiming my own.
 
              Naturally, our tastes were identical. This identity of desire became more and more acute as I grew older. Whatever she had, I regarded as really mine, and generally tried to confiscate it. Particularly men. The irritating thing was that, even though mother never became serious about any of them (except the last one), they still couldn't see me. Except the last one.
 
              Mother's willingness to turn over to me any and all of her gentlemen friends seemed to carry with it the unrelated but inevitable corollary, that none of them (with that one exception ) had any desire to be turned over.
 
              You're probably thinking that it was all a consequence of not having a father around, that I subconsciously substituted her current male for my missing father, and hence put claims on him equal to hers. You can explain it any way you want to. Anyway, except at the last, it always turned out the same. The more willing she was to get rid of him, the less willing he was to have anything to do with me.
 
              But I never got mad at them; only at her. Sometimes, if the brush-off was particularly brusque, I wouldn't speak to her for days. Even the sight of her would make me sick to my stomach.
 
              When I was seventeen, on the advice of her psychiatrist, she sent me to school in Switzerland. This psychiatrist said I had the worst Electra complex with the least grounds for it of any woman in medical history. He said he hoped that my father was really dead, because if he should ever turn up alive ... Well, you could just see him rubbing the folds of his cerebrum in brisk anticipation.
 
              However, the superficial reason they gave for sending me to Switzerland was to get an education. There I was, seventeen, and didn't even know the multiplication table. All I knew was what mother called "headline history." She had yanked me out of public school when I was in the second grade and had hired a flock of tutors to teach me about current events. Nothing but current events. Considering that she made her living by predicting current events before they became current, I suppose her approach was excusable. It was her method of execution that made the subject unutterably dull—then. Mother wouldn't stand for any of the modern methods of history teaching. No analysis of trends and integration of international developments for mother. My apologetic tutors were paid to see that I memorized every headline and caption in every New York Times printed since Counterpoint won the Preakness in 1957—which was even several months before I was born. That and nothing more. There were even a couple of memory experts thrown in, to wrap up each daily pill in a sugar-coated mnemonic.
 
              So, even if the real reason for sending me to Switzerland was not to get an education, I didn't care. I was glad to stop memorizing headlines.
 
              But I'm getting ahead of my story.
 
              One of the earliest memories of my childhood was a big party mother held at Skyridge, our country lodge. I was six years old. It was the night after James Roosevelt's re-election. Of all the public opinion diagnosticians, only mother had guessed right, and she and the top executives of the dozen odd firms that retained her prophetic services congregated at Skyridge. I was supposed to be upstairs asleep, but the laughter and singing woke me up, and I came down and joined in. Nobody cared. Every time a man put his arm around mother and kissed her, I was there clutching at his coat pockets, howling, "He's mine!"
 
              My technique altered as the years passed; my premise didn't.
 
              Do you think it bothered her?
 
              Ha!
 
              The more I tried to take from her, the more amused she became. It wasn't a wry amusement. It gave her real belly laughs. How can you fight that? It just made me madder.
 
              You might think I hadn't a shred of justice on my side. Actually, I did.
 
              There was one thing that justified my hatred: she didn't really love me. I was her flesh and blood, but she didn't love me. Perhaps she was fond of me, in a lukewarm way, but her heart had no real love in it for me. And I knew it and hated her, and tried to take everything that was hers.
 
              We must have seemed a strange pair. She never addressed me by my name, or even by a personal pronoun. She never even said such things as, "Dear, will you pass the toast?" Instead it was "May I have the toast?" It was as though she considered me a mere extension of herself, like another arm, which had no independent identity. It was galling.
 
              Other girls could keep secrets from their mothers. I couldn't hide anything important from mine. The more I wanted to conceal something, the more certain she was to know it. That was another reason why I didn't mind being shipped off to Switzerland.
 
              I'm sure she wasn't reading my mind. It wasn't telepathy. She couldn't guess phone numbers I had memorized, nor the names of the twenty-five boys on the county high school football team. Routine things like that generally didn't "get through." And telepathy wouldn't explain what happened the night my car turned over on the Sylvania Turnpike. The hands that helped pull me through the car window were hers. She had been parked by the roadside, waiting. No ambulance; just mother in her car. She had known where and when it would happen, and that I wouldn't be hurt.
 
              After that night I was able to figure out all by myself that mother's business firm, Tomorrow, Inc., was based on something more than a knowledge of up-to-the-minute trends in economics, science, and politics.
 
              But what?
 
              I never asked her. I didn't think she would tell me, and I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of refusing an explanation. But perhaps that wasn't the only reason I didn't ask. I was also afraid to ask. Toward the end it was almost as though we had arrived at a tacit understanding that I was not to ask, because in good time I was going to find out without asking.
 
              Tomorrow, Inc., made a great deal of money. Mother's success in predicting crucial public developments was uncanny. And she never guessed wrong. Naturally, her clients made even more money than she did, because they had more to invest initially. On her advice they plunged in the deeply depressed market two weeks before the Hague Conference arrived at the historic Concord of 1970. And it was mother who predicted the success of Bartell's neutronic-cerium experiments, in time for Cameron Associates to corner the world supply of monazite sand. And she was equally good at predicting Derby winners, Supreme Court decisions, elections, and that the fourth rocket to the moon would be the first successful one.
 
              She was intelligent, but hardly in the genius class. Her knowledge of the business world was surprisingly limited. She never studied economics or extrapolated stock market curves. Tomorrow, Inc., didn't even have a news ticker in its swank New York office. And she was the highest paid woman in the United States in 1975.
 
              In 1976, during the Christmas holidays, which I was spending with mother at Skyridge during my junior year at college, mother turned down a three-year contract with Lloyds of London. I know this because I dug the papers out of the wastebasket after she tore them up. There were eight digits in the proposed annual salary. I knew she was making money, but not that kind. I called her to task.
 
              "I can't take a three-year contract," she explained. "I can't even take a year's contract. Because I'm going to retire next month." She was looking away from me, out over the lodge balcony, into the wood. She couldn't see my expression. She murmured, "Did you know your mouth was open rather wide?"
 
              "But you can't retire!" I clipped. And then I could have bitten my tongue off. My protest was an admission that I envied her and that I shone in her reflected fame. Well, she had probably known it anyhow. "All right," I continued sullenly. "You're going to retire. Where'll you go? What'll you do?"
 
              "Why, I think I'll stay right here at Skyridge," she said blithely. "Just fixing up the place will keep me busy for a good many months. Take those rapids under the balcony, for instance. I think I'll just do away with them. Divert the stream, perhaps. I've grown a little tired of the sound of running water. And then there's all that dogwood out front. I've been considering cutting them all down and maybe putting in a landing field. You never know when a copter might come in handy. And then there's the matter of haystacks. I think we ought to have at least one somewhere on the place. Hay has such a nice smell, and they say it's so stimulating."
 
              "Mother!"
 
              Her brow knitted. "But where could I put a haystack?"
 
              Just why she was using such a puerile method of baiting me I couldn't understand. "Why not in the ravine?" I said acidly. "It'll be dry after you divert the rapids. You'd be famous as the owner of the only ground-level haystack in New England."
 
              She brightened immediately. "That's it\ What a clever girl!"
 
              "And what happens after you get him in the haystack?"
 
              "Why, I guess I'll just keep him there."
 
              "You guess!" I cried. (I'd finally trapped her!) "Don't you know?"
 
              "I know only the things that are going to happen during the next six months—up until the stroke of midnight, June 3, 1977. As to what happens after that, I can't make any predictions."
 
              "You mean you won't."
 
              "Can't. My retirement is not arbitrary."
 
              I looked at her incredulously. "I don't understand. You mean—this ability—it's going to leave you—like that?" I snapped my fingers.
 
              "Precisely."
 
              "But can't you stop it? Can't your psychiatrist do something?"
 
              "Nobody could do anything for me even if I wanted him to. And I don't want to know what is going to happen after midnight, June 3."
 
              With troubled eyes I studied her face.
 
              At that moment, just as though she'd planned it, the clock began to chime, as if to remind me of our unwritten agreement not to probe into her strange gift.
 
              The answer was only six months away. For the time being I was willing to let it ride.
 
              The epilog to our little conversation was this:
 
              A couple of months later, after I was back at school in Zurich, a friend of mine wrote me (1) that the rapids had been diverted from the stream bed; (2) that just below the balcony the now dry ravine contained ten feet of fresh hay; (3) that the hay was rigged with electronic circuits to sound an alarm in the lodge if anyone went near it; (4) that the dogwood trees had been cut down; (5) that in their place stood a small landing field; (6) and that on the field there stood an ambulance copter, hired from a New York hospital, complete with pilot and interne.
 
              "Anility," write my friend, "is supposed to develop early in some cases. You ought to come home."
 
              I was having fun at school. I didn't want to come home. Anyway, if mother was losing her mind, there was nothing anybody could do. Furthermore, I didn't want to give up my plans for summering in Italy.
 
              A month later, early in May, my friend wrote again.
 
              It seems that the haystack alarm had gone off one night, two weeks previous, and mother and the servants had hurried down to find a bloody-faced one-eyed man crawling up the gravelly ravine bank. In one hand he was clutching an old pistol. According to reports, mother had the copter whisk him in to a New York hospital, where he still was. He was due to be discharged May 6. The next day, by my calculations.
 
              There were details about how mother had redecorated two bedrooms at the lodge. I knew the bedrooms. They adjoined each other.
 
              Even before I finished the letter I realized there was nothing the matter with mother's mind and never had been. That witch had foreseen all this.
 
              The thing that was the matter, and which had apparently escaped everyone but me and mother, was that mother had finally fallen in love.
 
              This was serious.
 
              I canceled the remainder of the semester and the Italian tour and caught the first jet home. I didn't tell anyone I was coming.
 
              So, when I paid off the taxi at the gatehouse, I was able to walk unannounced and unseen around the edge of the estate, and then cut in through the woods toward the ravine and lodge just beyond it.
 
              The first thing I saw on emerging from the trees along the ravine bank was the famous bargain basement haystack. It was occupied.
 
              The sun was shining, but it was early in May, and not particularly warm. Still, mother was wearing one of those new sun briefs that—well, you get the idea. I guess haystacks generate a lot of heat. Spontaneous combustion.
 
              Mother was facing away from me, obstructing his one good eye. I hadn't made a sound, but I was suddenly aware of the fact that she had been expecting me and knew I was there.
 
              She turned around, sat up, and smiled at me. "Hi there! Welcome home! Oh, excuse me, this is our good friend Doctor ... ah ... Brown. John Brown. Just call him Johnny." She picked a sliver of hay from her hair and flashed a grin at "Johnny."
 
              I stared at them both in turn. Doctor Brown raised up on one elbow and returned my stare as amiably as the glaring black patch over his right eye would permit. "Hello, honey," he said gravely.
 
              Then he and mother burst out laughing.
 
              It was the queerest sound I'd ever heard. Just as though nothing on earth could ever again be important to either of them.
 
              That summer I saw a lot of Johnny. Things got on an interesting basis very quickly. It wasn't long before he was giving me the kind of look that said, "I'd like to get involved—but ..." And there he'd stop. Still, I figured that I was making more headway with him than I ever had with any of mother's previous friends.
 
              Finally, though, his "thus far and no farther" response grew irritating. Then challenging. Then ...
 
              I guess it was being around him constantly, knowing that he and mother were the way they were, that made things turn out the way they did. In the process of trying to reel him in for closer inspection, I got pulled in myself. Eventually I became quite shameless about it. I began trying to get him off to myself at every opportunity.
 
              We talked. But not about him. If he knew how he'd had his accident, and how he'd got here, he apparently never told anybody. At least he would never tell me.
 
              We talked about magnetrons.
 
              Don't look so surprised.
 
              Like yourself, he was an expert on magnetrons. I think he knew even more than you about magnetrons. And you thought you were the world's only expert, didn't you?
 
              I pretended to listen to him, but I never understood more than the basic concepts—namely, that magnetrons were little entities sort of like electrons, sort of like gravitons, and sort of like I don't know what. But at least I grasped the idea that a magnetronic field could warp the flow of time, and that if you put an object in such a field, the results could be rather odd.
 
              We talked a lot about magnetrons.
 
              I planned our encounters hours, sometimes days, ahead. Quite early, I started borrowing mother's sun briefs. Later, at times when he theoretically wasn't around, I sunbathed au naturel. With no visible results except sunburn.
 
              Toward the last I started sneaking out at night into the pines with my sleeping bag. I couldn't stand it, knowing where he probably was.
 
              Not that I gave up.
 
              He was building a magnetronic generator. The first in the world. I'd been helping him all one day to wire up some of his equipment.
 
              He had torn down the balcony railing and was building his machine out on the balcony, right over the ravine. He could focus it, he said. I mean, there was a sort of "lens" effect in the magnetronic field, and he was supposed to be able to focus this field.
 
              The queer thing was, that when he finally got the lens aligned," the focus was out in thin air, just beyond the edge of the balcony. Directly over the ravine. He didn't want anyone stumbling through the focus by accident.
 
              And through this lens you could hear sounds.
 
              The ravine had been dry for months, ever since mother had diverted the rapids. But now, coming through the lens, was this endless crash of water.
 
              You could hear it all over the house.
 
              The noise made me nervous. It seemed to subdue even them.
 
              I didn't like that noise. I hauled my sleeping bag still farther into the pines. I could still hear it.
 
              One night, a quarter of a mile from the house, I crawled out of my sleeping bag and started back toward the house. I was going to wake him up and ask him to turn the thing off.
 
              At least, that was my excuse for returning. And it was perfectly true that I couldn't sleep.
 
              I had it all figured out. Just how quietly I'd open his door, just how I'd tiptoe over to his bed. How I'd bend over him. How I'd put my hand on his chest and shake him, ever so gently.
 
              Everything went as planned, up to a point.
 
              There I was, leaning over his bed, peering through the dark at the blurry outlines of a prone figure.
 
              I stretched out my hand.
 
              It was not a male chest that I touched.
 
              "What do you want?" mother whispered.
 
              In the length of time it took me to get my breath back I decided that if I couldn't have him, she couldn't either. There comes a limit to all things. We were racing toward the showdown.
 
              He always kept his old pistol on the table ledge, the one he'd brought with him. Soundlessly I reached for it and found it. I knew it was too dark for mother to see what I was now pointing toward her.
 
              I had a clairvoyant awareness of my intent and its consequences. I even knew the place and the time. Murder was building up in Doctor John Brown's bedroom at Skyridge, and the time was five minutes of midnight, June 3,1977.
 
              "If that goes off," whispered mother calmly, "it'll probably awaken your father."
 
              "My—who?" I gasped. The gun butt landed on my toe; I hardly knew I'd dropped it.
 
              I heard what she'd said. But I suddenly realized it didn't make sense. They'd have told me long before, if it had been true. And he wouldn't have looked at me the way he did, day after day. She was lying.
 
              She continued quietly: "Do you really want him?"
 
              When one woman asks this question of another, it is ordinarily intended as an announcement of a property right, not a query, and the tone of voice ranges from subtle sardonicism to savage gloating.
 
              But mother's voice was quiet and even.
 
              "Yes!" I said harshly.
 
              "Badly enough to have a child by him?"
 
              I couldn't stop now. "Yes."
 
              "Can you swim?"
 
              "Yes," I parrotted stupidly. It was obviously not a time for logic or coherence. There we were, two witches bargaining in life and death, while the bone of our contention slumbered soundly just beyond us.
 
              She whispered: "Do you know when he is from?"
 
              "You mean where?"
 
              "When. He's from 1957. In 1957 he fell into a magnetronic field—into my 1977 haystack. The lens—out there—is focussed—"
 
              "—on 1957?" I breathed numbly.
 
              "Early 1957," she corrected. "It's focussed on a day a couple of months prior to the moment he fell into the lens. If you really want him, all you've got to do is jump through the lens, find him in 1957, and hang on to him. Don't let him fall into the magnetronic field."
 
              I licked my lips. "And suppose he does, anyway?"
 
              "I'll be waiting for him."
 
              "But you already have him. If I should go back, how could I stop something that has already happened?"
 
              "If you hold on to him in 1957, this particular stereochronic alternate of 1977 must collapse, just as though it never happened."
 
              My head was whirling. "But, if I go back to 1957, how can I be sure of finding him in time? Suppose he's on safari in South Africa?"
 
              "You'll find him, right here. He spent the spring and summer of 1957 here at Skyridge. The lodge has always been his property."
 
              I couldn't see her eyes, but I knew they were laughing at me. 
 
              "The matter of a child," I said curtly. "What's that got to do with him?"
 
              "Your only chance of holding him permanently," she said coolly, "is the child."
 
              "The child?"
 
              "There will be only one. I think ..."
 
              I couldn't make any sense out of it. I stopped trying.
 
              For a full minute there was silence, backgrounded by the gentle rasp of Johnny's breathing and the singing water twenty years away.
 
              I blinked my eyes rapidly.
 
              I was going to have Johnny. I was going back to 1957. Suddenly I felt jaunty, exhilarated.
 
              The hall clock began to chime midnight.
 
              Within a few seconds June 3, 1977 would pass into history. Mother would be washed up, a has-been, unable to predict even the weather.
 
              I kicked off my slippers and pajamas. I gauged the distance across the balcony. My voice got away from me. "Mother!" I shrieked. "Give us one last prediction!"
 
              Johnny snorted violently and struggled to sit up.
 
              I launched my soaring dive into time. Mother's reply floated after me, through the lens, and I heard it in 1957.
 
              "You didn't stop him."
 
-
 
              His real name was James McCarren. He was a genuine Ph. D., though, a physics professor. Age, about 40. Had I expected him to be younger? He seemed older than "Johnny." And he had two good eyes. No patch.
 
              He owned Skyridge, all right. Spent his summers there. Liked to hunt and fish between semesters.
 
              And now, my friend, if you'll just relax a bit, I'll tell you what happened on the night of August 5,1957.
 
              I was leaning over the balcony, staring down at the red-lit tumult of the rapids, when I became aware that Jim was standing in the doorway behind me. I could feel his eyes sliding along my body.
 
              I had been breathing deeply a moment before, trying to slow down the abnormal surging of my lungs, while simultaneously attempting to push Jim's pistol a little higher under my armpit. The cold steel made me shiver.
 
              It was too bad. For during the past two months I had begun to love him in a most interesting way, though, of course, not in the much more interesting way I had loved Johnny. (A few weeks with mother can really change a man!) In 1957 Johnny—or Jim—was quaintly solicitous, oddly virginal. Almost fatherly. It was too bad that I was beginning to love him as Jim.
 
              Still, there was mother's last prediction. I had thought about it a long time. So far as I could see, there was only one way to make sure he didn't "go through" to her.
 
              "Come on out," I said, turning my face up to be kissed.
 
              After he had released me, I said, "Do you realize it's been exactly two months since you fished me out of there?"
 
              "The happiest months of my life," he said.
 
              "And you still haven't asked me how I happened to be there—who I am—anything. You're certainly under no illusion that I gave that justice of the peace my right name?"
 
              He grinned. "If I got too curious, you might vanish back into the whirlpool, like a water nymph."
 
              It was really sad. I shrugged bitterly. "You and your magnetrons."
 
              He started. "What? Where did you ever hear about magnetrons? I've never discussed them with anyone!"
 
              "Right here. From you."
 
              His mouth opened and closed slowly. "You're out of your mind!"
 
              "I wish I were. That would make everything seem all right. For, after all, it's only after you get to thinking about it logically that you can understand how impossible it is. It's got to stop, though, and now is the time to stop it."
 
              "Stop what?" he demanded.
 
