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Ring Around the Sun

Clifford D. Smak

For Carson

CHAPTER ONE

VICKERS got up at an hour outrageous for its earliness, because Ann had phoned the night

beforeto tell him about aman in New Y ork she wanted him to mest.

He had tried to argue about it.

"I know it bresksinto your schedule, Jay," she said "but | don't think thisis something you can pass
up."

"I can't doit, Ann," held told her. "I've got the writing now and | can't get loose."

"But thisisbig,” Ann had said, "the biggest thing that has ever broken. They picked you to talk to
firgt, ahead of dl the other writers. They think yourethe manto doit.”

"Publicity.”

"Thisisnot publicity. Thisissomething ese.”

"Forget it—I won't meet the guy, whoever heis," he had said, and hung up. But here he was,
making himself an early breakfast and getting ready to go into New Y ork.

He was frying eggs and bacon and making toast and trying to keep one eye on the coffee maker,
which was temperamenta, when the doorbell rang.

He wrapped his robe around him and headed for the door.

It might be the newsboy. He had been out on the regular collection day and the boy probably had
seen thelight in the kitchen.

Or it might be his neighbor, the strange old man named Horton Flanders, who had moved in ayear
or so ago and who dropped over to spend an idle hour at the most unexpected and inconvenient times.
He was an affable old man and distinguished looking, although dightly mothesten and shabby at the
edges, pleasant to talk with and agood companion, even though Vickers might have wished that he were
more orthodox in hisvigting.



It might be the newsboy or it might be scarcely be anyone else at thisearly hour.

He opened the door and allittle girl stood there, wrapped in a cherry-colored bathrobe and with
bunny rabbit dippers on her feet. Her hair was touded from anight of deep, but her blue eyes sparkled
at him and she smiled a pretty smile.

"Good morning, Mr. Vickers," shesaid. "I woke up and couldn't go back to deep and | saw the
light burning in your kitchen and | thought maybe you was sick."

"I'mdl right, Jane," Vickerstold her. "I'm just getting breskfast. Maybe you would like to eat with
me”

"Oh, yes" said Jane. "'l was hoping maybe if you was eating breskfast you'd ask meto eat with
you."

"Y our mother doesn't know you're here, does she?'

"Mommy and Daddy are adeep,” said Jane. "Thisisthe day that Daddy doesn't work and they
was out awful latelast night. | heard them when they came in and Mommy wastelling Daddy that he
drank too much and she said she wouldn't go out with him, never again, if he drank that much, and
Daddy ..."

"Jane" sad Vickers, firmly, "I don't think your mommy and daddy would like you to be telling
this"

"Oh, they don't care. Mommy talks about it al thetime. | heard her telling Mrs. Traynor she had
haf amind to divorce my Daddy. Mr. Vickers, what is divorce?"

"Now, | don't know," said Vickers. "I can't recollect | ever heard the word before. Maybe we
oughtn't to talk about what your mommy says. And look, you got your dippersall wet crossing the
grass”

"It'skind of wet outside. The dew isawful heavy."

"You comein,” said Vickers, "and I'll get atowel and dry your feet and then well have some
breskfast and cal your mommy so she knowswhereyou are."

She came in and he closed the door.

"You gt onthat char,” hesaid, "and I'll get atowd. I'm afraid you might catch cold.”

"Mr. Vickers, you aren't married, are you?'

"Why, no. It happensthat I'm not."

"Most everyoneis married,” said Jane. "Mogt everyone | know. Why aren't you married, Mr.
Vickers?'

"Why, I don't rightly know. Never found agirl, | guess”

"Therearelotsof girls.”

"Therewasagirl," said Vickers. "A long time ago, therewas agirl."

It had been years since he had remembered sharply. He had forced the years to obscure the
memory, to soften it and hide it away so that he did not think of it, and if hedid think of it, to makeit so
far away and hazy that he could quit thinking of it.

But hereit was again.

There had been agirl and an enchanted valey they had walked in, aspringtime valey, he
remembered, with the pink of wild crab gpple blossoms flaming on the hills and the song of bluebird and
of lark soaring in the sky, and there had been wild spring breeze that ruffled the water and blew aong the
grass so that the meadow seemed to flow and become alake with whitecapsrolling onit.

They had walked in the valley and there was no doubt that it was enchanted, for when he had gone
back again the valley wasn't there—or at |east not the same valley. It had been, he remembered, avery
different valey.

He had walked there twenty years ago and through al of twenty years he had hidden it away, back
inthe attic of hismind, yet hereit was again, asfresh and shining asif it had been only yesterday.

"Mr. Vickers," said Jane, "'l think your toast isburning.”



CHAPTER TWO

AFTER Jane had gone and he had washed the dishes, he remembered that he had intended for a
week or more to phone Joe about the mice.

"l got mice," Vickerstold him.

"Y ou got what?"

"Mice" sad Vickers. "Little animals. They run around the place.”

"Now that'sfunny," said Joe. "A wdll-built place like yours. It shouldn't have no mice. Y ou want
me to come over and get rid of them?”

"I guessyou'll haveto. I tried traps but these mice don't go for traps. Got a cat awhile back and
the cat |eft. Only stayed aday or two."

"Now, that's afunny thing. Cats like places where they can catch amouse.”

"Thiscat was crazy,” said Vickers. "Acted like it was spooked. Walked around on tiptoe.”

"Catsisfunny animas" Joe confided.

"I'm going down to the city today. Figure you could do it while I'm gone?"

"Surething,” said Joe. "The exterminating businessiskind of dack right now. I'll come over ten
oclock or s0."

"I'll leave the front door unlocked,” said Vickers.

He hung up the phone and got the paper off the stoop. At his desk, he laid down the paper and
picked up the sheaf of manuscript, holding it in his hand, feding the thickness of it and theweight of it, as
if by itsthickness and itsweight he might reassure himself that what it held was good, that it was not labor
wasted, that it said the many things he wished to say and said them well enough that other men and
women might read the words and know the naked thought that |ay behind the coldness of the print.

He should not waste the day, he told himself. He should stay here and work. He should not go
traipsing off to meet this man his agent wanted him to meet. But Ann had been insstent and had said that
it was important and even when he had told her about the car being in the garage for repairs she ill had
ingsted that he come. That story about the car had been untrue, of course, for he knew even ashetold
her that Eb would have it ready for him to make the trip.

Helooked at hiswatch and saw he had no more than half an hour until Eb's garage would open
and half an hour was not worth hiswhile to spend in writing.

He picked up the paper and went out on the porch to read the morning's news.

He thought about little Jane and what a sweet child she was and how she'd praised his cooking and
had chattered on and on.

Y ou aren't married, Jane had said. Why aren't you married, Mr. Vickers?

And he had said: once therewas agirl. | remember now. Oncetherewasagirl.

Her name had been Kathleen Preston and she had lived in abig brick house that sat up on ahill, a
many-columned house with awide porch and fanlights above the doors—an old house that had been
built in the first flush of pioneer optimism when the country had been new, and the house had stood when
the land had failed and ran away in ditches and | eft the hillsides scarred with gullied yellow clay.

He had been young then, so young that it hurt him now to think of it; so young he could not
understand that agirl who lived in an old ancestra home with fanlights above the doorsand apillared
portico could not serioudy consider aboy whose father farmed aworn-out farm where the corn grew
dight and sickly. Or rather, perhaps, it had been her family that could not consider it, for she, too, must
have been too young to fully understand. Perhaps she had quarreled with her family; perhaps there had
been angry words and tears. That was something he had never known. For between that wak down the
enchanted valley and the next time he had called they had bundled her off to a school somewherein the
east and that was the last he had seen or heard of her.

For remembrance sake he had walked the valley again, alert to catch something that would spell
out for him the enchantment of that day he had walked with her. But the crab apples had dropped their
blossoms and the lark did not sing so well and the enchantment had fled into some never-never land. She
had taken the magic with her.



The paper fell out of hislap and he bent to pick it up. Opening it, he saw that the newswas
following the same drab pattern of al other days.

The latest peace rumor still was going strong and the cold war till wasin full cry.

The cold war had been going on for years, of course, and gave promise of going on for many
more. Thelast thirty years had seen criss after crigs, rumor after rumor, near-war aways threstening and
big war never breaking out, until a cold-war-weary world yawned in the face of the new peace rumors
and the crises that were adime adozen.

Someone a an obscure college down in Georgia had set anew record at raw egg-gulping and a
glamorous movie star was on the verge of changing husbands once again and the steel workers were
threatening to Strike.

There was alengthy feature article about missing persons and he read about haf of it, al that he
wanted to. It seemed that more and more people were dropping out of sight al thetime, whole families at
atime, and the police throughout the land were getting rather frantic. There dways had been people who
had disappeared, the article said, but they had been individuas. Now two or three familieswould
disappear from the same community and two or three from another community and there was no trace of
them at dll. Usudly they were from the poorer brackets. In the past, when individuals had dropped from
sight there had usually been some reason for it, but in these cases of mass disgppearances there seemed
to be no reason beyond poverty and why one would or could disappear because of poverty was
something the article writer and the people he had interviewed could not figure out.

There was a headline that read: More Worlds Than One, Says Savant.

Heread part of the story:

BOSTON, MASS. (AP)—There may be another earth just a second ahead of us and another
world asecond behind us and another world a second behind that one and another world a second
behind... well, you get the idea.

A sort of continuous chain of words, one behind the other.

That isthetheory of Dr. Vincent Aldridge.

Vickers|et the paper drop to the floor and sat |ooking out across the garden, rich with flowers and
ripe with sunshine. There was peace here, in this garden corner of theworld, if there were nowhereelse,
he thought. A peace compounded of many things, of golden sunshine and the talk of summer leaves
quivering in thewind, of bird and flower and sundia, of picket fence that needed painting and an old pine
tree dying quietly and tranquilly, taking itstimeto die, being friends with the grass and flowers and other
treesdl thewhileit died.

Here there was no rumor and no threat; here was calm acceptance of the fact that time ran on, that
winter came and summer, that sun would follow moon and thet the life one held was a gift to be cherished
rather than aright that one must wrest from other living things.

Vickers glanced at hiswatch and saw that it wastime to go.

CHAPTER THREE

EB, the garage man, hitched up his greasy britches and squinted his eyes against the smoke from
the cigarette that hung from one corner of a grease-smeared mouth.

"You seg, it'sthisway, Jay," heexplained. "I didn't fix your car.”

"l wasgoing to the city,” said Vickers, "but if my car'snot fixed..."

"Y ou won't be needing that car anymore. Guessthat'sredly why | didn't fix it. Told mysdlf it would
be just awaste of money.”

"It'snot that bad," protested Vickers. "It may look shackle, but it still haslots of miles.”

"Sure, it'sgot somemilesinit. But you're going to be this new Forever car.”



"Forever car?' Vickersrepeated. "That's a queer namefor acar.”

"No, itisnt," Eb told him, stubbornly. "1t'll redly last forever. That'swhy they cal it the Forever
car, because it lastsforever. Fellow wasin here yesterday and told me about it and asked if | wanted to
takeit onand | said surel would and thisfellow, he said | was smart to take it on, because, he said,
thereisn't going to be any other car salling except this Forever car.”

"Now, wait aminute,” said Vickers. "They may cal it aForever car, but it won't last forever. No
car would last forever. Twenty years, maybe, or alifetime, maybe, but not forever.”

"Jay," declared Eb, "that'swhat thisfellow told me. '‘Buy one of them," he says, 'and useit al your
life. When you die, will it to your son and when he dies he can will it to his son and so on down theline:!’
It's guaranteed to last forever. Anything goeswrong with it and they'll fix it up or give you anew one. All
except thetires. You got to buy thetires. They wear out, just like on any other car. And paint, too. But
the paint is guaranteed ten years. If it goes bad sooner than ten years you get anew job free.”

"It might be possible," said Vickers, "but | hardly think so. | don't doubt a car could be made to
last alot longer than the ones do now. But if they were built too well, theré'd be no replacement. It stands
to reason amanufacturer in his right mind wouldn't build a car that would last forever. Hed put himsalf
out of business. In thefirst place, it would cost too much...”

"That's where you're wrong," Eb told him. "Fifteen hundred smackers, that's al you pay. No
accessoriesto buy. No buildups. Y ou get it complete for fifteen hundred.”

"Not much to look at, | suppose.”

"It'sthe classest job you ever laid your eyes on. Fellow that here was driving one of them and |
looked it over good. Any color that you want. Lots of chrome and stainless stedl. Al latest gadgets. And
drive... man, that thing driveslike amillion dollars. But it might take some getting used to it. | went to
open the hood to take alook at the motor and, you know, that hood doesn't open. "What you doing
there? thisfellow asked meand | told him | wanted to look at the motor. Thereisn't any need to,’ this
fellow says. 'Nothing ever goeswrong with it. Y ou never need to get at it." 'But,’ | asked him, ‘wnere do
you put in the oil 7 And you know what he said? Well, sir, he said you don't put in no ail. 'All you put inis
gasoling' hetdlsme.

"I'll have adozen or so of them in withinaday or 0, said Eb, "Y ou better let me save you one."

Vickers shook his head. "I'm short on money."

"That's another thing about it. This company givesyou good trade-in vaue. | figure | could give
you athousand for that wreck of yours."

"It's not worth a thousand, Eb."

"I know it's not. Fellow says, 'Give them more than they're worth. Don't worry about what you
givethem. Well makeit right with you." It doesn't exactly seem the smart way to do business, cometo
think about it, but if that's the way they want to operate | won't say aword againgt it."

"I'd have to think about it."

"That would leave five hundred for you to pay. And | can makeit easy on you. Fellow said |
should make it easy. Saysthey aren't so much interested in the money right now as getting afew of them
Forever cars out, running on the road.”

"l don't like the sound of it," protested Vickers. "Here this company springs up over night with no
announcement at all with abrand new car. Y ou'd think there would have been something in the papers
about it. If | were putting out anew car, I'd plaster the country with advertisng... big adsin the
newspapers, announcements on television, billboards every mile or s0."

"Well, you know," said Eb, "I thought of that one, too. | said, look, you fellowswant meto sdl this
car and how am | going to sdll it when you aren't advertising it? How am | going to sdll it when no one
knows about it? And he said that they figured the car was so good everyone would up and tell
everybody ese. Said thereisn't any advertising that can beat word of mouth. Said they'd rather save the
money they put in advertising and cut down the cost of the car. Said there was no reason to make the
consumer pay for the cost of an advertisng campaign.”

"l can't understand it.”

"It does sort of hit you that way," Eb admitted. "This gang that's putting out the Forever car isn't



losing any money on it, you can bet your boots on that. Be crazy if they did. And if they aren't losing any
money &t it, can you imagine what the rest of them companies have been making all these years, two or
three thousand for apile of junk that falls gpart second time you take it out? Makes you shiver to think of
the money they been making, don't it?"

"When you get the carsin,” said Vickers, "I'll be down to take alook at them. We might make a
dedl, at that."

"Sure," said Eb. "Be sureto do that. Y ou say you was going to the city?"

Vickers nodded.

"Beabusaong any minute now," said Eb. "Catch it down at the drugstore corner. Get you therein
acoupleof hours. Thosefelowsredly whed it."

"l guess| could take abus. | never thought of it."

"I'm sorry about the car,” said Eb. "If I'd known you was going to useit, I'd have fixed her up. Not
much wrong with it. But | wanted to see what you thought about this other dedl before | run you up a
bill."

The drugstore corner looked somehow unfamiliar and Vickers puzzled about it as he walked down
the Street toward it. Then, when he got closer, he saw what it was that was unfamiliar.

Severa weeks ago old Hans, the shoe repairman, had taken to his bed and died and the shoe
repair shop, which had stood next to the drugstore for dmost uncounted years, finaly had been closed.

Now it was open again—or, & least, the display window had been washed, something which old
Hans had never bothered to do in dl hisyears, and there was adisplay of some sort. And therewas a
sgn. Vickers had been so intent on figuring out what was wrong with the window that he did not seethe
sgn until he was dmost even with the store. The Sign was new and neetly lettered and it ssid GADGET
SHOP.

Vickers stopped before the window and looked at what wasinside. A layer of black velvet had
been laid along the display strip and arranged upon it were three items—a cigarette lighter, arazor blade
and asinglelight bulb. Nothing else.

Just those three items. There were no Signs, no advertising, no prices. There was no need of any.
Anyone who saw that window, Vickers knew, would recognize the items, athough the store would not
sl only those. There would be a couple of dozen others, each of them in its own way as distinguished
and efficient asthe three lying on the gtrip of velvet.

There was atapping sound along the walk and Vickers turned when it came closeto him. It was
his neighbor, Horton Flanders, out for his morning walk, with hisdightly shabby, carefully brushed
clothes and his smart maacca cane. No one ese, Vickerstold himself, would have the temerity to carry a
cane adong the streets of Cliffwood.

Mr. Handers saluted him with the cane and moved in to stand beside him and stare at the
window.

"So they're branching out,” he said.

"Apparently,” Vickers agreed.

"Mogt peculiar outfit," said Mr. Flanders. "Y ou may know, athough | presume you dont, thet |
have been mogt interested in this company. Just amatter of curiosity, you understand. | am curious, |
might add, about many different things."

"l hadn't noticed.” Vickers said.

"Oh, my, yes" said Mr. Flanders. "About so many things. About the carbohydrates, for instance.
Most intriguing setup, don't you think so, Mr. Vickers?'

"I hadn't given it much thought. | have been so busy that I'm afraid...”

"There's something going on,” said Mr. FHanders. "1 tell you that thereis."

The bus came down the street, passed them and braked to a stop at the drugstore corner.

"I'm afraid | shdl haveto leaveyou, Mr. Handers" Vickers said. "I'm going to the city. If I'm back
tonight, why don't you drop over."

"Oh, I will," Mr. Flanderstold him. "'l nearly dwaysdo."



CHAPTER FOUR

I'T had been the blade at first, the razor blade that would not wear out. And after that the lighter
that never failed to light, that required no flints and never needed filling. Then the light bulb that would
burn forever if it met no accident. Now it was the Forever car.

Somewhere in there, too, would be the synthetic carbohydrates.

Thereis something going on, Mr. Flanders had said to him, standing therein front of old Hans
shop.

Vickerssat in his seat next to the window, well back in bus, and tried to sort it out in hismind.

There was atie-up somewhere—razor blades, lighters, light bulbs, synthetic carbohydrates and
now the Forever car. Somewhere there must be acommon denominator to explain why it should be
these five items and not five other things, say roller curtains and pogo sticks and yo-yos and airplanes and
toothpaste. Razor blades shaved aman and light bulbslit hisway and a cigarette lighter would light a
cigarette and the synthetic carbohydrates had ironed out at least one internationa crisis and had saved
some millions of people from starvation or war.

There is something going on, Flanders had said, standing therein negt, but shabby clothes and with
that ridiculous stick clutched in hisfigt, although, cometo think of it, it was not ridiculous when Mr.
Flandershddit.

The Forever car would run forever and it used no oil and when you died you willed it to your son
and when he died hewilled it to his son and if your great-great-grandfather bought one of the carsand
you were the eldest son of the eldest son of the eldest son you would haveit, too. One car would outlast
many generations.

But it would do more than that. It would close every automotive plant in ayear or so; it would shut
down most of the garages and repair shops; it would be ablow to the sted industry and the glass industry
and the fabric makers and perhaps a dozen other industries as well.

Therazor blade hadn't seemed important, nor the light bulb, nor the lighter, but now they suddenly
al were. Thousands of men would lose their jobs and they would come home and face the family and
say: "Wel, thisisit. After dl theseyears| haven't got ajob.”

The family would go about their everyday affairsin tight and terrible silence, with aqueer air of
dread hanging over them, and the man would buy all the newspapers and study the want ad columns,
then go out and walk the streets and men in little cages or at desksin the outer officeswould shake their
heads at him.

Finally the man would go to one of thoselittle places that had the sign "' Carbohydrates, Inc.” over
itsdoor and he would shuffle in with the embarrassment of a good workman who cannot find ajob, and
he would say, "I'm alittle down on my luck and the cash isrunning low. | wonder..."

The man behind the desk would say, "Why, sure, how many in your family?* The man would tell
him and the one who was at the desk would write on adip of paper and hand it to him. "That window
over there," held say. "l figure there's enough thereto last you for aweek, but if thereisn't be sureto
come back anytime you want to."

The man would take the dip of paper and try to say histhanks, but the carbohydrates man would
brush them easly aside and say, "L ook, now, that's what we're herefor. Thisis our business, helping
guyslikeyou."

The man would go to the window and the man behind the window would look at the dip of paper
and hand him packages and one package would be synthetic stuff that tasted like potatoes and another
one would taste like bread and there would be others that would make you think you were eating corn or
pess.

That was what had happened before, that was what was happening all the time.

It waan't like reief—anyhow, you could say it wasn't like relief. These carbohydrates people didn't
ever insult you when you cameto ask for help. They treated you like a paying customer and they aways



said that you should come back and sometimes when you didn't they came around to see what had
happened—if maybe you had got ajob or were bashful about coming in again. If it turned out that you
were bashful, they'd St down and talk to you and before they |eft they had you thinking you were doing
them afavor by taking the carbohydrates off their hands.

Because of the carbohydrates millions who would have died were dill divein Indiaand in China.
Now the thousands who would lose their jobs when the automotive plants shut down and the sted mills
curtailed their operations and the repair shops shut their doors, would travel the sametrail to the doors
with the carbohydrates sign.

The automotive industry would have to shut down. No one would buy any other car when you
could walk down the street and buy one that would last forever. Just asthe razor blade industry was
aready closing its doors, now that it was possible to get an everlasting blade at the gadget shops, The
same thing was happening with light bulbs and with cigarette lighters and the chances were, Vickerstold
himself, that the Forever car wasn't the last that would be heard from these manufacturers, whoever they
might be.

For it must be, he told himsdlf, that those who made the razor blades also made the lighters and the
light bulbs, and that those who made the gadget items must have designed the Forever car. Not the same
companies, perhaps, athough he couldn't know, for it had never occurred to him to try to find out who
had made any of them

The buswasfilling up, but Vickers till sat staring out the window and sorting out his thoughts.

Just behind him a couple of women were talking and, without conscioudy trying to eavesdrop, he
picked up their words.

One of them giggled and said, "We have the most interesting group. So many interesting peoplein
it

And the other woman said, "I been thinking about joining one of those groups, but Charlie, he says
itsdl baloney. Sayswereliving in Americain the year 1977 and there's no reason in the world why we
should pretend we aren't. Saysthisisthe best country and the best time the world has ever known. Says
we got al the modern conveniences and everything. Sayswe're happier than people ever been before.
Saysthis pretending businessisjust alot of communist propagandaand he'd like to get hold of the ones
that got it started. Says...

"Oh, | don't know," interrupted the first woman. "It is kind of fun. It takesalot of work, of course,
reading about them old timesand al of that, but you get something out of it, | guess. Onefdlow was
saying a amesting the other night you get out of it what you put into it and | guess he'sright. But | don't
seem to be ableto put much into it. | guess | must be the flighty type, I'm not too good areader and |
don't understand too well and | got to have alot explained to me, but there arethem as get alot of it,
seemslike. Therésaman in our group living bad in London, back in the times of a man named Samuel
Peeps. | don't know who this Pegpswas, but | guess he was an important man or something. Y ou don't
know who Peegps was, do you Gladys?

"Not me," said Glady.

"Well, anyhow," continued the other, "this fellow, he talks the time about this Pegps. 'He wrote a
book, this Peeps, it must be an awful long book because he tells about so many things. Thisman | was
telling you about writes the most wonderful diary. We dwaysliketo have him read it to us. Y ou know, it
sounds dmogt asif hewas really living there'.

The bus stopped for arailroad crossing and Vickers glanced at hiswatch. They'd beinthecity in
another haf an hour.

It was awaste of time, he told himself. No matter what sort of scheme Ann had up her deeve, it
would be awasgte of time, for he was not going to allow anything to interrupt hiswriting. He shouldn't
have dlowed himsef to be talked into wasting even this one day.

Back of him, Gladyswas saying, "Did you hear about these new houses they're putting out. | was
talking to Charlie about them the other night and | was saying maybe we ought to look into them. Our
placeis getting kind of shabby, you know, and well haveto paint it and sort of fix it up, but Charlie he
said that it was a sucker game of some sort. He said no one would put out them kind of houses on the



sort of dedl they offer without there was a catch somewhere. Charlie, he said he was too old ahand to
be taken in by something like them houses. Mabd, have you seen any of them houses or read anything
about them..."

"l wastelling you," Mabel pergsted, "about this group | belong to. One of thefdlowsis pretending
that he'sliving in the future. Now, | ask you, ain't that alaugh. Imagine anyone pretending he'sliving inthe
future..."

CHAPTER FIVE

OUTSIDE the door, Ann Carter stopped and said, "Now, please remember, Jay, hisnameis
Crawford. You're not to cal him Cranford or Crawham or any other name but Crawford.”

Vickerssaid humbly, "I'll do my very best.”

She came close to him and tightened histie and straightened it and flicked someimaginary dust off
hislapd.

"WEe're going out as soon asthisis over and buy you asuit,” she said.

"l have asuit,” said Vickers.

The letters on the door read: North American Research.

"What | can't understand,” protested Vickers, "iswhy North American Research and | should have
anything in common.”

"Money," said Ann. "They haveit and you need it." She opened the door and he followed her in
obediently, thinking what a pretty woman she was and how efficient. Too efficient. She knew too much.
She knew books and publishers and what the public wanted and she was onto al the angles. She drove
hersalf and everyone around her. She was never so happy as when three telephones were ringing and
there were five dozen letters to be answered and a dozen calls to make. She had bullied him into coming
here thisday and it was not beyond reason, he told himsdlf, that she had bullied Crawford and North
American Research into wanting him to come.