              "The way you and I keep jumping around in time. Especially you. If I don't stop you, you'll go through the lens, and mother will get you. It was her last prediction."
 
              "Lens?" he gurgled.
 
              "The machine. You know, the one with the magnetrons."
 
              "Huh?"
 
              "None of that exists yet, of course," I said, talking mostly to myself. "At least, not outside of your head. You won't build the generator until 1977."
 
              "I can't get the parts now." His voice was numb.
 
              "They'll be available in 1977, though."
 
              "In 1977 ...?"
 
              "Yes. After you build it in 1977, you'll focus it back to 1957, so that you could jump through, now, into 1977, right back into mother's arms, where you already are, in 1977, that is. Only I'm not going to let you. When mother made her last prediction she couldn't have known to what lengths I'd go to stop you."
 
              He passed his hand plaintively over his face. "But ... but ... even assuming you're from 1977, and even assuming I'll build a magnetronic generator in 1977, I can't just jump into 1977 and build it. I certainly can't move forward in time to 1977 through a magnetronic field that won't be generated and beamed backwards to 1957 until I arrive in 1977 and generate it. That's as silly as saying that the pilgrims built the Mayflower at Plymouth Rock. And anyway, I'm a husband who'll soon be a father. I haven't the faintest intention of running out on my responsibilities."
 
              "And yet," I said, "if the sequence proceeds normally, you will leave me ... for her. Tonight you're my lawful husband, the father of our child to be. Then—bing! You're suddenly in 1977—wife-deserter, philanderer, and mother's lover. I won't let that happen. After all I've been through, I won't let her get you. My blood goes into a slow boil, just thinking about her, smiling way up there in 1977, thinking how she got rid of me so she could eventually have you all to herself. And me in my condition." My voice broke in an artistic tremulo.
 
              "I could age normally," he said. "I could simply wait until 1977 and then build the generator."
 
              "You didn't, though—that is, I mean you won't. When I last saw you in 1977 you looked even younger than you do now. Maybe it was the patch."
 
              He shrugged his shoulders. "If your presence here is a direct consequence of my presence there, then there's nothing either of us can do to change the sequence. I don't want to go through. And what could happen to force me through I can't even guess. But we've got to proceed on the assumption that I'll go, and you'll be left stranded. We've got to make plans. You'll need money. You'll probably have to sell Skyridge. Get a job, after the baby comes. How's your shorthand?"
 
              "They'll use vodeographs in 1977," I muttered. "But don't you worry, you cheap two-timer. Even if you succeeded in running off to mother, the baby and I'll get along. As a starter, I'm going to put the rest of your bank account on Counterpoint to win the Preakness next Saturday. After that—"
 
              But he had already switched to something else. "When you knew me in 1977, were we—ah—intimate?"
 
              I snorted. "Depends on who 'we' includes."
 
              "What? You mean ... I ... and your mother ... really ...?" He coughed and ran his finger around his collar. "There must be some simple explanation."
 
              I just sneered at him.
 
              He giggled. "Your mother—ah—in 1977—a good-looking woman, I gather?"
 
              "A wrinkled, painted harridan," I said coldly. "Forty, if she's a day."
 
              "Hmph! I'm forty, you know. Contrary to the adolescent view, it's the best time of life. You'll feel the same way about it in another twenty years."
 
              "I suppose so," I said. "They'll be letting me out of the penitentiary about then."
 
              He snapped his fingers suddenly. "I've got it! Fantastic!" He turned away and looked out over the balcony, like Cortez on his peak. "Fantastic, but it hangs together. Completely logical. Me. Your mother. You. The child. The magnetrons. The eternal cycle."
 
              "This isn't making it easier for me," I said reproachfully. "The least you could do would be to remain sane until the end."
 
              He whirled on me. "Do you know where she is—now—tonight?"
 
              "No, and I spent two-thirds of our joint bank account trying to locate her. It's just as though she never existed."
 
              His eyes got bigger and bigger. "No wonder you couldn't find her. You couldn't know."
 
              "Know what?"
 
              "Who your mother is."
 
              I wanted to scream at him. "Oh," I said.
 
              But he was off on another tangent. "But it's not entirely without precedent. When a cell divides, which of the resultant two cells is the mother? Which the daughter? The answer is, that the question itself is nonsense. And so with you. The cell divides in space; you divide in time. It's nonsense to ask which of you is mother, which is daughter."
 
              I just stood there, blinking.
 
              He rambled on. "Even so, why should I want to 'go through'? That's the only part that's not clear. Why should I deliberately skip twenty years of life with you? Who'd take care of you? How could you earn a living? But you must have. Because you didn't have to sell Skyridge. You stayed here. You educated her. But of course!" He smacked his fist into his palm.
 
              "Simplest thing in the world," he howled happily. "Counterpoint at the Preakness. You'll become a professional predictor. Sports. Presidential elections. Supreme Court decisions. All in advance. You've got to remember. Train your ability to recall. Big money in it!"
 
              My mouth was hanging open.
 
              "Isn't that what happens?" he shouted.
 
              "I know all the headlines already," I stammered. "Only that's the business mother started ... predicting for a living ..."
 
              "Mother ... mother ... mother!" he mimicked. "By the great Chronos, child! Can't you face it? Does your mind refuse to accept the fact that you and your 'mother' and your unborn daughter are iden—"
 
              I screamed. "No!"
 
              I pulled out the pistol.
 
              I raised it slowly, as though I had all the time in the world, and shot him through the head.
 
              Even before he hit the floor I had grabbed his right hand and was flexing his fingers around the handle.
 
              A moment later I was out the door and racing toward the garage.
 
              I thought it would be best to "find" his body on returning from a shopping expedition in the village, where I had happened to pick up a couple of friends. The only thing wrong with this plan was that he wasn't there when I returned with my witnesses.
 
-
 
              It was generally agreed that James McCarren had become lost in the woods while hunting. Poor fellow must have starved to death, they supposed. Neither he nor the pistol were ever found. A few months later he was declared legally dead, and I collected his insurance.
 
              The coroner and the DA. did give me a bad moment when they discovered some thin smudges of dried blood leading toward the edge of the balcony. But nothing turned up, of course, when they dragged the whirlpool. And when I informed them of my condition, their unvoiced suspicions turned to sympathy.
 
              From then on, I had plenty of time to think. Particularly during the first lean months of Tomorrow, Inc., before I landed my first retainer.
 
              And what I thought was this: what other woman ever had a man who loved her so much, even after she had shot him through the eye, that he would willingly drag himself after her, through twenty years, to claim her again, sight unseen?
 
              The very least I could do was to drain the ravine and break your fall with this haystack.
 
              Do you honestly like my new sun brief? The red and green checks go nicely with the yellow hay, don't they? Do you really want me to come over and sit by you? Oh, don't worry about interruptions. The servants are down in the village, and she won't come sneaking around through the woods for an hour yet ... Oooh, Johnny}
 
 
-
 
 
The Antiquary
 
Gobban the Smith taught me the ancient songs 
Of Weland, lame and waiting at his forge; 
The master-craftsman striking for his grudge—
His head was bent, remembering old wrongs.
 
Gobban the Smith showed me the round towers, 
Enchanted arches builded by a prince 
Who mutters where the window-pattern tints 
The lady charmed, uncertain of her powers.
 
Where lies the armor, gleaming dragon-rings? 
Which mystery marks blood-wound of the dead? 
What wraith by what cold lake his lost king grieves? 
Whose eyes regarded us through rustled leaves? 
Whose ears had heard the wicked spell we said? 
Gobban the Smith and I know all these things.
 
winona mcclintic
 
-
 


NEW RITUAL
Idris Seabright
 
For decades writers of science-fantasy were largely male and addressed themselves to an almost exclusively male audience; it's hardly surprising that the images of wish-fulfilling escape which they dreamed up had an exclusively male appeal. Idris Seabright feels that the time has come to abolish this single standard of wishful thinking. The calendar girls of deepest space offer no temptation to her, nor to the countless new readers of her sex who have recently discovered the field. So here is a fantasy into which women can gleefully escape—written with such typical Seabright charm that the staunchest male will want to follow them.
 
-
 
              The big white freezer purred away smoothly in the pantry. Marie Bates looked at it admiringly. It was really more company than Henry was, she thought—better-looking, more useful and it made soothing, companionable noises. She was ever so glad she had bought it. It had been a wonderful bargain.
 
              She opened the freezer and dropped in the package of apricots she had just processed. The rest of the cots weren't ready yet, but she couldn't resist putting the new freezer to work at once. Frost was already forming on its side.
 
              She went back into the kitchen and began scalding and blanching the other cots. She ought to be ashamed of herself for feeling that way about Henry, she supposed. He was a good husband, a good provider, and he had a lot on his mind—the farm, his lodge work, the new ritual. But ...
 
              Would he notice me, she thought suddenly, if I came out in the dining room with feathers in my hair, war paint on my face, and did a little war dance in my bloomers? She giggled at the picture. Wasn't she silly? She did get the craziest ideas!
 
              She was putting the peeled and pitted apricots in the containers when Henry came in from the barn, where he had been pitching hay, for a drink of water. "Want to see my new freezer, Henry?" she asked brightly. "I got it at Fergus' sale with the egg money. It was real cheap." Sometimes she thought that if she just kept talking to Henry, he'd give in and start talking to her too. Even if he was a lot older than she was.
 
              "Uh? No, not now." He pushed past her and started back to the barn. His short, stolid back retreated rapidly.
 
              He wasn't angry, he wasn't annoyed, he wasn't anything. He just didn't notice her. Marie stared after him with eyes that were beginning to smart. It was like living with a clam. Wasn't there anything in the world he'd talk to her about? Not the farm or his lodge work or politics—she knew, she'd tried. Weren't there any other subjects? Food?
 
              Well, once he'd said a pot roast of hers was good, and once he'd mentioned an angel cake. And when they were first married, years ago, he'd said that his mother had baked wonderful blueberry pies. That was quite a lot of talk on one subject, for Henry.
 
              Blueberry pie. She went on filling the cots into the polyethylene bags. Well, that wasn't very helpful. Nobody in Ovid grew blueberries. The climate and the soil weren't right for them, and there wasn't moisture enough. She supposed there might be some canned blueberries in the store.
 
              She filled the bags and sealed the cartons. She wrote "Apricots" and the date on the outside. How much easier fixing the cartons had been than canning would have been! No steamy kitchen, scalded fingers, nasty cracked jars. And fresh fruit in the wintertime would be 100 percent better than canned. She wished Henry had let her talk about the freezer to him. Oh, well. She stacked the cartons on her forearm and went out to the pantry. She opened the deep freeze.
 
              She halted, surprised. She'd put in the package of apricots herself not more than an hour and a half ago. She'd written "Apricots" on the outside. The package itself, a tiny object in the vast white reaches of the freezer, was just the same as it had been. But now the word "Blueberries" was neatly printed on the cardboard side.
 
              Blueberries! What could have happened? Could she have written that herself by mistake? She was sure she hadn't. She couldn't! She hadn't even been thinking of blueberries. But that was what the carton said.
 
              Cautiously Marie reached into the freezer and lifted the package out. It felt as hard as a rock. The contents must be frozen now. She stacked her load of cartons rather wobblingly on the edge of the freezer, and opened the package that said "Blueberries."
 
              There were blueberries in it.
 
              She could see them plain as plain through the transparent polyethylene wrapper. Blueberries! How on earth could they have got there?
 
              One of the as yet unfrozen cartons of apricots, falling from edge of the freezer with a thump, startled her. She dumped them hastily into the freezing compartment, shut the lid, and went back to the kitchen with her blueberries. She tore off the polyethylene wrapper and pried one of the blueberries from the frozen mass. After a little hesitation, she tasted it.
 
              She'd had blueberries only once or twice before, but they'd had the same inky flavor as this one. They—Marie Bates hesitated no longer. She got out a mixing bowl, flour, salt, lard. She was going to make a pie.
 
              Henry ate two pieces of the pie at supper. Marie watched anxiously, while he chomped stolidly away. At last she couldn't wait any longer. "How's the pie, Henry?" she asked, brushing at the crumbs on the tablecloth.
 
              "Pie? Oh, O.K." He ran his tongue around his teeth. He sucked heavily against his upper plate.
 
              She wanted to cry out, "But it's blueberry! You said—It's blueberry!" She didn't. Silently she picked up the dishes and went out to the kitchen with them. She wasn't going to cry over it, no, she wasn't. She was fierce with herself. Those blueberries hadn't cost her anything.
 
              About 8 o'clock that night Bertha, her sister-in-law, dropped in. Bertha wore size 44 dresses from Sears Roebuck, but she wasn't very tall. Sometimes Marie liked her and sometimes she didn't. Tonight Bertha was being nice.
 
              "Heard you got the freezer at Fergus' sale, Marie," she said after they had exchanged greetings. "Can I see it?"
 
              "Oh, sure." Marie led her into the pantry and opened the freezer lid. She had a sudden stabbing fear, as it went up, that the freezer would be full of blueberries, but it wasn't. Nothing but apricots.
 
              "It's a beauty," Bertha said appreciatively. "Nicest one I've ever seen. Listen, though, aren't you afraid to use it? Maybe Fergus kept some of his poison chemicals in it. I'd be nervous about it."
 
              "That's silly," Marie answered. "People in Ovid were always prejudiced against Fergus. I guess he wasn't a very good inventor—I never heard of any of his inventions working or his making any money out of them—but he wouldn't have kept poisons in a freezer. There wouldn't have been any sense in it."
 
              "Um. Well, you be careful, Marie. Fergus did blow his whole house up and kill himself. That freezer was about the only thing that was left.—Are you going to the church supper tomorrow night?"
 
              "I don't think so. I haven't got anything to wear. I'm ashamed of my old blue rayon dress."
 
              "Um." Bertha looked down at the linoleum. She moved one of her black kid oxfords as if she were embarrassed. "You know, Marie," she said without looking up, "Henry—well, he's funny in some ways. He doesn't say much, does he? He didn't, even when he was a kid. But he always liked pretty things. You know, Marie, I—I think Henry'd like it if you got a pretty new dress."
 
              Bertha said good night. It was bedtime. Marie, upstairs, began to undress in the bathroom. She combed her hair, slipped into her nightgown. She decided to leave off her facial velvet cream tonight. She hesitated, and then touched her lips lightly with Venetian Rose lip pomade. Her lips did get so dry.
 
              Henry was already in bed. She slid in beside him. He turned off the light.
 
              For a moment there was silence. Then he turned on the light again. "Forgot to take out my teeth," he said in explanation. There was a sucking noise and then a click as he dropped his plates into the glass of water beside the bed. Once more he turned off the light.
 
              Marie couldn't get to sleep. She thought, "He doesn't care about me, really. No matter what Bertha said." And then in a flood of bitterness, at the final personal devaluation, "Men are supposed to be selfish. They're supposed to think of just one thing. Henry—Henry never really wanted anything from me."
 
              What was the use of thinking about it? He was her husband; she couldn't make him over. She'd better try to get some sleep. She sighed and moved her feet.
 
              She rolled over. The position wasn't comfortable. She thought about the freezer, the blueberries, her old dress, what Bertha had said. She could have got a new dress, only she'd spent all her money on the freezer. The more she thought, the wider awake she got. She wished Henry wouldn't be so distant, she wished she had a pretty dress, she wished ... Finally, a little before 12, she got out of bed.
 
              Very softly she went to her closet. In the dark she fumbled over the three or four clothes hangers it contained. When she got the hanger with the blue rayon dress—she recognized it by the cotton lace around the neck—she drew it gently off the hanger. With the dress under one arm, she slipped out of the bedroom and down the stairs.
 
              When she got to the freezer she hesitated. What she had in mind seemed suddenly foolish. In the light of the single bulb hanging from the ceiling, the white sides of the freezer looked coldly disapproving and impersonal. The idea she had about the freezer couldn't possibly be right. She felt so ashamed of her foolishness that she almost turned around and went back.
 
              But ... Well, it might be a silly idea, but there was nothing morally wrong about it. The worst that could happen would be that her dress might get a spot or two from the ice on the sides of the freezer. Suddenly resolute, she raised the lid and spread her old dress out full length on top of the packages of apricots.
 
              She turned the light out and tiptoed back up to the bedroom. Henry was still snoring; she hadn't bothered him at all. She slipped between the sheets cautiously. In ten minutes or so, she was asleep.
 
              Marie didn't get a chance to look inside the freezer next morning until after the breakfast dishes were done and Henry had gone out. While she dried the last plates and put the forks in the drawer she kept telling herself not to be silly, nothing would have happened to her old dress. The blueberries had been a—a coincidence, that was all. Miracles just don't happen. She mustn't be silly.
 
              But when she went out to the freezer, she was so weak with excitement that she could hardly lift the lid.
 
              There was a long pink box lying on top of the apricots. There was no name on the box.
 
              With fingers that trembled uncontrollably, Marie opened it. Inside there were sheets of carefully folded tissue paper. And under the tissue, carefully folded around more tissue, was a printed black and pink and gray silk dress.
 
              It was the prettiest dress Marie had ever seen. The silk was as delicate to the touch as a caress, the colors were soft and subtle and rich. The neck—a V neck—was a little low, maybe, but it was surrounded by rows and rows of elegant self-fabric faggoting. And yet it wasn't too fancy a dress, or too elaborate, for her to wear.
 
              For a moment Marie stood motionless, breathing deeply. Then she took the box in both arms and ran upstairs with it to the bedroom, where the mirror was. She was so excited that she did not even remember to close the freezer lid.
 
              Oh, what a pretty dress! Her lips parted with pleasure as she looked in the glass. It fitted so nicely, the colors were so soft and becoming! She got up on a chair to look at the bottom part of it and even the hem line was just right. Marie thought, even when I was a young girl, I wasn't much to look at. In this dress I look prettier than I ever did. And my real age. Why, I'm only 33! That's not old. And yet I've been feeling like an old woman. If Henry likes pretty things ...
 
              She decided to take a bath and wash her hair. Luckily she'd bought a bottle of shampoo from the Rawleigh man the last time he'd called. While she was waiting for the water to heat, she went out and fed the chickens and collected the eggs. She had always rather disliked poultry, they made such silly noises and had such fussy ways, but now she looked at them cheerfully. If it hadn't been for her egg money, she'd never have been able to buy the wonderful freezer at Fergus' sale.
 
              She washed her hair and pushed a wave into the damp, fresh locks. While it was drying, she planned her campaign. She'd have something or other for lunch—it didn't much matter what—but for supper she'd get a really nice meal. Chicken and slaw and butterbeans and the rest of the blueberry pie. She'd wear her lovely new dress and fluff her hair out around her face so the gray didn't show. She had powder and rouge, though she didn't use them much, and even a bottle of Avon cologne. If Bertha had been right about Henry ... Marie felt a sick, excited feeling in the pit of her stomach, half guilty, half agreeable. She had to keep swallowing over it.
 
              She and Henry ate lunch in silence. Henry had a copy of the new lodge ritual beside his plate. He kept it open with his knife, and studied it while he ate. After lunch Marie did her ironing and shaped the butter from yesterday's churning—they had only one cow—into pats. About 4 she started on supper. Then she got dressed.
 
              Henry was sitting in the living room when she went in. He'd washed up; he was reading the new ritual. She said, "Supper's ready, Henry." And then, with a great effort, "What do you think of my new dress?"
 
              He raised his eyes. His mouth opened in a surprise which, even at the moment, Marie found not quite flattering. "Why, Marie!" he said. He smiled a little. "Marie, you're as pretty as a picture in that dress!"
 
              He got up from his chair and started toward her. She waited for his approach in a dazzle of happiness. He put his arm around her. He leaned forward to kiss her on the cheek. Marie perceived, with an almost apocalyptic horror, that he wasn't wearing his teeth.
 
              When the kiss was over, she went back to the kitchen. She began to pick up pieces of chicken from the skillet and put them on the platter. She found she was crying. She tried to push the tears back with her wrists. It didn't help. The tears still came.
 
              For—and this was the heart of the matter, the root of the trouble, the thing that never could be altered—Henry was still Henry Bates. He might talk to her, smile at her, kiss her, be interested in her. What of it? He would still be two inches shorter than she was, years older, and bald on the top of his head. He would still forget to wear his teeth. Those darned old false teeth!
 
              She'd got to stop. Henry would think she was crazy. She fumbled with the platter and then put it down again. Standing there among the wreck of her hopes, her cheeks shining damply and tears dripping on the neck of her dress, she heard the motor of the freezer in the pantry begin to purr.
 
              For a moment she listened to the sound without moving. Then she raised her head.
 
              Henry looked up at her with a puzzled frown when she went into the living room. "Something's wrong with the freezer, Henry," she said, avoiding his eyes. "Won't you see if you can fix it for me? And we'll eat."
 
              He got up. He followed her into the pantry. "Why, the motor's running," he said in a puzzled voice. He bent over the freezer's open lid.
 
              Marie hesitated for a moment. Her heart was thumping wildly. She was afraid he'd hear it. She hoped, oh, she hoped, this was the right thing to do. She caught her husband by the seat of the pants and dumped him into the big white chest.
 
              She slammed the lid of the freezer shut and sat down on it.
 
              For a while there were sounds of struggle. Henry thumped, heaved, beat on the sides of the chest. Marie, with tears running down her cheeks, remained seated on the lid. She noticed that from time to time the freezer motor made a sort of spitting noise, as if it might be over-exerting itself.
 
              At the end of two hours she raised the freezer lid.
 
-
 
              The Bateses' absence was not noticed for several days. It was not until Bertha, wanting to borrow Marie's apron pattern, called three times at the house without finding anyone at home that she grew alarmed. Then she called the sheriff and they broke into the house.
 
              They searched it. They found nothing—no bodies, no disorder, no farewell notes.
 
              After a decent length of time had passed, Bertha and her husband took over the farm. Bertha was Henry Bates's nearest relative and nobody dreamed of disputing her right to it. Besides, it didn't amount to much.
 
              Bertha was disappointed that she never could get the freezer to work. The electrician she called in said he couldn't understand it. The motor seemed to have burned itself out.
 
              One day late that year the mailman brought Bertha a postcard. It was a glossy photograph of a man and woman on skis against a winter background and, except that the man was taller and both he and the woman much younger and better-looking than the missing couple, the pair in the picture bore a remarkable resemblance to Marie and Henry Bates. Neither of them looked a day over 30. They wore expensive ski clothing and both of them were wreathed in smiles. The postmark on the card was Sun Valley, Idaho.
 
              Bertha turned the card over and over, frowning and trying to make sense out of it. She felt that something had happened, but she didn't know quite what. She hovered on the edge of wild surmise. Finally she put the card away in the upper drawer of the sideboard and stopped thinking about it. There wasn't any use in thinking. There was no message on the card's back.
 
 
-
 
 
The Two Voices
 
Tiny paws come and go 
In the garden. 
"Quo vadis in the lettuce?" 
—She's a Hare—"
Do we know?
 
Beady eyes come and stare 
In the house.
"Quo vadis in the curtain?"
—He's a Mouse—
Are we certain?
 
Spies from Outer Space unnerve us,
If they get us.
"Quo vadis in the closet?"
—I'M A THING—
saints preserve us! save the king!
 
WINONA MCCLINTIC
 
-
 


DEVLIN
W. B. Ready
 
 
The nationality of W. B. Ready is hard to state precisely: He is an Irishman, born in Wales, and now a librarian at Stanford University, California. His writing career has been entirely American, starting in 1947 with the Atlantic Monthly's $1000 prize for a first story—and a wonderful first it was: Barring the Weight, an almost uniquely successful effort to write serious "quality" fiction about football. That and seventeen other stories, largely fantasies on Irish themes, were collected in a fine book, the great disciple (Bruce, 1951). In this more recent tale, Mr. Ready writes of the Irish in America as only a man with his background and understanding could. For the Gael is no vaudeville comic; in sober truth, his grin is sour and his jealousy can be sad and bitter—as you will read in this uneasy story of the envy of the men of the Holy Redeemer parish, how it led them to organize a band of pipers and to make a queer march indeed on Saint Patrick's Day.
 
-
 
              The Devil is a man is a woman is a stretch of road or a remark a drink or a gun; he may come with money or with the lack of it. As a serpent he came to naked Eve, and it was as one of themselves, as Fleur Devlin, a stocky, gingered, weathered man of about 40 summers, that he came to the parish of the Holy Redeemer and gelded it. Only the shrill high cry of the infant is heard now, the soft tones of women, the cracked voices of the old, in the streets and houses that are around the school and the church where Canon Flood, dried and shaking with age, offers up his daily Mass for the well-being of the men of the parish who disappeared with Devlin upon Saint Patrick's Day. 
 
              Along with the men is gone the saffron, the glowing golden lovely saffron, the feathers and the piping and the emerald green, all that had come with Devlin. Sometimes, in the dusk, through dun drab dyeing, a gleam of saffron might yet glow in the worn fold of a shawl, or in the swirl of the skirt of one of the little girls, but the yellow saffron stuff is gone, gone with the men and with Devlin—where? Only the good God knows, and whether He will ever tell remains a part of the sad story that is not yet ended.
 
              All the other parishes in Hanford, which is in Connecticut, had their own bands, brass bands, fife and drum bands, percussion bands, they all had their own bands to march behind upon Saint Patrick's Day, but the parish of Holy Redeemer had nothing. They used to sneer and to jibe at the Redskin Fife and Drum Ensemble, shivering and ruffled, that led Mary Immaculate; they had great apparent fun as went by the Girl Percussioneers high-stepping in front of Sacred Heart, but the Holy Redeemers were hiding their sickness of envy, for year by year they had to step out behind a hired band while the other Irish men of Hanford could heel-and-toe it to the tune of the great marches traditional to the occasion, to Who Fears to Speak of '98, Who Blushes at the Name?, to Sweet Heart of Jesus Fount of Love and Mercy, and, for the crown of the day, the march up to the Cathedral steps, up Main Street, to The Wearing of the Green, the Holy Redeemers had to step along to the tune of Anchors Aweigh or Moose and Elk Together. These tunes were as inappropriate for the occasion as would have been Hearts of Oak or On, On Oberlin, but Felix Sontag's band, the only one for hire, usually performed at the banquets of fraternal organizations. They were dressed like admirals, hence Anchors Aweigh. The band was the visible reason why the Holy Redeemers fell so fully into the trap of Devlin, for indeed it was a shabby snuffling dripping escort, fit only to precede the convalescent, the- picadors, the dying or the dead. Sontag's Admirals looked like Fourth Degree Knights of Columbus who were down on their luck, who had been wearing their regalia to work, and because they were generally a seated band, they were worse on their feet than are even ordinary bandsmen who are bad enough, God knows.
 
              That is the way it was, then, when Devlin first appeared. The Holy Redeemers, after wasting the summer in sneering at the other parish bands, with winter coming on, decided that they would have to do something about starting their own musical escort. It was doubtful whether even poor Sontag's Admirals would play for them again, so scornful and diatribic had been the paying off they had received after the last parade, allowed to hobble away at the parade's end clutching their money without even being asked the traditional invitation extended to bandsmen, as to whether they had a mouth on them. With the fall of the year on its early way the men of the parish, without saying much to one another, for they were a taciturn body, those same men, began thinking of starting a band, their own band. They were thinking in an inchoate sort of fashion, to themselves alone; they were open to suggestion, and it was at that classic moment that Devlin first appeared. Nobody ever saw him come in to Loughlan's, nobody ever saw him leave; it seems as if the quiet streets were no place for him. One day, with evening coming on he was in Loughlan's, that was the way of it. Loughlan's was the neighborhood tavern, just a block from the church and the school. Loughlan was one of themselves, the whole neighborhood was Catholic Irish, and a Holy Redeemer boy knew himself a man among his own when Loughlan served him his first beer. It was a decent, orderly sort of place, as taverns go, no better no worse than dozens like it in Hanford. It was a pleasant place for those who kicked with the right foot, and there it was, on a Tuesday evening in September, that Devlin first appeared, to Loughlan, Ryan, and Curry. They were the lay triumvirate of the parish. Every parish has something like it, for the pastor's weal or woe. Loughlan was a gross dewlapped publican, a gombeen man; Curry was a timid clerkly chemist; and John Ryan was the queer old bachelor sort of a man that abounds in parishes.
 
              Loughlan himself was leaning over the bar talking to Michael
 
              Curry and John Ryan when he first saw Devlin, standing beside John Ryan, who had his back to Devlin, facing Mike Curry. Loughlan did a double take; a moment before there was no man beside Ryan, then there was a stranger. Feeling uneasy so faintly that he hardly noticed it, Loughlan straightened up across the bar, looking steadily at Devlin and ceasing his talking to his two customers, so that they too straightened up and turned around and looked. Then there was silence around them for a moment, a still chill quiet, almost like the moment of truth. There was a sort of ingratiation around Devlin that was strange to his company, they could not recognize it but were uneasy in it. Devlin stood in their eyes, a man of no especial standing or significance, dressed unobtrusively, neatly, but Irish?—as Irish as Curley or O'Dwyer. There was no denying the look of him: his gingered pale and freckled look, the solid lumpy body, the hot and angry eyes, the long lip, and the way that he held himself showed him for what he was, so that, all unbeknown to them, Curry, Ryan, and Loughlan took him in. There was a sour Irish grin on his face, besides the ingratiation that was all around him. He looked at Loughlan and said, in an adenoidal New Jersey kind of voice, "A shot of whisky and a can of Banntyne's. I'm Devlin, Fleur Devlin. How are you?" His salutation was towards the three of them. While Loughlan was pouring out the brimming whisky measure, and was piercing the can of ale, Curry, Mike Curry, the chemist up at Dupont's said, friendly, "You're new around these parts, Mr. Devlin? My name's Curry, Michael. This is John Ryan and Frank Loughlan." The sour Irish grin came on the more at that. He was lifting his tippling whisky measure up and he supped at it, put it down, before he answered: "No, I'm not so new about here, Mr. Curry. Mr. Loughlan. Mr. Ryan." He bowed at all three of them, a stiff prize fighter's sort of bow, and went on with his drinking, and all the others went on with their talking, about a band. When they looked up and around at Devlin, he was gone. 
 
              After his first appearance at Loughlan's in September he came to be there more and more. Nobody ever saw him come and go. John Ryan would turn around, and there would be Devlin, or Michael Curry would look up from the lacing of his emptying glass of beer and would see him. Loughlan would nod to him and, by and by, he was entering into their conversation, so quietly, so deftly, that they did not notice it. More and more the forming of a band was in the minds of them all, but never a word about that topic from Fleur Devlin until one night, stiffly, awkwardly, seemingly reluctant, he pushed across a post card to the three of them, for it was Loughlan, Curry and Ryan who mattered; the rest of the men barely noticed Devlin; it was those three that concerned him. "Here," he said, "have a look at that." The post card was a picture of the leader of the Boston Milesian band that was an Irish pipe band, and the leader was wearing a saffron kilt and cloak, the cloak secured over his chest with a huge silver brooch of Tara. Beneath it he was wearing a green jersey, and his hose were emerald green, cross-gartered in white. With brogans on his feet, a feathered caubeen aloft on his head, with huge white gauntlets and a staff that was better than the bishop's, the leader was a fine and feathered Solomon. Then Devlin passed around to them a picture of one of the pipe band, all kilted and cloaked, with his pipes swung under his oxter handily. The post cards were in color, handtinted. Compared to the Redskins of Mary Immaculate, set beside the skirted and capped Girl Percussioneers of Sacred Heart ... Devlin could see their eyes glazing as they looked at the pictures. There was envy, there was malice, there was pride in their eyes as they stared. "Where did you get these, man?" Loughlan asked and the other two looked at Devlin, listening, agape, asking for it.
 
              Devlin picked up the post cards carefully, pocketed them. "Sure, they're the talk of Boston. That leader now, is Jerry Dever. He's never been out of Boston, a policeman once, and the band are just men from Saint Dyfrig's parish, you know, the patch parish. They got ahold of the pipes after seeing one of those All-Ireland hurling teams come across with their native band. They've been going for two years now, the talk of the town. New York is after them for their parade. One day all bands will be Irish pipe bands, even the Shriners—that rig is unbeatable and the pipes are fine implements for marching music."
 
              Loughlan, Curry and Ryan took all of this in. They wanted to hear it; it sounded attractive. In their minds' eyes they could see the Holy Redeemers putting all the other parishes to shame upon the next Saint Patrick's Day. His finger was trembling as Mike Curry poked Devlin's stiff, strong arm, looking around at the other two as he spoke, "Could we now, could we, do you think, could we ...?" His voice trailed off. He turned his face almost pleadingly towards Devlin.
 
              "There's no reason why not. If Boston can do it, in that old parish, you can. Talk it over with Canon Flood. I'll be back on Friday. If you want to still, I'll tell you more." Then he was gone.
 
              Leaving Mark Conway in charge of the bar, Loughlan and the other two went straightway around to the Clergy House. Old Canon Flood was as silly as those three were. The pipes, the kilts, and oh! the days of the Kerry dances! Ireland divided never shall be free! He was sold on the idea as soon as they broached it. He went off to bed beaming, thinking how out of joint would be the nose of Monsignor Kirk-Caffrey, of Mary Immaculate, when he, just a Canon, came marching along ahead of his pipers in the parade. "Yerra—that Kirk-Caffrey," he muttered, crawling into bed after saying his prayers. He said that every night, but it had been dim and hopeless for a while, ever since Kirk-Caffrey had broadcast on the Catholic Hour, but with the pipes coming there was juicy bitterness in the saying. The old Canon slept well, like a baby old man, that night.
 
              On Friday night, it was a lovely gaudy smelling autumn night, with the moon riding like a car across the sky, Devlin came to them again in Loughlan's. They looked up, and there he was. There was a glint in his eye and a flush on his cheeks—from the autumn air, they thought. He was looking better than they had ever seen him before, more relaxed, more easy, yet acrid. "Here," he said, getting right into it. "Here, this is a catalog from Quinlan's, in Enniskillen, that's in Ireland, in the north, in the occupied part. Quinlan is the man who makes all the pipes, and he'll send you the kilts or the bolts of saffron too, for a song, since your band will be a come-on for the rest of this part," and he spread before them a colored catalog of pipes and drums and staffs and kilts and bolts of cloth so that all of Loughlan's were crowding around and Devlin was gone.
 
              There and then Michael Curry, a B.S. from Saint Thomas Aquinas, began to make out the order. Twenty sets of pipes, the small, handy ones, all beribboned, bolts of saffron, an enormous silver-knobbed staff—the order went off airmail that night, with Loughlan sending a check along with it, that Canon Flood repaid him the next morning.
 
              It was all over the parish in a day or so. Tim Coghlan, the tailor, stopped making the mourning for the women that was his steady trade and moved his machine into the basement of the Clergy House, waiting for the bolts of saffron to arrive, to get busy on them. There was a mean, gombeen streak in Loughlan, else he would not have had a tavern, and there was the meanness of a clerk in Curry, which was why they picked the small pipes, and the uncut cloth instead of the kilts. Devlin did not have to tell them anything—as usual, he left it up to them, and, not being good men, that was enough.
 
              It was true enough what Devlin said, about Quinlan's being anxious for the order. There had been a rash of pipe bands all over the States but it was the colonial Scots piping and the tartan regalia that had caught on, and that Quinlan's organization was bucking, for a brief while, so it was that the whole paraphernalia arrived in no time at all, in a matter of weeks.
 
              The boxes were delivered to the railroad express office, just as they were closing. Larry Costello mentioned it at Loughlan's that night, and Loughlan called Canon Flood who called up the railroad, got the keys from Costello, the silly old man, and, along with half the men of the parish, went down to the express office to pick up the boxes. They just couldn't wait.
 
              It was a quiet, jostling, eager crowd of men that carried and followed the boxes into the parish hall that night. They all gathered around while Loughlan crowbarred them open. The wee pipes, with their ribbons on them, were passed around like babies, and laid on the cafeteria table, one, two, three, four, five ... until there were twenty of the little strangers, and the staff, that came in sections, was fitted together and hoisted from hand to hand. The Holy Redeemers, and their pastor along with them, were filled with a strange excitement that early winter night. Devlin was among them, although they did not see him. They fingered the pipes ignorantly, timidly, until the Whistler Molloy came upon the scene, panting, still begrimed from working in his paint and body shop. They all parted for the Whistler to get a go at the pipes, for it was a queer thing: there was no musical instrument that the Whistler could not master, after a fashion, in no time at all. He played none of them well, not having either the patience or the desire, but he could coax music out of all of them, and, sitting on a chair, after a few puffs and blowings up into the chill and wintry air of the unused parish hall, there came the note of the pipes, a squeaking squealing true note, and the Whistler went off on his virgin instrument into a quavering rendition of Hail Queen of Heaven the Ocean Star. It sounded weird, wonderful and strange, and the Whistler Molloy became the bandmaster forthwith. Parky Hart, who had served in the British Army until recently, when his uncle had brought him over here, was swinging around the staff and flinging it up against the ceiling until the plaster cracked and flaked. He had an air with it, and was a fine supple figure of a man, so he became the leader, there and then on the spot. Before the night was an hour older the twenty pipers had been selected, with their substitutes; in a corner Corny Duane was picking out the drummers from the young teen-age bucks and altar servers, and Tim Coghlan the tailor was running the lovely golden saffron stuff through his hands and was loving it; he had seen nothing like it before; he would have been a good tailor, with half a chance.
 
              The Canon's mouth was working with excitement. His hands were shaking with it.
 
              "Here now, men," he spluttered, and the bustle and the talking quenched as the docile men turned towards their pastor. "Tomorrow night, and every Tuesday and Friday night there will be practice here for tire band, under Mr. Molloy."
 
              Mr. Molloy bowed.
 
              "The drums will practice under Mr. Duane in the basement of the Clergy House on Sunday mornings after the Sung Mass, and on every Wednesday when there is not a Legion of Mary meeting."
 
              Mr. Duane bowed.
 
              "Mr. Hart, you will practice with the staff out on the football field of Aquinas College after their night games. I'll arrange with Professor Dogan about the lights."
 
              Mr. Hart bowed.
 
              The Canon took a deep breath. "Now, for the fittings." The men stirred, gathered around him. "I have retained the services of Mr. Coghlan. He is waiting now for the selected bandsmen and their alternates to make their appointments." The men began to make towards Tim Coghlan even before the Canon had ceased talking.
 
              All through the snowed-hard winter the Holy Redeemers set about becoming an Irish pipe band. Whenever they met men from the other parishes, at missions, or at Saint Vincent de Paul conferences, they were arrogant, secretive and unbearable. Even the Bishop noticed the old Canon's newly come spryness and bonhomie at Chancery meetings, and he hoped that it meant that Monsignor Kirk-Caffrey was in for a tumble, for ever since the Catholic Hour debut, even His Excellency had taken up to saying "Yerrah—that Kirk-Caffrey" as he crawled into bed, after his prayers, but, with his Ph.D. from Laval, the Bishop said it in French-Canadian Latin, which made it sound infinitely worse.
 