"Miss Carter," said the girl at the desk, "you can go right in. Mr. Crawford iswaiting for you."

She's even got the Indian sign on the receptionist, Vickers thought.

CHAPTER SIX

GEORGE Crawford was a big man who overflowed the chair in which he sat. He held hishands
folded over his paunch and talked with no change of tone, with no inflection whatsoever, and wasthe
dtillest man Vickers had ever seen. There was no movement in him nor any sense of movement. He sat
huge and stolid and hislips scarcely moved and his voice was not much louder than awhisper.

"l have read some of your work, Mr, Vickers" he said. "l am impressed by it."

"l am glad to hear you say s0," Vickers said.

"Three years ago, | never would have thought that | would ever read a piece of fiction or be talking
toitsauthor. Now, however, | find that we need aman like you. | have talked it over with my directors
and we are al agreed that you are the man who could do the job for us."

He paused and stared at Vickers with bright blue eyes that peered out like bullet points from the
foldsof flesh.

"Miss Carter," he said, "tellsmethat, a the moment, you are very busy.”

"Thetisright."

"Some important piece of work, | presume,” said Crawford.

"l hopeitis"

"Thisthing | have in mind would be more important.”



"That," Vickerstold him crisply, "isamatter of opinion.”

"Youdon't likeme, Mr. Vickers" Crawford said. It was astatement of fact, not aquestion, and
Vickersfound that it irritated him.

"I have no opinion of you," hereplied. "I am totaly disinterested in everything except what you
haveto say."

"Before we go any further,” said Crawford, "1 would like to have it understood that what | haveto
say isof aconfidentia nature.”

"Mr. Crawford,” Vickerstold him, "I have little ssomach for cloak and dagger business."

"Thisisnot cloak and dagger business," said Crawford and for thefirst time there was an edge of
emotionin hisvoice. "It isthe business of aworld with its back against thewall."

Vickersstared a him, startled. My God, he thought, the man really means exactly what heis
saying. Heredly believesthat the world does have its back againgt the wall.

"Perhaps,” said Crawford, "you have heard of the Forever car."

Vickers nodded. "The garage owner in my home town tried to sell me one thismorning.”

"And about the everlagting razor blades and the lighter and the light bulbs."

"l have one of the blades," said Vickers, "and it isthe best blade | ever owned. | doubt that it is
everlasting, but it isagood blade and I've never had to sharpen it. When it wears out, | intend to buy
another one."

"Unlessyou loseit, you will never haveto. Because, Mr. Vickers, it is an everlasting blade. And
the car isan everlasting car. Maybe you've heard about the houses, too."

"Not enough to matter."

"The houses are prefabricated units,” said Crawford, "and they sell at theflat rate of five hundred
dollars aroom—set up. Y ou can trade in your old home on them at afantastic trade-in value and the
credit terms are liberd—much moreliberd, | might add, than any sane financing inditution would ever
countenance. They are heated and air conditioned by a solar plant that tops anything—you hear me,
anything—that we have today. There are many other features, but that gives you arough idea."

"They sound like agood idea. Weve been talking about low-cost housing for along time now.
Maybethisisit."

"They areagood idea," said Crawford. "I would be the last to deny they are. Except that they will
ruin the power people. That solar plant suppliesit al—nhedt, light, power. When you buy one of them,
you don't need to tie up to an eectric outlet. And they will put thousands of carpenters and masons and
painters out of work and in the carbohydrates|ines, too. They eventualy will wreck the lumber industry.”

"l can understand about the power angle,” Vickers said, "but that business about the carpenters
and the lumber industry doesn't quite make sense. Surdly these houses use lumber and it must take
carpentersto build them.”

"They use lumber, dl right, and someone builds them, but we don't know whoit is."

"Y ou could check," suggested Vickers. "It seemsrather elementary. There must be a corporate
setup. There must be mills and factories somewhere.”

"Theresacompany,” admitted Crawford. "A sales company. We started with that and we found
the warehouse from which the units are shipped for delivery after they are sold. But that's the end of it.
Thereis, so far aswe can find, no factory that builds them. They are consigned from a certain company
and we have its name and address. But no one has ever sold a tick of timber to that company. They
have never bought a hinge. They hire no men. They list factory sites and the Stes are there, but there
aren't any factories. And, to the best of our knowledge, no single person has gone into or come out of the
home office address since we've been watching it."

"That'sfantagtic,” Vickers objected.

"Of courseitis," agreed Crawford. "Lumber and other materials go into those houses and
somewhere there are men who build them.”

"Mr. Crawford, just one question. Why are you interested?"

"Wdl, now," said Crawford, "I wasn't quite ready to tell you that."

"I know you werent, but tell me anyway."



"l had hoped to sketch in abit more of the background, so that you would understand what | am
driving a. Our interest -1 might say our organization—soundsjust alittle slly until you know the
background.”

"Someone has you scared,” said Vickers. "Y ou wouldn't admit it, of course, but you're scared
livid."

"Queerly enough, | will admit it. But it's not me, Mr. Vickers—it'sindustry, theindustry of the
entireworld."

"Y ou think the people who are making and sdlling these houses" said Vickers, "are the same ones
who are making the Forever car and the lighters and the bulbs."

Crawford nodded. "And the carbohydrates, too," he added. "It's terrifying, when you think about
it. Here we have someone who wrecks industries and throws millions out of work, then turns around and
offersthose same millionsthe food to live on—offersit without the red tape and the investigations and al
the quibbling that aways heretofore has characterized relief.”

"A politicd plot?’

"It'smore than that. We are convinced that it isa deliberate, well-planned attack on world
economy—a deliberate effort to undermine the socia and economic system of our way of life, and after
that, of course, the political system. Our way of lifeis based on capitd, beit private capital or state
control of resources and on the wage that the worker earns at hisdaily job. Take away those two things,
capital and jobs, and you have undercut the whole basis of an orderly society.”

"We?" asked Vickers. "Who are we?"

"North American Research.”

"And North American Research?'

"Y ou're getting interested,” said Crawford.

"l want to know who I'm talking to and what you want of me and what it'sall about.”

Crawford sat for along time without speaking, and then hefinaly said, "That iswhat | meant when
| told you what | had to say was highly confidentid.”

"l will swear no oath,” said Vickers, "if that iswhat you mean.”

"Let'sgo back," said Crawford, "and review some history. Who we are and what we are will
become apparent then.

"Y ou remember the razor blade. It wasthefirst to come out. An everlasting razor blade. The news
spread quickly and everyone went out and bought one of the razor blades.

"Now, the ordinary man will get anywhere from oneto half a dozen shaves out of ablade. Then he
throws that blade away and puts in another one. That means he is a continuous buyer of new razor
blades. And as aresult the razor blade industry was a going concern. It employed thousands of workers,
over the course of ayear it represented a certain profit for thousands of dedlers, it wasafactorina
certain type of stedl production. In other words, it was an economic factor which, linked in with
thousands of other smilar economic factors, make up the picture of world industry. So what happens?’

"I'm no economist, but | cantell you that,” said Vickers. "No one bought any more razor blades.
So the razor blade industry was out the window."

"Not quite as quickly asthat, of course," said Crawford. "A huge industry isacomplex thing, and it
dies somewhat dowly, even after the handwriting ison the wall, even after sales stcop dmaost completely
—and then quite completely. But you're correct; that's what's happening right now: out the window.

"And then, therewasthe lighter. A small thing initsdf, of course, but fairly large when you look at
it from the world point of view. The same thing happened there. And the everlagting light bulbs. And the
same thing once again. Threeindustries doomed, Mr. Vickers. Three industries wiped out. You said a
while ago that | was scared and | told you that | was. It was after the bulbs that we got scared. Because
if someone could wipe out three industries, why not half a dozen, or adozen or ahundred—why not dl
of them?

"We organized, and by we | mean the industry of the world—not American industry aone, but the
industry of Americaand the British Commonwedth and the continent of Europe and Russaand dl of the
rest of them. Therewere afew, of course, who were skeptical. There ill are afew who never have



comein, but by and large | can tell you that our organization represents and is backed by every mgjor
industry of the entireworld. As| have said, | would prefer you not to mention this."

"At the moment,” Vickerstold him, "I have no intention of saying anything abouit it."

"We organized," said Crawford, "and we swung alot of power, asyou can well imagine. We made
certain representations and we brought certain pressures and we got a few things done. For one thing, no
newspaper, no periodical, no radio station, now will accept advertising for any of the gadgets nor give
them any mention in the news. For another, no reputable drug store or any other place of business will
sl arazor blade or abulb or lighter.”

"That was when they set up the gadget shops?'

"Exactly," said Crawford.

"They're branching out,” said Vickers. "One opened in Cliffwood just the other day.”

"They set up the gadget shops,” said Crawford, "and they devel oped anew form of advertising.
They hired thousands of men and women who went around from place to place and said to people they
would meet: 'Did you hear about those wonderful new gadgets they are getting out? Y ou haven't? Well,
just let metell you ..." Y ou get theidea. Something like that, involving persond contact, isthe best kind of
advertising that thereis. But it's more expensive than you can possibly imagine.

"So we knew that we were up againgt not merely inventive and productive genius, but dmost
unlimited money aswell.

"And we investigated. We tried to run these folks to earth, to find out who they were and how they
operated and what they meant to do. AsI'vetold you, weran into sone wals."

"There might belegd angles" said Vickers.

"We have run down the legd angles, and these people, whoever they may be, are covered hell to
breakfast. Taxes? They pay taxes. They're eager to pay taxes. So there won't be any investigation, they
actually pay more taxes than they need to pay. Rules of corporation? They are more than meticulousin
mesting al the rules. Socia security? They pay socid security on huge payrollsthat we are convinced are
utterly fictitious, but you can't go to the socid security people and say, 'L ook, there aren't any such
people as these they're paying taxes on.' There are other points, but those serve asillustration. We've run
down so many legd blind aleystheat our legd forceisdizzy."

"Mr. Crawford," said Vickers, "you make out amost interesting case, but | can't see the point of
what you said earlier. Y ou said thiswas a conspiracy to bresk world industry, to destroy away of life. If
you study your economic history, you will find example on example of cut-throat competition. Surely
that'sdl thisis"

"You forget,” Crawford replied, "about the carbohydrates.”

And that was true, thought Vickers. The carbohydrates were something apart from cut-throat
competition.

There had been, he remembered, afaminein China, asusual, and another threatening, asusud, in
India, and the American Congress had been debating, along strictly persond and politica lines, asto
whom they should help and how, and should they help anyoneat all.

The story had broken for the morning papers. Synthesis of carbohydrates had been accomplished
by an obscure [aboratory. The story didn't say it was an obscure laboratory: that had come out later. And
much later it came out that the |aboratory was one that had never been heard of before, one which
literally had sprung out of the ground overnight. There had been certain captains of industry, Vickers
recaled, who had from the very firgt attacked these manufacturers of synthetic carbohydrateswith the
smear of "fly-by-night.”

They were not fly-by-night. The company might have been unorthodox in its business dedlings, but
it was hereto stay. A few days after theinitid announcement the laboratory had made it known that it did
not intend to sdll its product, but would give it away to persons who might need it—persons, you
understand, not populations or countries, but persons who werein need and who could not earn the
money necessary to buy sufficient food. Not only the starving, but the smply undernourished, the whole
wide segment of the world's population who would never actudly starve from insufficient food, but who
would suffer disease and handicaps, both physical and mental, from never getting quite enough to et.



Offices appeared, asif by magic, in Indiaand China, in France and England and Italy, in America
and lcdland and Ireland and New Zedland, and the poor came in droves and were not turned away.
There were those, no doubt, who took advantage of the Situation, those who lied and took food they had
no right to have, but the offices, it appeared after atime, did not seem to mind.

Carbohydrates by themsalves were not sufficient food. But they were better than no food at al,
and for many the saving represented by free carbohydrates provided the extra penniesto buy the bit of
meat which had been astranger to their table for many long months.

"We checked into the carbohydrates,” Crawford was saying, "and we found nothing more to go on
than with any of the others. So far as we're concerned, the carbohydrates aren't being manufactured—
they smply exist. They are shipped to the distribution offices from severd warehouses and none of the
warehouses are big enough to carry more than aday or two's supply. We can find no factories and we
can't trace transportation—oh, sure, from the warehouses to the distribution points, but not from
anywhere to the warehouses. It's like the old story that Hawthorne told—about the pitcher of milk that
never randry."

"Maybe you should go into the carbohydrates business yourself."

"Good idea," said Crawford, "but we don't know how. We'd like to make a Forever car, or
everlasting razor blades, too, but we don't know how to do that, either. Weve had technicians and
scientists working on the problems, and they are no nearer to solution than the day they started.”

"What happens when the men who are out of work need more than just a gift of food?" asked
Vickers. "When their families are in tatters and they need clothes? What happens when they're thrown
into the Street?!

"] think | can answer that. Some other philanthropic society will spring up over night and will
furnish clothes and shdlter. They're selling houses now for five hundred aroom and that's no more than
token payment. Why not give them away? Why not clothing that will cost no more than atenth, or a
twentieth of what you pay today? A suit for five dollars, say. Or adressfor fifty cents.”

"Y ou have no idea of what is coming next?'

"Wevetried to dopeit out,” said Crawford. "Wefigured the car would come quickly, and it did.
Wefigured houses, too, and they have put them out. Clothing should be one of the next itemsto go on
the market."

"Food, shdlter, trangportation, clothing,” said Vickers. "Those are four basics.”

"They aso have fuel and power," Crawford added. "L et enough of the world's population shift to
these new houses, with their solar power, and you can mark the power industry completely off the
books."

"But whoisit?' asked Vickers. "Y ou've told me you don't know. But you must have someidea,
some educated guess.”

"Not an inkling. We have tables of organization for their corporation setups. We can't find the men
themsdves, they are namesweve never heard of "

"Russa?'

Crawford shook hishead. "The Kremlin isworried, too. Russais co-operating. That should prove
how scared they are."

For thefirgt time, Crawford moved. He unfolded his hands from across his paunch, grasped the
ams of hismassve chair and pulled himsdf sraight, Sitting upright now.

"l suppose,” he sad, "that you are wondering whereyou fit in on this."

"Naturdly.

"We can't come out and say, 'Here we are, a combine of the world'sindustria might, fighting to
protect your way of life." We can't explain to them what the Situation is. They'd laugh at us. After dl, you
can't tell peoplethat acar that will last forever or a house that cost only five hundred aroom isabad
thing for them. We can't tell them anything and yet this needstelling. We want you to write a book about
it

"l don't see. . ." Vickers began, but Crawford stopped him in mid-sentence.

"Y ou would writeit asif you had doped it out yoursdlf. Y ou would hint & informed sources that



were too high to name. Weld furnish all the data, but the material would appear as yours.”
Vickers came dowly to hisfeet. He reached out ahand and picked up his hat.
"Thanksfor the chance," he said. "I'm not having any.”

CHAPTER SEVEN

ANN CARTER said to Vickers: "Some day, Jay, I'm going to get sore enough at you to take you
gpart. And when | do maybe I'll have a chance to find what makes you tick."

"l got abook to write," said Vickers. "I'm writing it. What more do you want?'

"That book could keep. Y ou could write it anytime. Thisonewont."

"Go ahead, tdl me | threw away amillion bucks. That'swhat you're thinking."

"Y ou could have charged them afancy feefor writing and gotten a contract with the publisher like
there never was before and...”

"And pushed aside the greatest piece of work I've ever done,” said Vickers, "and come back to it
cold and find I'd lost the touch.”

"Every book you writeisyour greatest one. Jay Vickers, you're nothing but aliterary ham. Sure,
you do good work and your darn books sell, although sometimes | wonder why. If there were no money
init you'd never write another word. Tell me, honest, why do you write?"

"You've answered it for me. Y ou say for money. All right, soit'sfor money."

"All right, so | have asordid soul.”

"My God," said Vickers, "werefighting asif we were married.”

"That's another thing. Y ou've never married, Jay. It'san index of your selfishness. | bet you never
even thought of it."

"Oncel did," sad Vickers. "Oncelong ago."

"Here, put your head down here and have agood long cry. | bet it was pitiful. | bet that's how you
got some of those excruciating love scenes you put into your books.”

"Ann, you'e getting maudlin drunk."

"If I'm getting drunk, you're the man who drove meto it. Y ou're the one who said, Thanksfor the
chance, but I'm not having any."

"l had a hunch there was something phoney there," ingsted Vickers.

"That wasyou," said Ann. Shefinished off her drink.

"Don't useahunch,” she said, "to duck the responsibility for turning down the best thing you ever
hed. Any time someone dangles money likethat in front of me, I'm not letting any hunch stand in my
way."

"I'm sure you wouldn't," Vickers agreed.

"That was anasty thing to say,” Anntold him. "Pay for the drinks and let's get out of here. I'm
putting you on that bus and don't you come back again.”

CHAPTEREIGHT
THE huge sign was draped diagondly acrossthe front of the huge show window. It read:

HOUSES
TAILORED TO ORDER
$500 aroom
LIBERAL TRADE-IN ON YOUR OLD HOME



In the window was afive or Sx room house, set in the middle of asmall, beautifully planned lawvn
and garden. There wasasundid in the garden and a cupolawith aflying duck westher vane on the
attached garage. Two white lawn chairs and awhite round table stood on the clipped grass and there
was anew and shiny car standing in the driveway.

Ann squeezed Vickers arm. "Let'sgoin.”

"Thismust be what Crawford wastalking about,” said Vickers.

"Y ou got lots of timeto catch the bus" Ann said.

"Wemight aswdll. If you get interested in looking at a house you won't be chewing me."

"If | thought it were possible, I'd trap and marry you."

"And makemy lifeahdl.”

"Why, certainly,” Anntold him sweetly. "Why esewould | do it?"

They went in the door and it swung to behind them and the noise of the Street was shut away and
they walked on the deep green carpeting that doubled asalawn.

A salesman saw them and came over.

"Wewerejust passing by," said Ann, "and we thought we would drop in. It looks like afine house
and..."

"Itisafinehouse,” the sdlesman assured them, "and it has many specid features.”

"Isthat true what the sgn said?" asked Vickers. "Five hundred dollars aroom?"

"Everyone asks methat. They read the sign, but they don't believeit, so thefirst thing they ask me
when they comein iswhether it isredly true we sl these houses for five hundred aroom.”

"Wdl, isit?" indggsted Vickers.

"Oh, most certainly,” said the sdlesman. "A five room houseis twenty-five hundred dollarsand a
ten room house would be five thousand dollars. Most people of course, aren't interested in aten room
house &t firg."

"What do you mean, & firs?"

"Wdl, you see, it'sthisway, Sr," the sdlesman said. "Thisiswhat you might cal ahouse that
grows. Y ou buy afive room house, say, and in alittle while you figure that you want another room, so we
come out and redesign the house and make it asix room house.”

"lan't that expensive?' Ann asked.

"Oh, not at dl," the sdlesman said. "It only costs you five hundred dollarsfor the extraroom. That
isaflat and standard charge.”

"Thisisaprefabricated house, in't it?" asked Ann.

"l suppose you would cal it that, although it does the house injustice. When you say 'prefabricated
you are thinking of ahousethat is pre-cut and sort of stuck together. Takes aweek or ten daysto put it
together and then you just have a shell—no hesting plant, no fireplace, no nothing.”

"I'm interested in this extraroom angle," said Vickers. ™Y ou say that when they want an extraroom
they just call you up and you come out and stick one on.”

The sdesman diffened dightly. "Not exactly, sr. We stick nothing on. We redesign your house.
At dl times, your houseiswel planned and practica, designed in accordance with the highest scientific
and esthetic concepts of what a home should be. In some cases, adding another room means that we
have to change the whole house around, rearrange the rooms and such.

"Of course," he added, "if you wanted to change the place completely the best thing might beto
trade the house in on anew one. For doing that we make a service charge of one per cent per year of the
origind cogt, plus, of course, the charge for the extrarooms.”

Helooked at the two of them, hopefully. ™Y ou have a house, perhaps?'

"A little cottage up the vdley," said Vickers. "It'snot much of aplace.

"Worth how much, would you say?"

"Fifteen or twenty thousand, but | doubt if | could get that much.”

"Wed give you twenty thousand,” said the slesman, "subject to appraisa. Our gppraisals are most
liberd."

"Look," said Vickers, "I'd only want afive or six room house. That would only cometo twenty five



hundred or three thousand.”

"Oh, that'sdl right,”" the sdesman told him. "Wed pay the differencein cash.”

"That doesn't make sense!™

"Why, of courseit does. Were quite willing to pay the going market value on exigting structuresin
order to introduce our own. In your case, we'd pay you the difference, then we'd take your old place and
moveit away and set up the new one. It'sassmple asthat.”

Ann spoketo Vickers. "Go ahead and tell the man that you aren't iaving any. Thissoundslikea
good sound business proposition to me, so of course you'll turn it down.”

"Madam," said the sdlesman, "'l don't quite understand.”

"It'sjust aprivate joke," Vickersinterrupted.

"Ah ...wdl, | wastdling you that this house has some specid features.”

"Go ahead, please,” said Ann. "Tdl us about them.”

"Very happy to. For instance thereisthe solar plant. Y ou know what asolar plant is."

Vickers nodded. "A power plant operated by the sun.”

"Exactly," said the sdesman. "This plant, however, is somewhat more efficient than the usud solar
plant. It not only hests the house in winter, but supplies eectrica power for dl the year around. It
eliminates the necessity of relying upon a public utility for your power. I might add thereis plenty of
power, much more than you will ever need.”

"A nicefeaure," sadd Ann.

"And it comesfully equipped. Y ou get arefrigerator and a home freezer, an automeatic washer and
dryer, adish washer, agarbage disposd unit, atoaster, awaffleiron, radio, television, and other odds
and ends.”

"Paying extrafor them, of course," said Vickers.

"Oh, indeed not. All you pay isfive hundred aroom."

"And beds?' asked Ann. "Chairs and stuff like that?'

"I'm sorry," sad the sdesman. 'Y ou have to furnish those yoursdlf."

"Thereisan extracharge," Vickers perssted, "for carting way the old house and putting up the
new one."

The sdlesman drew himself erect and spoke with quiet dignity. "1 want you to understand that thisis
an honest offer. There are no hidden costs. Y ou buy the house and pay—or arrange to pay—at the rate
of five hundred aroom. We have trained crews of workmen who move away your old house and erect
the new one. All of that isincluded in the origina cost. Thereis nothing added on. Of course, some
buyers want to change location. In that case we are usually able to work out an acceptable exchange
plan between their old real estate and the new location they select. You, | presume, would want to stay
whereyou are. You said you were up the valey. A mogt attractive place.”

"Well, | don't know," said Vickers.

"| forgot to mention onething,” the sdlesman went on.

"Y ou never haveto paint thishouse. It isbuilt of materid that is of the same color al the way
through. The color never wears off or fades. We have awide range of very attractive color
combingtions”

"We don't want to take up too much of your time," said Vickers. "Y ou see, we're not really
customers. We just dropped in."

"But you have ahouse?’

"Yes, | haveahouse”

"And we stand ready to replace the house and pay you a comfortable sum besides.”

"l know dl that," said Vickers, "but..."

"It seemsto me," the sdlesman said, "that you should be the one trying to sall me instead of me
tryingto sl you."

"l have ahouse, and | likeit. How would | know I'd like one of these new houses?’

"Why, gr," said the sdlesman, | just beentdlling you -"

"I'm used to my house. I'm acquainted with it and it's used to me. I've become attached to it."



"Jay Vickerd" said Ann. "Y ou can't become that attached to ahousein three years. To hear you
talk about it, you'd think it was your old ancestra home."

Vickerswas obgtinate. "I havethefed of it. | know the place. Therésacreaky board in the dining
room and | step on it on purpose at times just to hear it creak. And theresapair of robinsthat have a
nest in the vine on the porch and there's a cricket in the basement. I've hunted for that cricket, but | never
could find him; he wastoo smart for me. And now | wouldn't touch himiif | could, because hesa part of
the house and -"

"Y ou'd never be bothered with cricketsin one of our houses. They have bug repellent built right
into them. Y ou never are bothered with mosquitoes or ants or crickets or anything of the sort.”

"But I'm not bothered with thiscricket,” said Vickers. "That iswhat | wastrying totel you. | likeit.
I'm not sure I'd like a house where a cricket couldn't live. Now, mice, that's alittle different.”

"| dare say," declared the salesman, "that you would not have mice in one of our houses.”

"I won't have any in mine, ether. | caled in an exterminator to get rid of them, and they'll be gone
by thetime | get home."

"Onething isbothering me, said Ann to the sdlesman. "Y ou remember al that equipment you
mentioned, the washer and refrigerator and...”

"Yes, cartanly.”

"But you didn't mention anything about astove.”

"Didn't I?" asked the sdlesman. "Now, how could | have let it dip my mind? Of course you get a

Sove.

CHAPTER NINE

WHEN the bus reached Cliffwood, darkness was begin to fall. Vickers bought a paper at the
corner drugstore and made his way across the sireet to the town's one clean cafe.

He had ordered the meal and wasjust starting on the paper when a piping voice hailed him.

"Hi, there, Mr. Vickers."

Vickers put down the paper and looked up. It was Jane, thelittle girl who had comefor
breakfast.

"Why, hdlo, Jane," he said. "What are you doing here?"

"Me and Mommy came down to buy someice cream for supper,” Jane explained. She perched
herself on the edge of the chair across the table from him. "Where you been today, Mr. Vickers? | came
across to see you, but there was aman there and he wouldn't let mein. He said he was killing mice.
What was hekilling micefor, Mr. Vickers?'

"Jane" avoice sad.

Vickerslooked up and awoman stood there, deek and maturely beautiful, and she smiled at him.

"Y ou must not mind her, Mr. Vickers," she said. "Oh, indeed, | dont, | think she'swonderful."