              Devlin was here, there, and everywhere as the winter wore through. He was advising Tim Coghlan, the woman's tailor, about the set of the kilts. Through Mike Curry, since Devlin kept away from the Canon, he got the idea across that the pipers and the rest of the band should wear long drawers dyed emerald green under their kilts. The Canon was rather dubious about it until Mike Curry muttered something about Holy Purity and at that His Reverence wanted to fit them up with football pants; a compromise was reached whereby the whole band wore long drawers dyed emerald green and the basketball shorts as well, the same color, under their kilts. While the Whistler Molloy worked away instructing in the pipes, Devlin was around also. Nobody actually ever saw him, that they could swear to, but he was there all right.
 
              While the alternates would be piping the first section would be getting their kilts and cloaks fitted by pin-mouthed Coghlan. A bibulous bonnetmaker, whom the Good Shepherd nuns were looking after, was released into the Canon's custody to make the caubeens, and Ronald Coney the poulterer, although an unfortunate Methodist himself, came up nobly with the feathers, so that Maggie Ellen Cooney, the bonnetmaker, had plenty of them for decorating the hats. The men spent hours greasing their brogans and the Irish Alouetts, a neighborhood ice hockey team, donated them a set of long green stockings and suspenders. Instead of green jerseys they all had T-shirts vatted an emerald green. Bit by bit they were getting together, so that a team of them would be practicing marching out the football pitch under Parky Hart who would lead them, swinging his staff, while another team of them would be squatting piping under the Whistler Molloy, and the rest would be getting a fitting from Tim Coghlan or Maggie Ellen Cooney. The drummers beat their way through skins before the winter was over, and the whole Clergy House used to whirr to their reverberations, but the Canon never minded, and would one of the curates complain?—there was not the slightest chance of that. The only one man enough to stand up to the Canon was the housekeeper, the widowed Mary Slavin, the Canon's sister, but she loved the drumming, being of a musical nature.
 
              Tim Coghlan had never worked so hard in his life. He had his meals brought to him, and he unwound himself from his machine only to fall nightly into an exhausted sleep. The poor old man, it was too much for him. It will weaken him until the end of his days; he is in his eighties now. By dint of his efforts the kilts and the cloaks were ready with the bonnets with days to spare, and, on the Friday, March 15, for the parade was on the Sunday following, the Canon called for a dress parade rehearsal on the Aquinas College football field at 9 o'clock at night.
 
              For hours before the parade there was an Iron Curtain around the arena. It was as if Notre Dame, the whole team, with their offensive and defensive chaplains, had come to Han-ford to practice out their secret Romish plays for their coming attack upon that band of young Masons, the Navy. There was not a chance of a stranger getting in to see the performance. In an excess of zeal, Canon Flood even sent Father Corbett up in a helicopter to give him a bird's-eye picture of the proceeding. The poor young priest was prostrate for weeks after it, being a nervous, mystical, airsick kind of cleric. The finger of God may have been pointing at him, saving the pale young curate from Devlin, for the airsickness excused him from the Sunday processional, where down went the other curate, that would-be man-about-town kind of cleric, Father Twomey.
 
              Under the cold glare of the lights the pipers, the drummers, the leader assembled. Canon Flood and Father Twomey, surrounded by the triumvirate and their cronies huddled in a group, for it was a chill March night. Devlin was around, watching. This was the first time that the whole equipage had been tried out together, for while some men had been marching the others had been learning piping, and while some were getting fitted, the others were rehearsing. This was the first time, then, that equipped, dressed, and standing the pipers were to march in all their green and saffron glory. The Canon licked his lips nervously; it was an apprehensive audience altogether. They had boasted loud and long—now they were about to see—what? Is it any wonder that they were nervous, and the pipers, too?
 
              Parky Hart, the leader, bestaffed, kilted and cloaked, gauntletted like the goat-major of the Welsh, called up the band to order. The men came up like ramrods at his word of command, but when Parky swung around heel and toe to report "All Correct" to the bandmaster Whistler Molloy, who was writhing nervously beyond him, Parky turned, but his cloak did not, the saffron cloak slowly billowed around after him, like a dusky golden djinn descending. In its falling folds the rigid Parky was lost to sight, but, old soldier, he stood firm until the cloak subsided, and then he stepped out briskly stamping to where the Whistler was nervously awaiting. Parky started to stamp across, but as soon as he began to step out the skirt-like quality that Tim Coghlan the woman's tailor had imparted to the kilt—how could he know better? with Devlin whispering to him, the poor man?—held Parky hobbled and spancelled, so that the brisk straight proud military walk degenerated into a cat-like feminine progression. It was as if Theda Bara was back at it again. The men had either to slink along like women or shuffle along like Charlie Chaplin, for they were men in women's skirts, and the long drawers and the suspenders, the stockings and the basketball shorts, all under the kilts, under Coghlan's kilts, gave them a bustled appearance that somehow missed being seductive. It was a queer sight altogether.
 
              The men sidled and shuffled around the football field, under the hard lights, below the hovering helicopter, trying to keep in time with the drums that somehow tapped out a true beat. The Canon and his company were sick with apprehension, but so far it only looked not well, and the bobbing plumes and the lovely colors gave the scene something of beauty, but then the Whistler Molloy gave the signal to the pipers to play.
 
              The pipers, with their beribboned bagpipes snugly tucked, bent down to put their mouths to the reed; they bent, they bent, they bent until their shoulders were pulled down, until their knees were pummeling their stomachs, and still they could not get their piping started. All that would come from some of them was a sobbing droning wail that echoed through the field, frightening. The marching had faltered to a halt while the men tried to get the chanter into their mouths, looking like babies trying to swipe their bottles. It was an awful, grotesque, silly sight, to see skirted men in bonnets trying with flickering tongues to get a hold of the reeds. It was too much for the Canon.
 
              "Stop, men, stop." He walked among them, trembling with cold and yet sweating. "There must be a knack that you haven't mastered yet, in the standing-up playing of the pipes." He turned distraught to Loughlan. "Is there no one here who knows anything about the pipes, Mr. Loughlan? Is there no man at all?" This old voice was shaking.
 
              "There is, Canon." Young Jimmy Dacy broke his before Loughlan could answer. Jimmy was one of the drummer boys. "There is Brother Austin, Canon, up at the College here, he knows about the pipes. He was playing the pipes in an English class, my brother told me."
 
              Canon Flood turned his eyes to the faculty residence that abutted the football field. There was a figure coming towards them from the residence, a thin foxfaced bristling little Christian Brother it was. "I'm Brother Austin," he snapped at the faltering Canon. He went past him and took one of the pipes away from one of the men. He held it out in front of him, the drooping wee beribboned thing, like a priest at the baptismal font. There was silence. Steam was coming up off all of the men, into the still cold illuminated air. The roar of the helicopter was the only sound.
 
              Brother Austin was a Kerryman, with all the dramatic characteristics of that nation. He held the pipes before him silently, then lifted it to his eyes, intoning in a honking voice.
 
              "I wouldn't doubt it. I wouldn't doubt it. I might have known." He turned on Canon Flood that look that Christian Brothers reserve for priests.
 
              "These are not marching pipes at all. This wee thing here is a peace pipe, meant to be played at dances, sitting down. It's the war pipes you need for marching. Here, I'll show you."
 
              Across the football pitch there came running, holding his cassock up with one hand, a young seminarian. Under his other arm he had the pipes of Brother Austin that, beside the pipes of the Holy Redeemer looked as big as a plucked turkey looks beside a plucked Hungarian pheasant. Brother Austin took his pipes from the panting messenger, and hoisted them under his arm. He blew them up and then, in his cassock and on the frozen turf of the lip-up field he began to pace slowly and majestically as he played the great lament of O'Hussey for the Maguire. The sonorous stately sobbing of his piping was a revelation to the Holy Redeemers. All around the field the little Christian Brother paced, and deep down, in all his disconcerted listeners, there flickered for a little while the flame of race.
 
              He came to a halt in front of the Canon and unlimbered his great instrument. He felt sorry for the old man, for the Holy Redeemers, although he didn't want to. That was why he played his pipes all too seldom—he felt sorry for people after it, which is no way for a teacher of English Composition to feel.
 
              "Look, Canon, I'll tell you what I'll do. On Sunday, I'll march with your men, and while they pluck away at their little pipes, holding them up to their mouths like ... like balloons, I'll pipe away in the midst of them." He looked around at all the finery. "Bedam, nobody will ever notice me in the midst of all this shrubbery finery anyway," and that is the way it was.
 
              The parade was the next day. The sidewalk was crowded with the women and children, the old, and the foreigners. The Holy Redeemers marched along as well as they could, fairly well at ease, with the drums tapping out and with Brother Austin in the midst of them pacing along in his old Prince Albert coat, with his black fedora pushed back on his head, with distended cheeks carrying the burden of the tunes, while the Holy Redeemer pipers with abstracted fingering and wandering eyes did what they could. Then, as they approached Castle Street, a queer and terrible thing happened. Devlin appeared in front of them. The only men who did not see him were Brother Austin and the Canon, and they turned right into Main Street, the Christian Brother piper playing away, and the old priest following him, while Parky Hart, with a wild wordless scream threw his staff high into the air and as he caught it he turned left, through the gaping crowd, toward the Seven Corners, and the band and the Holy Redeemers followed him, who followed Devlin. The pipers broke into a jigging queer unpracticed tune that had queer and pagan undertones. They were stirred up, so that some were shuffling and some were sidling, and their crouching nickering sort of gait caused by the new strange tune caused the feathers of adjacent caubeens to entangle. The crisscrossing of their hose unwound so that they tripped and stumbled. A wind, hot and sultry, came up from nowhere, and billowed out their cloaks, so that the men of the parish, bemused and stupid, followed behind a billowing quaking saffron cloud. To the rest of the parade the left turn of the Holy Redeemers was both a puzzle and a pleasure, but pity came as they looked at the Old Canon, bereft, fingering his lip, standing alone in the middle of the road, until Brother Austin pulled him off on to the sidewalks. The whole remaining parade slowed down to a halt, all listening to the fainting queer and devilish music that went towards Seven Corners. It faded away. It was heard no more. The streets that led to Seven Corners were deserted on that Sunday afternoon—everybody was out watching along Main Street. The Holy Redeemers turned towards Seven Corners, and they have not been seen since.
 
              All the men were taken, every one. The parish is now un-husbanded and fatherless. The men were no worse than thousands like them, but Devlin got them, for a while for sure, maybe for eternity. This is a strange, uneasy story, with no final ending ...
 
-
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-
 
              Mavis Bascom read the letter hastily and passed it across the. breakfast table to her husband, Fred, who read the first paragraph and exclaimed, "She'll be here this afternoon!" but neither Mavis nor the two children heard him because the cereal box was going "Boom! Boom!" so loudly. Presently it stopped and the bread said urgently, "One good slice deserves another! How about another slice all round, eh, Mother?" Mavis put four slices into the toaster, and then there was a brief silence. Fred wanted to discuss the impending visit, but his daughter Kitty got in ahead of him, saying,
 
              "Mom, it's my turn to choose the next cereal, and this shot-from-a-cannon stuff is almost gone. Will you take me to the store this afternoon?"
 
              "Yes, dear, of course. I must admit I'll be glad when this box is gone. 'Boom, boom, boom,' that's all it ever says. And some of the others have such nice songs and jingles. I don't see why-ever you picked it, Billy."
 
              Billy was about to answer when his father's cigarette package interrupted, "Yessir, time to light up a Chesterfield! Time to enjoy that first mild, satisfying smoke of the day."
 
              Fred lit a cigarette and said angrily, "Mavis, you know I don't like you to say such things in front of the children. It's a perfectly good commercial, and when you cast reflections on one, you're undermining all of them. I won't have you confusing these kids!"
 
              "I'm sorry, Fred," was all Mavis had time to answer, because the salt box began a long and technically very interesting talk on iodization.
 
              Since Fred had to leave for the office before the talk was over, he telephoned back to Mavis about her grandmother's visit. "Mavis," he said, "she can't stay with us! You'll have to get her out just as soon as possible."
 
              "All right, Fred. I don't think she'll stay very long anyway. You know she doesn't like visiting us anymore than you like having her."
 
              "Well, the quicker she goes the better. If anybody down here finds out about her I'll be washed up with MV the same day!"
 
              "Yes, Fred, I know. I'll do the best I can."
 
              Fred had been with the Master Ventriloquism Corporation of America for fifteen years. His work had been exceptional in every respect and, unless "word leaked out about Mavis' grandmother, he could expect to remain with it for the rest of his life. He had enjoyed every step of the way from office boy to his present position as Assistant Vice-President in Charge of Sales, though he sometimes wished he could have gone into the technical end of it. Fascinating, those huge batteries of machines pouring out their messages to the American people. It seemed to him almost miraculous, the way the commercials were broadcast into thin air and picked up by the tiny discs embedded in the bottle or can or box or whatever wrapping contained the product, but he knew it involved some sort of electronic process that he couldn't understand. Such an incredibly complex process, yet unfailingly accurate! He had never heard of the machines making a mistake; never, for instance, had they thrown a shoe polish commercial so that it came out of a hair tonic bottle. Intrigued though he was by the mechanical intricacies of Master Ventriloquism, however, he had no head for that sort of thing, and was content to make his contribution in the sales end.
 
              And quite a contribution it was. Already in the two short years since his promotion to Assistant Vice-President he had signed up two of the toughest clients that had ever been brought into the MV camp. First had been the telephone company, now one of the fattest accounts on the Corporation's books. They had held out against MV for years, until he, Fred, hit upon the idea that sold them—a simple message to come from every telephone, at fifteen-minute intervals throughout the MV broadcasting day, reminding people to look in the directory before dialing information. After the telephone company coup, Fred became known around the Corporation as a man to watch. He hadn't rested on his laurels. He had, if anything, topped his telephone performance. MV had pretty much given up hope of selling its services to the dignified, the conservative New York Times. But Fred went ahead and did it. He'd kept the details a secret from Mavis. She'd see it for the first time tomorrow morning. Tomorrow morning! Damn! Grandmother would be here. You could bet she'd make some crack and spoil the whole thing.
 
              Fred honestly didn't know if he would have gone ahead and married Mavis if he'd known about her grandmother.
 
              For the sad fact of the matter was that Grandmother had never adjusted to MV. She was the only person he and Mavis knew who still longed for the "good old days," as she called them, the days before MV, and she yapped about them ad nauseam. She and her "A man's home is his castle"—if he'd heard her say it once he'd heard her say it 500 times. Unfortunately, it wasn't just that Grandmother was a boring old fool who refused to keep up with the times. The sadder fact of the matter was that she had broken the law, and today was finishing a five-year prison term. Did any other man here at MV have such a cross to bear?
 
              Again and again he and Mavis had warned Grandmother that her advanced years would not keep her from being clapped into jail, and they hadn't. She'd gone absolutely wild on the day the Supreme Court had handed down the Earplug Decision. It was the climax of a long and terribly costly fight by the MV Corporation. The sale of earplugs had grown rapidly during the years MV was expanding, and just at a peak period, when MV had over 3,000 accounts, National Earplug Associates, Inc. had boldly staged a country-wide campaign advertising earplugs as the last defense against MV. The success of the campaign was such that the Master Ventriloquism Corporation found itself losing hundreds of accounts. MV sued immediately and the case dragged through the courts for years. Judges had a hard time making up their minds. Some sections of the press twaddled about "captive audiences." The MV Corporation felt reasonably certain that the Supreme Court justices were sensible men, but with its very existence at stake there was nerve-racking suspense until the decision was made. National Earplug Associates, Inc. was found guilty of Restraint of Advertising, and earplugs were declared unconstitutional.
 
              Grandmother, who was visiting Fred and Mavis at the time, hit the ceiling. She exhausted herself and them with her tirades, and swore that never never never would she give up her earplugs.
 
              MV's representatives in Washington soon were able to get Congress to put teeth into the Supreme Court's decision, and eventually, just as Fred and Mavis predicted, Grandmother joined the ridiculous band who went to jail for violating the law prohibiting the use or possession of earplugs.
 
              That was some skeleton for anybody, let alone an executive of MV, to have in his closet! Luckily, it had, up to now, remained in the closet, for at no time during her trial or afterwards did Grandmother mention having a relative who worked for the Corporation. But they had been lulled into a false sense of security. They assumed that Grandmother would die before finishing her prison term and that the problem of Grandmother was, therefore, solved. Now they were faced with it all over again. How were they going to keep her from shooting off her mouth before their friends and neighbors? How persuade her to go away and live in some distant spot?
 
              Fred's secretary broke in on these worrisome thoughts, bringing him an unusually large batch of morning mail. "Seems there's kind of an unfavorable reaction to the new Pratt's Airotsac campaign. Forty-seven letters of protest already-read 'em and weep," she said saucily, and returned to her own office.
 
              Fred picked a letter out of the pile and read: 
 
-
Dear Sirs,
              Like most mothers, I give my baby Pratt's Airotsac very time she cries for it. For the past few days, however, it has seemed to me that she has cried for it much more often than usual. Then I heard about the new Pratt's Airotsac commercial, and caught on that part of the time it wasn't my baby but the MV baby crying. I think it's a very cute idea, but am wondering if you could possibly use another baby because the one you have now sounds so much like mine and I cannot tell them apart so that I do not know when my baby is actually crying for Pratt's Airotsac and when it's the MV baby. Thanking you in advance for anything you can do about this, and with all good wishes for your continued success, I am,
Mrs. Mona P. Hayes.
-
 
              Fred groaned and flipped through some of the other letters. The story was the same—mothers not knowing whether it was their own baby or the MV baby and consequently confused as to when to administer the medicine. Dopes! Why didn't they have sense enough to put the Airotsac bottle at the other end of the house from the baby, and then they could tell by the direction the sound came from whether it was a bona fide baby or an advertising baby! Well, he'd have to figure out some way to change it, since many of the letters reported babies getting sick from overdoses. The Master Ventriloquism Corporation certainly didn't want to be responsible for that sort of thing.
 
              Underneath the forty-seven complaints was a memo from the Vice-President in Charge of Sales, congratulating Fred on his brilliant handling of the New York Times. Ordinarily, this would have made it a red-letter day, but what with Grandmother and Pratt's, Fred's day was already ruined.
 
              Mavis' day was not going well, either.
 
              She felt uneasy, out-of-sorts, and in the lull between the Breakfast Commercials and the Cleaning Commercials she tried to analyze her feelings. It must be Grandmother. Perhaps it was true, as Fred said, that Grandmother was a bad influence. It wasn't that she was right. Mavis believed in Fred, because he was her husband, and believed in the MV Corporation, because it was the largest corporation in the entire United States. Nevertheless, it upset her when Fred and Grandmother argued, as they almost always did when they were together.
 
              Anyway, maybe this time Grandmother wouldn't be so troublesome. Maybe jail had taught her how wrong it was to try to stand in the way of progress. On this hopeful note her thinking ended, for the soap powder box cried out, "Good morning, Mother! What say we go after those breakfast dishes and give our hands a beauty treatment at the same time? You know, Mother, no other soap gives you a beauty treatment while you wash your dishes. Only So-Glow, So-Glow, right here on your shelf, waiting to help you. So let's begin, shall we?"
 
              While washing the dishes, Mavis was deciding what dessert to prepare. She'd bought several new ones the day before, and now they all sounded so good she couldn't make up her mind which to use first. The commercial for the canned apple pie ingredients was a little playlet, about a husband coming home at the end of a long hard day, smelling the apple pie, rushing out to the kitchen, sweeping his wife off her feet, kissing her saying, "That's my girl!" It sounded promising to Mavis, especially when the announcer said any housewife who got to work right this minute and prepared that apple pie could be almost certain of getting that reaction from her husband.
 