"l an Mrs. Ledie" said the woman. "Jane's mother. We've been neighbors for along time now,
but we've never met.”

She sat down at the table.

"l have read some of your books," she said, "and they are wonderful. | haven't read them al. One
hassolittletime.”

"Thank you, Mrs. Ledie," said Vickers and wondered if she would think that he was thanking her
for not reading al hisbooks.

"l had meant to come over and seeyou,” Mrs. Ledie said.

"Some of usare organizing a Pretensonist Club and | haveyou onmy list."

Vickers shook hishead. "I am pressed for time," he said. "I makeit aruleto belong to nothing.”

"But this," said Mrs. Ledie, "would be—well, you might say, thiswould be down your dley."

"l am glad you thought of me."



Shelaughed at him. "Y ou think usfoolish, Mr. Vickers."

"No," he said, "not foolish.”

"Infantile, then."

"Since you supplied theword,” said Vickers, "I'll agreetoit. Yes, | must admit, it does seem just
fantly infantile”

Now, he thought, I've doneit. Now she will twist it around so that it will appesar it was|, not she,
who said it. Shell tell dl the neighbors how | told her to her face the club wasinfantile.

But shedidn't seem insulted. "It must seem infantile to someone like you who has every minute
filled. But I've been told that it'sawonderful way to work up an interest—an outside interest, that is.”

"l have no doubt itis" said Vickers.

"It'salot of work, | understand. Once you decide on the period you'd like to pretend you are
living in, you must read up on the period and do alot of research on it and then you have to write your
diary and it must be day to day and it must be afull account of each day's activities, and not just a
sentence or two and you must make it interesting and, if you can, exciting.”

"There are many periods of history," said Vickers, "that could be made exciting."

"Now, I'm glad to hear you say that,” Mrs. Ledietold him, eagerly. "Would you tell me one? If you
were going to choose a period for excitement, Mr. Vickers, which one would you choose?"

"I'm sorry. I'd have to think about it."

"But you say there were many..."

"I know. And yet, when | think of it, it seemsto methat the present day might prove as exciting as
any of the others."

"But therés nothing going on.”

"Therestoo much going on,” said Vickers.

Thewholeideawas pitiful, of course—grown people pretending they lived in some other age,
publicly confessing that they could not live at peace with their own age, but most go burrowing back
through other times and happenings to find the musty thrill of vicarious existence. It marked some rankling
falureinthe lives of these people, some terrible emptiness that would not let them be, some screaming
vacuum that somehow had to befilled.

He remembered the two women who had talked in the bus seat behind him and he wondered
momentarily what vicarious satisfaction the Pretentionist living back in Pepys time might get out of it.
Therewas, of course, Pepys well filled life, the scurrying about, the meetings with many people, thelittle
taverns where there were cheese and wine, the theaters, the good companionship and the midnight talks,
the many interests that had kept Pepys asfull of life, as naturdly full of life, asthese pretentionists were
empty.

The movement itself was escapism, of course, but escapism from what? From insecurity, perhaps.
From tension, from adaily, ever-present uneasiness that never quite bubbled into fear, yet never quieted
into peace. The state, perhaps, of never being sure—aate of mind thet dl the refinements of ahighly
advanced technology could not compensate.

"They must have our ice cream packed by now," said Mrs. Ledlie, gathering up her glovesand
purse. Y ou must come over, Mr. Vickers, and spend an evening with us."

Vickersrose with her. " Certainly. Some evening very soon,” he promised.

He knew he wouldn't and he knew she didn't want him to, but they both paid lip serviceto the old
fable of hospitdlity.

"Comeon, Jane," said Mrs. Ledie. "It was niceto meet you, Mr. Vickers, after all these years."

Without waiting for his answer, she moved away.

"Everything isfine a our house now," said Jane. "Mommy and Daddy have made up again.”

"I'm glad of that," said Vickers.

"Daddy says he won't run around with women any more," said Jane.

"I'm glad to hear that, too," said Vickers.

Her mother called to her acrossthe store.

"] got to go now," said Jane. She dipped off the chair and ran across the store to her mother's side.



She turned and waved a him asthey went out the door.

Poor kid, he thought, what alife she has ahead of her. If | had alittle girl like that—he shut the
thought away. Therewas no little girl for him. Therewas a shelf of books; and there was the manuscript
that lay waiting for him, inal its promise and its glory. And suddenly he redlized how faint the promise
was, how false and shdlow the glory might be. Books and manuscripts; he thought. Not much to build a
lifeon.

And that wasit, of course. That was the trouble with not himsdf aone, but with everyone—no one
seemed now to have much on which to build hislife. For so many yearsthe world had lived with war or
the threat of war. First it had been afrantic feeling, a running to escape, and then it was just amora and
mental numbness that one didn't even notice, acondition that one accepted as the normd way of life.

No wonder there were Pretentionists, he told himsalf. With his books and his manuscript, he was
one himsdf.

CHAPTER TEN

HE looked under the flower pot on the corner of the stoop to find the key, but it wasn't there and
then he remembered that he had | eft the door unlocked so that Joe could comein and get rid of the
mice.

He turned the knob and went in and made his way across the room to turn on the desk lamp. A
white square of paper with awkward pencil scrawls upon it lay beneath the lamp.

Jay: | did the job, then came back and opened up the windows to clean out the smell. I'll
give you a hundred bucks a throw for every mouse you find. Joe.

A noise brought him around from the desk and he saw that there was someone on the porch,
gtting in hisfavorite chair, rocking back and forth, acigarette making alittle wavy linedancing in the
dark.

"It'sl," said Horton Hlanders. "Have you had anything to eat?"

"I hed something in thevillage."

"That'sapity. | brought over atray of sandwiches and some beer. | thought you might be hungry
and | know how you hate to cook..."

"Thanks," said Vickers. "I'm not hungry now. We can have them later.”

Hethrew his hat onto achair and went out onto the porch.

"I haveyour chair," said Mr. Flanders.

"Kegpit," Vickerssaid. "Thisoneisjust as comfortable.”

"Did you noticeif there was any newstoday? | have amost deplorable habit, a times, of not
looking at the papers.”

"The same old thing. Another peace rumor that no one quite believes.

"The cold war ill goeson,” said Mr. Flanders. "it's been going on for amogt thirty years. It warms
up now and then, but it never does explode. Hasit ever occurred to you, Mr. Vickers, that there have
been a dozen times at |east when there should have been redl war, but somehow or other it has never
cometo be?'

"l hadn't thought of it."

"But it'sthetruth. First there wasthe Berlin airlift trouble and the fighting in Greece. Either one of
them could have set off afull scalewar, hut each of them was settled. Then there was Koreaand that
was settled, too. Then Iran threatened to blow up the world, but we got safely past it. Then there were
the Manilaincidents and the flareup in Alaska and the Indian criss and half adozen others. But dl of
them were settled, one way or another."”

"No oneredly wantsto fight," said Vickers.

"Perhaps not," agreed Mr. Flanders, "but it takes more than just the will for peaceto prevent a
war. Time and again amajor nation has climbed out on alimb to a point where they had to fight or back



up. They aways have backed up. That isn't human nature, Mr. Vickers, or at least it wasn't human nature
until thirty years ago. Doesit seem to you that something might have happened, some unknown factor,
some new equation, that may account for it?"

"l don't quite see how there could be any new factor. The human raceis till the human race.
They've dways fought before. Thirty years ago they had just finished the greatest war that ever had been
fought."

"Since then, there has been provocation after provocation and there have been regiona wars, but
the world has not gone to war. Can you tell mewhy?'

"No, | can't.”

"I havethought about it," said Mr. Flanders, "in anidieway, of course. And it seemsto methat
there must be some new factor.”

"Fear, perhaps,” suggested Vickers. "Fear of our frightful wegpons.”

"That might beit," admitted Mr. Flanders, "but fear isafunny thing. Fear isjust asapt to sart a
war asit isto hold one off. It is quite possible that fear aone might make a people go out and fight to be
rid of fear—willing to go againgt the fear itsdf to berid of it. | don't think, Mr. Vickers, that fear done
can account for peace.”

"Y ou're thinking of some psychologica factor?"

"Perhgpstha might beit," said Mr. Flanders. "Or it might be intervention.”

"Intervention! Who would intervene?’

"| redlly couldn't say. But the thought is not anew one to me and not in this respect alone. Starting
about eighty years or S0 ago something happened to the world. Up until that time man had sscumbled
aong pretty much in the same old ruts. There had been some progress here and there, some changes, but
not very many of them. Not many changesin thinking especidly and that isthe thing that counts.

"Then mankind, which had been shambling along, broke into agallop. The automobile was
invented and the telephone and motion pictures and flying machine. There wasthe radio and al the other
gadgetry that characterized the first quarter of the century.

"But that was largely mechanics, pure and smple, putting two and two together and having four
come out. In the second quarter of the century classica physicswas largely displaced by anew kind of
thinking, athinking which admitted that it didn't know when it came face to face with the atoms and
electrons. And out of that came theories and the physics of the atom and all the probabilities that today
gill are probahilities.

"And that, | think, wasthe greatest stride of al—that the physicists who had fashioned nest
cubicles of knowledge and had classified and assigned dl the classical knowledgeto fit into them snugly
should have had the courage to say they didn't know what made el ectrons behave the way they do."

"You'retrying to say," Vickers put in, "that something happened to whip man out of hisrut. But it
wasn't thefirgt time athing like that had happened. Before it there had been the Renai ssance and the
Indudtrid Revolution.”

"l did not say it wasthe only time it had ever happened,” Mr. Flanderstold him. "1 merely said it
happened. Thefact that it had happened before, in adightly different manner, should provethat it isnot
an accident, but some sort of cycle, some sort of influence which is operative within the human race.
What isit that kicks a plodding culture out of ashuffle into afull-fledged gdlop and, inthiscase a less!,
keepsit galoping for dmaost ahundred years without asgn of dackening?’

"You sad intervention,” said Vickers. "Y ou're off on somewild fantasy. Men from Mars, maybe?"

Mr. Flanders shook hishead. "Not men from Mars. | don't think it'smen from Mars. Let'sbea
little more generd.."

Hewaved his cigarette at the sky above the hedge and trees, with its many starstwinkling in the
night. "Out there must be great reservoirs of knowledge. At many pointsin all that space out beyond our
earth there must be thinking beings and they would create knowledge that we had never dreamed of.
Some of it might be applicable to humans and to earth and much of it would not.”

"Y ou're suggesting that some one from out there -"

"No," said Mr. Flanders. "I'm suggesting that the knowledge isthere and waiting, waiting for usto



go out there and get it."

"We haven't even reached the moon yet."

"We may not need to wait for rockets. We may not have to go physicaly to get it. We might reach
out with our minds..."

"Telepathy?"

"Perhaps. Maybe that iswhat you could cadl it. A mind probing out and searching—amind
reaching out for amind. If thereis such athing asteepathy, distance should make no difference—ahdf a
mile or alight year, what would be the difference? For the mind is not a physica property, itisnot
bound, or should not be bound, by the laws that say that nothing can exceed the speed of light.”

Vickerslaughed uneasly, feding the dow crawl of invigble, many-footed crestures moving on his
neck.

"You can't be serious,” he said.

"Perhaps1'm not," admitted Mr. Flanders. " Perhaps I'm an old eccentric who has found aman
who will lisgen to him and will not laugh too much.”

"But thisknowledge that you talk of. There is no evidence that such knowledge can be applied,
that it ever could be used. It would be dien, it would involve dien logic and apply to dien problemsand it
would be based on alien concepts that we could not understand.”

"Much of it would," said Mr. FHlanders. ™Y ou would haveto sft and winnow. There would be much
chaff, but you would find some kernds. Y ou might find, for instance, away in which friction could be
eliminated and if you found that you would have machines that would last forever and you would have -"

"Wait aminute," snapped Vickers, tensdly, "what are you getting at? What about this business of
meachinesthat would run forever? We have that dready. | wastalking to Eb just this morning and he was
teling me-"

"About acar. That, Mr. Vickers, isexactly what | mean."

CHAPTER ELEVEN

FOR along time after Mr. Flanders|eft, Vickers sat on the porch, smoked his cigarettes and
stared at the patch of sky he could see between the top of the hedge and the porch'sroof... at the sky
and its crystal wash of stars, thinking that one could not sense the distance and the time that lay between
the stars.

Fanders was an old man with a shabby coat and a polished stick and his queer, stilted way of
talking that made you think of another time and another culture. What could he know, what possibly
could he know of knowledge in the stars?

Anyone could dream up talk like that. What was it he had said? He had thought of it, inanidle
way. And that, Vickers decided, was the way it must be—anidle old eccentric with nothing on hismind
except the idle thoughts that took his mind off another life, an old and faded life that he wanted to forget.

And there, thought Vickers, | am speculating, too, for there's no way that | can know the kind of a
life the old man may haveled.

He got up and went into the living room. He pulled the chair out from his desk and sat down and
dared at the typewriter Sitting there, accusing him of wasted time, of an entire wasted day, pointing with
accusing finger at the pile of manuscript that should have been alittle thicker if he had stayed at home.

He picked up afew pages of the manuscript and tried to read, but he had no interest and he was
gripped by the terrifying thought that he had gone cold, had lost the spark which drove him day after day
to the task of setting down the words that must be written—that literdly must be written, asif the writing
of them were ameans of purging himsdlf of aconfusion that lurked indgde hismind, asif the writing of
them were atask, or penance, that must be done as a condition of hisliving.

He had said no, that he wasn't interested in writing Crawford's book and he had said it because he
wasn't interested, because he had wanted to come back here and add to the pile of manuscript that lay



there on the desk.

And yet that had not been the only factor—there had been something else. Hunch, he had told
Ann, and she had scoffed at him. But there had been a hunch—that and afedling of danger and of fear,
asif asecond self had been standing at hissSide, warning him away.

It wasillogica, of course, for there was no reason why he should have a sense of fear. There had
been no reason why he could not have taken on the job. He could have used the money. Ann could have
used the fee. Therewas no logic, no sense, in refusing. And yet, without an ingtant's hesitation, he had
refused the offer.

He put the sheets of manuscript back on top of the pile, rose from the chair and pushed it flush
against the desk.

Asif thewhisper of the chair diding on the carpeting might have been asignd, a scurrying sound
came out of one darkened corner and traveled to the next and then was ill, so il that Vickers could
hear the faint swish of avine, swung dowly by the wind, scraping againgt the screen of the porch outside
the open door. Then even the vine stopped swaying and the house was sill with adeathly stillnessthat
was unnatura, asif the whole house might be waiting for whatever happened next.

Sowly Vickersturned around to face the room, moving hisfeet cautioudy, pivoting hisbody with
an exaggerated, amost ridiculous, effort to be quiet, to get turned around so he could face the corner
from which the sound had come without anything knowing he had turned.

There were no mice. Joe had come up, while he wasin the city, and had killed the mice. There
were no mice and there should be no scurrying from one corner to the next. Joe had left anote which
even now gtill lay beneath the desk lamp saying that he would pay one hundred bucks athrow for every
mouse that Vickers could produce.

The slence hung, not so much aslence asaquietness, asif everything were waiting without
bresthing.

Moving only hiseyebals, for it seemed that if he moved hishead his neck would creak and betray
him to whatever danger there might be, Vickers examined the room, with particular emphasis upon the
darkened areasin the corners and undernegth the furniture and in the shadowed places that were farthest
from thelight. Cautioudly he put his hands behind him, to grasp the desk edge, to get hold of something
that was solid so that he did not stand so agonizingly aone, transfixed in the room.

Thefingersof hisright hand touched something that was metdllic and he knew that it was the metal
paperweight that he had lifted off the pile of manuscript when he had sat down at the desk. Hisfingers
reached out and grasped it and dragged it forward into the hollow of his hand and he closed hisfingers
on it and he had aweapon.

There was something in the corner by the yelow chair and dthough it ssemed to have no eyes, he
knew it was watching him. It didn't know that he had spotted it, or it didn't seem to know, dthoughin the
next ingtant it more than likely would.

"Now!" said Vickers and the word exploded from him like a cannon blast. Hisright arm swung up
and over and followed through and the paperweight, turning end over end, crashed into the corner.

There was a crunching sound and the noise of metalic partsrolling on thefloor.

CHAPTER TWELVE

THERE were many little tubes, smashed, and an intricate mass of wiring that was bent and broken
and funny crystal discsthat were chipped and splintered, and the metalic outer shell that had held the
tubes and wiring and the discs and the many other pieces of mechanical mystery that he did not
recognize.

Vickers pulled the desk lamp closer to him, so that the light might shine down upon the handful of
parts he had gathered from the floor and he put out afinger and stirred it among them, gingerly, listening
to the tinkling sounds they made asthey clinked together.



No mouse, but something el se—something that scuttled in the night, knowing that he would think it
was amouse; athing that had scared the cat which knew it was no mouse, and athing that would not be
attracted to traps.

An dectronic contraption, maybe, from thelook of tubes and wiring. Vickers stirred the pieces
again with afinger and listened to the tinkling asthey clinked together.

An dectronic spy, he speculated, a scuttling, scurrying, listening thing that watched his every
moment, athing that stored what it heard and saw for future reference or transmitted directly the
knowledge that it gained. But direct to whom? And why? And maybe it wasn't aspying thing, at al.
Maybe it was something €lse, something for which there might be assimpler—or a more weird—
explanation. If it were alistening or aseeing device, planted here to spy on him, he would not have
caught it. He had never seen one of them before, and for months now held heard the scurrying and the
scampering that he had thought were mice.

If it were agpying device it would be made so well, so cleverly that it would be able not only to
observe him, but to keep out of sight itsdlf. To have any vaue it must keep its presence undetected.
There would have been no careless moment. It would not have been seen unlessit wanted itself to be
Seen.

Unless it wanted itself to be seen!

He had been ditting at the desk and had gotten up and pushed the chair flush with the desk and it
had been then that he had heard the scampering. If it had not run, he never would have seenit. And it
need not have run, for the room wasin shadow, with only the desk lamp burning, and his back had been
toward the room.

The cold certainty came to him that it had wanted to be seen, that it had wanted to betrappedin a
corner and crushed with a paperweight—that it had run deliberately to cal his attention to it and that
once he'd seen it, it had not tried to get away.

He sat at the desk and cold beads of perspiration came out of hisforehead and he felt them there
but did not lift ahand to brush them off.

It had wanted to be seen. It had wanted him to know.

Not it, of course, but the thing behind it—whoever or whatever it was that had caused the
contraption to be placed insde his house. For monthsit had scampered and scurried, had listened and
watched, and now the time for the scampering and the watching had come to an end and it wastime for
something else; time to serve notice on him that he was being watched.

But why, and who?

He fought down the cold, screaming panic that rose ingde of him, forced himself to stay Sttingin
thechair.

There was a clue somewhere in thisvery day, he thought. Somewhere there was aclue, if he could
recognize it. Something happened today that made the agency behind the watcher decide it wastimeto
let him know.

Heticked off the day's events, marshalling them in his mind as they might be written in a notebook:

The little girl who had come to breakfast.

The remembrance of a walk that he had taken twenty years before.

The story in the paper about more worlds than one.

The Forever car.

The women who had talked in the seat behind him on the bus, and Mrs. Leslie and the club
she was organizng.

Crawford and his story of a world with its back against the wall.

The houses at five hundred dollars a room.

Mr. Flanders sitting on the porch and saying that there was a new-found factor which kept
the world fromwar.

The mouse that was not a mouse.

But that wasn't dl, of course; somewhere there was something el se that he had forgotten. Without
knowing how he knew it, he knew that he had forgotten something, some other tabulated fact that should



be inserted somewherein thelist of things that had happened in the day.

There was Flanders saying that he was interested in the setup of the gadget shops and that he was
intrigued by theriddle of the carbohydrates and that he was convinced there was something going on.

And later in the day he had sat on the porch and talked of reservoirs of knowledge in the stars and
of afactor which kept the world from war and of another factor which had whipped Man out of hisrut
amost a hundred years ago and had kept him at the gallop ever since. He had speculated about these
mattersin an idleway, he had said.

But was his speculation idle?

Or did Handers know more than he wastelling?

Andif he knew, what then?

Vickers shoved back the chair and got to hisfest.

Helooked at the time. It was almost two o'clock.

No matter, he thought. It'stimethat | find out. Evenif | have to break into hishouse and jerk him
out of bed, screaming in his nightshirt (for he was sure that Flanders would not wear pgjamas), it'stime
that | find out.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

LONG before he reached Flanders house, Vickers saw that there was something wrong. The
house was lighted up from basement to garret. Men with lanterns were walking about the yards and there
were other knots of men who stood around and talked, while al aong the street women and children
stood on the porchesin hastily snatched-up robes. Asif, Vickersthought, they were waiting for astrange
three o'clock parade that might at any moment come winding down the street.

A group of men was standing by the gate and as he turned in, he saw there were some he knew.
There was EDb, the garage man, and Joe, the exterminator, and Vic, who ran the drugstore.

"Hello, Jay," said Eb, "we're glad that you are here."

"Hello, Jay," said Joe.

"What's going on?" asked Vickers.

"Old Man Handers," said Vic, "has up and disappeared.”

"His housekeegper got up in the night to give him some medicine," said Eb, "and found he wasn't
there. Shelooked around for him for awhile and then she went to get some help.”

"Y ou've searched for him?' asked Vickers.

"Around the place," said Eb. "But we're going to start branching out now. Well have to organize
and get somesysteminit.”

The drugstore owner said: "We thought at first maybe he'd been up during the night wandering
around the house or out into the yard and might have had a seizure, of one sort or another. So we looked
near & hand at first."

"Weve gone over the house," said Joe, "from top to bottom and we've combed the yard and there
anthidenor har of him."

"Maybe hewent for awalk," Vickers offered.

"Nomaninhisright mind," declared Joe, "goeswalking after midnight.”

"Hewasntin hisright mind, if you ask me," said Eb. "Not that | didn't like him, 'cause did. Never
saw amore mannerly old codger in al my born days, but he had funny ways about him."

Someone with alantern came down the brick paved walk. "Y ou men ready to get organized?'
asked the man with the lantern.

"Sure, sheriff," said Eb. "Sure, we're ready, any time you are. We just been waiting for you to get it
figured out.”

"Wdll," sad the sheriff, "there ain't much that we can do until it getslight, dthough that'sonly a
couple hoursaway. But | thought maybe until it got light enough to see we might take some quick scouts



out around. Some of the other boys are going to fan out and cover the town, go up and down al the
sreetsand aleysand | thought maybe some of you might like to have alook aong theriver."

"That'sal right with us," said Eb. "Y ou tdll uswhat you want usto do and we surewill doiit."

The sheriff lifted hislantern to shoulder height and looked at them. "Jay Vickers, ain't it? Glad you
joined us, Jay. We need dl the men there are.”

Vickerslied, without knowing why helied: "I heard some commotion going on.”

"Guess you knew the old gent pretty well. Better than the most of us."

"He used to come over and talk to me amost every day," said Vickers.

"l know. We remarked about it. He never talked to no onedse.”

"We had some common interests,” Vickerssaid, "and | think that he was lonely."

"The housekeeper said he went over to seeyou last night.”

"Yes hedid,” sad Vickers. "Heleft shortly after midnight.” "Notice anything unusua about him?
Any differencein theway he taked?'

"Now, look here, sheriff,” said Eb. "Y ou don't think that Jay had anything to do with this?’

"No," the sheriff said. "No, | guess| don't." He lowered the lantern and said, "'If you fellowswould
go down to the river. Split up when you get there. Some of you go up-stream and some of you go down.
| don't expect you to find anything, but we might aswell look. Be back by daylight and well realy start
combing for him."

The sheriff turned away, walking back up the brick pavement, with hislantern swinging.

"l guess," said Eb, "we might aswell get started. I'll take one bunch down the river and Joe will
take the othersup. That dl right with the rest of you?"

"It'sdl right with me," said Joe.

They walked out the gate and down the street until they hit the cross street, then went down to the
bridge. They hdted there.

"We split up here," said Eb. "Who wantsto go with Joe?!

Severd men said they would.

"All right," said Eb. "Therest of you comewith me." They separated and plunged down from the
street to the river bank. Cold river mist lay close dong the bank and in the darkness they could hear the
swift, smooth tonguing of theriver. A night bird cried across the water and looking out to the other bank,
one could see the splintered starlight that had shattered itself againgt the running current.

Eb asked, "Y ou think well find him, Jay?"

Vickers spoke dowly. "No, | don't. | can't tell you why, but somehow | am pretty sure we won't."

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

IT WAS early evening before Vickers returned home.

The phone was ringing when he stepped inside the door and he strode across the room and picked
it up.

It was Ann Carter. "'I've been trying to get you al day. I'm terribly upset. Where have you been?!

"Out looking for aman,” said Vickers.

"Jay, don't be funny," she said. "Please don't be funny.”

"I'm not being funny. An old man, aneighbor of mine, disgppeared. 1've been out helping look for
him."

"Didyoufind him?*

"No, we didn't."

"That'stoo bad," she said. "Was he anice old man?"

"The best."

"Maybeyoull find him later."

"Maybewewill," said Vickers. "Why are you upset?"



"Y ou remember what Crawford said?"

"Hesad alot of things."

"But what he said about what would come next. Y ou remember that?'

"l can't say that | do."

"Well, he said clothing would be next. A dressfor fifty cents.”

"Now that you mentionit,” said Vickers, "it dl comesback to me.”

"Well, it happened.”

"What happened?’

"A dress. Only it wasnt fifty cents. It wasfifteen!"

"Y ou bought one?"

"No, | didn't, Jay. | wastoo scared to buy one. | was walking down Fifth Avenue and therewas a
sgninthewindow, alittle discreet sSign that said the dress on the model could be had for fifteen cents.
Can you imaginethat, Jay! A dressfor fifteen cents on Fifth Avenue!”

"No, | can't," Vickers confessed.

"It was such apretty dress,” she said. "It shone. Not with stones or tinsel. The materia shone. Like
itwasalive. And the color ... Jay, it wasthe prettiest dress | have ever seen. And | could have bought it
for fifteen cents, but | didn't have the nerve. | remembered what Crawford had told usand | stood there
looking at the dressand | got cold dll over."

"Well, that'stoo bad,” said Vickers. "Buck up your nerve and go back in the morning. Maybe
they'll ill haveit."

"But that isn't the point at al, Jay. Don't you see? It proves what Crawford told us. It provesthat
he knew what he was talking about, that there redlly isa conspiracy, that the world redlly does haveits
back againg thewdll."

"And what do you want me to do about it?"

"Why, |—I don't know, Jay. | thought you would be interested.”

"l am," said Vickers. "Very interested.”

"Jay, therés something going on.”

"Kegp your shirt on, Ann," said Vickers. "Sure, there's something going on.”

"What isit, Jay? | know it's more than Crawford said. | don't know how -"

"l don't know, either. But it's big—it's bigger than you and | can handle. | haveto think it out.”

"Jay," she said, and the sharp tenseness was gone from her voice. "Jay, | fed better now. It was
niceto talk to you."

"Y ou go out in themorning,” hetold her, "and buy up an armful of those fifteen-cent dresses. Get
there early ahead of the crowd.”

"Crowd?1 don't understand.”

"Look, Ann," Vickers said, "when the news gets around, Fifth Avenueis going to have acrush of
bargain hunterslike nothing you've ever seen before.”

"l guessyou'reright at that," she said. "Phone me tomorrow, Jay?'

“I'll phone."

They said good night and he hung up, stood for amoment, trying to remember the next thing that
he should do. There was supper to get and the papersto get in and he'd better seeif there was any mail.

He went out the door and walked down the path to the mailbox on the gatepost. He took out a
dim handful of letters and leafed through them swiftly, but there was so little light he could not make out
what they were. Advertisng mostly, he suspected. And afew hills, dthough it was abit early inthe
month for the billsto start.

Back in the house he turned on the desk lamp and laid the pile of letters on the desk. Benegth the
lamp lay the litter of tubes and discsthat he had picked up from the floor the night before. He stood there
garing a them, trying to bring them into correct time perspective. It had only been the night before, but
now it seemed asif it were many weeks ago that he had thrown the paperweight and there had been a
crunching sound that had erupted with a shower of tiny partsrolling on the floor.

He stood there then, as he stood now, and knew there was an answer somewhere, aclue, if only



he knew whereto find it.

The phone rang again and he went to answer it. It was Eb, asking: "What do you think of it?"

"l don't know what to think," said Vickers.

"Hesintheriver," Eb maintained. "That iswhere heis. That'swhat | told the sheriff. They'll Sart
dragging tomorrow morning as soon asthe sunisup.”

"l don't know," said Vickers, "Maybe you areright, but | don't think that heis dead.”

"Why don't you think so, Jay?"'

"No reasonintheworld,” said Vickers. "No actual, solid reason. Just ahunch."

"Thereason | caled,” Ebtold him, "isthat | got some of those Forever cars. Camein this
afternoon. Thought maybe you might want one of them.”

"I hadn't thought much about it, Eb, to tell you the truth. But | might be interested.”

“I'll bring one up inthemorning,” said Eb. "Give you achanceto try it out. See what you think of

"Thet'll befing," sad Vickers.

"All right, then," said Eb. "See you inthe morning.”

Vickers went back to the desk and picked up the letters. There were no bills. Of the seven I etters,
Sx were advertising matter, the seventh wasin a plain white envel ope addressed in a craggy hand.

Hetoreit open. There was one sheet of white note paper, neatly folded.

He unfolded it and read:

My dear friend Vickers:

| hope that you are not unduly worn out by the strenuous efforts which you undoubtedly will
have thrown into the search for me today.

| feel very keenly that my actions will impose upon the kind people of this excellent village a
most unseemly amount of running around to the neglect of their business, although | do not doubt
that they will enjoy it most thoroughly.

| feel that | can trust your understanding not to reveal the fact of thisletter nor to engage
any further than is necessary to convince our neighbors of your kindly intentions in what must
necessarily be a futile hunt for me. | can assure you that I am most happy and that only the
necessity of the moment made me do what | have done.

I amwriting this note for two reasons: Firstly, to quiet any fear you may feel for me.
Secondly, to presume upon our friendship to the point of giving some unsolicited advice.

It has seemed to me for some time now that you have been confining yourself too closely to
your work and that a holiday might be an excellent idea for someone in your situation. It might be
that a visit to your childhood scene, to walk down the paths you walked when you were a boy,
might clear away the dust and make you see with clearer eyes.

Your friend,

Horton Flanders.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

I WILL not go, thought Vickers. | cannot go. The place means nothing to me now and | do not
want it to mean anything now that it isforgotten—now that it isforgotten after al these years of trying to
forget it.

He could have shut his eyes and seen it—the yellow clay of the rain-washed cornfields, the roads
al whitewith dust winding through the valleys and dong the ridgetops, the londly mailboxes sitting on
forlornly leaning fence posts stuck into the ground, the sagging gates, the westher-beaten houses, the
scraggy cattle coming down the lane, following the rutted path that their hoofs had made, the mangy dogs
that ran out and barked at you when you drove past their farms.

If I go back they'll ask mewhy | came and how I'm getting on. "Too bad about your Pa, hewas a



damn good man." They'd St on the upturned boxesin front of the genera store and chew dowly on their
cuds of tobacco and spit out on the sidewak and look at him out of danted eyes and say: " So you write
books. By God, some day I'll have to read one of your books; | never heard of them.”

Hed go to the cemetery and stand before a stone with his hat held in his hand and listen to the
wind moan in the mighty pinesthat grew al around the cemetery fence and held think, if only I could have
amounted to something in time that you could have known, so that the two of you could have been proud
of me and bragged about me alittle when the neighbors dropped in for avist—but of course, | never
did.

Hed drive the roads he/d known when he was a boy and stop the car beside the creek and get out
and climb the barbed wire fence and walk down to the hole where he dways caught the chubs and the
stream would be atrickle and the hole would be a muddy widening of the trickle and the tree where he
had sat would be gone in some spring-time flood. He'd look at the hills and they would be familiar and at
the same time strange, and he would try to puzzle out what was wrong with them and he could not tell for
the life of him what was wrong with them and held go on, thinking about the creek and the unfamiliar hills,
feding londier by the minute. And findly in the end, held flee. He would press the accelerator to the
boards and cling to the whed and try not to think.

And he would—findly, he admitted it—he would drive past the great brick house with the portico
and the fanlights above the door. He would drive very dowly and he would look at it and he'd see how
the shutters had come loose and were sagging and how the paint was flaking and how the roses that had
bloomed beside the gate had died out in some cold and blustery winter.

| won't go, he said. | will not go.

And yet, perhaps, he should.

It might clear away the dust, Flanders had written, might make you see with clearer eyes.

Might make him see what with clearer eyes?

Was there something back there in his boyhood lanes that might explain this Stuation that had burst
upon him, some hidden fact, some abstract symbol, that he had missed before? Some thing, perhaps, that
he had seen before, even many times, and had not recognized?

Or was heimagining things, reading significance into words that had no significance? How could he
be sure that Horton Fanders with his shabby suit and ridicul ous cane had anything to do with the story
that Crawford had spelled out about humanity standing with its back against the wall?

Therewasno evidence et al.

Y et Flanders had disappeared and had written him alletter.

Clear away the dust, Handers had written, so that you may see the better. And dl that he might
have meant was that he should clear away the dust so that he could write the better, so that the
manuscript which lay upon the desk might be the better piece of work because its creator had looked on
life and fellow man with eyesthat were clear of dust. The dust of prejudice, perhaps, or the dust of
vanity, or Smply the dust of not seeing as sharply as one should.

Vickers put down ahand on the manuscript and ruffled its pages with his thumb, an absent, dmost
loving gesture. So little done, he thought, so much till to do.

Now, for two whole days, he'd done nothing. Two full days wasted.

To do the writing that should be done, he must be able to sit down calmly and concentrate, shut
out the world and then let the world comeinto him, alittle at atime, ahighly selected world that could be
analyzed and set up with aclarity and sharpnessthat could not be mistaken.

Camly, hethought. My God, how can aman be cam when he has athousand questions and a
thousand doubts probing at his mind?

Fifteen cent dresses, Ann had said on the telephone. Fifteen cent dressesin ashop on Fifth
Avenue.

There was some factor he was overlooking, some factor in plain sight waiting to be seen.

Firg there was the girl who had come to breakfast and after that the paper he had read. Then hed
gone down to get his car and Eb had told him about the Forever car and because his car had not been
ready he'd gone to the drugstore corner to catch abus and Mr. Flanders had come and joined him ashe



stared at the digplay in the gadget shop and Mr. Flanders had said—Wait a second. He had gone to the
drugstore corner to get abus.

There was something about a bus, something that tugged at hismind.

He had gotten on the bus and sat down in a seat next to the window. He'd sat down in aseat and
looked out the window and no one e se had come and sat down with him. Hed ridden to thecity ina
seat dl by himsdf.

That isit, he thought, and even as he thought it he felt awild eation and then asense of horror at
an incident forgotten and he stood for amoment unmoving, trying desperately to blot out the incident
from so many years ago. He stood and waited and it would not blot out and there was no getting away
from it and he knew what he must do.

He turned to the desk and pulled out the top drawer on the left hand side and dowly, methodicaly
took out the contents, one by one. He did thiswith al the drawers and did not find what he was looking
for.

Somewhere, he thought, I'll find it. It was athing | would not throw away.

The attic, perhaps. One of the boxesin the attic.

He climbed the stairs and, reaching the top, blinked at the glow of the unshielded light bulb hanging
from the celling. Therewas achill in the air, and the starkness of the rafters, coming down on either sde
likeamighty jaw about to close on him, went with the dien chill.

Vickers moved from the stairs across the floor to the storage boxes pushed against the eaves. In
which one of the threewould it be mogt likely to be found? Therewas no telling.

S0 he started with the first and he found it haf way down, under the old pair of bird shooters that
he had hunted for last fal and had finaly given up for log.

He opened the notebook and thumbed through it until he came to the pages that he was seeking.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

IT MUST have been going on for years before he noticed it. At first, having noticed it, he
speculated on it somewhat idly. Then he began a detailed observation, and when the observation bore
out theidle speculation hetried to laugh it off, but it wasn't athing that you could laugh off. He went
through the observation again, for aperiod of amonth, keeping awritten record of the facts he noted.

When the written record bore out the evidence of hisearlier observation, he had tried to tell himsalf
it wasimagination, but by now he had it down in black and white and he knew there must be something
toit.

The record said that it was worse than he had first imagined, that it concerned not only one phase
of hisexistence, but many different phases. Asthe evidence accumulated, he stood aghast that he had not
noticed it before, because it was something which should have been obvious from the very first.

The whole thing started with the reluctance of hisfellow passengersto ride with him on the bus. He
lived, at thetime, at an old ramshackle boarding house at the edge of town near the end of the line. Hed
get on in the morning and, being one of the few who boarded at that point, would take his favorite seet.

The buswould fill up gradualy asthe stopswere made, but it would be dmost the end of the run
before held have a seat companion. It didn't bother him, of course; in fact, herather liked it to be that
way, for then he could pull hishat down over hiseyes and dump down in the seat and think and probably
even doze alittle without ever considering the need of civility. Not that he would have been especidly
civil in any case, he now admitted. The hour that he went to work was atogether too early for that.

People would get on the bus and they'd sit with other people, not necessarily people whom they
knew, for sometimes, Vickers noticed, they didn't exchange asingle word for the entire ride with their
seet mate. They'd Sit with other people, but they'd never st with him until the very last, not until al the
other seaetswerefilled and they had to St with him or stand.

Perhaps, hetold himself, it was body odor; perhapsit was bad breath. He made aritual of bathing



after that, using anew soap that was guaranteed to make him smell fresh. He brushed histeeth more
atentively, used mouth wash until he gagged at the sght of it.

It did no good. He still rode done.

Helooked at himsdlf in the mirror and he knew it was not his clothes, for in those dayshewasa
Smart dresser.

So, hefigured, it must be his attitude. Instead of dumping down in the seet and pulling his hat over
his eyes, held sit up and be bright and cheerful and held smile a everyone. Hed amiile, by God, if it
cracked hisfaceto do it.

For an entire week he sat there looking pleasant, smiling at people when, they glanced at him, for
al theworld asif he were arising young business man who had read Dal e Carnegie and belonged to the
Junior Chamber.

No one rode with him—not until there was no other seat. He got some comfort in knowing they'd
rather St with him than stand.

Then he noticed other things.

At the office the fellows were dways vigiting around, gathering in little groups of three or four a
one of the desks, talking about their golf score or telling the latest dirty story or wondering why the hell a
guy stayed on at aplace like this when there were other jobs you could just walk out and take.

No one, he noticed, ever cameto hisdesk. So hetried going to some of the other desks, joining
one of the groups. Within ashort time, the felowswould al drift back to their desks. Hetried just
dropping by to passthe time of the day with individua workers. They were always affable enough, but
awaysterribly busy. Vickers never stayed.

He checked up on his conversational budget. It seemed fairly satisfactory. He didn't play golf, but
he knew afew dirty stories and he read most of the latest books and saw the best of the recent movies.
He knew something about office palitics and could damn the boss with the best of them. Heread the
newspapers and went through a couple of news weeklies and knew what was going on and could argue
politics and had armchair opinions on military matters. With those qudifications, hefdt, he should be adle
to carry on afair conversation. But still no one seemed to want to talk to him.

It wasthe same at lunch. It was the same, now that he had come to notice it, everywhere he went.

He had written it down, with dates and an account of each day, and now, fifteen yearslater, he sat
on abox inaraw and empty attic and read the words heldd written. Staring straight ahead of him, he
remembered how it had been, how he'd felt and what held said and done, including the original fact that
no one would ridewith him until al the seats were taken. And that, he remembered, wastheway it had
been when held gone to New Y ork just the other day.

Fifteen years ago be had sat and wondered why and there had been no answer.

And hereit was again.

Was he somehow, in some strange way, different? Or was it merely somelack in him, some quirk
in his persondity that denied him the vital spark, the ready glow of comradeship?

It had not only been the matter of no one riding with him, no groups gathering at his desk. There
had been more than that—certain more eusive things that could not be put on paper. The feding of
londliness which he had aways had—not the occasiona twinges that everyone must fe, but a continua
sense of "differentness’ that had forced him to stand gpart from hisfellow humans, and they from him. His
inability to initiate friendships, his out-gze sense of dignity, hisreuctance to conform to certain socid
standards.

It had been these characterigtics, he was certain—athough until now he had never thought of it in
exactly that way—that had led him to take up resdencein thisisolated village, that had confined himto a
amall circle of acquaintances, that had turned him to the solitary trade of writing, pouring out on paper
and pent-up emotions and the londly thoughts that must find some release.

Out of hisdifferentness he had built hislife; perhaps out of that very differentness had sprung what
small measure of success he had achieved.

He had settled into arut of hisown devising, apolished and well-loved rut, and then something had
comeaongtojolt him out of it. It had started with thelittle girl coming to the door, and after that Eb



talking about the Forever car—and there had been Crawford, and Flanders strange words on the porch
and, findly, the notebook remembered after many years and found in an attic box.

Forever cars and synthetic carbohydrates, Crawford talking about aworld with its back against
the wal—somehow he knew that al these things were connected, and that he wastied up in some way
withdl of it.

It was maddening, to be convinced of thiswithout a scrap of evidence, without ashred of reason,
without asingle clue asto what his part might be.

It had dways been like that, he redlized, even in little things—the frightening fedling that he had but
to stretch out his hand to touch certain truth, but never being able to reach quite far enough to grasp it.

It was absurd to know that a thing was right without knowing why: to know that it had been right
to refuse Crawford's offer, when every factor urged its acceptance; to have known from the very start
that Horton Flanders could not be found, when there was no reason to suspect he might not be.

Fifteen years ago he had faced a certain problem and after atime, in hisown way, had solved it,
without realizing he had solved it, by retreat from the human race. He had retreated until his back was
againg thewall and there, for awhile, he had found peace. Now, in some strange way, his sense of
"hunch,” this undefined fegling that was almost prescience, seemed to betdling him that the world and the
affairs of men had sought him out again. But now he could retreat no further, even if he wanted to.
Curioudy, he did not seem to want to, and that wasjust aswell, for there was no place to go. He had
shrunk back from humanity and he could shrink no farther.

He sat doneintheattic, listening to the wind that whispered in the eaves.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

SOMEONE was hammering on the door down stairs and shouting his name, but it was amoment
or two before he redlized what was happening.

He rose from the box and the notebook fell from his fingers and fell rumpled on the floor, face
downward, with its open pages caught and crumpled.

"Whoisit?' he asked. "What's the matter down there?' But his voice was no more than a croaking
whisper.

"Jay," the voice shouted. "Jay, are you here?’

He stumbled down the stairs and into the living room. Eb stood just inside the door.

"Whét's the matter, Eb?"

"Ligten, Jay," Eb told him, "you got to get out of here."

"What for?"

"They think you did away with Flanders."

Vickersreached out ahand and caught the back of achair and hung ontoit.

"l won't even ask you if you did,” said Eb. "I'm pretty sure you didn't. That'swhy I'm giving you a
chance.”

"A chance?' asked Vickers. "What are you talking about?"

"They're down at the tavern now," said Eb, "talking themsdvesinto alynching party.”

"They?

"All your friends," Eb said, bitterly. "Someone got them all stirred up. | don't know who it was. |
didn't wait to find out who. | came straight up here.”

"But | liked Flanders. | wasthe only onewho liked him. | wasthe only friend he had.”

"Y ou haven't any time," Eb told him. ™Y ou've got to get away."

"| can't go anywhere. | haven't got my car."

"I brought up one of the Forever cars,” said Eb. "No one knows | brought it. No one will know
you haveit."

"l can't run away. They've got to listen to me. They've got to.”



"Y ou damn fool. Thisian't the sheriff with awarrant. Thisisamob and they won't listen to you.”

Eb strode across the room and grabbed Vickersroughly by the arm. " Get going, damn you," he
said. "'l risked my neck to come up here and warn you. After I've done that, you can't throw the chance
avay."

Vickersshook hisarm free. "All right,” he said, "I'll go." "Money?" asked Eb. "I have some."

"Heres some more." Ed reached into his pocket and held out athin sheaf of bills.

Vickerstook it and stuck it in his pocket.

"Thecarisfull of gas," said Eb. "The shift isautomatic. It driveslike any other car. | |ft the motor
running.”

"l hateto do this, Eb."

"l know just how you hateto,” said Eb, "but if you save thistown akilling theres nothing else to
do."

He gave Vickersashove.

"Comeon," hesad. "Get going."

Vickerstrotted down the path and heard Eb pounding along behind him. The car stood at the gate.
Eb had |eft the door wide open.

"Inyou go. Cut sraight over to the main highway."

"Thanks, Eb."

"Get out of here," said Eb.

Vickers pulled the shift to the drive position and stepped on the gas. The car floated away and
swiftly gathered speed. He reached the main highway and swung in toward the west.

He drove for miles, fleeing down the cone of brightness thrown by the headlights. He drove with a
benumbed bewilderment that he should be doing this—that he, Jay Vickers, should be fleeing from a
lynching party made up of hisneighbors.

Someone, Eb had said, had got them dl stirred up. And who would it have been who would have
dirred them up?

Someone, perhaps, who hated him.

Even as he thought that, he knew who it was. He felt again the threat and the fear that he had felt
when he had sat face to face with Crawford—the then-unredlized threat and fear that had made him
refuse the offer to write Crawford's book.

There's something going on, Horton Flanders had standing with him in front of the gadget shop.

And there was something going on.

There were everlasting gadgets being made by non-existent firms. There was an organization of
world businessmen, backed into a corner by afoe at whom they could not strike back. There was
Horton Flanders talking of some new, strange factors which kept the world from war. There were
Pretentionigts, hiding from the actudity of today, playing dollhouse with the past.

And, findly, here was Jay Vickersfleeing to the west.

By midnight, he knew what he was doing and where he was going.

He was going where Horton Flanders had said that he should go, doing what he had said he would
never do.

He was going back to his own childhood.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

THEY were exactly the way he had expected them to be.

They sat out in front of the genera store, on the bench and the upturned boxes, and turned gy eyes
up toward him and they said: "Too bad about your Pa, Jay. He was a damn good man.”

They said: " So you write books, do you. Have to read one of your books someday. Never heard
of them.”



They said: "Y ou going out to the old place?!

"Thisafternoon,” said Vickers.

"It'schanged,” they warned. "It's changed awholelot. Thereain't no oneliving there.”

"No one?'

"Farming'sgoneto hdl," they told him. "Can't make no money at it. This carbohydrates business.
Lotsof folk can't keep their places. Banks take them away from them, or they have to sdll out cheap.
Lots of farms around here being bought up for grazing purposes—just fix the fences and turn some cattle
in. Don't even try to farm. Buy feeder stuff out in the west and turn it loose the summer, then faiten it for
fal."

"That's what happened to the old place?"

They nodded solemnly at him. "That'swhat happened, son. Feller that bought it after your Pa, he
couldn't make theriffle. Y our Pa's place ain't the only one. There's been lots of others, too. You
remember the old Preston place, don't you?'

Vickers nodded.

"W, it happened to it, too. And that was agood place. One of the best there was.”

"No oneliving there?'

"No one. Somebody boarded up the doors and windows. Now, why do you figure anyone would
goto al thework of boarding up the place?!

"l wouldn't know," said Vickers.

The storekeeper came out and sat down on the steps.

"Where you hanging out now, Jay?" he asked.

"Inthe Eadt," said Vickers.

"Doing right well, | expect.”

"I'm egting every day."

"Well," the storekeeper said, "you ain't so bad off, then. Anyonethat can est regular isdoing
downright well."

"What kind of car isthat you got?" another of them asked.

"It'sanew kind of car," said Vickers. "Just got it the other day. Called the Forever car.”

They said: "Now ain't that ahell of anameto cdl acar.”

They said: "l imagineit cost you apile of jack."

They said: "How many milesto agdlon do you get oniit?"

He got into the car and drove away, out through the dusty, straggling village, with itstired old cars
parked aong the streets, with the Methodist church standing dowdy on the hill, with old people waking
along the Street with canes and dogs adeep in dust wallows under lilac bushes.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

THE gate to the farm was chained and the chain locked with a heavy padliock, so he parked the
car besde the highway and walked the quarter mile down to the buildings.

The farm road was overgrown with grassin places and knee-high with weeds in others and only
here and there could you find the Sign of whed-ruts. Thefields lay unplowed, with brush springing up
along the fences and weed patches flourishing in the poorer spots, where years of cultivation had sapped
the ground of strength.

From the highway, the buildings had |ooked about the same as he remembered them, cozily
grouped together and strong with the fed of home, but as he drew nearer the signs of neglect became
apparent, striking him like ahand across the face. The yard around the house was thick with grass and
weeds and the flower beds were dl gone and the rosebush at the corner of the porch was dying, a
scraggly thing with only one or two roseswhere in other yearsit had been heavy with itsbloom. The
plum thicket in the corner of the fence had runriot, and the fence itself was rickety and in places had



disappeared entirely. Some windows in the house were broken, probably by kids heaving idle stones,
and the door to the back porch had become unlocked and was swinging in the wind.

He waded through the sea of grass, walking around the house, astonished at how tenacioudy the
marks of living still clung about the place. There, on the chimney, running up the outside wall, were the
prints of histen-year-old hands, impressed into wet mortar, and the splintered piece of sding till
remained above the basement window, broken by poorly aimed chunks of wood chucked through the
open window into the basement to feed the old, wood-eating furnace. At the corner of the house he
found the old wash-tub where his mother each spring had planted the nasturtiums, but the tub itsalf was
amogt gone, itsmetd turned to rust, and dl that remained was amound of earth. The mountain ash il
stood in the front yard and he walked into its shade and |ooked up into its canopy of leaves and put out
his hand and stroked the smoothness of its trunk, remembering how he had planted it asa boy, proud
that they should have atreelike no one else in the neighborhood.

He did not try the door, for the outside of the house was al he wished to see. There would be too
much to seeingde the house—the nail holes on the wall where the pictures had been hung and the marks
upon the floor where the stove had stood and the stairway with the treads worn smooth by beloved
footsteps. If he went in, the house would cry out to him from the silences of its closets and the emptiness
of itsrooms.

He walked down to the other buildings and they, hefound, for al their slence and their emptiness,
were not So memory-haunted as the house. The henhouse wasfalling in upon itself and the hoghouse was
aplacefor the winter windsto whistle through and he found an old worn-out binder stored in the back of
the cavernous machine shed.

The barn was cool and shadowed, and of al the buildings it seemed the most like home. The stalls
were empty, but the hay gtill hung in cobwebby wisps from the cracksin the floor of the mow and the
place ill smelled the way he had remembered it, the half-musty, haf-acid smell of living, friendly beests.

He climbed the incline to the granary and diding back the wooden latch, went in. Miceran
sueaking across the floor and up the walls and beams. A pile of grain sacks were draped across the
partition that held the grain back from the aley way and a broken harness hung from a peg upon the wall
and there, at the end of the aley lay something that sopped him in histracks.

It was a child'stop, battered now and with all its color gone, but once it had been bright and
colorful and when you pumped it on the floor it had spun and whistled. He had gotten it for Christmas, he
remembered, and it had been afavorite toy.