              Then there was a cute jingle from the devil's food cake mix, sung by a trio of girls' voices with a good swing band in the background. If she'd made the mistake of buying only one box, it said, she ought to go out and buy another before she started baking because one of these luscious devil's food cakes would not be enough for her hungry family. It was peppy and made Mavis feel better. She checked her shelves and, finding she had only one box, jotted it down on her shopping list.
 
              Next, from the gingerbread mix box, came a homey-type commercial that hit Mavis all wrong with its: "MMMMMMMMM, yes! Just like Grandmother used to make!"
 
              After listening to several more, she finally decided to use a can of crushed pineapple. "It's quick! It's easy! Yes, Mother, all you do is chill and serve." That was what she needed, feeling the way she did.
 
              She finished the dishes and was just leaving the kitchen when the floor wax bottle called out, "Ladies, look at your floors! You know that others judge you by your floors. Are you proud of yours? Are they ready—spotless and gleaming for the most discerning friend who might drop in?" Mavis looked at her floors. Definitely, they needed attention. She gave them a hasty going over with the quick-drying wax, grateful, as she so often was, to MV for reminding her.
 
              In rapid succession, then, MV announced that now it was possible to polish her silverware to a higher, brighter polish than ever before; wondered if she weren't perhaps guilty of "H.O.—Hair Odor," and shouldn't perhaps wash her hair before her husband came home; told her at three different times to relax with a glass of cola; suggested that she had been neglecting her nails and might profit from a new coat of enamel; asked her to give a thought to her windows; and reminded her that her home permanent neutralizer would lose its wonderful effectiveness the longer it was kept. By early afternoon she had done the silver and the windows, given herself a shampoo and a manicure, determined to give Kitty a home permanent that very afternoon, and was full of cola. But she was exhausted.
 
              It was a responsibility to be the wife of an MV executive. You had to be sort of an example to the rest of the community. Only sometimes she got so tired! Passing the bathroom, she was attracted by a new bottle of pills that Fred had purchased. It was saying, "You know, folks, this is the time of day when you need a lift. Yessir, if you're feeling listless, tired, run down, put some iron back in your backbone! All you do is take off my top, take out one tablet, swallow it, and feel your strength return!" Mavis was about to do so when an aspirin bottle called out, "I go to work instantly!" and then another aspirin bottle (Why did Fred keep buying new ones before they'd finished up the old ones? It made things so confusing!) said, "I go to work twice as fast!" Aspirin, Mavis suddenly realized, was what she needed. She had a splitting headache, but heavens, how did one know which to take? One of each seemed the only fair solution.
 
              When the children came home from school, Kitty refused to have her hair permanented until her mother took her to the store, as promised. Mavis felt almost unable to face it. What was it Grandmother used to call their supermarket? Hell on earth, hell on wheels, something like that. Mavis, of course, understood that simultaneous MV messages were necessary in the stores in order to give every product a chance at its share of the consumer dollar, but just this afternoon she did wish she could skip it.
 
              Having promised, though, there was nothing to do but get it over with. Billy had to come along too, naturally—both the children loved visiting the supermarket more than most anything else. They made their way down the aisles through a chorus of "Try me ... Try me ... Here is the newer, creamier ... Mother, your children will ... Kiddies, ask Mom to pick the bright green and red package ... Here I am, right here, the shortening all your friends have been telling you about ..."
 
              Billy listened to as many as he could while they were passing by, and for the thousandth time wished that he could hear the store-type commercials at home. Why, some of them were just as good as the home-type! He always tried to talk the supermarket checkers out of tearing off the Buy-Me-Discs, but they always grumbled that them was their orders and they didn't have no time to bother with him. That was one of the reasons Billy had long since decided to be a supermarket checker himself when he grew up. Think of it! Not only would you hear the swell home-type commercials all day while you worked, and be hep to the very latest ones, but you'd get to hear all the store commercials too. And what with the thousands of Buy-Me-Discs he'd be tearing off, as a checker, he bet he could slip some into his pockets from time to time, and then wouldn't his friends envy him, being able to receive store-type commercials at home!
 
              They reached the cereal area, and as always the children were entranced. Their faces shone with excitement as they picked up one box after another, to hear the commercials more clearly. There were sounds of gunfire; all kinds of snapping, crackling, and popping; there were loud shouts of "CRISPIER! NUTTIER! YUMMIER!" There were more modulated appeals, addressed to Mother, about increased nourishment and energy-building; there were the voices of athletes, urging the kids to come on and be one of the gang; there were whinnies of horses and explosive sounds of jets and rockets; there were cowboy songs and hillbilly songs and rhymes and jingles and bands and quartets and trios! Poor Kitty! How could she ever choose?
 
              Mavis waited patiently for twenty minutes, enjoying the children's pleasure even though her headache was growing worse, and then told Kitty that she really must make up her mind.
 
              "OK, Mom, I'll take this one this time," said Kitty. She held the box close to her mother's ear. "Listen to it, Mom, isn't it swell?" Mavis heard a shattering command, "FORWARD, MARCH!" and then what sounded like a thousand marching men. "Crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch," they were shouting in unison, above the noise of their marching feet, and a male chorus was singing something about Crunchies were marching to your breakfast table, right into your cereal bowl. Suddenly, inexplicably, Mavis felt she couldn't stand this every morning. "No, Kitty," she said, rather harshly, "you can't have that one. I won't have all that marching and shouting at breakfast!" Kitty's pretty face turned to a thundercloud, and tears sprang into her eyes. "I'll tell Daddy what you said! I'll tell Daddy if you don't let me have it!" Mavis came to her senses as quickly as she had taken leave of them. "I'm sorry, dear, I don't know what came over me. Of course you can have it. It's a very nice one. Now let's hurry on home so we can give you your permanent before Grandmother comes."
 
              Grandmother arrived just in time for dinner. She kissed the children warmly, though they didn't remember her, and seemed glad to see Mavis and Fred. But it soon became clear that she was the same old Grandmother. She tried, at table, to shout above the dinner commercials, until Mavis had to shush her or the family would have missed them, and she nearly succeeded in spoiling their pleasure in the new Tummy's campaign, which they had been eagerly looking forward to for several days.
 
              Fred knew the kids were going to like it. He had a brand-new roll of Tummys in his pocket, all ready to receive it. It was nicely timed—just as Fred was finishing his pineapple came a loud and unmistakable belch. The children looked startled and then burst into laughter. Mavis looked shocked, and then joined the laughter as a man's voice said, "Embarrassing, isn't it? Supposing that had been you! But what's worse is the distress of suppressing stomach gases. Why risk either the embarrassment or the discomfort? Take a Tummy after each meal and avoid the risk of (the belch was repeated, sending the children into fresh gales of laughter). Yes, folks, be sure it doesn't happen to YOU."
 
              Fred handed Tummys to all of them amidst exclamations from the children, "Gee, Daddy, that's the best yet," and "I can't wait for tomorrow night to hear it again!" Mavis thought it was "very good, very effective." Grandmother, however, took her Tummy tablet, dropped it on the floor, and ground it to powder with her foot. Fred and Mavis exchanged despairing glances.
 
              That evening the children were allowed to sit up late so they could talk to their great-grandmother after the MV went off at eleven. They had been told she'd just returned from a "trip," and when they asked her about it now she made up stories of far away places where she'd been, where there wasn't any MV. Then she went on, while they grew bored, to tell them stories of her girlhood, before MV was invented, long before, as she said, "that fatal day when the Supreme Court opened the door to MV by deciding that defenseless passengers on busses had to listen to commercials whether they wanted to or not."
 
              "But didn't they like to hear the commercials?" Billy asked.
 
              Fred smiled to himself. Sound kid. Sound as a dollar. Grandmother could talk herself cross-eyed but Billy wouldn't fall for that stuff.
 
              "No," Grandmother said, and she seemed very sad, "they didn't like them." She made a visible effort to pull herself together. "You know, Fred, the liquor business is missing a big opportunity. Why, if there were a bottle of Old Overholt here right now, saying, 'Drink me, drink me,' I'd do it!"
 
              Fred took the hint and mixed three nightcaps.
 
              "As a matter of fact," Mavis said, looking proudly at her husband, "Fred can claim a lot of the credit for that. All those liquor companies begged and pleaded with him for time, offered piles of money and everything, but Fred didn't think it would be a good influence in the home, having bottles around telling you to drink them, and I think he's right. He turned down a whole lot of money!"
 
              "That was indeed splendid of Fred. I congratulate him." Grandmother drank her drink thirstily and looked at her watch. "We'd all better get to bed. You look tired, Mavis, and one must, I assume, especially in this household, be up with the MV in the morning."
 
              "Oh yes, we usually are, and tomorrow," Mavis said excitedly, "Fred has a wonderful surprise for us. Some big new account he's gotten and he won't tell us what it is, but it's going to start tomorrow."
 
              Next morning as the Bascoms and Grandmother were sitting down to breakfast there was a loud knock at the door.
 
              "That's it!" shouted Fred. "Come on, everybody!"
 
              They all ran to the door and Fred threw it open. Nobody was there, but a copy of the New York Times was lying on the doorstep, saying,
 
              "Good morning, this is your New York Times! Wouldn't you like to have me delivered to your door every morning? Think of the added convenience, the added ..." Mavis pulled Fred out onto the lawn where he could hear her. "Fred!" she cried, "the New York Times—you sold the New York Times! However did you do it?"
 
              The children crowded around, congratulating him. "Gosh, Dad, that's really something. Did that knocking come right with the message?"
 
              "Yep," said Fred with justifiable pride, "it's part of the message. Look Mavis," he waved his hand up and down the street. In both directions, as far as they could see, families were clustered around their front doors, listening to New York Timeses.
 
              When it was over, the nearer neighbors shouted, "That your idea, Fred?"
 
              " 'Fraid I'll have to admit it is," Fred called back, laughing.
 
              From all sides came cries of "Great work, Fred," and "Swell stuff, Fred," and "Say, you sure are on the ball, Fred." Probably only he and Mavis, though, fully realized what it was going to mean in terms of promotion.
 
              Unnoticed, Grandmother had gone into the house, into her room, and extracted a small box from one of her suitcases. Now she came out of the house again and crossed to the family group on the lawn.
 
              "While you're out here where we can talk, I've something to tell you. It might be better if you sent the children into the house."
 
              Mavis asked Kitty if she weren't afraid of missing her new Crunchies commercial, and the children raced inside.
 
              "I can't stand another day of it," Grandmother said. "I'm sorry, but I've got to leave right now."
 
              "Why Grandmother, you can't—you don't even know where you're going!"
 
              "Oh, I do know where I'm going. I'm going back to jail. It's really the only sensible place for me. I have friends there, and it's the quietest place I know."
 
              "But you can't ..."Fred began.
 
              "But I can," Grandmother replied. She opened her hand and showed them the little box.
 
              "Earplugs! Grandmother! Put them out of sight, quickly. Wherever did you get them?"
 
              Grandmother ignored Mavis' question. "I'm going to telephone the police and ask them to come and get me." She turned and started into the house.
 
              "She can't do that," Fred said wildly.
 
              "Let her go, Fred. She's right, and besides it solves the whole problem."
 
              "But Mavis, if she calls the police here it'll be all over town. I'll be ruined! Stop her and tell her we'll drive her to some other police station!"
 
              Mavis reached her grandmother before Grandmother reached the police, and explained Fred's predicament. A wicked gleam appeared in Grandmother's eye, but it was gone in a second. She looked at Mavis with some tenderness and said all right, just as long as she got back to the penitentiary as quickly as possible.
 
              They all had breakfast. The children, humming the new Crunchies song, marched off to school—they would be told at night that Grandmother had suddenly gone on another "trip"—and Mavis and Fred drove to a town fifty miles away, with Grandmother and her luggage in the back seat. Grandmother was happy and at peace, thinking, as she listened to the gas tanks yelling to be filled up, the spark plugs crying to be cleaned, and all the other parts asking to be checked, or repaired, or replaced, that she was hearing MV for the last time.
 
              But as the Bascoms were driving back home, after depositing Grandmother, it hit Fred all of a sudden. He fairly shouted in his excitement. "Mavis! We've all been blind as bats!"
 
              "How do you mean, dear?"
 
              "Blind, I tell you, blind! I've been thinking about Grandmother in prison, and all the thousands of people in jail and prison, without MV. They don't buy any products, so they don't get any MV. Can you imagine what that does to their buying habits?"
 
              "Yes, you're right, Fred—five or ten or twenty years without it, they probably wouldn't have any buying habits after all that time." She laughed. "But I don't see what you can do about it."
 
              "Plenty, Mavis, and not just about prisons. This is going to revolutionize the Corporation! Do you realize that ever since MV was invented we've just assumed that the discs had to be right with the products? Why? In the name of heaven, why? Take a prison, for instance. Why couldn't we, say, have a little box in each cell where the discs could be kept and that way the prisoners could still hear the MV and it would sort of preserve their buying habits and then when they got out they wouldn't be floundering around?"
 
              "I wonder, Fred, about the prison authorities. You'd have to get their cooperation, I mean they'd have to distribute the discs, wouldn't they?"
 
              Fred was way ahead of her. "We make it a public service, Mavis. Besides the regular MV, we get a few sponsors with vision, some of those big utilities people that like to do good, and they'll be satisfied with just a short plug for their product and then the rest of the message can be for the benefit of the prisoners, like little talks on honesty is the best policy and how we expect them to behave when they get out of jail—things that'll really help prepare them for life on the outside again."
 
              Impulsively, Mavis put her hand on his arm and squeezed it. No wonder she was so proud of her Fred! Who but Fred—Mavis blinked to keep back the tears—who but Fred would think right off, first thing, not just of the money-making side, but of the welfare and betterment of all those poor prisoners!
 
-
 
              The trouble with really accurate extrapolation of known trends is that the result may be, not imaginative fiction, but chilling fact. Even before Captive Audience appeared in print, Miss Griffith wrote us in terror: "I have just returned from a trip to my local supermarket where I discovered that a reasonable facsimile of MV has been installed! There was a big stack of jars of prunes, and coming out from its midst, via tape-recording, one of those ghastly cheerful women's voices saying try the new delicious ready-cooked prunes, why don't you pick up a jar right now, etc., etc., etc., over and over and over."
 
              Even more startling is a UP dispatch, datelined Chicago, July j, 1953, forwarded to us by crime-and-fantasy writer Robert Arthur: "A recent advertising meeting revealed many firms are using booby traps to startle customers into noticing their wares. Among the booby traps is a miniature phonograph that plays a 50-second message. It can be concealed in a car or refrigerator door and starts playing when the door is opened. Some of the tiny phonographs have been hidden in the base of a pop-up toaster display. The advertising pitch comes when the lever is pushed down."
 
              And Dr. B. Stodsky sends us a note from the Chicago Tribune of August 30 which adds a further horror not envisioned by Miss Griffith: "Quaker Oats Company's Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice packages are being shipped to distributors in luminous packages. Altho they appear as conventional cartons, they become luminous when the fluorescent ink on the package is struck by rays from a black light."
 
              We can only add our voices to the prayer with which Miss Griffith closed her desperate communication:
 
god help us all!
 
-
 


SNULBUG
Anthony Boucher
 
 
Historical note: Snully, that incompetent mite, was conjured up some thirteen years ago. The story that chronicled his angry frustration at the insane behavior of People was the first fantasy that Boucher ever published.
 
-
 
              "That's a hell of a spell you're using," said the demon, "if I'm the best you can call up."
 
              He wasn't much. Bill Hitchens had to admit. He looked lost in the center of that pentacle. His basic design was impressive enough—snakes for hair, curling tusks, a sharp-tipped tail, all the works—but he was something under an inch tall.
 
              Bill had chanted the words and lit the powder with the highest hopes. Even after the feeble flickering flash and the damp fizzling zzzt which had replaced the expected thunder and lightning, he had still had hopes. He had stared up at the space above the pentacle waiting to be awe-struck until he had heard that plaintive little voice from the floor wailing, "Here I am."
 
              "Nobody's wasted time and powder on a misfit like me for years," the demon went on. "Where'd you get the spell?"
 
              "Just a little something I whipped up," said Bill modestly.
 
              The demon grunted and muttered something about people that thought they were magicians.
 
              "But I'm not a magician," Bill explained. "I'm a biochemist."
 
              The demon shuddered. "I land the damnedest cases," he mourned. "Working for that psychiatrist wasn't bad enough, I should draw a biochemist. Whatever that is."
 
              Bill couldn't check his curiosity. "And what did you do for a psychiatrist?"
 
              "He showed me to people who were followed by little men and told them I'd chase the little men away." The demon pantomimed shooting motions.
 
              "And did they go away?"
 
              "Sure. Only then the people decided they'd sooner have little men than me. It didn't work so good. Nothing ever does," he added woefully. "Yours won't, either."
 
              Bill sat down and filled his pipe. Calling up demons wasn't so terrifying, after all. Something quiet and homey about it "Oh, yes, it will," he said. "This is foolproof."
 
              "That's what they all think. People—" The demon wistfully eyed the match as Bill lit his pipe. "But we might as well get it over with. What do you want?"
 
              "I want a laboratory for my embolism experiments. If this method works, it's going to mean that a doctor can spot an embolus in the bloodstream long before it's dangerous and remove it safely. My ex-boss, that screwball old occultist Reuben Choatsby, said it wasn't practical—meaning there wasn't a fortune in it for him—and fired me. Everybody else thinks I'm wacky, too, and I can't get any backing. So I need $10,000."
 
              "There" the demon sighed with satisfaction. "I told you it wouldn't work. That's out for me. They can't start fetching money on demand till three grades higher than me. I told you."
 
              "But you don't," Bill insisted, "appreciate all my fiendish subtlety. Look—Say, what is your name?"
 
              The demon hesitated. "You haven't got another of those things?"
 
              "What things?"
 
              "Matches."
 
              "Sure."
 
              "Light me one, please?"
 
              Bill tossed the burning match into the center of the pentacle. The demon scrambled eagerly out of the now cold ashes of the powder and dived into the flame, rubbing himself with the brisk vigor of a man under a needle shower. "There!" he gasped joyously. "That's more like it."
 
              "And now what's your name?"
 
              The demon's face fell again. "My name? You really want to know?"
 
              "I've got to call you something."
 
              "Oh no you don't. I'm going home. No money games for me."
 
              "But I haven't explained yet what you are to do. What's your name?"
 
              "Snulbug." The demon's voice dropped almost too low to be heard.
 
              "Snulbug?" Bill laughed.
 
              "Uh-huh. I've got a cavity in one tusk, my snakes are falling out, I haven't got troubles enough, I should be named Snulbug."
 
              "All right. Now listen, Snulbug, can you travel into the future?"
 
              "A little. I don't like it much, though. It makes you itch in the memory."
 
              "Look, my fine snake-haired friend. It isn't a question of what you like. How would you like to be left there in that pentacle with nobody to throw matches at you?" Snulbug shuddered. "I thought so. Now, you can travel into the future?"
 
              "I said a little."
 
              "And," Bill leaned forward and puffed hard at his corncob as he asked the vital question, "can you bring back material objects?" If the answer was no, all the fine febrile fertility of his spellmaking was useless. And if that was useless, Heaven alone knew how the Hitchens Embolism Diagnosis would ever succeed in ringing down the halls of history, and incidentally saving a few thousand lives annually.
 
              Snulbug seemed more interested in the warm clouds of pipe smoke than in the question. "Sure," he said. "Within reason I can—" He broke off and stared up piteously. "You don't mean—You can't be going to pull that old gag again?"
 
              "Look, baby. You do what I tell you and leave the worrying to me. You can bring back material objects?"
 