He picked it up and held its battered metal with a sudden tenderness and wondered how it had
gotten there. It was apart of his past catching up with him—a dead and uselessthing to everyonein dl
the world except the boy to whom it had once belonged.

It had been a striped top and the colors had run in spiraling streaks when you spun it and there had
been a point, he remembered, where each streak ran and disappeared, and another streak came up and
it disappeared, and then another.

Y ou could it for hours watching the streaks come up and disappear, trying to make out where
they went. For they must go somewhere, a boyish mind would figure. They couldn't be there one second
and be gone the next. There must be somewhere for them to go.

And there had been somewhere for themto go!

He remembered now.

It dl came back to him, with the top clutched in his hands and the years pedling off and faling away
to take him back to one day in his childhood.

Y ou could go with the stresks, go where they went, into the land they fled to, if you were very
young and could wonder hard enough.

It was asort of fairyland, athough it seemed more redl than afairyland should be. Therewasa
walk that looked asif it were made of glass and there were birds and flowers and trees and some
butterflies and he picked one of the flowers and carried it in his hand as he walked aong the path. He
had seen allittle house hidden in agrove and when he saw it, he became alittle frightened and waked
back aong the path and suddenly he was home, with the top dead on the floor in front of him and the



flower clutched in hishand.

He had gone and told his mother and she had snatched away the flower, asif she might be afraid
of it. And well she might have been, for it waswinter.

That evening Pa had questioned him and found out about the top and the next day, he
remembered, when he'd looked for the top he couldn't find it anywhere. He had cried off and on for
days, secretly of course,

And hereit was again, an old and battered top, with no hint of the original color, but the same one,
hewas sure.

Heleft the granary, carrying the battered top along with him, away from the unloved insecurity in
which it had rested for so long.

Forgetfulness, hetold himsdlf, but it was more than that—a mental block of some sort that had
made him forget about the top and the trip to fairyland. Through al the years he had not remembered it,
had not even suspected that there was an incident such asthis hidden in his mind. But now the top was
with him once again and the day was with him, too—the day he'd followed the swirling stresks and
waked into fairyland.

CHAPTER TWENTY

HE told himsdlf he would not stop at the Preston house. He would drive by, not too fast, of
course, and would have alook at it, but he would not stop. For he was fleeing now, as he had known
that he would flee. He had looked upon the empty shell of childhood and had found an artifact of
childhood and he would not look once again upon the bare bones of hisyouth.

Hewouldn't stop at the Preston house. He'd just dow up and look, then speed up the car and put
the milesbehind him.

Hewouldn't stop, he said.

But, of course, hedid.

He sat in the car and looked at the house and remembered how it once had been a proud house
and had sheltered afamily that had been proud as well—too proud to let amember of itsfamily marry a
country lad from afarm of sckly corn and yelow clay.

But the house was proud no longer. The shutters were closed and someone had nailed long planks
across them, taping shut the eyes of the once-proud house, and the paint was scaling and peding from
the sately columns that ran acrossits front and someone had thrown arock to bresk one of the fanlights
above the carved front door. The fence sagged and the yard had grown to weeds and the brick walk that
ran from gate to porch had disappeared beneath the running grass.

He got out of the car and walked through the drooping front gate up to the porch. Climbing the
sairs, he walked along the porch and saw how the floor boards had rotted.

He stood where they had stood, the two of them, and first had known their love would last forever
and hetried to catch that moment of the past and it was not there. There had been too much time, too
much sun and wind, and it was there no longer, athough the ache of it was there. He tried to remember
how the meadows and the fields and yard had looked from the porch, with the white moonlight shattering
on the whiteness of the columns, and how the roses had filled the air with the didtilled sunshine of their
scent. He knew these things, but he could not fed or see them.

On the dope behind the house were the barns, still painted white, athough not so white asthey
once had been. Beyond the barns the ground doped down and there stretched out before him the valley
they had walked that |ast time he had seen her.

It had been an enchanted valley, he remembered, with apple blossoms and the song of lark.

It had been enchanted once. It had not been the second time. But what about the third?

Hetold himsdlf that he was crazy, that he was chasing rainbow ends, but even as he told himsdlf,
he was walking down the dope, down past the barns and on into the valey.



At the head of it he stopped and looked at it and it was not enchanted, but he remembered it, as
he had remembered the moonlight on the columns—the columns had till been there, and the vadley il
was there and the trees were where he had known they'd be and the creek till trickled down the
meadows that flanked it on each sde.

Hetried to go back, and could not, but went on walking down the valley. He saw the crab apple
thickets, with the blossomsfallen now, and once alark soared out of the grass and flew into the sky.

Finaly heturned back: it was the same asit had been that second time. Thethird visit, after al, had
been the same as the second. It had been she who had turned this prosaic valley into an enchanted place.
It had been, after dl, an enchantment of the spirit.

Twice he had waked in enchanted places, twicein hislife he had stepped out of old familiar earth.

Twice. Once by the virtue of agirl and the love between them. Once again because of a spinning
top.

No, the top had been thefirgt.

Y es, the top -Now, wait aminute! Now, not so fast!

Yourewrong, Vickers. It wouldn't be that way.

Y ou crazy fool, what are you running for?

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

THE manager of the dime store, when Vickers sought him out, seemed to understand.

"You know," hesaid, "I understand just how you fed. | had atop like that mysdf when| wasa
kid, but they don't make them any more. | don't know why—they just don't, | guess. Got too many other
high powered, new fangled kinds of toys. But thereé's nothing like atop.”

"Especidly those big ones" said Vickers. "The ones with the handle on them and you pumped
them on the floor and they whistled.”

"l remember them," the manager said. "Had one mysdf when | wasakid. Sat and played with it
for hours, just watching it."

"Watching where the stripes went?"

"I don't recall | worried much about where the stripes might go. | just sat and watched it spin and
ligened toit whigtle."

"l used to worry about where they went. Y ou know how it is. They travel round and then they
disappear, somewhere near the top."

"Tdl me" asked the manager. "Where do they go?"

"l don't know," Vickers admitted.

"There's another dime store down the street ablock or two," the manager said. "Carriesalot of
junky stuff, but they might have atop likethat left over.”

"Thanks" said Vickers.

"Y ou might ask at the hardware store across the street, too. They carry quite astock of toys, but |
suppose they got them put away down in the basement. They only get them out at

Chrigmastime.

The man at the hardware store said he knew what Vickers wanted, but he hadn't seen one for
years. The other dime store didn't have one, either. No, said the girl, chewing gum and nervoudy
thrusting a pencil back and forth into the wad of hair above her ear, no, she didn't know where he might
get one. Sheld never heard of one. There were alot of other things hereif he wanted to get something for
alittle boy. Like those toy rockets or these—He went out on the sidewalk, watching the | ate afternoon
crowd of shoppersin thelittle Midwestern town. There were women in print dresses and other womenin
deek business suits and there were high school kidsjust out of class and businessmen out for a cup of
coffee before they settled down to clean up the odds and ends of the day before they left for home. Up



the street he saw acrowd of loafers gathered around his own car, parked in front of thefirst dime store.
It wastime, he thought, to feed that parking meter.

He reached into his pocket, looking for another dime, and he had one—adime, aquarter and a
nickel. The sight of the coinsin his hand made him wonder about the money in hishillfold, so hetook it
out and flipped it open and saw that dl that he had |eft were two dollar bills.

Since he couldn't go back to Cliffwood, not right away at least, he had no placeto call hishome.
He'd need money for lodging for the night and for meals and for gasoline to put into the car—but more
than that, more than anything, he wasin need of asinging top that had colored stripes painted on its
bdly.

He stood in the middle of the sdewalk, thinking about the top, arguing with himsdf, with dl of his
logical being tdlling him that he must be wrong about it. It is not wrong, said theillogic within him. 1t will
work. It had worked once before, when he was a child, before Pa had taken the top away from him.

What would have happened to him if the top had not been taken and hidden away from him? He
wondered if he would have gone again and again, once he had found the way, back into that fairyland
and what might have happened there, who and what he might have met and what he would have found in
the house hidden in the grove. For he would have gone to the house, he knew, after atime. Having
watched it long enough and grown accustomed to it, he would have followed the path across the grove
and gone up to the door and knocked.

Hewondered if anyone el se had ever watched a spinning top and walked into fairyland. And he
wondered, if they had, what had happened to them.

The dime store manager had not done it, he was sure, for the dime store manager had said that he
had never wondered where the stripes might go. He had just sat and watched and listened to the whistle.

He wondered why he, of al men, should find the way. And he wondered if the enchanted valley
might not have been apart of fairyland aswell and if somehow the girl and he might not have walked
through another unseen gate. For surely the valey that he remembered was not the valley he had walked
that morning.

There was only one way to find out, and that wasto get atop.

A top, he thought. Somewhere, some place, somehow, | must find one.

But, of course, he had atop! Even while he frantically sought for one, he aready had one. The
handle would have to be straightened and it might need a bit of oil to clear away the rust and it would
have to be painted.

Morethan likely it would be better than any other he could get, for it would be the origina top that
had sent him through before—and it pleased him to think that it might have certain specia qudlities, a
certain mygtic function no other top might have.

Hewas glad that he had thought of it, lying there, forgotten for the second time, in the glove
compartment where he had tossed it after finding it again.

He walked up the street to the hardware store.

"l want some paint,” said Vickers. "The brightet, glossiest paint you have. Red and green and
ydlow. And somelittle brushesto put it on with."

He figured, from the way the man looked at him, that he thought he was insane.

"What are you going to do, Jay?"

"l don't know. Just stay hid out, | guess.”

"Why didn't you call meright away?' demanded Ann. "What are you way out West for? Y ou
should have come straight to New Y ork. New Y ork isthe swellest place thereisfor someoneto hide
out. You might at least have cdled me."

"Now, wait aminute," Vickerssaid. "1 cdled you, didn't |7

"Sure. Y ou called me because you're broke and want me to wire some money and you -"

"l haven't asked for any money yet."

"Youwill."

"Yes" hesad, "I'mafraid | will."



"Aren't you interested in why | wastrying to get hold of you?'

"Mildly," said Vickers. "Because you don't want me to get out from under your thumb. No agent
wantstheir best author to get from under -"

"Jay Vickers" said Ann, "some day I'm going to crucify you and hang you up aong the roadside as
awarning.”

"I would make amost pathetic Christ. Y ou couldn't choose a better man.”

"I'm caling you," said Ann, "because Crawford's practically frantic. The sky'sthelimit. | mentioned
afantadtic figure and he didn't even shiver.”

"| thought we disposed of Mr. Crawford,” Vickers said.

"Y ou don't dispose of Crawford," said Ann. Then she paused and silence hummed dong the
wires.

"Ann," said Vickers. "Ann, what's the trouble?’

Her voice was cam, but strained. " Crawford is abadly frightened man. I've never seen aman so
thoroughly frightened. He cameto me. Imaginethat! | didn't go to him. He cameinto my office, puffing
and panting and | was afraid | didn't have achair in the place strong enough to hold him. But you
remember that old oak one over in the corner, that old hunk over in the corner? It was one of thefirst
gticks of furniture | ever bought for my office and | kept it asa sentimenta piece. Well, it did thetrick.”

"What trick?"

"It hedd him," said Ann, triumphantly. "He'd have smply crushed anything esein the place. You
remember what abig man heis."

"Gross," sad Vickers. "That's the word you want."

"He said, 'Where's Vickers? And | said, 'Why ask me, | don't keep aleash on Vickers. And he
says, 'You're hisagent, aren't you? And | said, 'Yes, thelast timel heard, but Vickersisavery
changeable sort of man, thereés no telling about him.' He says, 'I've got to have Vickers" And so | told
him, 'Well, go get him, you'l find him around somewhere.' He said, The sky'sthelimit, name any price
you want to, make any terms you want."

"The man'sacrackpot,” Vickers said.

"There's nothing crackpot about the kind of money he's offering.”

"How do you know he's got the money?"

"Well. | don't know. Not for sure, that is. But he must have.”

"Speaking of money," Vickers said. "Have you got aloose hundred lying around? Or fifty, even?"

"l cangetit.”

"Wireit here, right away. I'll pay you back."

"All right, I'll doit right away," shesad. "Itisn't thefirst time I've bailed you out and | don't imagine
it will bethelagt. But will you tel me onething?'

"What'sthat?'

"What are you going to do?"

"I'm going to conduct an experiment,” said Vickers.

"An experiment?’

"An exercisein the occult.”

"What are you talking about? Y ou don't know anything about the occult. Y ou're about as mystic as
ablock of wood."

"l know," said Vickers.

"Pleasetdl me" shesaid. "What are you going to do?'

"Assoon as| get through talking to you," said Vickers, "I'm going to do some painting.”

"A house?'

"No, atop."

"Thetop of what?'

"Not the top of anything. A top. A toy kids play with. Y ou spinit on thefloor.”

"Now listento me," shesaid. Y ou cut out this playing around and come hometo Ann."

"After the experiment,” said Vickers.



"Tel meabout it, Jay."

"I'm going to try to get into fairyland.”

"Quit talking foolish."

"l did it once before. Twice before.”

"Ligten, Jay, thisbusinessis serious. Crawford is scared and so am |. And therésthislynching
business, too."

"Send methe money,” Vickerssaid.

"Right away."

"I'll seeyouinaday or two."

"Cdl me" shesad. "Cdl metomorrow."

"Il cal you."

"And, Jay ... Take care of yoursdlf. | don't know what you're up to, but take care of yoursdlf."

"I'll do that, too," said Vickers.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

HE straightened the handle which spun the top and he polished the metal before marking off the
spiraswith apencil and he borrowed a can of sewing machine oil and oiled up the spinning spira on the
handle so that it worked smoothly. Then he went about the painting.

He wasn't much good at it, but he went about it doggedly. He carefully painted in the colors, red,
then green, then yellow, and he hoped the colors wereright, for he couldn't remember exactly what the
colors had been. Although, probably it didn't make much difference what the colors were, just so they
were bright andraninaspird.

He got paint on his hands and on his clothes and on the chair helaid the top on and he spilled the
can of red paint on the floor, but he picked it up real quick so that scarcely any of it ran out onto the
carpeting.

Finally the job wasfinished and it looked fairly good.

He worried about whether it would be dry by morning, but he read the labels on the cans and
labdls said the paint was quick drying, so he was somewhat relieved.

He was ready now, ready to see what he would find when he spun the top. It might be fairyland,
and it might be nothing. Mot likely it would be nothing. For more would go into it than the spinning of the
top—the mind and the confidence and the pure smplicity of achild. And he didn't have that any longer.

He went out and closed and locked the door behind him, then went down the stairs. The town and
the hotel weretoo smdl to have devators. Although not so small atown asthelittle village that had been
"town" to himin his childhood days, that little village where they still sat out on the bench in front of the
store and looked up at you with sidewise glances and asked you impudent, prying questions out of which
to weave the fabric of long gossping.

He chuckled, thinking of what they'd say when the word got back to thelittle town, dowly, as
news aways gets back to alittle town, of how he had fled from Cliffwood on the threat of being
lynched.

He could hear them talking now.

"A dy one," they would say. "He dwayswas ady one and not up to any good. HisMaand Pa
were rea good people, though. Besats hell how a son sometimes turns out even when hisMaand Pa
were honest people.”

He went through the lobby and out the door and into the street.

He stopped at adiner and ordered a cup of coffee and the waitress said to him, "Nice night, isn't

"Yes itis" hesad.
"Y ou want anything to go with that coffee, mister?'



"No," said Vickers. "Judt the coffee.” He had money now—Ann had sent it quickly enough—~but
he found, not surprisingly, that he had no appetite, no desire at dl for food.

She moved on up the counter and wiped off imaginary spotswith acloth she carried in her hand.

A top, hethought. Where did it tiein? He'd take the top to the house and spin it and would know
once and for dl if therewere afaryland—well, no, not exactly that. He'd know if he could get back into
faryland.

And the house. Where did the house tie in?

Or did either the house or thetop tiein?

Andif they didnt tiein, why had Horton FHlanders written:

"Go back and travel the paths you waked in childhood. Maybe there you will find athing youll
need—or something that ismissing." He wished he could remember the exact words Flanders had used,
but he could not.

So he had come back and he had found atop and, more than that, he had remembered fairyland.
And why, he asked himsdlf, in dl the years since he had been eight yearsold,

had he never before recaled that walk in fairyland?

It had made adeep impression on him at the time, of that there was no doulbt, for once he had
remembered it had been as clear and sharp asif it had just happened.

But something had made him forget it, some mentd block, perhaps. Something had made him
forget it. And something had made him know that the metal mouse had wanted to be trapped. And
something had made him ingtinctively refuse Crawford's proposition. Something.

The waitress came back down the counter and leaned on her elbow.

"They're starting anew picture at the Grand tonight,” said the girl. "I'd loveto seeit, but | can't get
off."

Vickersdid not answer.

"You like pictures, mister?" asked the girl.

"I don't know," said Vickers. "I ssidom go to them."

Her face said she sympathized with anyone who didn't. "l just live for them,” she said. "They're so
neturd."

Helooked up at her and saw that she wore the face of Everyone. It was the face of the two
women who talked in the seat behind him on the bus; it was the face of Mrs. Ledie, saying to him, "Some
of usare going to organize a Pretentionist Club ..." It was the face of those who did not dare sit down
and talk with themsdlves, the people who could not be aone aminute, the people who were tired without
knowing they weretired and afraid without knowing that they were afraid.

And, yes, it wasthe face of Mrs. Ledie's husband, crowding drink and women into abarren life. It
wasthe grinding anxiety that had become commonplace, that sent people fleeing for psychological
shelters againgt the bombs of uncertainty.

Gaiety no longer was sufficient, cynicism had run out, and flippancy had never been morethan a
temporary shield. So now the peoplefled to the drug of pretense, identifying themsaves with another life
and another time and place—at the movie theater or on the television screen or in the Pretentionist
movement. For so long as you were someone el se you need not be yourself.

He finished his coffee and went out into the quiet street.

Overhead ajet flashed past, Streaking low, the mutter of its tubes bouncing back against the walls.
He watched itslights draw twin lines of fire over the night horizon, and then went for awalk.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

WHEN Vickers opened the door of the room, he saw that the top was gone. He had | ft it on the
chair, gaudy initsnew paint, and it wasn't on the chair or on the floor. He got down on hisbelly and
looked undernesth the bed and it wasn't there. It wasn't in the closet and it wasn't in the hall outside.



He came back into the room again and sat down on the edge of the bed.

After dl the worry and the planning the top had disappeared. Who would have stolen it? What
would anyone want with a battered top?

What had he himsdlf wanted with it?

It seemed faintly ridiculous now, sitting on the edge of the bed in astrange hotel room, to ask
himsdlf these questions.

He had thought the top would buy hisway into fairyland and now, in the white glare of the celling
light, hewondered at himself for the madness of hisantics.

Behind him, the door came open and he heard it and wheeled around.

In the door stood Crawford.

The man was even more massive than Vickers had remembered him. He filled the doorway and he
stood motionless, without asingle flicker, except for dowly winking eydids.

Crawford said: "Good evening, Mr. Vickers. Won't you ask meto comein?’

"Certainly,” said Vickers. "l waswaiting for acall from you. | never thought that you would take
thetroubleto travel herein person.”

And that was alie, of course, because he'd not been waiting for acall.

Crawford moved ponderoudly across the room. "This chair looks strong enough to hold me. Y ou
dont mind, | hope."

"It'snot my chair," said Vickers. "Go ahead and bust it.”

It didn't break. It creaked and groaned, but it held.

Crawford rdlaxed and sighed. "I always fedl so much better when | get agood strong chair
beneath me."

"Y ou tapped Ann's phone," said Vickers.

"Why, certainly. How elsewould | have found you? | knew that, sooner or later, you would call
her."

"l saw the plane comein,” said Vickers. "If | had thought that it wasyou, I'd driven out to meet
you. | have aboneto pick with you."

"] don't doubt it," Crawford said.

"Why did you dmost get me lynched?!

"1 wouldn't have you lynched for al theworld,” said Crawford. "I'm too much in need of you."

"What do you need mefor?"

"l don't know," said Crawford. "I thought maybe you would know."

"l don't know athing,” said Vickers. "Tell me, Crawford, what isdl thisabout? Y ou didn't tell the
truth that day | cameinto seeyou.”

"| told you the truth, or at least part of it. | didn't tell you everything we knew."

"Why not?"

"l didn't know who you were."

"But you know now?'

"Yes, | know now," said Crawford. "Y ou are one of them."

"One of whom?"'

"One of the gadgeteers.”

"What in hdl makesyou think so?'

"Andyzers. That'swhat the psych boys call them. Andyzers. The damn things are uncanny. | don't
pretend to understand them.”

"And the andyzers said there was something strange about me?”

"Yes" sad Crawford. "That's about theway itis."

"If I am one of them, why cometo me?' asked Vickers. "If | am one of them, you are fighting me.
Remember? A world with its back againgt thewall. Surely, you remember.”

"Don't say 'if," said Crawford. "You are one of them dl right, but quit acting asif | werean

enemy.
"Aren't you?' asked Vickers. "If | am what you say | am, you are my enemy.”



"You don't understand,” said Crawford. "Let'stry analogy. Let's go back to the day when the
Cro-Magnon drifted into Neanderthder territory..."

"Dont giverueanaogy,” Vickerstold him. "Tdl mewhat'son your mind.”

"l don't likethe situation,” Crawford said. "I don't like the way things are shaping up.”

"You forget that | don't know what the Stuationis."

"That'swhat | wastrying to tell you with my analogy. Y ou are the Cro-Magnon. Y ou have the
bow and arrow and the spear. | am the Neanderthaer. | only have aclub. Y ou have the knife of polished
stone; | have a piece of jagged flint picked out of astream bed. Y ou have clothing fashioned out of hides
and fursand | have nothing but the hair | gandin.”

"l wouldn't know," said Vickers.

"I'm not so sure mysdlf," said Crawford. "I'm not up on that sort of stuff. Maybe | gavethe
Cro-Magnon a bit too much and the Neanderthaler less than what he had. But that's not the point at all.”

"| appreciate the point,” said Vickers. "Where do we go from there?”

"The Neanderthder fought back," said Crawford, "and what happened to him?”

"He became extinct."

"They may have died for many reasons other than the spear and arrow. Perhaps they couldn't
compete for food against a better race. Perhaps they were squeezed out of their hunting grounds.
Perhapsthey crawled off and starved. Perhapsthey died of an overpowering shame—the knowledge
that they were outdated, that they were no good, that they were, by comparison, little more than beasts.”

"l doubt,” said Vickersdryly, "that a Neanderthaer could work up avery powerful inferiority
complex.”

"The suggestion may not apply to the Neanderthder. It does apply to us.”

"Y ou're trying to make me see how deep the cleavage goes.”

"That iswhat I'm doing," Crawford told him. "Y ou can't realize the depth of hate, the margin of
intelligence and ability. Nor can you realize how desperate weredly are.

"Who are these desperate men? I'll tell you who they are. They're the successful ones, the
indugtridigts, the bankers, the businessmen, the professiona men who have security and hold positions of
importance, who movein socia circleswhich mark the high tide of our culture.

"They'd no longer hold their positionsif your kind of men took over. They'd be Neanderthaler to
your Cro-Magnon. They'd be like Homeric Greeks pitchforked into the complex technology of this
century of ours. They'd survive, of course, physicaly. But they'd be aborigines. Their valueswould be
swept away and those values, built up painfully, are dl they haveto live by."

Vickers shook his head. "Let's not play games, Crawford. Let'stry to be honest for awhile. |
imagine you think | know awholelot morethan | really do. | suppose | should pretend | know as much
asyou think | do—act smart and make you think | know al thereisto know. Fence with you. Get you to
tip your hand. But somehow | haven't got the heart to do it."

"l know you don't know too much. That's why | wanted to reach you as soon as possible. As| see
it, you aren't entirely mutant yet, you haven't yet shed the chrysdis of an ordinary man. Theresalot of
you that till isnorma man. The tendency isto shift toward mutation—more today than yesterday, more
tomorrow than today. But tonight, in thisroom, you and | till can talk man to man,”

"We could dwaystak."

"No, we couldn't, said Crawford. "If you were entirely mutant, 1'd fed the difference in us. Without
equality thereldd be no basisfor discussion. I'd doubt the soundness of my logic. You'd look on mewith a
shade of contempt.”

"Just before you camein,” said Vickers, "I'd dmost convinced mysdf it was dl imagination...”

"It'snot imagination, Vickers. Y ou had atop, remember?'

"Thetopisgone.”

"Not gone," said Crawford.

"You haveit?'

"No," said Crawford. "No, | havent got it. | don't know whereit is, but it fill issomewherein this
room. You see, | got here before you did and | picked thelock. Incidentally, amost inefficient lock.”



"Incidentally,” said Vickers, "avery snesky trick."

"Granted. And beforethisisover, I'll commit other sneaky tricks. But to go back. | picked the
lock and walked into the room and | saw the top and wondered and |—well, | -"

"Goon," sad Vickers.

"Look, Vickers, | had atop like that when | wasakid. Long, long ago. | hadn't seen onein years,
s0 | picked it up and spun it, see. For no reason. Well, yes, there may have been areason. Maybe an
attempt to regain alost moment of my childhood. And thetop...”

He stopped speaking and stared hard at Vickers, asif he might be trying to detect some sign of
laughter. When he spoke again hisvoice was dmost casudl.

"The top disappeared.”

Vickers said nothing.

"What wasit?" Crawford asked. "What kind of top wasthat?"

"l don't know. Were you watching it when it disappeared?’

"No. | thought | heard someonein the hall. | looked away amoment. It was gone when | looked
back."

"It shouldn't have disgppeared,” said Vickers. "Not without you watching it."

"There was some reason for thetop,” said Crawford. ™Y ou had painted it. The paint was till alittle
wet and the cans of paint are Sitting on that table. Y ou wouldn't go to dl that trouble without some
purpose. What was the top for Vickers?'

Vickerstold him. "It wasfor going into fairyland.” ™Y ou're talking riddles.”

Vickers shook hishead. "l went once—physcdly—when | wasakid."

"Ten days ago, | would have said the both of uswere crazy, you for saying it and | for believingit.
| can't say it now."

"We till may be crazy, or at best just apair of fools."

"We're neither fools nor crazy,” Crawford said. "We are men, the two of us, not quite the same
and more different by the hour, but we still are men and that's enough of a common basisfor our
undergtanding.”

"Why did you come here, Crawford? Don't tell mejust to talk. Y ou're too anxious. Y ou had atap
on Ann's phoneto find out where I'd gone. Y ou broke into my room and you spun the top. And you had
areason. What wasit?'

"| came hereto warn you," Crawford said. "To warn you that the men | represent are desperate,
that they will stop at nothing. They won't be taken over.”

"Andif they have no choice?"

"They have achoice. They fight with what they have."

"The Neanderthders fought with clubs.”

"Sowill Homo sapiens. Clubs against your arrows. That'swhy | want to talk to you. Why can't
you and | gt down and try to find an answer? There must be some areafor agreement.”

"Ten daysago,” sad Vickers, "l sat in your office and talked with you. Y ou described the Situation
and you said you were completely mydtified, sumped. To hear you tdl it then, you didn't have the ghost
of anideawhat was going on. Why did you lieto me?"

Crawford sat stolidly, unmoving, no change of expression on hisface. "We had the machine on
you, remember? The andyzers. We wanted to find out how much you knew."

"How much did | know?'

"Not athing,” said Crawford. "All we found out was that you were alatent mutant.”

"Then why pick me out?' demanded Vickers. "Except for what you tell me of the strangenessthat
isinme, | have no reason to believe that | am amutant. | know no mutants. | can't speak for mutants. If
you want to make aded, go catch yoursdf area, honest-to-God mutant.”

"We picked you out," said Crawford, "for asmplereason. Y ou are the only mutant we could lay a
finger on. Y ou and one other—and the other oneis even less aware than you."

"But there must be others.”

"Certainly there are. But we can't catch them.”



"Y ou sound like atrapper, Crawford."

"Perhaps that's what | am. These others—you can pin them down only when they want to see you.
Otherwise they are dwaysout.”

"Out?"

"They disappear,” explained Crawford harshly. "We track them down and wait. We send in word
and wait. Wering doorbells and wait. We never find them in. They go in adoor, but they aren't in the
room. We wait for hoursto see them and then find out they weren't in the place where we'd seen them
go at al, but somewhere ése, maybe milesaway."

"But me—me you can track down. | don't disappear.”

"Not yet, you don't.”

"Maybe I'm amoronic mutant.”

"An undeveloped one"

"You picked meout,” said Vickers. "Inthefirst place, | mean. Y ou had some reason to suspect
before | knew, mysdf.”

Crawford chuckled. ™Y our writings. Some strange quality in them. Our psych department spotted
it. Wefound some othersthat way. A couple of artists, an architect, a sculptor, one or two writers. Don't
ask me how the psych boys do it. Smdll it out, maybe. Don't look so startled, Vickers. When you
organize world industry you have, in terms of cash and manpower, acrack outfit that can perform
tremendous jobs of research—or anything else that you put it to. Y ou'd be surprised how much work
we've done, the areas we have covered. But it's not enough. | don't mind telling you that we've been
licked at every turn.”

"So now you want to bargain.”

"l do. Not the others. They'll never want to bargain. They'refighting, don't you understand, for the
world they've built through many bloody years."

And that wasit, thought Vickers. Through many bloody years. Horton Flanders had sat on the
porch and rocked and the firefly of the lighted cigarette had gone back and forth and he had talked of
war and why War 111 somehow hadn't happened and he had said that maybe someone or something had
stepped in, time and again, to prevent it happening. Intervention, he had said, rocking back and forth.

"Thisworld they built," Vickers pointed out, "hasn't been too good aworld. It was built with too
much blood and misery, it mixed too many bonesinto the mortar. During al its history there's hardly been
ayear when there wasn't violence—organized, officia violence—somewhere on the earth.”

"l know what you mean," said Crawford. "Y ou think there should be areorganization.”

"Something likethat."

"Let'sdo somefiguring, then," Crawford invited. "Let'stry to thrashit out.”

"l can't. | have no knowledge and | have no authority. | haven't even contacted or been contacted
by these mutants of yours—if they are redly mutants.”

"The machines say they are mutants. The andyzer said that you are mutant.”

"How can you be sure?' asked Vickers.

"You don't trust me," said Crawford. "Y ou think I'm arenegade. Y ou think | see sure defeat ahead
and have come running, waving the white flag, anxiousto prove my non-belligerence to the coming order.
Trying to makemy individua peace and to hdll with dl the rest of them. Maybe the mutantswill keep me
asamascot or apet.”

"If what you say istrue, you and the rest of them are licked, no matter what you do.”

"Not entirely licked," said Crawford. "We can hit back. We can raise alot of hell.”

"With what? Remember, Crawford, you only haveaclub.”

"We have desperation.”

"Andthat isal? A club and desperation?’

"We have a secret wegpon.”

"And the otherswant to useit.”

Crawford nodded. "But it isn't good enough, which iswhy I'm here."

"I'll get in touch with you," said Vickers. "That'sapromise. That'sthe best that | can do. When



andif | find you'reright, I'll get in touch with you."

Crawford heaved himself out of the chair. "Makeit quick aspossible” he said. "Thereisn't much
time. | can't hold them off forever."

"You're scared,” said Vickers. "Y ou're the most frightened man | ever saw. Y ou were scared the
first day | saw you and you il are.”

"I've been scared ever since it started. It getsworse every day.”

"Two frightened men,” said Vickers. "Two ten-year-olds running in the dark.”

"You, too?'

"Of course. Can't you see me shaking?"'

"No, | can't. In someways, Vickers, you're the most coldblooded man | have ever met."

"Onething," said Vickers. "Y ou said there was one other mutant you could catch.”

"Yes, | told you that."

"Any chance of tdling who?"

"Not achance," said Crawford.

"l didn't think there was."

Therug seemed to blur alittle, then it was there, spinning dowly, flopping in wild wobbles, its hum
choked off, its colors blotched with its erratic spinning. The top had come back.

They stood and watched it until it stopped and lay upon the floor.

"It went away," said Crawford.

"And now it's back," Vickers whispered.

Crawford shut the door behind him and Vickers stood in the cold, bright room with the motionless
top on thefloor, listening to Crawford's footsteps going down the hall.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

WHEN he could hear the footfals no longer, Vickers went to the telephone and lifted it and gave a
number, then waited for the connection to be made. He could hear the operators aong the line setting up
the cdll, faint, tenuous voices that spoke with areedy nonchaance.

Hed haveto tell her fast. He couldn't waste much time, for they would be listening. Hed haveto
tell her fast and make sure she did the thing he wanted her to do. She must be out and gone before they
could reach her door.

Hed say: "Will you do something for me, Ann? Will you do it without question, without asking
why?'

Hed say: "Y ou remember that place where you asked about the stove? I'll meet you there." —

Then held say: " Get out of your apartment. Get out and hide. Stay out of Sght. Right this minute.
Not an hour from now. Not five minutes. Not aminute. Hang up this phone and go.”

It would haveto befast. It would have to be sure. It would have to be blind.

He couldn't say: "Ann, you'reamutant,” then have her want to know what a mutant was and how
he came to know and what it meant, while al the time the listeners would be moving toward her door.

She had to go on blind faith. But would she?

He was perspiring. Thinking of how she might want to argue, how she might not want to go without
knowing the reason, he felt the moisture trickle down across hisribs.

The phone was ringing now. Hetried to recall how her gpartment was, how the phone sat on the
table at the end of the davenport and how she would be coming across the room to lift the receiver and in
amoment he would hear her voice.

The phonerang on. And on.

She did not answer.

The operator said, "That number doesn't answer, Sir.”

"Try thisone, then," he said, giving the operator the number of her office.



He waited again and heard the ringing of thesigndl.

"That number doesn't answer, Sir," the operator said.

"Thank you," said Vickers.

"Shdl | try agan?'

"No," said Vickers. "Cancedl thecdl, please.”

He had to think and plan. He had to try to figure out what it was al about. Before thisit had been
easy to seek refugein the belief that it wasimagination, that he and the world were hdf insane, that
everything would be dl right if held just ignore whatever might be going on.

That sort of belief wasno longer possible.

For now he must believe what he had half believed before, must accept at face vaue the sory that
Crawford had told, Sitting in thisroom, with hismassve bulk bulging in the chair, with hisface unchanging
and hisvoice aflat monotone that pronounced words, but gave them no inflection and no life.

He must believe in human mutation and in aworld divided and embattled. He must believe evenin
thefairyland of childhood, for if he were amutant then fairyland was amark of it, apart of the thing by
which he might know himsdf and be known by other men.

Hetried to tie together the implications of Crawford's story, tried to understand what it al might
mean, but there were too many ramifications, too many random factors, too much he did not know.

Therewas aworld of mutants, men and women who were more than normal men and women,
persons who had certain human talents and certain human understandings which the normal men and
women of the world had never known, or having known, could not utilize in their entirety, unableto use
intelligently al the mighty powerswhich lay dormant in their brains.

Thiswas the next step up. Thiswas evolution. Thiswas how the human race advanced.

"And God knows," said Vickersto the empty room, "it needs advancement now if it ever did.”

A band of mutants, working together, but working undercover since the norma world would turn
on themwith fang and claw for their very differentnessif they reveded themsdlves.

And what was this differentness? What could they do, what did they hope to do with it?

A few of the things he knew—Forever cars and everlasting razor blades and the light bulbsthat did
not burn out and synthetic carbohydrates that fed the hungry and hel ped to hold war a arm'slength from
thethroat of humanity.

But what else? Surely there was more than that.

Intervention, Horton Flanders had said, rocking on the porch. Some sort of intervention that had
helped the world advance and then had staved off, somehow or other, the bitter, terrible fruits of
progress wrongly used.

Horton Flanders was the man who could tell him, Vickers knew. But where was Horton Flanders
now?

"They're hard to catch,” Crawford had said. ™Y ou ring doorbells and wait. Y ou send in your name
and wait. Y ou track them down and wait. And they're never where you think they are, but somewhere
de”

Firgt, thought Vickers, plotting out his moves, I've got to get out of here and be hard to catch
mysdf.

Second, find Ann and see that she is hidden out.

Third, find Horton Flanders and, if he doesn't want to talk, choke it out of him.

He picked up the top and went downstairs and turned in hiskey. The clerk got out hishill.

"l have amessage for you," said the clerk, reaching back into the pigeonhole that held the key.
"The gentleman who was up to see you just awhile ago gave it to me just before he left.”

He handed across an envelope and Vickers ripped it open, pulled out afolded shest.

"A very funny kind of business," said the clerk. "Held just been talking to you."

"Yes" sad Vickers, "itisavery funny busness”

The note read:

Don't try to use that car of yours. If anything happens keep your mouth shut.

It was avery funny kind of business.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SI X

HE drove toward the dawn. The road was deserted and the car ran like aflesing thing, with no
sound but the whistle of the tires as they hugged the pavement on the curves. Beside him, on the sedt, the
gaily painted top rolled back and forth to the motion of the car.

There were two thingswrong, two immediate things:

He should have stopped at the Preston house.

He should not have used the car.

Both, of course, were foolish things, and he berated himself for thinking of them and pushed the
accelerator down o that the whistle of the tires became a high, shrill scream asthey took the curves.

He should have stopped at the Preston house and tried out the top. That, he told himself, was what
he had planned to do, and he searched in his mind for the reasons that had made him plan it that way, but
there were no reasons. For if the top worked, it would work anywhere. If the top worked, it worked and
that was dl there could beto it; it wouldn't matter where it worked, athough deep insde him wasa
whisper that it did matter where it worked. For there was something specia about the Preston house. It
was akey point—it must be akey point in this business of mutants.

| couldn't take the time, be told himsdlf. | couldn't mess around. There wasn't time to waste. The
first job isto get back to New Y ork and find Ann and get her out of sight.

For Ann, hetold himself, must be the other mutant, although once again, as with the Preston house,
he could not be entirely sure. There was no reason, no substantial proof, that Ann Carter was a mutant.

Reason, he thought. Reason and proof. And what are they? No more than the orderly logic on
which Man had built hisworld. Could there be inside aman another sense, another yardstick by which
one could live, setting aside the matter of reason and of proof as childish things which once had been
good enough, but clumsy at the best? Could there be away of knowing right from wrong, good and bad
without the endless reasoning and the dull parade of proof? Intuition? That was female nonsense.
Premonition? That was superdtition.

And yet, were they redlly nonsense and superstition? For years researchers had concerned
themsdlves with extrasensory perception, asixth sense that Man might hold within himself, but had been
unableto develop to itsfull capacity.

And if extrasensory perception were possible, then many other abilities were possible aswell—the
psycho-kinetic control of objects through the power of mind done, the ability to look into the future, the
recognition of time as something other than the movement of the hands upon a clock, the ability to know
and manipulate unsuspected dimensiond extensions of the pace-time continuum.

Five senses, Vickers thought—the sense of smdll, of sight, of hearing, of taste and touch. Those
were the five that Man had known since time immemorid, but did it mean that it was al he had? Were
there other senseswaiting in hismind for devel opment, as the opposable thumb had been devel oped, as
the erect posture had been developed, aslogicd thinking had been devel oped throughout the years of
Man's existence? Man had developed dowly. He had evolved from atree-dwelling, fear-shivering thing
into aclub-carrying animd, into afire-making animad. He had made, firg of dl, the smplest of tools, then
more complex tools and finaly the tools were so complex that they were machines.

All of thishad been done asthe result of developing intelligence and wasiit not possible that the
development of intelligence, the development of the human senseswas not finished yet? And if thiswere
true, why not asixth sense, or aseventh, or an eighth, or any number of additiona senses, which, in their
development, would come under the genera heading of the natura evolution of the human race?

Wasthat, Vickers wondered, what had happened to the mutants, the sudden devel opment of these
additional and only half-suspected senses? Was not the mutation logicd in itsdf—thething that one might
well expect?

He swirled through little villages still degping between the night and dawn and went past



farmhouseslying strangdly naked in the hdf light that ran on the eastern skyline.

Don't try to use the car, Crawford's note had read. And that was foolish, too, for there was no
reason why he should not use the car. No reason other than Crawford's saying so. And who was
Crawford? An enemy? Perhaps, dthough at timeshe didn't act like one. A man afraid of the defeat that
he felt sure would come, more fearful perhaps of the commission of defeat than of defesat itsdlf.

Reason once again.

No reason why he should not use the car. But he was faintly uneasy, using it.

No reason why he should have stopped at, the Preston house and till, in his heart, he knew he had
somehow failed in not sopping there.

No reason to believe Ann Carter was a mutant, and yet he was sure shewas.

He drove through the morning, with the fog risng from al thelittle streams he crossed, with the
flush of sun againg the eastern sky, with, findly, boys and dogs going after cows, and the first, well
spaced traffic on the road.

He suddenly knew that he was hungry and alittle deepy, but he couldn't stop to deep. He had to
keep on going. When it became dangerousto drive, he would have to deep, but not until then and not for
very long.

But held have to stop someplace to eat. The next town he cameto, if it were big enough, if it had
an eating place that was open, he would stop and eat. Perhaps a cup or two of coffee would chase away
the deep.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

THE town was large and there were eating places and people on the street, the six o'clock factory
workers on the move to their seven o'clock jobs.

He picked out a place that didn't look too bad, that had less of the cockroach look about it than
some of the other places, and dowed to a crawl, looking for a parking place. He found one, ablock
beyond the restaurant.

He parked and got out, locked the door. Standing on the sdewak, he sniffed the morning. It still
was fresh and cool, with the deceptive coolness of asummer morning.

Hed have breskfadt, hetold himsdf. Take histime eating it, give himsdf alittletimeinwhichto
relax, let some of the road fatigue drop from his bones.

Maybe he should try to cal Ann again. Maybe this morning, he could catch her in. Hed fed sofer if
she knew, if shewerein hiding. Perhapsinstead of just meeting him &t the place where they sold the
houses, she should go there and explain to them what the Situation was and maybe they would help her.
But to do that, to explain that to Ann, would take too long. He had to tell her fast and sure and she had
to go onfaith.

He went back down the street and turned in at the restaurant door. There were tables but no one
seemed to be using them. All the eaters were bellied up to the counter. There were afew stools still left
and Vickerstook one.

On one sde of him ahulking workman in faded shirt and bulging overdlswas noisily dupping up a
bow! of oatmedl, head bent close above the bowl, shoveling the cered into his mouth with arapidly
moving spoon that dipped and lifted, dipped and lifted, dmost asif the man were attempting to establish
asphoning flow of the food into his mouth. On the other Sde sat aman in blue dacks and white shirt with
aneat black bow. He wore glasses and he read a paper and he was, from the look of him, a bookkeeper
or something of the sort, aman handy with a.column of figures and very smug abot it.

A walitress came and mopped the spacein front of Vickerswith adirty cloth.

"What'll you have?' she asked, impersonally, running the words together until they were one word.

"Stack of cakes," said Vickers, "with aside of ham.”

"Coffee?"



"Coffee" sad Vickers.

The breskfast came and he ateit, hurriedly at first, guffing his mouth with greet forkfuls of
syrup-dripping cakes, with generous cuts of ham, then more dowly asthe first hunger was appeased.

The overalled man got up and left. A wispy girl with drooping eyelidstook his place. Some weary
secretary, Vickers thought, with only an hour or two of deep after anight of dancing.

He was dmost through when he heard the shouting in the Street outside, then the sound of running
feet.

Thegirl beside him swung around on her stool and looked out the window.

"Everybody'srunning,” she said. "l wonder what'sthetrouble.”

A man stopped outside the door and yelled, "They found one of them Forever card!"

The eaters leaped from their stools and surged toward the door. Vickersfollowed dowly.

They'd found a Forever car, the shouting man had said. The only one they could have found was
the one he'd parked just up the strest.

They had tipped the car over and rolled it out into the middle of the Street. They were ringed
around it, shouting and shaking their fists at it. Someone threw a brick or stone at it and the sound of the
object striking its meta boomed through the early morning sireet like a cannon shot.

Someone picked up whatever had been thrown and heaved it through the door of a hardware
store. Reaching in through the broken glass, someone €l se unlocked the door. Men streamed in and
came out again, carrying mauls and axes.

The crowd drew back to give them elbow room. The mauls and axes flashed in the danted
sunlight. They struck and struck again. The street rang with the sound of metallic hammering. Glass
shattered with a crunching sound, then came ametalic clanging.

Vickers stood beside the restaurant door, sick in the pit of his ssomach, his brain frozen with what
later might be fear, but which now was no more than astonishment and blind befuddlement.

Crawford had written: Don't try to use that car of yours. And thiswaswhat hed meant.

Crawford had known what would happen to any Forever car found on the Streets.

Crawford had known and had tried to warn him. Friend or foe?

Vickersreached out ahand and put it, palm flat, againgt the rough brick of the building.

The touch of the brick, the roughness of it, told him that this was happening, that it was no dream,
that he actudly stood herein front of arestaurant in which he had just esten breskfast, and saw amab,
mad with fury and with hate, smashing up hiscar.

They know, he thought.

The peoplefindly know. They've been told about the mutants.

And they hated the mutants.

Of course, they hated them.

They hated them because the existence of the mutants makes them second-class humans, because
they are Neanderthaers suddenly invaded by a bow and arrow people.

He turned and went back into the restaurant, walking softly, ready to leap and run if someone
should suddenly shout behind him, if afinger tapped his shoulder.

The bespectacled man with the black bow tie had | eft the paper beside his plate. Vickers picked it
up, walked steadily on, down the length of counter. He pushed open the swinging door that led into the
kitchen. There was no one there. He walked through the kitchen rapidly, let himsdlf out the rear door into
andley.

He went down that aley, found another narrow one between two buildings, leading to an opposite
street. He took it, crossed the street when he cameto it, followed another alleyway between two
buildingsthat led to till another dley.

"They'll fight," Crawford had said, Sitting in the hotel room the night before, hisbig body filling the
chair to overflowing, "they'll fight with what they have."

So findly they were fighting, striking back with what they had. They had picked up their club and
were fighting back.

Hefound apark and walking through it, came across a bench shielded from the Street by aclump



of bushes. He sat down and unfolded the paper he had taken from the restaurant, turned its pages back
until he found the front page.
And there the story was.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

THE headline said: WE ARE BEING TAKEN OVER! Thedrop read: PLOT BY SUPERMEN
REVEALED.

And under that: Superhuman Race Among Us, Mystery of Everlasting Razor Blades Solved.

And the story:

WASHINGTON (Specia)—The greatest danger the human race hasfaced in dl the years of its
exigence—a danger which may reduce dl of usto davery—was revealed today in ajoint announcement
by the Federa Bureau of Investigation, the military Chiefs of Staff and the Washington office of the
International Bureau of Economics.

The joint announcement was made at a news conference caled by the President.

Simultaneous announcements were made in al the other mgor capitas of the world, in London,
Moscow, Paris, Madrid, Rome, Cairo, Peking and adozen other cities.

The announcement revealed that a new race of human beings, called mutants, has devel oped, and
is banded together in an attempt to win domination over the entire world.

A mutant, in the sensein which the word is here used, isahuman being who has undergone a
sudden variation, the child differing from the parent, as opposed to the gradua change by which the
human race has evolved to its present form. The variation, in this case, has not been noticeably physicdl;
that is, amutant isindistinguishable, so far asthe eyeis concerned, from any other human. The variation
has been mentd, with the mutant possessing certain skills which the norma human does not have—
certain "wild talents," the announcement said.

(See adjoining column for full explanation of mutancy.)

The announcement (full text in Column 4) said that the mutants had embarked upon acampaign to
destroy the economic system of the world through the manufacture of certain items, such asthe
everlagting razor blade, the everlasting light bulb, the Forever car, the new prefabricated houses and
other items generally sold in the so called "gadget shops.”

The mutant group, it was reveded, has been under investigation by various governmental and
independent agenciesfor severd years and the findings, when correlated, showed unmistakably that a
definite campaign was under way to take over the entireworld. The formal announcement of the
Stuation, it was said, was delayed until there could be no doubt concerning the authenticity of the
reports.

The announcement called upon the citizenry of theworld to join in thefight to circumvent the plot.
At the sametimeit pleaded for anorma continuation of al activity and advised againg hysteria.

"Thereisno occasion for apprehension,” the announcement said. " Certain counter-measures are
being taken." There was no hint asto what any of these counter-measures might be. When the reporters
attempted to question the spokesman concerning them he wastold that this was restricted information.

To ad theworld governmentsin their campaign againgt the intentions of the mutants, the
announcement said that every citizen should take these steps:

|—Keep your head. Do not give way to hysteria

2- Refrain from using any mutant-manufactured items.

3- Refuse to buy any mutant-manufactured items. Persuade others againgt their use or purchase.

4—Immediately inform the FBI of any suspicious circumstances which might have abearing upon
the Stuation.

The announcement said that first suspicions of any attempt

(Continued on Page 11)



Vickersdid not turn to Page 11. Instead he studied the rest of the front page.

There was the story which explained mutation and the complete text of the announcement. There
was asigned article by some professor of biology, discussing the probable effects of mutancy and its
probable causes.

Therewere ahalf dozen bulletins. He began to read them:

NEW YORK (AP)—Mabs today swept through the city armed with axes and iron bars. They
swarmed into gadget shops, destroying the merchandise, smashing the fixtures. Apparently no one was
found in any of the shops. One man waskilled, but it was not believed he was connected with a gadget
shop.

WASHINGTON (UP)—A moab early today attacked and killed aman driving aForever car. The
car was smashed.

LONDON (INS)—The government today threw heavy guards around severd housing
development projects containing anumber of the prefabricated houses attributed to mutant manufacture.

"The people who purchased these houses," said an explanation accompanying the order,
"purchased them in good faith. They arein no way connected or to be connected with the conspiracy.
The guards were ordered to protect these innocent people and their neighbors against any misdirected
public violence."

Thefourth:

ST. MALO, FRANCE (Reuters)—The body of aman was found hanging from alamp post a
dawntoday. A placard with the crude lettering of "Mutant” was pinned to his shirt front.

Vickers|et the paper fall from his hand. It made aragged tent upon the ground.

He stared out across the park. Morning traffic was flowing by on the roadway ablock away. A
boy came along awalk, bouncing abdl as he walked. A few pigeons circled down through the trees and
srutted on the grass, cooing gently.

Normd, he thought. A norma human morning, with people going to work and kids out playing and
the pigeons strutting on the grass.

But underneeth it acurrent of savagery. Behind it dl, behind the fatade of civilization, the present
was crouching in the cave, lying in ambush againgt the coming of thefuture. Lying in wait for himsdf and
Ann and Horton Flanders.

Thank God that no one had thought to connect him with the car. Perhaps, later on, someone
would. Perhaps someone would remember seeing him get out of the car. Perhaps someone would fasten
suspicion upon the man who, of al of them, had not run out of the restaurant and joined the mob around
the car.

But for the moment he was safe. How long he would remain safe was another matter.

Now what?

He considered it.

Stedl acar and continue histrip?

He didn't know how to stedl acar; he would probably bungle

But there was something € se—something el se that needed doing right away.

He had to get the top.

He had left it in the car and he'd have to get it back.

But why risk his neck to get the top?

It didn't make much sense. Cometo think of it, it made no sense at dl. Still, he knew that he had to
doit.