              "Sure. But I warn you—"
 
              Bill cut him off short. "Then as soon as I release you from that pentacle, you're to bring me tomorrow's newspaper."
 
              Snulbug sat down on the burned match and tapped his forehead sorrowfully with his tail tip. "I knew it," he wailed. "I knew it. Three times already this happens to me. I've got limited powers, I'm a runt, I've got a funny name, so I should run foolish errands."
 
              "Foolish errands?" Bill rose and began to pace about the bare attic. "Sir, if I may call you that, I resent such an imputation. I've spent weeks on this idea. Think of the limitless power in knowing the future. Think of what could be done with it: swaying the course of empire, dominating mankind. All I want is to take this stream of unlimited power, turn it into the simple channel of humanitarian research, and get me $ 10,000; and you call that a foolish errand!"
 
              "That Spaniard," Snulbug moaned. "He was a nice guy, even if his spell was lousy. Had a solid, comfortable brazier where an imp could keep warm. Fine fellow. And he had to go ask to see tomorrow's newspaper—I'm warning you—"
 
              "I know," said Bill hastily. "I've been over in my mind all the things that can go wrong. And that's why I'm laying three conditions on you before you get out of that pentacle. I'm not falling for the easy snares."
 
              "All right." Snulbug sounded almost resigned. "Let's hear 'em. Not that they'll do any good."
 
              "First: This newspaper must not contain a notice of my own death or of any other disaster that would frustrate what I can do with it."
 
              "But shucks," Snulbug protested. "I can't guarantee that. If you're slated to die between now and tomorrow, what can I do about it? Not that I guess you're important enough to crash the paper."
 
              "Courtesy, Snulbug. Courtesy to your master. But I tell you what: When you go into the future, you'll know then if I'm going to die? Right. Well, if I am, come back and tell me and we'll work out other plans. This errand will be off."
 
              "People," Snulbug observed, "make such an effort to make trouble for themselves. Go on."
 
              "Second: The newspaper must be of this city and in English. I can just imagine you and your little friends presenting some dope with the Omsk and Tomsk Daily Vuskutsukt."
 
              "We should take so much trouble," said Snulbug.
 
              "And third: The newspaper must belong to this space-time continuum, to this spiral of the serial universe, to this Wheel of If. However you want to put it. It must be a newspaper of the tomorrow which I myself shall experience, not of some other, to me hypothetical tomorrow."
 
              "Throw me another match," said Snulbug.
 
              "Those three conditions should cover it, I think. There's not a loophole there, and the Hitchens Laboratory is guaranteed."
 
              Snulbug grunted. "You'll find out."
 
              Bill took a sharp blade and duly cut a line of the pentacle with cold steel. But Snulbug simply dived in and out of the flame of his second match, twitching his tail happily, and seemed not to give a rap that the way to freedom was now open.
 
              "Come on!" Bill snapped impatiently. "Or I'll take the match away."
 
              Snulbug got as far as the opening and hesitated. "Twenty-four hours is a long way."
 
              "You can make it."
 
              "I don't know. Look." He shook his head, and a microscopic dead snake fell to the floor. "I'm not at my best. I'm shot to pieces lately, I am. Tap my tail."
 
              "Do what?"
 
              "Go on. Tap it with your fingernail right there where it joins on."
 
              Bill grinned and obeyed. "Nothing happens."
 
              "Sure nothing happens. My reflexes are all haywire. I don't know as I can make twenty-four hours." He brooded, and his snakes curled up into a concentrated clump. "Look. All you want is tomorrow's newspaper, huh? Just tomorrow's, not the edition that'll be out exactly twenty-four hours from now?"
 
              "It's noon now—" Bill reflected. "Sure, I guess tomorrow morning's paper'll do."
 
              "O.K. What's the date today?"
 
              "August 21."
 
              "Fine. I'll bring you a paper for August 22. Only I'm warning you: It won't do any good. But here goes nothing. Good-by now. Hello again. Here you are." There was a string in Snulbug's horny hand, and on the end of the string was a newspaper.
 
              "But hey!" Bill protested. "You haven't been gone."
 
              "People," said Snulbug feelingly, "are dopes. Why should it take any time out of the present to go into the future? I leave this point, I come back to this point. I spent two hours hunting for this damned paper, but that doesn't mean two hours out of your time here. People—" he snorted.
 
              Bill scratched his head. "I guess it's all right. Let's see the paper. And I know: You're warning me." He turned quickly to the obituaries to check. No Hitchens. "And I wasn't dead in the time you were in?"
 
              "No," Snulbug admitted. "Not dead" he added, with the most pessimistic implications possible.
 
              "What was I then? Was I—"
 
              "I had salamander blood," Snulbug complained. "They thought I was an undine like my mother and they put me in the cold-water incubator when any dope knows salamandry is a dominant. So I'm a runt and good for nothing but to run errands, and now I should make prophecies! You read your paper and see how much good it does you."
 
              Bill laid down his pipe and folded the paper back from the obituaries to the front page. He had not expected to find anything useful there—what advantage could he gain from knowing who won the next naval engagement or which cities were bombed?—but he was scientifically methodical. And this time method was rewarded. There it was, streaming across the front page in vast black blocks:
 
-
MAYOR ASSASSINATED
FIFTH COLUMN KILLS CRUSADER
-
 
              Bill snapped his fingers. This was it. This was his chance. He jammed his pipe in his mouth, hastily pulled a coat on his shoulders, crammed the priceless paper into a pocket, and started out of the attic. Then he paused and looked around. He'd forgotten Snulbug. Shouldn't there be some sort of formal discharge?
 
              The dismal demon was nowhere in sight. Not in the pentacle or out of it. Not a sign or a trace of him. Bill frowned. This was definitely not methodical. He struck a match and held it over the bowl of his pipe.
 
              A warm sigh of pleasure came from inside the corncob.
 
              Bill took the pipe from his mouth and stared at it. "So that's where you are?" he said musingly.
 
              "I told you salamandry was a dominant," said Snulbug, peering out of the bowl. "I want to go along. I want to see just what kind of a fool you make of yourself." He withdrew his head into the glowing tobacco, muttering about newspapers, spells, and, with a wealth of unhappy scorn, people.
 
-
 
              The crusading mayor of Granton was a national figure of splendid proportions. Without hysteria, red-baiting, or strikebreaking, he had launched a quietly purposeful and well-directed program against subversive elements which had rapidly converted Granton into the safest and most American city in the country. He was also a persistent advocate of national, state, and municipal subsidy of the arts and sciences—the ideal man to wangle an endowment for the Hitchens Laboratory, if he were not so surrounded by overly skeptical assistants that Bill had never been able to lay the program before him.
 
              This would do it. Rescue him from assassination in the very nick of time—in itself an act worth calling up demons to perform—and then when he asks, "And how, Mr. Hitchens, can I possibly repay you?" come forth with the whole great plan of research. It couldn't miss.
 
              No sound came from the pipe bowl, but Bill clearly heard the words, "Couldn't it just?" ringing in his mind.
 
              He braked his car to a fast stop in the red zone before the city hall, jumped out without even slamming the door, and dashed up the marble steps so rapidly, so purposefully, that pure momentum carried him up three flights and through four suites of offices before anybody had the courage to stop him and say, "What goes?"
 
              The man with the courage was a huge bull-necked plainclothes man, whose bulk made Bill feel relatively about the size of Snulbug. "All right there," this hulk rumbled. "All right. Where's the fire?"
 
              "In an assassin's gun," said Bill. "And it had better stay there."
 
              Bullneck had not expected a literal answer. He hesitated long enough for Bill to push him to the door marked mayor—private. But though the husky's brain might move slowly, his muscles made up for the lag. Just as Bill started to shove the door open, a five-pronged mound of flesh lit on his neck and jerked.
 
              Bill crawled from under a desk, ducked Bullneck's left, reached the door, executed a second backward flip, climbed down from the table, ducked a right, reached the door, sailed in reverse, and lowered himself nimbly from the chandelier.
 
              Bullneck took up a stand in front of the door, spread his legs in ready balance, and drew a service automatic from its holster. "You ain't going in there," he said, to make the situation perfectly clear.
 
              Bill spat out a tooth, wiped the blood from his eyes, picked up the shattered remains of his pipe, and said, "Look. It's now 12:30. At 12:32 a red-headed hunchback is going to come out on that balcony across the street and aim through the open window into the mayor's office. At 12:33 His Honor is going to be slumped over his desk, dead. Unless you help me get him out of range."
 
              "Yeah?" said Bullneck. "And who says so?"
 
              "It says so here. Look. In the paper."
 
              Bullneck guffawed. "How can a paper say what ain't even happened yet? You're nuts, brother, if you ain't something worse. Now go on. Scram. Go peddle your paper."
 
              Bill's glance darted out the window. There was the balcony facing the mayor's office. And there coming out on it—
 
              "Look!" he cried. "If you won't believe me, look out the window. See on that balcony? The red-headed hunchback? Just like I told you. Quick!"
 
              Bullneck stared despite himself. He saw the hunchback peer across into the office. He saw the sudden glint of metal in the hunchback's hand. "Brother," he said to Bill, "I'll tend to you later."
 
              The hunchback had his rifle halfway to his shoulder when Bullneck's automatic spat and Bill braked his car in the red zone, jumped out, and dashed through four suites of offices before anybody had the courage to stop him.
 
              The man with the courage was a huge bull-necked plainclothes man, who rumbled, "Where's the fire?"
 
              "In an assassin's gun," said Bill, and took advantage of Bullneck's confusion to reach the door marked mayor—private. But just as he started to push it open, a vast hand lit on his neck and jerked.
 
              As Bill descended from the chandelier after his third try, Bullneck took up a stand in front of the door, with straddled legs and drawn gun. "You ain't going in," he said clarifyingly.
 
              Bill spat out a tooth and outlined the situation, "—at 12:33," he ended, "His Honor is going to be slumped over his desk dead. Unless you help me get him out of range. See. It says so here. In the paper."
 
              "How can it? Gwan. Go peddle your paper."
 
              Bill's glance darted to the balcony. "Look, if you won't believe me. See the red-headed hunchback? Just like I told you. Quick! We've got to—"
 
              Bullneck stared. He saw the sudden glint of metal in the hunchback's hand. "Brother," he said, "I'll tend to you later."
 
              The hunchback had his rifle halfway to his shoulder when Bullneck's automatic spat and Bill braked his car in the red zone, jumped out, and—dashed through four suites before anybody stopped him.
 
              The man who did was a bull-necked plain-clothes man, who rumbled—
 
              "Don't you think," said Snulbug, "you've had about enough of this?"
 
              Bill agreed mentally, and there he was sitting in his roadster in front of the city hall. His clothes were unrumpled, his eyes were bloodless, his teeth were all there, and his corncob was still intact. "And just what," he demanded of his pipe bowl, "has been going on?"
 
              Snulbug popped his snaky head out. "Light this again, will you? It's getting cold. Thanks."
 
              "What happened?" Bill insisted.
 
              "People!" Snulbug moaned. "No sense. Don't you see? So long as that newspaper was in the future, it was only a possibility. If you'd had, say, a hunch that the mayor was in danger, maybe you could have saved him. But when I brought it into now, it became a fact. You can't possibly make it untrue."
 
              "But how about man's free will? Can't I do whatever I want to do?"
 
              "Sure. It was your precious free will that brought the paper into now. You can't undo your own will. And, anyway, your will's still free. You're free to go getting thrown around chandeliers as often as you want. You probably like it. You can do anything up to the point where it would change what's in that paper. Then you have to start in again and again and again until you make up your mind to be sensible."
 
              "But that—" Bill fumbled for words, "that's just as bad as ... as fate or predestination. If my soul wills to—"
 
              "Newspapers aren't enough. Time theory isn't enough. So I should tell him about his soul! People—" And Snulbug withdrew into the bowl.
 
              Bill looked up at the city hall regretfully and shrugged his resignation. Then he folded his paper to the sports page and studied it carefully.
 
-
 
              Snulbug thrust his head out again as they stopped in the many-acred parking lot. "Where is it this time?" he wanted to know. "Not that it matters."
 
              "The racetrack."
 
              "Oh—" Snulbug groaned. "I might have known it. You're all alike. No sense in the whole caboodle. I suppose you found a long shot?"
 
              "Darned tooting I did. Alhazred at twenty to one in the fourth. I've got $500, the only money I've got left on earth. Plunk on Alhazred's nose it goes, and there's our $10,000."
 
              Snulbug grunted. "I hear his lousy spell, I watch him get caught on a merry-go-round, it isn't enough, I should see him lay a bet on a long shot."
 
              "But there isn't a loophole in this. I'm not interfering with the future; I'm just taking advantage of it. Alhazred'll win this race whether I bet on him or not. Five pretty $100 parimutuel tickets, and behold: The Hitchens Laboratory!" Bill jumped spryly out of his car and strutted along joyously. Suddenly he paused and addressed his pipe: "Hey! Why do I feel so good?"
 
              Snulbug sighed dismally. "Why should anybody?"
 
              "No, but I mean: I took a hell of a shellacking from that plug-ugly in the office. And I haven't got a pain or an ache."
 
              "Of course not. It never happened."
 
              "But I felt it then."
 
              "Sure. In a future that never was. You changed your mind, didn't you? You decided not to go up there?"
 
              "O. K., but that was after I'd already been beaten up twice."
 
              "Uh-uh," said Snulbug firmly. "It was before you hadn't been." And he withdrew again into the pipe.
 
              There was a band somewhere in the distance and the raucous burble of an announcer's voice. Crowds clustered around the $2 windows, and the five weren't doing bad business. But the $500 window, where the five beautiful pasteboards lived that were to create an embolism laboratory, was almost deserted.
 
              Bill buttonholed a stranger with a purple nose. "What's the next race?"
 
              "Second, Mac."
 
              Swell, Bill thought. Lots of time. And from now on—He hastened to the $100 window and shoved across the five bills which he had drawn from the bank that morning. "Alhazred, on the nose," he said.
 
              The clerk frowned with surprise, but took the money and turned to get the tickets.
 
              Bill buttonholed a stranger with a purple nose. "What's the next race?"
 
              "Second, Mac."
 
              Swell, Bill thought. And then he yelled, "Hey!" A stranger with a purple nose paused and said, " 'Smarter, Mac?"
 
              "Nothing," Bill groaned. "Just everything."
 
              The stranger hesitated. "Ain't I seen you some place before?"
 
              "No," said Bill hurriedly. "You were going to, but you haven't. I changed my mind."
 
              The stranger walked away shaking his head and muttering how the ponies could get a guy.
 
              Not till Bill was back in his roadster did he take the corncob from his mouth and glare at it. "All right!" he barked. "What was wrong this time? Why did I get on a merry-go-round again? I didn't try to change the future!"
 
              Snulbug popped his head out and yawned a tuskful yawn. "I warn him, I explain it, I warn him again, now he wants I should explain it all over."
 
              "But what did I do?"
 
              "What did he do? You changed the odds, you dope. That much folding money on a long shot at a parimutuel track, and the odds change. It wouldn't have paid off at twenty to one the way it said in the paper."
 
              "Nuts," Bill muttered. "And I suppose that applies to anything? If I study the stock market in this paper and try to invest my $500 according to tomorrow's market—"
 
              "Same thing. The quotations wouldn't be quite the same if you started in playing. I warned you. You're stuck," said Snulbug. "You're stymied. It's no use." He sounded almost cheerful.
 
              "Isn't it?" Bill mused. "Now look, Snulbug. Me, I'm a great believer in Man. This universe doesn't hold a problem that Man can't eventually solve. And I'm no dumber than the average."
 
              "That's saying a lot, that is," Snulbug sneered. "People—"
 
              "I've got a responsibility now. It's more than just my $10,-000. I've got to redeem the honor of Man. You say this is the insoluble problem. I say there is no insoluble problem."
 
              "I say you talk a lot."
 
              Bill's mind was racing furiously. How can a man take advantage of the future without in any smallest way altering that future? There must be an answer somewhere, and a man who devised the Hitchens Embolus Diagnosis could certainly crack a little nut like this. Man cannot refuse a challenge.
 
              Unthinking, he reached for his tobacco pouch and tapped out his pipe on the sole of his foot. There was a microscopic thud as Snulbug crashed onto the floor of the car.
 
              Bill looked down half-smiling. The tiny demon's tail was lashing madly, and every separate snake stood on end. "This is too much!" Snulbug screamed. "Dumb gags aren't enough, insults aren't enough, I should get thrown around like a damned soul. This is the last straw. Give me my dismissal!"
 
              Bill snapped his fingers gleefully. "Dismissal!" he cried. "I've got it, Snully. We're all set."
 
              Snulbug looked up puzzled and slowly let his snakes droop more amicably. "It won't work," he said, with an omnisciently sad shake of his serpentine head.
 
              It was the dashing act again that carried Bill through the Choatsby Laboratories, where he had been employed so recently, and on up to the very anteroom of old R. C.'s office.
 
              But where you can do battle with a bull-necked guard, there is not a thing you can oppose against the brisk competence of a young lady who says, "I shall find out if Mr. Choatsby will. see you." There was nothing to do but wait.
 
              "And what's the brilliant idea this time?" Snulbug obviously feared the worst.
 
              "R. C.'s nuts," said Bill. "He's an astrologer and a pyramidologist and a British Israelite—American Branch Reformed—and Heaven knows what else. He ... why, he'll even believe in you."
 
              "That's more than I do," said Snulbug. "It's a waste of energy—"
 
              "He'll buy this paper. He'll pay anything for it. There's nothing he loves more than futzing around with the occult. He'll never be able to resist a good solid slice of the future, with illusions of a fortune thrown in."
 
              "You better hurry then."
 
              "Why such a rush? It's only 2:30 now. Lots of time. And while that girl's gone there's nothing for us to do but cool our heels."
 
              "You might at least," said Snulbug, "warm the heel of your pipe."
 
              The girl returned at last. "Mr. Choatsby will see you."
 
              Reuben Choatsby overflowed the outsize chair behind his desk. His little face, like a baby's head balanced on a giant suet pudding, beamed as Bill entered. "Changed your mind, eh?" His words came in sudden soft blobs, like the abrupt glugs of pouring sirup. "Good. Need you in K-39. Lab's not the same since you left."
 
              Bill groped for the exactly right words. "That's not it, R. C. I'm on my own now and I'm doing all right."
 
              The baby-face soured. "Damned cheek. Competitor of mine, eh? What you want now? Waste my time?"
 
              "Not at all." With a pretty shaky assumption of confidence, Bill perched on the edge of the desk. "R. C," he said, slowly and impressively, "what would you give for a glimpse into the future?"
 
              Mr. Choatsby glugged vigorously. "Ribbing me? Get out of here! Have you thrown out—Hold on! You're the one—Used to read queer books. Had a grimoire here once." The baby-face grew earnest. "What you mean?"
 
              "Just what I said, R. C. What would you give for a glimpse into the future?"
 
              Mr. Choatsby hesitated. "How? Time travel? Pyramid? You figured out the King's Chamber?"
 
              "Much simpler than that. I have here"—he took it out of his pocket and folded it so that only the name and the date line were visible—"tomorrow's newspaper."
 
              Mr. Choatsby grabbed. "Let me see."
 
              "Uh-uh. Naughty. You'll see after we discuss terms. But there it is."
 
              "Trick. Had some printer fake it. Don't believe it."
 
              "All right. I never expected you, R. C, to descend to such unenlightened skepticism. But if that's all the faith you have—" Bill stuffed the paper back in his pocket and started for the door.
 
              "Wait!" Mr. Choatsby lowered his voice. "How'd you do it? Sell your soul?"
 
              "That wasn't necessary."
 
              "How? Spells? Cantrips? Incantations? Prove it to me. Show me it's real. Then we'll talk terms."
 
              Bill walked casually to the desk and emptied his pipe into the ash tray.
 
              "I'm underdeveloped. I run errands. I'm named Snulbug. It isn't enough—now I should be a testimonial!"
 
              Mr. Choatsby stared rapt at the furious little demon raging in his ash tray. He watched reverently as Bill held out the pipe for its inmate, filled it with tobacco, and lit it. He listened awe-struck as Snulbug moaned with delight at the flame.
 
              "No more questions," he said. "What terms?"
 
              "Fifteen thousand dollars." Bill was ready for bargaining.
 
              "Don't put it too high," Snulbug warned. "You better hurry."
 
              But Mr. Choatsby had pulled out his check book and was scribbling hastily. He blotted the check and handed it over. "It's a deal." He grabbed up the paper. "You're a fool, young man. Fifteen thousand! Hmf!" He had it open already at the financial page. "With what I make on the market tomorrow, never notice $15,000. Pennies."
 
              "Hurry up," Snulbug urged.
 
              "Good-by, sir," Bill began politely, "and thank you for—" But Reuben Choatsby wasn't even listening.
 
-
 
              "What's all this hurry?" Bill demanded as he reached the elevator.
 
              "People!" Snulbug sighed. "Never you mind what's the hurry. You get to your bank and deposit that check."
 
              So Bill, with Snulbug's incessant prodding, made a dash to the bank worthy of his descents on the city hall and on the Choatsby Laboratories. He just made it, by stop-watch fractions of a second. The door was already closing as he shoved his way through at 3 o'clock sharp.
 
              He made his deposit, watched the teller's eyes bug out at the size of the check, and delayed long enough to enjoy the incomparable thrill of changing the account from William Hitchens to The Hitchens Research Laboratory.
 
              Then he climbed once more into his car, where he could talk with his pipe in peace. "Now," he asked as he drove home, "what was the rush?"
 
              "He'd stop payment."
 
              "You mean when he found out about the merry-go-round? But I didn't promise anything. I just sold him tomorrow's paper. I didn't guarantee he'd make a fortune off it."
 
              "That's all right. But—"
 
              "Sure, you warned me. But where's the hitch? R. C.'s a bandit, but he's honest. He wouldn't stop payment."
 
              "Wouldn't he?"
 
              The car was waiting for a stop signal. The newsboy in the intersection was yelling "Uxtruh!" Bill glanced casually at the headline, did a double take, and instantly thrust out a nickel and seized a paper.
 
              He turned into a side street, stopped the car, and went through this paper. Front page: MAYOR ASSASSINATED. Sports page: Alhazred at twenty to one. Obituaries: The same list he'd read at noon. He turned back to the date line. August 22. Tomorrow.
 
              "I warned you," Snulbug was explaining. "I told you I wasn't strong enough to go far into the future. I'm not a well demon, I'm not. And an itch in the memory is something fierce. I just went far enough ahead to get a paper with to-morrow's date on it. And any dope knows that a Tuesday paper comes out Monday afternoon."
 
              For a moment Bill was dazed. His magic paper, his $15,000 paper, was being hawked by newsies on every corner. Small wonder R. C. might have stopped payment! And then he saw the other side. He started to laugh. He couldn't stop.
 
              "Look out!" Snulbug shrilled. "You'll drop my pipe. And what's so funny?"
 
              Bill wiped tears from his eyes. "I was right. Don't you see, Snulbug? Man can't be licked. My magic was lousy. All it could call up was you. You brought me what was practically a fake, and I got caught on the merry-go-round of time trying to use it. You were right enough there; no good could come of that magic.
 
              "But without the magic, just using human psychology, knowing a man's weaknesses, playing on them, I made a sirup-voiced old bandit endow the very research he'd tabooed, and do more good for humanity than he's done in all the rest of his life. I was right, Snulbug. You can't lick Man."
 
              Snulbug's snakes writhed into knots of scorn. "People!" he snorted. "You'll find out." And he shook his head with dismal satisfaction.
 
-
 


SHEPHERD'S BOY
Richard Middleton
 
 
Richard Middleton is chiefly remembered today as the creator of possibly the most successful of all humorous ghost stories, The Ghost Ship—an ironically happy fate for the tormented poet and story-teller who strove so desperately to become a colorful Bohemian while starving as a drab clerk, and who committed suicide at 29 ... largely because a publisher's check was delayed in the mails. Next to the familiar title story, the most interesting item in his posthumous the ghost ship & other stories (London: Unwin, 1912) is this curious short sketch, one of the briefest of all ghost stories and certainly the most logically hard-headed.
 
-
 
              The path climbed up and up and threatened to carry me over the highest point of the downs till it faltered before a sudden outcrop of chalk and swerved round the hill on the level. I was grateful for the respite, for I had been walking all day and my knapsack was growing heavy. Above me in the blue pastures of the skies the cloud-sheep were grazing, with the sun on their snowy backs, and all about me the gray sheep of earth were cropping the wild pansies that grew wherever the chalk had won a covering of soil.
 
              Presently I came upon the shepherd standing erect by the path, a tall, spare man with a face that the sun and the wind had robbed of all expression. The dog at his feet looked more intelligent than he. "You've come up from the valley," he said as I passed, "perhaps you've seen my boy?"
 
              "I'm sorry, I haven't," I said, pausing.
 
              "Sorrow breaks no bones," he muttered, and strode away with the dog at his heels. It seemed to me that the dog was apologetic for his master's rudeness.
 
              I walked on to the little hill-girt village, where I had made up my mind to pass the night. The man at the village shop said he would put me up, so I took off my knapsack and sat down on a sackful of cattle cake while the bacon was cooking.
 
              "If you came over the hill, you'll have met shepherd," said the man, "and he'll have asked you for his boy."
 
              "Yes, but I hadn't seen him."
 
              The shopman nodded. "There are clever folk who say you can see him, and clever folk who say you can't. The simple ones like you and me, we say nothing, but we don't see him. Shepherd hasn't got no boy."
 
              "What! Is it a joke?"
 
              "Well, of course it may be," said the shopman guardedly, "though I can't say I've heard many people laughing at it yet. You see, shepherd's boy he broke his neck ...
 
              "That was in the days before they built the fence above the big chalk-pit that you passed on your left coming down. A dangerous place it used to be for the sheep, so shepherd's boy he used to lie along there to stop them dropping into it, while shepherd's dog he stopped them from going too far. And shepherd he used to come down here and have his glass, for he took it then like you or me. He's blue ribbon now.
 
              "It was one night when the mists were out on the hills, and maybe shepherd had had a glass too much, or maybe he got a bit lost in the smoke. But when he went up there to bring them home, he starts driving them into the pit as straight as could be. Shepherd's boy he hollered out and ran to stop them, but four-and-twenty of them went over, and the lad he went with them. You mayn't believe me, but five of them weren't so much as scratched, though it's a sixty-foot drop. Likely they fell soft on top of the others. But shepherd's boy he was done.
 
              "Shepherd he's a bit spotty now, and most times he thinks the boy's still with him. And there are clever folk who'll tell you that they've seen the boy helping shepherd's dog with the sheep. That would be a ghost now, I shouldn't wonder. I've never seen it, but then I'm simple, as you might say.
 
              "But I've had two boys myself, and it seems to me that a boy like that, who didn't eat and didn't get into mischief, and did his work, would be the handiest kind of boy to have about the place."
 
 
-
 
 
The Unquiet Grave
 
"Clump, clump"—in the grave I hear. 
Hark to the tread 
Over my head;
Raise up the tombstone and tell him to halt. 
"Hi, you!
Get off my tummy!"
—Such slander, a gander runs over my grass.
 
"Thump, thump"—no lad but a lass. 
What have we here? 
Eggs in my bier?
Eggs all over my nice, clean vault? 
"Frvtwo!
Alas, poor mummy!"
—Pax vobiscum and pass me the salt.
 
winona mcclintic
 
-
 


STAR LIGHT, STAR BRIGHT
Alfred Bester
 
 
It has often been suggested that science fiction and the mystery novel are bound to meet and fuse as vehicles of intelligent entertainment. There have even been a number of experiments along this line, of which the most successful to date—at once pure science fiction and pure detective story—has been Alfred Bester's striking novel, the demolished man (Shasta, 1953). Here in a shorter story Mr. Bester again brings off the combination at which he so excels, posing a startling problem of suspense-melodrama and resolving it in vividly imaginative terms.
 
-
 
              The man in the car was thirty-eight years old. He was tall, slender, and not strong. His cropped hair was prematurely gray. He was afflicted with an education and a sense of humor. He was inspired by a purpose. He was armed with a phone book. He was doomed.
 
              He drove up Post Avenue, stopped at No. 17 and parked. He consulted the phone book, then got out of the car and entered the house. He examined the postboxes and then ran up the stairs to apartment 2-F. He rang the bell. While he waited for an answer he got out a small black notebook and a superior silver pencil that wrote in four colors.
 
              The door opened. To a nondescript middle-aged lady, the man said: "Good evening. Mrs. Buchanan?"
 
              The lady nodded.
 
              "My name is Foster. I'm from the Science Institute. We're trying to check some flying saucer reports. I won't take a minute." Mr. Foster insinuated himself into the apartment. He had been in so many that he knew the layout automatically. He marched briskly down the hall to the front parlor, turned, smiled at Mrs. Buchanan, opened the notebook to a blank page and poised the pencil.
 
              "Have you ever seen a flying saucer, Mrs. Buchanan?"
 
              "No. And it's a lot of bunk. I—"
 
              "Have your children ever seen them? You do have children?"
 
              "Yeah, but they—"
 
              "How many?"
 
              "Two. Them flying saucers never—"
 
              "Are either of school age?"
 
              "What?"
 
              "School," Mr. Foster repeated impatiently. "Do they go to school?"
 
              "The boy's twenty-eight," Mrs. Buchanan said. "The girl's twenty-four. They finished school a long—"
 
              "I see. Either of them married?"
 
              "No. About them flying saucers, you scientist doctors ought to—"
 
              "We are," Mr. Foster interrupted. He made a tick-tack-toe in the notebook, then closed it and slid it into an inside pocket with the superior pencil. "Thank you very much, Mrs. Buchanan," he said, turned, and marched out.
 
              Downstairs, Mr. Foster got into the car, opened the telephone directory, turned to a page and ran his pencil through a name. He examined the name underneath, memorized the address and started the car. He drove to Fort George Avenue and stopped the car in front of No. 800. He entered the house and took the self-service elevator to the fourth floor. He rang the bell of apartment 4-G. While he waited for an answer he got out the small black notebook and the superior pencil.
 
              The door opened. To a truculent man, Mr. Foster said, "Good evening. Mr. Buchanan?"
 
              "What about it?" the truculent man said.
 
              Mr. Foster said, "My name is Davis. I'm from the Association of National Broadcasters. We're preparing a list of names for prize competitors. May I come in? Won't take a minute."
 
              Mr. Foster/Davis insinuated himself and presently consulted with Mr. Buchanan and his red-headed wife in the living room of their apartment.
 
              "Have you ever won a prize on radio or television?"
 
              "No," Mr. Buchanan said angrily. "We never got a chance. Everybody else does but not us."
 
              "All that free money and iceboxes," Mrs. Buchanan said. "Trips to Paris and planes and—"
 
              "That's why we're making up this list," Mr. Foster/Davis broke in. "Have any of your relatives won prizes?"
 
              "No. It's all a fix. Put-up jobs. They—"
 
              "Any of your children?"
 
              "Ain't got any children."
 
              "I see. Thank you very much." Mr. Foster/Davis played out the tick-tack-toe game in his notebook, closed it and put it away. He released himself from the indignation of the Buchanans, went down to his car, crossed out another name in the phone book, memorized the address of the name underneath and started the car.
 
              He drove to No. 1215 East 68th Street and parked in front of a private brownstone house. He rang the doorbell and was confronted by a maid in uniform.
 
              "Good evening," he said. "Is Mr. Buchanan in?"
 
              "Who's calling?"
 
              "My name is Hook," Mr. Foster/Davis said. "I'm conducting an investigation for the Better Business Bureau."
 
              The maid disappeared, reappeared and conducted Mr. Foster/Davis/Hook to a small library where a resolute gentleman in dinner clothes stood holding a Limoges demitasse cup and saucer. There were expensive books on the shelves. There was an expensive fire in the grate.
 
              "Mr. Hook?"
 
              "Yes, sir," the doomed man replied. He did not take out the notebook. "I won't be a minute, Mr. Buchanan. Just a few questions."
 
              "I have great faith in the Better Business Bureau," Mr. Buchanan pronounced. "Our bulwark against the inroads of—"
 
              "Thank you, sir," Mr. Foster /Davis /Hook interrupted. "Have you ever been criminally defrauded by a business man?"
 
              "The attempt has been made. I have never succumbed."
 
              "And your children? You do have children?"
 
              "My son is hardly old enough to qualify as a victim."
 
              "How old is he, Mr. Buchanan?"
 
              "Ten."
 
              "Perhaps he has been tricked at school? There are crooks who specialize in victimizing children."
 
              "Not at my son's school. He is well protected."
 
              "What school is that, sir?"
 
              "Germanson."
 
              "One of the best. Did he ever attend a city public school?"
 
              "Never."
 
              The doomed man took out the notebook and the superior pencil. This time he made a serious entry. "Any other children, Mr. Buchanan?"
 
              "A daughter. Seventeen."
 
              Mr. Foster/Davis/Hook considered, started to write, changed his mind and closed the notebook. He thanked his host politely and escaped from the house before Mr. Buchanan could ask for his credentials. He was ushered out by the maid, ran down the stoop to his car, opened the door, entered and was felled by a tremendous blow on the side of his head.
 
-
 
              When the doomed man awoke, he thought he was in bed suffering from a hangover. He started to crawl to the bathroom when he realized he was dumped in a chair like a suit for the cleaners. He opened his eyes. He was in what appeared to be an underwater grotto. He blinked frantically. The water receded.
 
              He was in a small legal office. A stout man who looked like an unfrocked Santa Claus stood before him. To one side, seated on a desk and swinging his legs carelessly, was a thin young man with a lantern jaw and eyes closely set on either side of his nose.
 
              "Can you hear me?" the stout man asked. 
 
              The doomed man grunted. 
 
              "Can we talk?" 
 
              Another grunt.
 
              "Joe," the stout man said pleasantly, "a towel."
 
              The thin young man slipped off the desk, went to a corner basin and soaked a white hand towel. He shook it once, sauntered back to the chair where, with the suddenness and savagery of a tiger, he lashed it across the sick man's face.
 
              "For God's sake!" Mr. Foster/Davis/Hook cried.
 
              "That's better," the stout man said. "My name's Herod. Walter Herod, attorney-at-law." He stepped to the desk where the contents of the doomed man's pockets were spread, picked up a wallet and displayed it. "Your name is Warbeck. Marion Perkin Warbeck. Right?"
 
              The doomed man gazed at his wallet, then at Walter Herod, attorney-at-law, and finally admitted the truth. "Yes," he said. "My name is Warbeck. But I never admit the Marion to strangers."
 
              He was again lashed by the wet towel and fell back in the chair, stung and bewildered.
 
              "That will do, Joe," Herod said. "Not again, please, until I tell you." To Warbeck he said, "Why this interest in the Buchanans?" He waited for an answer, then continued pleasantly, "Joe's been tailing you. You've averaged five Buchanans a night. Thirty so far. What's your angle?"
 
              "What the hell is this? Russia?" Warbeck demanded indignantly. "You've got no right to kidnap me and grill me like the MVD. If you think you can—"
 
              "Joe," Herod interrupted pleasantly. "Again, please."
 
              Again the towel lashed Warbeck. Tormented, furious and helpless, he burst into tears.
 
              Herod fingered the wallet casually. "Your papers say you're a teacher by profession, principal of a public school. I thought teachers were supposed to be legit. How did you get mixed up in the inheritance racket?"
 
              "The what racket?" Warbeck asked faintly.
 
              "The inheritance racket," Herod repeated patiently. "The Heirs of Buchanan routine. What kind of parley are you using? Personal approach?"
 
              "I don't know what you're talking about," Warbeck answered. He sat bolt upright and pointed to the thin youth. "And don't start that towel business again."
 
              "I'll start what I please and when I please," Herod said ferociously. "And I'll finish you when I Goddamned well please. You're stepping on my toes and I don't buy it. I've got 75,000 a year I'm taking out of this and I'm not going to let you chisel."
 
              There was a long pause, significant for everybody in the room except the doomed man. Finally he spoke. "I'm an educated man," he said slowly. "Mention Galileo, say, or the lesser Cavalier poets, and I'm right up there with you. But there are gaps in my education, and this is one of them. I can't meet the situation. Too many unknowns."
 
              "I told you my name," Herod answered. He pointed to the thin young man. "That's Joe Davenport."
 
              Warbeck shook his head. "Unknown in the mathematical sense. X quantities. Solving equations. My education speaking."
 
              Joe looked startled. "Jesus," he said without moving his lips. "Maybe he is legit."
 
              Herod examined Warbeck curiously. "I'm going to spell it out for you," he said. "The inheritance racket is a long-term con. It operates something like so: There's a story that James Buchanan—"
 
              "Fifteenth President of the U. S.?"
 
              "In person. There's a story he died intestate leaving an estate for heirs unknown. That was in 1868. Today at compound interest that estate is worth millions. Understand?"
 
              Warbeck nodded. "I'm educated," he murmured.
 
              "Anybody named Buchanan is a sucker for this setup. It's a switch on the Spanish Prisoner routine. I send them a letter. Tell 'em there's a chance they may be one of the heirs. Do they want me to investigate and protect their cut in the estate? It only costs a small yearly retainer. Most of them buy it. From all over the country. And now you—"
 
              "Wait a minute," Warbeck exclaimed. "I can draw a conclusion. You found out I was checking the Buchanan families. You think I'm trying to operate the same racket. Cut in ... cut in? Yes? Cut in on you?"
 
              "Well," Herod asked angrily, "aren't you?"
 
              "Oh God!" Warbeck cried. "That this should happen to me. Me! Thank You, God. Thank You. I'll always be grateful." In his happy fervor he turned to Joe. "Give me the towel," he said. "Just throw it. I've got to wipe my face." He caught the flung towel and mopped himself joyously.
 
              "Well," Herod repeated. "Aren't you?"
 
              "No," Warbeck answered, "I'm not cutting in on you. But I'm grateful for the mistake. Don't think I'm not. You can't imagine how flattering it is for a schoolteacher to be taken for a thief."
 
              He got out of the chair and went to the desk to reclaim his wallet and other possessions. 
 
              "Just a minute," Herod snapped.
 
              The thin young man reached out and grasped Warbeck's wrist with an iron clasp.
 
              "Oh stop it," the doomed man said impatiently. "This is a silly mistake."
 
              "I'll tell you whether it's a mistake and I'll tell you if it's silly," Herod replied. "Just now you'll do as you're told."
 
              "Will I?" Warbeck wrenched his wrist free and slashed Joe across the eyes with the towel. He darted around behind the desk, snatched up a paper weight and hurled it through the window with a shattering crash.
 
              "Joe!" Herod yelled.
 
              Warbeck knocked the phone off its stand and dialed Operator. He picked up his cigarette lighter, flicked it and dropped it into the wastepaper basket. The voice of the operator buzzed in the phone. Warbeck shouted, "I want a policeman!" Then he kicked the flaming basket into the center of the office.
 
              "Joe!" Herod yelled and stamped on the blazing paper.
 
              Warbeck grinned. He picked up the phone. Squawking noises were coming out of it. He put one hand over the mouthpiece. "Shall we negotiate?" he inquired.
 