Crawford'swarning about not driving the car hadn't made sense either at thetime heread it. He
had disregarded it and had felt uneasy about disregarding it, had known, againgt dl logic, that he was
wrong in not paying it atention. And in this particular case, at leadt, logic had been wrong and hisfeding
—hishunch, hispremonition, hisintuition, cal it what you would—had been right.

He had wondered, he remembered, if there might not be a certain sense which would outweigh
logic and reason, if within hisbrain aman might not have another faculty, adivining faculty, which would
outdate the old tools of logic and of reason. Maybe that was what it was. Maybe that was one of the
wild talents that the mutants had.

Maybe that was the sense that told him, without reason, without logic, that he must get back the
top.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

THE street had been blocked to traffic and the police were standing by, athough there waslittle
need of them, it seemed, for the crowd was orderly. The car lay in the middle of the Street, battered and
dented, with itswhed s sticking into the air, like adead cow in acornfied. Its glass was shattered and
strewed about the pavement, crunching under the feet of the milling crowd. Itstires were knocked of f
and the wheels were bent and people stood around and stared at it.

Vickers mingled with the crowd, moving nearer to the car. The front door, he saw, had somehow
been smashed open and was wedged againgt the pavement and there was just achance, he told himself,
the top might till be there.

If it was, he would have to figure out some way to get it. Maybe he could get down on his knees
and pretend that he was smply curious about the instrument panel or the controls. Hed tell hisneighbors
about how the control panel differed from that of an ordinary car and maybe he could hook in ahand and
snesk out thetop and hide it under his coat without any of them knowing.

He shuffled about the wreck, gaping at it in what he hoped was an idly curious fashion and he
talked alittle with his neighbors, the usua banal comments of the onlooker.

He worked hisway around until he was beside the door and squatted down and looked inside the
car and he couldn't see the top. He stayed there, squatting and looking, craning his neck, and hetold his
nearest neighbor about the control panel and wondered about the shift, but al the time he was looking for
the top.

But there wasn't any top.

He got up again and milled with the crowd, watching the pavement, because the top might have
fdlen from the car and rolled away from it. Maybeit had rolled into the gutter and was lying there. He
searched the gutters, on both sides of the streets, and covered the pavement and there was no top.

So the top was gone—gone before he could try it out, and now he'd never know if it could take
himinto fairyland.

Twice he had goneinto fairyland—once when he was a child and again when he had walked a
certain valey with agirl named Kathleen Preston. He had walked with her in an enchanted valley that
could have been nothing else but another fairyland and after that he had gone back to see her and had
been told that she had gone away and he had turned away from the door and trudged across the porch.

Now wait, he said to himsdlf. Had he actualy turned from the door and trudged across the porch?

Hetried to remember and, dimly, he saw it al again, the soft-voiced man who had told him that
Kathleen was gone and then had said, "But won't you comein, lad. | have something you should see.”

He had gonein and stood in the mighty hall, filled with heavy shadow, with its paintings on the wall
and the massive stairs winding up to the other stories and the man had said -What had he said?

Or had it ever happened?

Why did an experience like this, an incident that he should have remembered without fail, come
back to him after dl the years of not knowing, asthelost memory of his boyhood ventureinto fairyland



had come back to him after so long?

And it wastrue or wasn't it?

There was, hetold himsglf, no way that he could judge He turned away and walked down the
Street, past the man who leaned againgt a building and swung his club, at the crowd.

In avacant lot agroup of boyswere playing and he to watch them, Once he had played like that;
without thetime or destiny, with the thought of nothing but happy hours of sunshine and the gurgle of
delight that bubbled up with living. Time had been non-existent and purpose was for amoment only, or at
the most, an hour. Each day had run on forever and there had been no end to living.

Therewas onelittle fellow who sat gpart from al the others and he held something in hislap and
wasturning it around, admiring it, happy in the possession of awondroustoy.

Suddenly hetossed it in the air and caught it and the sun flashed on its many colorsand Vickers,
seeing what it was, skipped a breath or two.

It was the missing top!

Heleft the sdewalk and sauntered acrossthe lot.

The playing boys did not notice him, or rather, they ignored him, after the manner of the playing
youngsters for whom the adult does not exi<t, or isno more than a shadowy personage out of some
unreal and unsatisfactory world.

Vickers stood above the boy who held the top.

"Hdlo, son."

"Hdlo, yoursdf."

"What you got?"

"| found it," said the boy.

"It'sapretty thing," said Vickers. "I'd like to buy it from you.'

"ltaint for sale”

"I'd pay quite abit," said Vickers. The boy looked up with interest. "Enough for anew bicycle?!

Vickersdug into his pocket and pulled out folded hills.

"Gosh, miger..."

Out of the corner of hiseye, Vickers saw the policeman standing on the sdewalk, watching him.
The policeman took a step, started across the lot.

"Here" said Vickers.

He grabbed the top and tossed the folded bills into the boy's lap. He straightened and ran, heading
for thedley.

"Hey, you!" the policeman shouted.

Vickerskept on running.

"Hey, you! Stop, or I'll shoot!"

A gun exploded and Vickers heard the thin, high whine of abullet going past hishead. The
policeman could not even have guessed what he was doing or who he was, but the morning paper must
have |eft everyone frightened, on edge.

He reached the first of the buildingsin the dley and ducked around it.

He couldn't stay in the dley, he knew, for when the policeman came around the corner of the
building, he would be astting duck.

He ducked into a passageway between two buildings and redlized, even ashedid it, that held
turned in the wrong direction, for the passageway would lead him back onto the street on which lay the
wrecked and battered car.

He saw an open basement window and knew, without even thinking of it, that it was hisonly
chance. He gauged his distance and threw himself, feet first, and was through the window. The sill caught
him in the back and he ft the fire of pain run aong his body, then his head smashed into something and
the basement was a place of darknessfilled with amillion stars. He came down sprawling and the wind
was knocked out of him and the top, flying from his hand, bounced aong the floor.

He clawed himsdf to his hands and knees and ran down the top. He found awater pipe and
grasped it and pulled himself erect. There was araw place on his back that burned and his head buzzed



with the violence of the blow. But he was safe, for alittlewhile,

Hefound astairs and climbed them and saw that he was in the back room of a hardware store.
The place wasfilled with haphazardly piled rolls of chicken wire, rolls of roofing paper, cardboard
cartons, bales of binder twine, lengths of stove pipe, crated stoves, coils of Manilarope.

He could hear people moving up in front, but there was no onein sight. He ducked behind a crated
stove and from the window above his head a splash of sun came down so that he crouched in apool of
light.

Outsde, in the dleyway, he heard running feet go past and from far away he heard men shouting.
He hunkered down, pressing his body against the rough board crating of the stove and tried to control his
labored breathing, afraid that if someone came into the room they might hear his rasping breath.

Hed have to figure out someway to get away, he knew, for if he stayed where he was they findly
would find him. They would start combing the area, police and citizens dike. And, by that time, they
would know who it was they hunted. The boy would tell them he had found the top lying near the car and
someone then might remember they had seen him park the car and the waitressin the restaurant might
remember him. From many little bits of information, they would know their fugitive was the man whose
Forever car they'd smashed.

He wondered what would happen to him when they found him. He remembered the bulletin from
. Malo, about the man hanging from the lamp post with aplacard on his chest.

But there was no way to escape. He was caught and there wasn't, for the moment, much that he
could do. He couldn't sneak out into the dley, for they'd be watching for him. He could go back into the
basement, but that wasn't any better than the place he was. He could saunter out into the store and act
like acustomer, findly walk out into the Street, doing his best to look like an ordinary citizen who had
dropped into the place to look at some treasured gun or tool he wished that he could buy. But he
doubted that he could carry it off.

So theillogic hadn't paid off, after al. Logic and reason were still the winners, still the factors that
ruled the ordering of men'slives.

There was no escape from this sun-lit nest behind the crated stove.

There was no escape, unless—He had found the top again. He had the top there with him.

There was no escape—unless the top should work, there was no escape.

He put the top's point on the floor and spun it dowly, pumping on the handle. It picked up speed;
he pumped the faster. He let go and it spun, whistling. He hunkered in front of it and watched the colored
gripes. He saw them comeinto being and he followed them into infinity and he wondered where they
went. He forced his attention on the top, narrowing it down until the top wasdl he saw.

It didn't work. The top wobbled and he put out a hand and stopped it.

Hetried again.

He had to be an eight-year-old. He had to go back to childhood once again. He must clear away
hismind, sweep out al adult thoughts, al the adult worry, al sophistication. He must become a child.

He thought of playing in the sand, of napping under trees, of thefed of soft dust benesth bare fet.
He closed his eyes and concentrated and caught the vision of a childhood and the color and the smell of
it.

He opened his eyes and watched the stripes and filled his mind with wonder, with the question of
their being and the question of where they went when they disappeared.

It didn't work. The top wobbled and he stopped it.

A frantic thought wedged its way into his consciousness. He didn't have much time. He had to
hurry.

He pushed the thought away.

A child had no conception of time. For the child, time went on forever and forever. He was alittle
boy and he had all the time there was and he owned a brand new top.

He spun the top again.

He knew the comfort of ahome and aloved mother and the playthings scattered on the floor and
the story books that Grandmawould read to him when she came visiting again. And he watched the top,



with asimple, childish wonder—watching the stripes come up and disappear, come up and disappesar,
come up and disappear—He fdl afoot or so and thumped upon the ground and he was sitting atop ahill
and the land stretched out before him for miles and miles and miles, an empty land of waving grass and
groves of trees and far-off, winding water.

Helooked down at hisfeet and the top was there, dowly spinning to awobbling halt.

CHAPTER THIRTY

THE land lay new and empty of any mark of Man, aland of raw earth and sky; even the wildness
of the wind that swept acrossit seemed to say that the land was untamed.

From hishilltop, Vickers saw bands of dark, moving shapes that he felt sure were small herds of
buffalo and even as he watched three wolves came loping up the dope, saw him and veered off, angling
down the hill. In the blue sweep of sky that arched from horizon to horizon without asingle cloud abird
whedled gracefully, spying out the land. It screeched and the screech came down to Vickersasahigh,
thin sound filtered through the sky.

Thetop had brought him through. He was safein this empty land with wolves and buffao.

He climbed to the ridgetop and looked across the reaches of the grassand, with its frequent groves
and many watercourses, sparkling in the sun. There was no sign of human habitation -no roads, no
threads of smoke sfting up the sky.

He looked at the sun and wondered which way was west and thought he knew, and if he was
right, the sun said it was midmorning. But if he was wrong, it was midafternoon and in afew hours
darkness would come upon the land. And when darkness came, he would have to figure out how to
gpend the night.

He had meant to go into "fairyland” and this, of course, wasn't it. If he had stopped to think about
it, hetold himsdlf, he would have known that it would not be, for the place he had goneto asachild
could not have been fairyland. Thiswas anew and empty world, alondly and perhaps aterrifying world,
but it was better than the back room of a hardware store in some unknown town with hisfellow men
hunting him to degth.

He had come out of the old, familiar world into this new, strange world and if the world were
entirdy empty of human life, then he was on hisown.

He sat down and emptied his pockets and made an inventory of what he had. A half a package of
cigarettes, three packs of matches, one amost finished, one full, one with just amatch or two gone from
it; apocket knife; ahandkerchief; abillfold with afew dollarsinit; afew centsin change; the key to the
Forever car; akeyring with the key to the house and another to the desk and a couple of other keys he
couldn't identify; amechanica pencil; afew haf sheets of paper folded together, pocket Size, on which he
had intended to make notesif he saw anything worth noting—and that was dl. Fire and atool with a
cutting edge and afew hunks of worthless meta —that was the sum of what he had.

If thisworld were empty, he must face it done. He must feed himsdlf and defend himsdlf and find
shelter for himsdf and, in timeto come, contrive someway in which to clothe himsdf.

Helit acigarette and tried to think, but all that he could think about was that he must go easy on
the cigarettes, for the half pack was al he had and when those were gone, there would be no more.

Andienland—but not entirely dien, for it was Earth again, the old familiar Earth unscarred by the
toolsof Man. It had the air of Earth and the grass and sky of Earth, and even the wolves and buffalo
were the same as old Earth had borne. Perhapsit was Earth. It looked for dl theworld like the primal
Earth might have looked before it lay beneath Man's hand, before Man had caught and tamed it and
bound it to hiswill, before Man had stripped and gutted it and torn all itstreasures fromiit.

It was no dien land—no adien dimension into which the top had flung him, athough, of course, it
had not been thetop at all. The top hadn't had anything to do with it. The top was smply something on
which one focused on€e's attention, smply ahypnotic deviceto aid the mind in the job which it must do.



Thetop had helped him comeinto thisland, but it had been his mind and that strange otherness that was
hiswhich had enabled him to travel from old familiar Earth to thisstrange, prima place.

There was something he had heard or read...

Hewent searching for it, digging back into his brain with frantic mentd fingers.

A new story, perhaps. Or something he had heard. Or something he had seen on television.

It cameto him findly—the story about the man in Boston—a Dr. Aldridge, he seemed to
remember, who had said that there might be more worlds than one, that there might be aworld a second
ahead of ours and one a second behind ours and another a second behind that and still another and
another and another, along string of worlds whirling one behind the other, like men walking in the snow,
one man putting hisfoot into the other's track and the one behind him putting hisfoot in the same track
and so on down theline.

An endless chain of worlds, one behind the other. A ring around the Sun.

He hadn't finished reading the story, he remembered; something had distracted him and held laid
the paper down. Smoking the cigarette down to itsfina shred, he wished that he had read it dll. For
Aldridge might have been right. This might be the next world after the old, familiar Earth, the next link on
an endless chain of earths.

Hetried to puzzle out the logic of such aring of worlds, but he gaveit up, for he had no idea of
why it should be so.

Say, then, that thiswas Earth No. Two, the next earth behind the original Earth which he had |eft
behind. Say, then, that in topographical features the earths would resemble one another, not exactly like
one another perhaps, but very close in their topography, with little differences here and there, each
magnified in turn until probably a matter of ten earths back the change would become noticesble. But this
was only the second earth and perhaps its features were but little changed, and on old Earth he had been
somewherein lllinoisand this, hetold himself, was the kind of land the ancient 11linois would have been.

Asaboy of eight he had gone into aland where there had been a garden and ahouse in agrove of
trees and maybe thiswas the very earth he had visited then. If that were so, the house might gill bethere.
Andin later years he had walked an enchanted valey and it, too, might have been thisearth, and if that
were true, then there was another Preston house on this very earth, exactly like the one which stood so
proudly in the Earth of his childhood.

There was a chance, hetold himsdlf. A dim chance, but the only chance he had...

Hed head for the Preston house, toward the northwest, retracing on foot the many miles he had
driven sinceleaving his boyhood home. He knew there was little reason to believe thered be any Preston
house, little reason to think anything other than that he was trapped in an empty, lonely world. But he shut
his mind to reason, for thiswas the only hope he had.

He checked the sun and saw that it had climbed higher in the sky, and that meant that it was
morning and not afternoon and by that he knew which was west, and that was al he needed.

He st off, striding down the hill, heading for the north-west, toward the one hope he had in dl the
world.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

WELL before dark, he picked a camping site, agrove through which ran a stream.

Hetook off hisshirt and tied it to the stick to form a crude seine, then went down to asmall pool in
the creek and after some experimenting found how to use the seine to the best advantage. At the end of
an hour, he had five good-sized fish.

He cleaned the fish with his pocket knife and it the fire with a single match and congratul ated
himsdlf upon hiswoodsmanship.

He cooked one of thefish and ateit. It was not an easy thing to edt, for he had no salt and the
cooking was very far from expert—part of the fish was singed by flame, part of the rest wasraw. But he



was ravenous and it didn't taste too bad until the edge was off his hunger. After that it wasahard job
choking down the rest, but he forced himsdlf to do it, for he knew that he faced hard days ahead and to
get through them he must keep hisbelly filled.

By thistime darkness had falen and he huddled beside the fire. He tried to think, but he wastoo
tired for thinking. He caught himself dozing ashe at.

He dept, awoke to find the fire almost out and the night still dark, built up the fire with cold swest
breaking out on him. The firewas for protection aswell as warmth and cooking and on the day's march
he had seen not only wolves, but bear aswell, and once atawny shape had run through one of the groves
as he passed through, moving too fast for him to make out what it was.

He woke again and dawn was in the sky. He built up the fire and cooked the rest of thefish. He
ate one and then part of another, tucked the others, messy as they were, into his pocket. He would need
food, he knew, throughout the day, and he did not want to waste the time to stop and make afire.

He hunted around the grove and found astout, straight stick, tested it with hisweight and knew
that it was sound. It would serve him for awalking staff and might be of someuseasaclub if hewere
caled upon to defend himsdlf. He checked his pockets to see that he was leaving nothing behind. He had
his pocket knife and the matches and they were the important things. He wrapped the matches carefully
in his handkerchief, then took off his undershirt and added it to the handkerchief. If hewere caught inrain
or fel in crossing a creek, the wrappings might help to keep the matches dry. And he needed those
matches. He doubted very serioudy that he could make fire with struck flint or by the Boy Scout bow
and arrow method.

Hewas off before the sun was up, dogging northwestward, but going dower than he had gone the
day before, for now he realized that it was not speed, but ssaminathat counted. To wear himsdlf out in
thesefirg few days of hiking would bedlly.

He lost some time making awide detour in the afternoon around afair-sized herd of buffao. He
camped that night in another grove, having stopped an hour or so earlier beside astream to catch another
supply of fish with his shirt-and-gtaff seine. In the grove he found afew bushes of dewberries, with some
fruit still on them, so he had dessert aswdl asfish.

The sun came up and he moved on again. The sun descended.

And another day began and he went on. And another and another.

He caught fish. Hefound berries. He found adeer that had been freshly killed, no doubt by some
animal that his appearance had scared off. Hacking away with his pocket knife, he cut as many ragged
hunks of venison as he could carry. Even without sdlt, the meat was awelcome change from fish. He
even learned to eet alittle of it raw, hacking off amouthful and chewing it methodically ashewaked
aong. He had to discard the last of the meat when it got so high that be couldn't live withiit.

Helost track of time. He had no ideahow many miles he had covered, now how far he might be
from the place where he was heading, nor evenif he could find it at dl.

His shoes broke open and he stuffed them with dried grass and bound them together with strips cut
off histrouser legs.

One day he kndlt to drink at apool and in the glass-clear water saw a strange face staring back at
him. With ashock heredlized that it was his own face, that of abearded man, ragged and dirty and with
the lines of fatigue upon him.

The days came and went. He moved ahead, northwestward. He kept putting first one foot out and
then the other, moving amost automaticaly. The sun burned him at first and the burn turned to atan. He
crossed awide, deep river on alog. It took along time to get across and once the log amost spun and
spilled him, but he madeiit.

He kept going on. There was nothing el seto do.

He waked through an empty land, with no sign of habitation, athough it was aland that waswell
suited for human occupation. The soil was rich and the grass grew tall and thick and the trees, which
gprang skyward from groves aong the watercourses, were straight and towered high into the sky.

Then one day, just before sunset, he topped arise and saw the land fa| awvay beneath hisfeet,
sweeping downward toward the far-off ribbon of ariver that he thought he recognized.



But it was not the river which held his attention, but the flash of setting sun on metd, on alarge area
of metd far down the doping land.

He put up hishand and shielded his eyes against the sunlight and tried to make out what it was, but
it wastoo far far away and it shone too brightly.

Climbing down the dope, not knowing whether to be glad or frightened, Vickerskept aclose
watch on the gleam of far-off metal. At timeshelost sight of it when he dipped into the swales, but it was
always there when he topped the rise again, so he knew that it wasredl.

Finaly he was able to make out that what he saw were buildings—metdlic buildingsglinting inthe
sun, and now he saw that strange shapes came and went in the air above them and that there was agtir of
life around them.

But it was not acity or atown. For onething, it was too metallic. And for another, there were no
roadsleading into it.

As he came nearer, he made out more and more of the detail of the place and finally, when hewas
only amile or two away, he stopped and looked at it and knew what it was.

It was not acity, but afactory, agiant, sprawling factory and to it came, continually, the strange
flying things that probably were planes, but looked more like flying boxcars. The most of them came from
the north and west and they came flying low, not too fagt, dipping down to land in an areabehind a
screen of buildings that stood between him and the landing field.

And the creatures that moved about among the buildings were not men—or did not seem to be
men, but something ese, metdlic thingsthat flashed in the last rays of the sun.

All about the buildings, standing on great towers, were cup-shaped discs many feet acrossand dl
the faces of the discs were turned toward the sun and the faces of the discs glowed asif there werefires
ingde of them.

Hewaked dowly toward the buildings and as he came closer to them he redlized for the first time
the sheer vastness of them. They covered acre after acre and they towered for many stories high and the
thingsthat ran among them on their strange and many errands were not men, nor anything like men, but
s f-propelled machines.

Some of the machines he could identify, but most of them he couldn't. He saw a carrying machine
rush past with aload of lumber clutched within itsbelly and agreat crane lumbered past at thirty milesan
hour with its sted jaws swinging. But there were othersthat |ooked like mechanistic nightmares and al of
them went scurrying about, asif each of them werein aterrific hurry.

Hefound astreet, or if not a street, an open space between two buildings, and went along it,
keeping close to the side of one of the buildings, for it would have been what one'slife was worth to walk
down the center, where the machines might run one down.

He cameto an opening in the building, from which aramp led out to the Street, and he cautioudy
climbed the ramp and looked inside. Theinterior was lighted, although he could not see where thelight
came from, and he looked down long avenues of machinery, busly at work. But there was no noise—
that, he knew now, was the thing that bothered him. Here was afactory and there was no noise. The
place was utterly silent except for the sound of metal on the earth as the salf-propelled machines flashed
along the Street.

Heleft the ramp and went down the street, hugging the building, and came out on the edge of the
arfield where the aeria boxcars were landing and taking off.

He watched the machines land and disgorge their freight, great piles of shining, newly-sawed
lumber, which was a once snatched up by the carrying machines and hustled off in dl directions; great
gouts of raw ore, more than likely iron, dumped into the maw of other carrying machinesthat looked, or
30 Vickersthought, like so many pdicans.

Once the boxcar had unloaded it took off again—took off without asingle sound, asif awind had
seized and wafted it into the upper air.

Theflying things came in endless streams, disgorging their endless round of cargo, which wastaken
care of dmost immediately. Nothing was |eft piled up. By the time the machine had lifted into the air, the
cargo it had carried had been rushed off somewhere.



Like men, thought Vickers—those machines act just like men. Their operation was not autometic,
for to have been automatic each operation must have been performed at a certain place and at aregular
time—and each ship did not land in exactly the same place, nor wasthe time of their arrival spaced
regularly. But each timethat a ship landed the appropriate carrying machine would be on hand to take
charge of the cargo.

Likeintelligent beings, Vickersthought, and even as he thought of it, he knew that that was exactly
what they were.

Here, he knew, were robots, each one designed to take care of its own particular task. Not the
man-like robots of one'simagination, but practical machineswith intelligence and purpose.

The sun had set and as he stood at the corner of the building he looked up at the towers which had
faced the sun. The discs atop the towers, he saw, were dowly turning back toward east, so that when the
sun came up next morning they would be facing it.

Solar power, thought Vickers—and where ese had he heard of solar power? Why, in the mutant
houses! The dapper little sdlesman had explained to him and Ann how, when you had solar plant, you
could dispense with public utilities.

And here again was solar power. Here, too, were frictionless machines that ran without the faintest
noise. Like the Forever car that would not wear out, but would last through many generations.

The machines paid no attention to him. It was asif they did not see him, did not suspect he was
there. Not asingle one of them faltered asthey rushed past him, not a single one had moved out of its
way to give him awider berth. Nor had any made a threatening motion toward him.

With the going of the sun, the areawas lighted, but once again he could not determine the source
of thelight. Thefal of night did not hat thework. The flying boxcars, grest, angular, box-like
contraptions, gill cameflying in, unloaded and flew off again. The machines kept up their scurrying. The
long lines of machines within the buildings kept up their soundless|abor.

The flying boxcars, he wondered, were they robots, too? And the answer seemed to be that they
probably were.

He wandered about, hugging the building to keep out of the way.

He found amighty loading platform, where the boxes were piled high, carried there by machines,
loaded into the flying boxcars by machines, steadily going out to their destination, wherever it might be.
He edged hisway onto the platform and looked at some of the boxes closdly, trying to determine what it
wasthey held, but the only designations on them were stenciled code letters and numerals. He thought of
prying some of them open, but he had no toolsto do it, and he was just a bit afraid to do it, for while the
machines continued to pay no attention to him, they might pay disastrous attention if he interfered.

Hours later he came out on the other side of the sprawling factory area and walked away fromiit,
then turned back and looked at it and saw it glowing with its strange light and sensed the bustle of it.

He looked at the factory and wondered what was made there and thought he could guess.
Probably razor blades and lighters and maybe light bulbs and perhaps the houses and the Forever cars.
Maybedl of them.

For this, hefet certain, was the factory, or at least one of the factories, that Crawford and North
American Research had been looking for and had failed to find.

No wonder, he thought, that they had failed to find it.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

HE cameto theriver late in the afternoon, ariver filled with tree-covered, grape-vined idands,
clogged with sandbars and filled with wicked gurgling and the hiss of shifting sandsand it could be, he
was sure, no other stream than the Wisconsin River, flowing through itslower reachesto join the
Mississppi. And if that were s0, he knew where he was going. From here he could reach the place
where hewas going.



Now he feared he would not find the place he sought, that in thisland there was no Preston house.
Rather, he had falen upon a strange land where there were no men, but robots, a complex robotic
civilization in which Man played no part. There were no men connected with the factory, he was sure, for
the place had been too saf-sufficient, too sure of its purpose to need the hand or the brain of Man.