              "You son of a bitch," Joe growled. He took his hands from his eyes and slid toward Warbeck.
 
              "No!" Herod called. "This crazy fool's hollered copper. He's legit, Joe." To Warbeck he said in pleading tones, "Fix it. Square it. We'll make it up to you. Anything you say. Just square the call."
 
              The doomed man lifted the phone to his mouth. He said, "My name is M. P. Warbeck. I was consulting my attorney at this number and some idiot with a misplaced sense of humor made this call. Please phone back and check."
 
              He hung up, finished pocketing his private property and winked at Herod. The phone rang. Warbeck picked it up, reassured the police and hung up. He came around from behind the desk and handed his car keys to Joe.
 
              "Go down to my car," he said. "You know where you parked it. Open the glove compartment and bring up a brown manila envelope you'll find."
 
              "Go to hell," Joe spat. His eyes were still tearing.
 
              "Do as I say," Warbeck said firmly.
 
              "Just a minute, Warbeck," Herod said. "What's this? A new angle? I said we'd make it up to you, but—"
 
              "I'm going to explain why I'm interested in the Buchanans," Warbeck replied. "And I'm going into partnership with you. You've got what I need to locate one particular Buchanan ... you and Joe. My Buchanan's ten years old. He's worth a hundred times your make-believe million dollars."
 
              Herod stared at him.
 
              Warbeck placed the keys in Joe's hand. "Go down and get that envelope, Joe," he said. "And while you're at it you'd better square that broken window rap. Rap? Rap."
 
-
 
              The doomed man placed the manila envelope neatly on his lap. "A school principal," he explained, "has to supervise school classes. He reviews their work. Estimates progress. Irons out student problems, and so on. This must be done at random. By samplings, I mean. I have 700 pupils in my school. I can't supervise them individually."
 
              Herod nodded. Joe looked blank.
 
              "Looking through some fifth grade work last month," Warbeck continued, "I came across this astonishing document." He opened the envelope and took out a few sheets of ruled composition paper covered with blots and scrawled writing. "It was written by a Stuart Buchanan of the fifth grade. His age must be ten or thereabouts. The composition is entitled: My Vacation. Read it and you'll understand why Stuart Buchanan must be found."
 
              He tossed the sheets to Herod, who picked them up, took out a pair of horn-rim spectacles and balanced them on his fat nose. Joe came around to the back of his chair and peered over his shoulder.
 
-
My Vacatoin
by
Stuart Buchanan
 
   This sumer I vissited my frends. I have 4 frends and they are verry nice. First there is Tommy who lives in the contry and he is an astronnimer. Tommy bilt his own tellescop out of glass 6 inches acros wich he grond himself. He loks at the stars every night and he let me lok even wen it was raining cats & dogs.
-
 
              "What the hell?" Herod looked up, annoyed. "Read on. Read on," Warbeck said.
 
-
cats & dogs. We cold see the stars becaze Tommy made a thing for over the end of the tellescop wich shoots up like a serchlite and makes a hole in the skie to see rite thru the rain and everythinng to the stars.
-
 
              "Finished the astronomer yet?" Warbeck inquired. 
 
              "I don't dig it."
 
              "Tommy got bored waiting for clear nights. He invented something that cuts through clouds and atmosphere ... a funnel of vacuum so he can use his telescope all weather. What it amounts to is a disintegration beam."
 
              "The hell you say."
 
              "The hell I don't. Read on. Read on."
 
-
   Then I went to AnnMary and staied one hole week. It was fun. Becaze AnnMary has a spinak chainger for spinak and beats and strinbeens.
 
-
              "What the hell is a 'spinak chainger'?"
 
              "Spinach. Spinach changer. Spelling isn't one of Stuart's specialties. 'Beats' are beets. 'Strinbeens' are string beans."
 
-
beats and strinbeens. Wen her mother made us eet them AnnMary presed the buton and they staid the same outside onnly inside they become cake. Chery and strowbery. I asted AnnMary how & she sed it was by Enhv.
-
 
              "This, I don't get."
 
              "Simple. Anne-Marie doesn't like vegetables. So she's just as smart as Tommy, the astronomer. She invented a matter-transmuter. She transmutes spinak into cake. Chery or strowbery. Cake she eats with pleasure. So does Stuart."
 
              "You're crazy."
 
              "Not me. The kids. They're geniuses. Geniuses? What am I saying? They make a genius look imbecilic. There's no label for these children."
 
              "I don't believe it. This Stuart Buchanan's got a tall imagination. That's all."
 
              "You think so? Then what about Enhv? That's how Anne-Marie transmutes matter. It took time but I figured Enhv out. It's Planck's quantum equation. E = nhv. But read on. Read on. The best is yet to come. Wait till you get to lazy Ethel."
 
-
   My frend Gorge bilds modell airplanes very good and small. Gorg's hands are clumzy but he makes small men out of moddelling clay and he tels them and they bild for him.
-
 
              "What's this?"
 
              "George, the plane-maker?"
 
              "Yes."
 
              "Simple. He makes miniature androids ... robots ... and they build the planes for him. Clever boy, George, but read about his sister, lazy Ethel."
 
-
His sister Ethel is the lazyist girl I ever saw. She is big & fat and she hates to walk. So wen her mothar sends her too the store Ethel thinks to the store and thinks home with all the pakeges and has to hang arownd Gorg's room hiding untill it wil look like she walked both ways. Gorge and I make fun of her becaze she is fat and lazy but she gets into the movees for free and saw Hoppalong Casidy sixteen times.
 
The End
-
 
              Herod stared at Warbeck.
 
              "Great little girl, Ethel," Warbeck said. "She's too lazy to walk so she teleports. Then she has a devil of a time covering up. She has to hide while George and Stuart make fun of her."
 
              "Teleports?"
 
              "That's right. She moves from place to place by thinking her way there."
 
              "There ain't no such thing!" Joe said indignantly. 
 
              "There wasn't until lazy Ethel came along."
 
              "I don't believe this," Herod said. "I don't believe any of it."
 
              "You think it's just Stuart's imagination?"
 
              "What else?"
 
              "What about Planck's equation? E = nhv?" 
 
              "The kid invented that too. Coincidence." 
 
              "Does that sound likely?"
 
              "Then he read it somewhere."
 
              "A ten-year-old boy? Nonsense."
 
              "I tell you, I don't believe it," Herod shouted. "Let me talk to the kid for five minutes and I'll prove it."
 
              "That's exactly what I want to do ... only the boy's disappeared."
 
              "How do you mean?"
 
              "Lock, stock and barrel. That's why I've been checking every Buchanan family in the city. The day I read this composition and sent down to the fifth grade for Stuart Buchanan to have a talk, he disappeared. He hasn't been seen since."
 
              "What about his family?"
 
              "The family disappeared too." Warbeck leaned forward intensely. "Get this. Every record of the boy and the family disappeared. Everything. A few people remember them vaguely, but that's all. They're gone."
 
              "Jesus," Joe said. "They scrammed, huh?"
 
              "The very word. Scrammed. Thank you, Joe." Warbeck cocked an eye at Herod. "What a situation. Here's a child who makes friends with child geniuses. And the emphasis is on child. They're making fantastic discoveries for childish purposes. Ethel teleports because she's too lazy to run errands. George makes robots to build model planes. Anne-Marie transmutes elements because she hates spinach. God knows what Stuart's other friends are doing. Maybe there's a Matthew who's invented a time machine so he can catch up on his homework."
 
              Herod waved his hands feebly. "Why geniuses all of a sudden? What's happened?"
 
              "I don't know. Atomic radiation? Fluorides in drinking water? Antibiotics? Vitamins? We're doing so much juggling with body chemistry these days who knows what's happening? I want to find out but I can't. Stuart Buchanan blabbed like a child. When I started investigating he got scared and disappeared."
 
              "Is he a genius too?"
 
              "Very likely. Kids generally hang out with kids who share the same interests and talents."
 
              "What kind of a genius? What's his talent?"
 
              "I don't know. All I know is he disappeared. He covered up his tracks, destroyed every paper that could possibly help me locate him and vanished into thin air."
 
              "How did he get into your files?"
 
              "I don't know."
 
              "Maybe he's a crook type," Joe said. "Expert at breaking and entering and such."
 
              Herod smiled wanly. "A racketeer genius? A master-mind? The kid Moriarty?"
 
              "He could be a thief-genius but don't let running away convince you. All children do that when they get caught in a crisis. Either they wish it never happened or they wish they were a million miles away. Stuart Buchanan may be a million miles away but we've got to find him."
 
              "Just to find out is he smart?" Joe asked.
 
              "No, to find his friends. Do I have to diagram it? What would the army pay for a disintegration beam? What would an element-transmuter be worth? If we could manufacture living robots how rich would we get? If we could teleport how powerful would we be?"
 
              There was a burning silence, then Herod got to his feet. "Mr. Warbeck," he said, "you make me and Joe look like pikers. Thank you for letting us cut in on you. We'll pay off. We'll find that kid."
 
-
 
              It is not possible for anyone to vanish without a trace ... even a possible criminal genius. It is sometimes difficult to locate that trace ... even for an expert experienced in hurried disappearances. But there is a professional technique unknown to amateurs.
 
              "You've just been blundering," Herod explained kindly to the doomed man. "Chasing one Buchanan after the other. There are angles. You don't run after a missing party. You look around on his backtrail for something he dropped."
 
              "A genius wouldn't drop anything."
 
              "Let's grant the kid's a genius. Type unspecified. Let's grant him everything. But a kid is a kid. He must have overlooked something. We'll find it."
 
              In three days Warbeck was introduced to the most astonishing angles of search. They consulted the Washington Heights post office about a Buchanan family formerly living in that neighborhood, now moved. Was there any change-of-address card filed? None.
 
              They visited the election board. All voters are registered by wards. If a voter moves from one election district to another, provision is usually made that a record of the transfer be kept. Was there any such record on Buchanan? None.
 
              They called on the Washington Heights office of the gas and electric company. All subscribers for gas and electricity must transfer their accounts if they move. If they move out of town, they generally request the return of their deposit. Was there any record of a party named Buchanan? None.
 
              It is a state law that all drivers must notify the license bureau of change of address or be subject to penalties involving fines, prison or worse. Was there any such notification by a party named Buchanan at the Motor Vehicle Bureau? There was not.
 
              They questioned the R-J Realty Corp., owners and operators of a multiple dwelling in Washington Heights in which a party named Buchanan had leased a four-room apartment. The R-J lease, like most other leases, required the names and addresses of two character references for the tenant. Could the character references for Buchanan be produced? They could not. There was no such lease in the files.
 
              "Maybe Joe was right," Warbeck complained in Herod's office. "Maybe the boy is a thief-genius. How did he think of everything? How did he get at every paper and destroy it? Did he break and enter? Bribe? Burgle? Threaten? How did he do it?"
 
              "We'll ask him when we get to him," Herod said grimly. "All right. The kid's licked us straight down the line. He hasn't forgotten a trick. But I've got one angle I've been saving. Let's go up and see the janitor of their building."
 
              "I questioned him months ago," Warbeck objected. "He remembers the family in a vague way and that's all. He doesn't know where they went."
 
              "He knows something else, something the kid wouldn't think of covering. Let's go get it."
 
              They drove up to Washington Heights and descended upon Mr. Jacob Ruysdale at dinner in the basement apartment of the building. Mr. Ruysdale disliked being separated from his liver & onions but was persuaded by $5.
 
              "About that Buchanan family," Herod began.
 
              "I told him everything before," Ruysdale broke in, pointing to Warbeck.
 
              "All right. He forgot to ask one question. Can I ask it now?"
 
              Ruysdale re-examined the $5 bill and nodded.
 
              "When anybody moves in or out of a building, the superintendent usually takes down the name of the movers in case they damage the building. I'm a lawyer. I know this. It's to protect the building in case suit has to be brought. Right?"
 
              Ruysdale's face lit up. "By Godfrey!" he said. "That's right. I forgot all about it. He never asked me."
 
              "He didn't know. You've got the name of the company that moved the Buchanans out. Right?"
 
              Ruysdale ran across the room to a cluttered bookshelf. He withdrew a tattered journal and flipped it open. He wet his fingers and turned pages.
 
              "Here it is," he said. "The Avon Moving Company. Truck No.G-4."
 
              The Avon Moving Company had no record of the removal of a Buchanan family from an apartment in Washington Heights. "The kid was pretty careful at that," Herod murmured. But it did have a record of the men working truck G-4 on that day. The men were interviewed when they checked in at closing time. Their memories were refreshed with whiskey and cash. They recalled the Washington Heights job vaguely. It was a full day's work because they had to drive the hell and gone to Brooklyn. "Oh God! Brooklyn!" Warbeck muttered. What address in Brooklyn? Something on Maple Park Row. Number? The number could not be recalled.
 
              "Joe, buy a map."
 
              They examined the street map of Brooklyn and located Maple Park Row. It was indeed the hell and gone out of civilization and was twelve blocks long. "That's Brooklyn blocks," Joe grunted. "Twice as long as anywhere. I know."
 
              Herod shrugged. "We're close," he said. "The rest will have to be leg work. Four blocks apiece. Cover every house, every apartment. List every kid around ten. Then Warbeck can check them, if they're under an alias."
 
              "There's a million kids a square inch in Brooklyn," Joe protested.
 
              "There's a million dollars a day in it for us if we find him. Now let's go."
 
              Maple Park Row was a long crooked street lined with five-story apartment houses. Its sidewalks were lined with baby carriages and old ladies on camp chairs. Its curbs were lined with parked cars. Its gutter was lined with crude whitewash stickball courts shaped like elongated diamonds. Every sewer was a home plate.
 
              "It's just like the Bronx," Joe said nostalgically. "I ain't been home to the Bronx in ten years."
 
              He wandered sadly down the street toward his sector, automatically threading his way through stickball games with the unconscious skill of the city-born. Warbeck remembered that departure sympathetically because Joe Davenport never returned.
 
              The first day, he and Herod imagined Joe had found a hot lead. This encouraged them. The second day they realized no heat could keep Joe on the fire for forty-eight hours. This depressed them. On the third day they had to face the truth.
 
              "He's dead," Herod said flatly. "The kid got him."
 
              "How?"
 
              "He killed him."
 
              "A ten-year-old boy? A child?"
 
              "You want to know what kind of genius Stuart Buchanan has, don't you? I'm telling you."
 
              "I don't believe it."
 
              "Then explain Joe."
 
              "He quit."
 
              "Not on a million dollars."
 
              "But where's the body?"
 
              "Ask the kid. He's the genius. He's probably figured out tricks that would make Dutch Schultz jealous."
 
              "How did he kill him?"
 
              "Ask the kid. He's the genius."
 
              "Herod, I'm scared."
 
              "So am I. Do you want to quit now?"
 
              "I don't see how we can. If the boy's dangerous we've got to find him."
 
              "Civic virtue, heh?"
 
              "Call it that."
 
              "Well, I'm still thinking about the money."
 
              They returned to Maple Park Row and Joe Davenport's four-block sector. They were cautious, almost furtive. They separated and began working from each end toward the middle; in one house, up the stairs, apartment by apartment, to the top, then down again to investigate the next building. It was slow, tedious work. Occasionally they glimpsed each other far down the street, crossing from one dismal building to another. And that was the last glimpse Warbeck ever had of Walter Herod.
 
              He sat in his car and waited. He sat in his car and trembled. "I'll go to the police," he muttered, knowing perfectly well he could not. "The boy has a weapon. Something he invented. Something silly like the others. A special light so he can play marbles at night, only it murders men. A machine to play checkers, only it hypnotizes men. He's invented a robot mob of gangsters so he can play cops-and-robbers and they took care of Joe and Herod. He's a child genius. Dangerous. Deadly. What am I going to do?"
 
              The doomed man got out of the car and stumbled down the street toward Herod's half of the sector. "What's going to happen when Stuart Buchanan grows up?" he wondered. "What's going to happen when all the rest of them grow up? Tommy and George and Anne-Marie and lazy Ethel? Why don't I start running away now? What am I doing here?"
 
              It was dusk on Maple Park Row. The old ladies had withdrawn, folding their camp chairs like Arabs. The parked cars remained. The stickball games were over, but small games were starting under the glowing lamp posts ... games with bottle caps and baseball cards and battered pennies. Overhead, the purple city haze was deepening, and through it the sharp sparkle of Venus following the sun below the horizon could be seen.
 
              "He must know his power," Warbeck muttered angrily. "He must know how dangerous he is. That's why he's running away. Guilt. That's why he destroys us, one by one, smiling to himself, a crafty child, a vicious, killing genius ..."
 
              Warbeck stopped in the middle of Maple Park Row.
 
              "Buchanan!" he shouted. "Stuart Buchanan!"
 
              The kids near him stopped their games and gaped.
 
              "Stuart Buchanan!" Warbeck's voice cracked hysterically. "Can you hear me?"
 
              His wild voice carried farther down the street. More games stopped. Ringaleevio, Chinese tag, Red-Light and Boxball.
 
              "Buchanan!" Warbeck screamed. "Stuart Buchanan! Come out, come out, wherever you are!"
 
              The world hung motionless.
 
              In the alley between 217 and 219 Maple Park Row, playing hide-and-seek behind piled ash barrels, Stuart Buchanan heard his name and crouched lower. He was aged ten, dressed in sweater, jeans and sneakers. He was intent and determined that he was not going to be caught out "it" again. He was going to hide until he could make a dash for home-free in safety. As he settled comfortably among the ash cans, his eye caught the glimmer of Venus low in the western sky.
 
              "Star light, star bright," he whispered in all innocence, "First star I see tonight. Wish I may, wish I might, grant me the wish I wish tonight." He paused and considered. Then he wished. "God bless Mom and Pop and me and all my friends and make me a good boy and please let me be always happy and I wish that anybody who tries to bother me would go away ... a long way away ... and leave me alone forever."
 
              In the middle of Maple Park Row, Marion Perkin Warbeck stepped forward and drew breath for another hysterical yell. And then he was elsewhere, going away on a road that was a long way away. It was a straight white road cleaving infinitely through blackness, stretching onward and onward into forever. A dreary, lonely, endless road leading away and away and away.
 
              Down that road Warbeck plodded, an astonished automaton, unable to speak, unable to stop, unable to think in the timeless infinity. Onward and onward he walked into a long way away, unable to turn back. Ahead of him he saw the minute specks of figures trapped on that one-way road to forever. There was a dot that had to be Herod. Ahead of Herod was a mote that was Joe Davenport. And ahead of Joe he could make out a long dwindling chain of mites. He turned once with a convulsive effort. Behind him, dim and distant, a figure was plodding, and behind that another abruptly materialized, and another, and another ...
 
              While Stuart Buchanan crouched behind the ash barrels and watched alertly for the "it." He was unaware that he had disposed of Warbeck. He was unaware that he had disposed of Herod, Joe Davenport and scores of others. He was unaware that he had induced his parents to flee Washington Heights, that he had destroyed papers and documents, memories and peoples in his simple desire to be left alone. He was unaware that he was a genius. His genius was for wishing.
 
 
-
 
 
His Master's Voice
 
After slitting his butler's throat
With the useful blade,
Cutter walked out to the streetlight
To call his dog—
—No bite,
But the neighbors often complained when the animal bayed, 
An eerie note.
 
"Here, boy!" Cutter chirps
At the edge of the circle. He heard in the yellow haze 
Footfalls, after he spoke.
He came in the fog,
Replacing the head on the shoulders red from the stroke, 
To him he obeys. 
"Did you call?" says the corpse.
 
winona mcclintic
 
 
 
The End
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