Asthelast daylight faded, he camped on theriver's shore, and sat for along time before he went
to deep, staring out over the silvered mirror of the moonlit water, feding the loneliness strikeinto him, a
deeper, more hitter londliness than he'd ever known before.

When morning came, held go on; held tread the trail to its dusty end. Hedd find the place where the
Preston house should stand and when he found that there was no house—what would he do then?

Hedid not think about that. He did not want to think about it. He finally went to deep.

In the morning he went down theriver and studied the bluff-studded southern shore as he dogged
along and was more sure than ever from the character of the bluffsthat he knew where he was.

Hefollowed the river down and findly saw the misty blue of the great rock-faced bluff that rose at
the junction of the rivers and the thin violet line of the bluffs beyond the greater river, so he climbed one
of the nearer bluffs and spied out the valey he had hunted.

He camped that night in the valley and the next morning followed it and found the other, branching
valey that would lead to the Preston house.

Hewas hdfway up it before it became familiar, dthough he had seen here and there certain rock
formations and certain clumps of treesthat had seemed to him to bear some similarity to ones he had
seen before.

The suspicion and the hope grew in him, and at last the certainty, that he tread familiar ground.

Here once again, was the enchanted valley he had travelled twenty years before!

And now, he thought—and now, if the house is there.

Hefdt faint and sick &t the certainty it would not be there, that he would reach the valey's head
and would see the land where it should have stood and it would not be there. For if that happened, he
would know that the last of hope was gone, that he was an exile out of hisfamiliar Earth.

He found the path and followed it and he saw the wind blow across the meadow grass so that it
seemed asif the grass were water and the whiteness of its wind-blown stems were whitecapsrolling on
it. He saw the clumps of crab-apple trees and they were not in bloom because the season wastoo late,
but they were the same that he had seen in bloom.

The path turned around the shoulder of ahill and Vickers stopped and looked at the house
standing on the hill and felt his knees go wobbly benegth him and he looked away, quickly, and brought
his eyes back dowly to make sureit was not imagination, that the house wasredlly there.

It wasredly there.

He started up the path and he found that he was running and forced himself to dow to arapid
walk. And then he was running again and he didn't try to stop.

He reached the hill that led up to the house and he went more dowly now, trying to regain his
breath, and he thought what asight he was, with weeks of beard upon hisface, with his clothing ripped
and torn and matted with the dirt and filth of travel, with his shoesfdling to shreds, tied upon hisfeet with
gripsof cloth ripped from histrouser legs, with hisfrayed trousers blowing in the wind, showing
dirt-streaked, knobbly knees.

He reached the white picket fence that ran around the house and stopped beside the gate and
leaned upon it, looking at the house. It was exactly as he had remembered it, neat, well-kept, with the
lawvn well-trimmed and flowers growing brightly in neat beds, with the woodwork newly painted and the
brick amellow color attesting to years of sun upon it and the force of wind and rain.

"Kathleen," he said, and he couldn't say the name too well, for hislipswere parched and rough.
"I've come back again.”

He wondered what she'd look like, after al these years. He must not, he warned himself, except to
seethegirl he once had known, the girl of seventeen or eighteen, but awoman near hisown age.

Shewould see him standing at the gate and even with the beard and the tattered clothes and the
weeks of travel on him, she would know him and would open the door and come down the walk to greet



him.

The door opened and the sun wasin his eyes so that he could not see her until she'd stepped out
on the porch.

"Kathleen," he said.

But it wasn't Kathleen.

It was someone he'd never seen before—aman who had on amost no clothes at al and who
glittered in the sun as he waked down the path and who said to Vickers, "Sir, what can | do for you?"

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

THERE was something about the glitter of the man in the morning sun, something about the way he
walked and the way he talked that didn't quitefit in. He had no hair, for one thing. His head was
absolutely bald and there was no hair on his chest. His eyes were funny, too. They glittered like the rest
of him and he seemed to have no lips.

"I'm arobot, gr," said the glittering man, seeing Vickers puzzlement.

"Oh," said Vickers.

"My nameisHezekiah."

"How are you, Hezekiah?' Vickers asked inanely, not knowing what elseto say.

"I'mdl right," replied Hezekiah. "l am dwaysdl right. Thereis nothing to go wrong with me.
Thank you for asking, Sr."

"l had hoped to find someone here," said Vickers. "A Miss Kathleen Preston. Does it happen she
ishome?'

He watched the robot's eyes and there was nothing in them.

The robot asked, "Won't you comein, gir, and wait?'

Therobot held the gate open for him and he came through, walking on thewak of mellowed brick
and he noticed how the brick of the house was mellowed, aswell, by many years of sun and by thelash
of wind and rain. The place, he saw, waswell kept up. The windows sparkled with the cleanliness of a
recent washing and the shutters hung true and straight and the trim was painted and the lawn looked asiif
it had not been only mowed, but razored. Gay beds of flowers bloomed without a single weed and the
picket fence marched its eterna guard around the house straight as wooden soldiers and painted
gleaming white.

They went around the house, and the robot turned and went up the steps to the little porch that
opened on the side entrance and pushed the door open for Vickersto go through.

"Toyour right, Sr," Hezekiah said. "Take achair and wait. If thereisanything you wish, thereisa
bell uponthetable.

"Thank you, Hezekiah," Vickers said.

The room was large for awaiting room. It was gaily papered and had asmal marble fireplace with
amirror over the mantle and there was ahush about the room, asort of official hush, asif the place might
be an antechamber for important happenings.

Vickerstook achair and waited.

What had he expected? Kathleen bursting from the house and running down the stepsto meet him,
happy after twenty years of never hearing of him? He shook his head. He had indulged in wishful thinking.
It didn't work that way. It wasn't logicd that it should.

But there were other things that were not logical, either, and they had worked out. It had not been
logica that he should find this house in this other world, and gtill he had found it and now sat beneath its
roof and waited. It had not been logical that he should find the top he had not remembered and finding it,
know what to useit for. But he had found it and he had used it and was here.

He sat quietly, listening to the house.

There was amurmur of voicesin the room that opened off the waiting room and he saw that the



door which led into it was open for an inch or two.

There was no other sound. The house lay in morning quiet.

He got up from his chair and paced to the window and from the window back to the marble
fireplace.

Who wasin that other room? Why was he waiting? Who would he see when he walked through
that door and what would they say to him?

He swung around the room, walking softly, amost sneaking. He stopped beside the door, standing
with hisback againgt thewall, holding his breath to listen.

The murmur of voices became words.

"...going to be ashock."

A deep, gruff voice said, "It waysisashock. There's nothing you can do to take the shock away.
No matter how you look at it, it dwaysisdegrading.”

A dow, drawling voice said, "It's unfortunate we have to work it the way we do. It'stoo bad we
can't let them go onintheir legd bodies.”

Businesdike, clipped, precise, another voice, thefirst voice, said, "Mogt of the androidstake it
fairly well. Even knowing what it means, they tekeit fairly well. We make them understand. And, of
course, out of thethree, there's dwaysthe lucky one, the one that can go in his actua body."

"I have afeding,” said the gruff voice, "that we started in on Vickersjust abit too soon."”

"Handers said we had to. He thinks Vickersisthe only one that can handle Crawford.”

And FHanders voice saying, "I am sure he can. He was alate starter, but he was coming fast. We
gaveit to him hard. First the bug got cardless and he caught it and that set him to thinking. Then, after
that, we arranged the lynching threat. Then he found the top we planted and the association clicked. Give
him just another jolt or two..."

"How about that girl, Handers? That—what's her name?”

"Ann Carter,"” Flanders said. "Weve been jolting her abit, but not as hard as Vickers."

"How will they takeit?' asked the drawling voice. "When they find they're android?'

Vickers lurched away from the door, moving softly, groping with his hands, asif hewerewalking
in the dark through aroom peopled with obstructing furniture.

He reached the door that led into the hall and grasped the casing and hung on.

Used, he thought.

Not even human.

"Damn you, Handers" he said.

Not only he, but Ann—not mutants, not superior beingsat dl, not any sort of humans. Androids!

He had to get away, he told himsalf. He had to get away and hide. He had to find a place where he
could curl up and hide and lick hiswounds and let his, mind cam down and plan what he meant to do.

For hewas going to do something. It wasn't going to stay thisway. Held deal himself ahand and
cut in onthe game.

He moved aong the hall and reached the door and opened it acrack to seeif anyone was there.
The lawn was empty. Therewas no onein sight.

He went out the door and closed it gently behind him and when he hit the ground, jumping from the
tiny porch, he was running. He legped the fence and hit the ground, still running.

Hedidn't look back until he reached the trees. When he did, the house stood serendly,
maesticaly, onits hilltop at the valley's head.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

So hewas an android, an artificial man, abody made out of a handful of chemicals and the cunning
of man'smind and the wizardry of man's technique—»but out of the cunning and the wizardry of the
mutant mind, for the ordinary, norma men who waked the parent Earth, the origind Earth, had no such



cunning of their minds, they could make an artificid man and make him so well and cleverly that even he,
himsdlf, would never know for sure. And artificia women, too—Ilike Ann Carter.

The mutants could make androids and robots and Forever cars and everlasting razor bladesand a
host of other gadgets, al designed to wreck the economy of the race from which they sprang. They had
synthesized the carbohydrate as food and the protein to make the bodies of their androids, and they
knew how to travel from one earth to another—all those earths that trod on one another's heels down the
corridors of time. This much he knew they could do and were doing. What other things they might be
doing, he had no idea. Nor no ideg, either, of the things they dreamed or planned.

"Youreamutant,” Crawford had told him, "an undevel oped mutant. Y ou're one of them." For
Crawford had an intdlligent machine that could pry into the mind and tell its owner what wasin the mind,
but the machine was stupid in thelast analysis, for it couldn't even tell ared man from afake.

No mutant, but amutant's errand boy. Not even aman, only an artificial copy.

How many others, he wondered, could there be like him? How many of hiskind might roam the
Earth, going about their appointed tasks for the mutant master? How many of hiskind did Crawford's
men trail and watch, not suspecting that they did not trail and watch the mutant, but athing of mutant
manufacture? That, thought Vickers, was the true measure of the difference between the normal man and
mutant—that the normal man could mistake the mutant's scarecrow for the mutant.

The mutants made aman and turned him loose and watched him and alowed him to develop and
set a pying mechanism that they called abug to watch him, alittle mechanica mouse that could be
smashed with a paper weight.

Andin the proper time they jolted him—they jolted him for what? They stirred up hisfellow
townsmen so hefled alynching party; they planted for him to find atoy out of childhood and waited to
seeif thetoy might not trip a childhood association; they fixed it so he would drive a Forever car when
they knew that driving such acar could cause him to be mobbed.

And after they had jolted an android, what happened to him then?

What happened to the androids once they had been used for the purpose of their making?

He had told Crawford that when he knew what was going on, held talk to him again. And now he
knew something of what was going on and Crawford might be very interested.

And something € se as well—some tugging, nagging knowledge that seemed to bubblein hisbrain,
trying to get out. Something that he knew, but could not remember.

He walked on through the woods, with its massve trees and its deep-laid forest mold and thick
matting of old leaves, with its mosses and its flowers and its strange sllence filled with uncaring and with
comfort.

He had to find Ann Carter. He had to tell her what was going on and together, the two of them
would somehow stand againgt it.

He halted beside the great oak tree and stared up at itsleaves and tried to clear hismind, to wipeit
clean of the chaos of histhinking so he could tart fresh again.

There were two things that stood out above al others:

He had to get back to the parent Earth.

He had to find Ann Carter.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

VICKERS did not see the man until he spoke.

"Good morning, stranger,” someone said, and Vickers wheded around. The man wasthere,
standing just afew feet away, agredt, tdl, strong man dressed much asafarm hand or afactory worker
might be dressed, but with ajaunty, peaked cap set upon his head and a brilliant feather stuck into the
cap.

Despite the rudeness of his clothing, there was nothing of the peasant about the man, but acheerful



sdf-aufficiency that reminded Vickers of someone held read about and he tried to think who it might be,
but the comparison uded him.

Acrossthe man's shoulder was astrap that held aquiver full of arrowsand in hishand heheld a
bow. Two young rabbits hung lifeless from his belt and their blood had smeared histrouser leg.

"Good morning,” said Vickers, shortly.

Hedidn't like theideaof this man popping up from nowhere.

"Y ou're another one of them," the man said.

"Another one of what?"

The man laughed gaily, "We get one of you every oncein awhile," he said. " Someone who has
blundered through and doesn't know where heis. I've often wondered what happened to them before we
were settled here or what happens to them when they pop through along ways from any settlement.”

"l don't know what you're talking about."

"Anather thing you don't know," said the man, "iswhereyou are.

"l have atheory,” Vickerssaid. "Thisisasecond earth.”

The man chuckled. "Y ou got it pegged pretty close," he said. ™Y ou're better than the most of them.
They just flounder around and gasp and won't believe it when wetell them that thisis Earth Number
Two."

"That's neat,” said Vickers. "Earth Number Two, isit? And what about Number Three?"

"It'sthere, waiting when we need it. Worlds without end, waiting when we need them. We can go
on pioneering for generation after generation. A new earth for each new generation if need be, but they
say we won't be needing them that fast."

"They?" chdlenged Vickers. "Who are they?'

"The mutants," said the man. "Theloca oneslivein the Big House. Y ou didn't seethe Big House?"

Vickers shook his head, warily.

"Y ou must have missed it, coming up the ridge. A big brick place with awhite picket fence around
it and other buildingsthat look like barns, but they aren't barns.”

"Arent they?'

"No," said the man. "They are |aboratories and experimental buildings and thereis one building that
isfixed up for lisening.”

"Why do they have aplacefor lisening? Seemsto me you could listen dmost anywhere. Y ou and
| can listen without having aspecia placefixed up for us."

"They ligento the stars,” the man told him.

"They ligten ..." began Vickers, and then remembered Flanders sitting on the porch in Cliffwood,
rocking in the chair and saying that great pools and reservoirs of knowledge existed in the stars, that it
was there for the taking and you might not need rockets to go there and get it, but might reach out with
your mind and that you'd have to sift and winnow, but you'd find much that you could use.

"Telepathy?' asked Vickers.

"That'sit," said the man. "They don't listen to the starsredlly, but to people who live on the stars.
Now ain' that the screwiest thing you ever heard of —ligening to the sars!"

"Yes | guessitis” said Vickers.

"They get ideas from these people. They don't talk to them, | guess. They just listen in on them.
They catch some of the things they're thinking and some of the things they know and alot of it they can
useand alot of it don't make no sense et al. But it'sthe truth, so help me, mister.”

"My nameisVickers. Jay Vickers."

"Well, I'm glad to know you, Mr. Vickers. My nameis Asa Andrews."

Hewalked forward and held out his hand and Vickerstook it and their grip was hard and sure.

And now he knew where held read of this man before. Here before him stood an American
pioneer, the man who carried the long rifle from the colonies to the hunting grounds of Kentucky. Here
was the stance, the independence, the quick good will and wit, the steady self reliance. Here, once again,
in the forests of Earth Number Two, was another pioneer type, surdy and independent and agood man
for afriend.



"These mutants must be the people who are putting out the everlasting razor and dl that other stuff
in the gadget shops," said Vickers.

"Y ou catch on quick," said Andrews. "WEell go up to the Big House in aday or two and you can
talk to them.”

He shifted the bow from one hand to another. "L ook, Vickers, did you leave someone back there?
A wife and some kids, maybe?"

"No one," said Vickers. "Not asingle soul.”

"Well, that'sal right. If you had, we'd gone up to the Big House right away and told them about it
and they would have fixed it up to bring the wife and kids through, too. That's the only thing about this
place. Once you get here, there's no going back. Although why anyone would want to go back is more
than | canfigure out. So far as| know, there's no one who has wanted to."

Helooked Vickers up and down, laughter tugging at his mouth.

"You look al gaunted down," hesaid. "Y ou an't been eating good.”

"Jugt fish and some venison | found. And berries”

"The old lady will have the victuals on. Well get somefood into your belly and get those whiskers
off and I'll have the kids heat up some water and you can take a bath, and then we can sit and talk. We
got alot to talk about.”

Heled theway, with Vickersfollowing, down the ridge through the heavy timber.

They came out on the edge of acleared field green with growing corn.

"That's my place down there," said Andrews. "Down there at the hollow's head. Y ou can seethe
smoke."

"Nicefield of cornyou have," said Vickers.

"Knee high by the Fourth. And over thereis Jake Smith's place. Y ou can see the house if you look
alittle close. And just beyond the hogsback you can see John SSimmon'sfields. There are other
neighbors, but you can't see from here."

They climbed the barbed wire fence and went across the field, walking between the corn rows.

"It'sdifferent here" said Andrews, "than back on Earth. | wasworking in afactory thereand living
in aplacethat was scarcdly fit for hogs. Then the factory shut down and there was no money. | went to
the carbohydrates people and they kept the family fed. Then the landlord threw us out and the
carbohydrates people had been so friendly that | went to them and told them what had happened. | didn't
know what they could do, of course. | guess| didn't really expect them to do anything, because they'd
hel ped aready more than there was any call to. But, you see, they were the only ones | knew of | could
turnto. So | went to them and after aday or two one of them came around and told us about this place
—except, of course, he didn't tell uswhat it redlly was. He just said he knew of a place that was looking
for settlers. He said it was abrand new territory that was opening up and there was free land for the
taking and help to get you on your feet and that | could make aliving and have ahouseinstead of atwo
by four apartment in a gtinking tenement and | said that we would go. He warned me that if we went, we
couldn't come back again and | asked him who in their right mind would want to. | said that no matter
whereit was, we would go,

and herewe are”

"You've never regretted it?" asked Vickers.

"It wasthe luckiest thing," said Andrews, "that ever happened to us. Fresh air for the kidsand dll
you want to eat and a place to live with no landlord to throw you out. No duesto pay and no taxesto
scrape up. Just like in the history books."

"The history books?'

"Sure, you know. Likewhen Americawasfirst discovered and the pioneers piled in. Land for the
taking. Land to roll in. More land than anyone can use and rich, so rich you just scratch the ground alittle
and throw in some seed and you got a crop. Land to plant thingsin and wood to burn and build with and
you can walk out at night and look up at the sky and the sky isfull of arsand theair isso clean it seems
to hurt your nose when you draw it in."

Andrews turned and looked at Vickers, hiseyesblazing.



"It was the best thing that ever happened to me," he said, asif daring Vickersto contradict him.

"But these mutants," asked Vickers. "Don't they get into your hair? Don't they lord it over you?"

"They don't do anything but help us. They send us arobot to help out with the work when we need
to have some help and they send arobot that lives with us nine months of the year to teach the kids. One
robot teacher for each family. Now ain't that something. Y our own private teacher, just like you went out
and hired yoursdlf a high-toned private tutor like the rich folks back on Earth.”

"And you don't resent these mutants? Y ou don't fedl they are better than you are? Y ou don't hate
them because they know more than you do?"

"Miger," said AsaAndrews, "you don't want to |et anyone around these parts hear you talking like
that. They're apt to string you up. When wefirst came, they explained it dl to us. They had indoct—
indoctrin -"

"Indoctrination courses."

"That'sit. They told us what the score was. They told uswhat the rules were and there aren't many
rules”

"Likenot having any firearms," said Vickers.

"That's one of them," Andrews admitted. "How did you know that?'

"Y ou're hunting with abow."

"Another oneisthat if you get into arow with anybody and can't settle it peaceable the two of you
areto go up to the Big House and let them settleit. And if you get Sick you'reto let them know right
away 0 they can send you a doctor and whatever €lse you need. Most of the rules work to your
benefit."

"How about work?"

"Work?'

"Y ou have to earn some money, haven't you?'

"Not yet," said Andrews. " The mutants give us everything we want or need. All we do iswork the
land and grow the food. Thisiswhat they call... let me see now... what was that word—oh yes, thisis
what they cal the pastoral-feudal stage. Y ou ever hear aword like that?'

"But they must havefactories," Vickers persisted, ignoring the question. "Places where they make
therazor blades and stuff. They'd need men to work in them.”

"They userobots. Just lately they started making a car that would last forever. The plant isjust a
ways from here. But they use robots to do the entire job. Y ou know what arobot is."

Vickers nodded. "There's another thing," he said. "I was wondering about natives.”

"Natives?'

"Sure, the people on this earth. If there are people on thisearth.”

"Therearen't any,” Andrews said.

"But therest of it isthe same asthe other Earth,” said Vickers. "Thetrees, therivers, the
animds.."

"Therearen't any natives," Andrews said. "No Indians or nothing.”

So here, thought Vickers, was the difference from the Earth ahead, the tiny aberration that made a
different world. Far back, somehow, there had been a difference that had blocked Man from rising,
some minor incident, no doubt; somefailing of the spark of intellect. Here there had been no striking of
theflint for fire, no grasping of a stone that would become awegpon, no wonder glowing in the brutish
brain—awonder that in later years would become asong or painting or asingle paragraph of exquisite
writing or aflowing poem...

"We'reamost home," said Andrews.

They climbed the fence that edged the corn field and walked across a pasture toward the house.

Someone yelled ajoyous greeting and ahdf dozen kids came running down the hill, followed by a
dozen yelping dogs. A woman came to the door of the house, built of peeled logs, and peered toward
them, holding her hand to shade her eyes against the sun. She waved to them and Andrews waved back
and then the kids and dogs descended on them in ayelping, howling, happy pack.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

HE lay in bed, in the loft above the kitchen, and listened to the wind pattering on bare feet across
the shinglesjust above his head. He turned and burrowed his head into the goose-down pillow and
beneath him the corn shuck mattressrustled in the dark.

He was clean, washed clean in the tub behind the house, with water heated in akettle on an
outdoorsfire, lathering himsalf with sogp while Andrews sat on anearby stump and talked and the
children played in the yard and the hound dogs lay deeping in the sun, twitching their hidesto chase away
theflies.

He had eaten, two full meals of food such as he had forgotten could exist after days of half-cooked
fish and haf-rotten venison—cornbread and sorghum and young rabbits fried in a smoking skillet, with
creamed new potatoes and greens the children had gone out and gathered and a salad of water cress
pulled from the spring below the house and for supper fresh eggs just taken from the nest.

He had shaved, with the children ringed around him watching, after Andrews had seated himon a
stump and had used the scissors to trim away the beard.

And after that he and Andrews had sat on the steps and talked while the sun went down and
Andrews had said that he knew of a place that was crying for ahouse—atucked-in place just acrossthe
hill, with aspring a step or two away and some level ground on a bench above the creek where aman
could lay out hisfidds. There waswood in plenty for the house, greet tdl trees and Sraight, and
Andrews said that he would help him cut them. When the logs were ready the neighbors would comein
for theraising and Jake would bring aong some of the corn that he'd been cooking and Ben would bring
hisfiddle and they'd have themsel ves a hoedown when the house was up. If they needed help beyond
what the neighbors could supply, al they'd have to do was send word up to the Big House and the
mutants would send agang of robots. But that probably wouldn't be necessary, Andrews had said. The
neighborswere awilling lot, he said, and always ready to help; glad, too, to see another family moving
in.

Once the house was built, said Andrews, Simmons had some daughters running around his place
that Vickers might want to have alook at, although you could do your picking blind if you wanted to, for
they were alikely lot. Andrews had dug Vickersin the ribs with his elbow and had laughed uproarioudy
and Jean, Andrews wife, who had come out to St with them awhile, had smiled shyly a him and then
had turned to watch the children playing in the yard.

After supper, Andrews had showed him with some pride the books on the shdlf in the living room
and had said that he was reading them, something he had never done before—something he had never
wanted to do before, nor had the time to do. Vickers, looking at the books, had found Homer and
Shakespeare, Montaigne and Austen, Thoreau and Steinbeck.

"Y ou mean you're reading these?' he asked.

Andrews had nodded. "Reading them and liking them, mostly. Onceinawhilel find it alittle hard
to wade through them, but | keep reading on. Jean likes Austen best.”

It wasagood life here, said Andrews, the best life they'd ever known and Jean smiled her
agreement and the kids had lost an argument about |etting the dogs come in and deep the night with
them.

It was agood life, Vickers slently agreed. Here again was the old American frontier, idedlized and
bookish, with dl the frontier's advantages and none of itsterror and its hardship. Here was a paternd
feudalism, with the Big House on the hill the castle that looked down across the fields where happy
people lived and took their living from the soil. Here was atime for resting and for gathering strength.
And here was peace. Here there was no talk of war, no taxesto fight awar, or to prevent awar by a
proved willingnessto fight.

Here was—what had Andrews said?—the pastoral-feudal stage. And after that came what stage?
The pastoral-feudd stage for resting and thinking, for getting thoughtsin order, for establishing once again



the common touch between Man and soil, the stage in which was prepared the way for the devel opment
of aculture that would be better than the one they had | eft.

Thiswas one earth of many earths. How many othersfollowed close behind: hundreds, millions?
Earth following earth, and now all the earths lay open.

Hetried to figureit out and he thought he saw the pattern that the mutants planned. It wassmple
and it was brutd, but it was workable.

There was an Earth that was afailure. Somewhere, on the long path that led up from gpedom, they
had taken the wrong turning and had travelled since that day along road of misery. Therewas brilliance
in these people, and goodness, and ability—but they had turned their brilliance and their ability into
channels of hate and arrogance and their goodness had been buried in selfishness.

They were good people and were worth the saving, asadrunkard or acriminal isworthy of
rehabilitation. But to save them, you must get them out of the neighborhood they livein, out of the dums
of human thought and method. There could be no other way of giving them the opportunity to break
themselves of old habits, of the ingrown habits of generation after generation of hate and greed and
killing.

To do this, you must break the world they live in and you must have aplan to bresk it and after it is
broken, you must have a program that leads to a better world.

But firgt of dl, there must be aplan of action.

First you shattered the economic system on which old Earth was built. Y ou shattered it with
Forever cars and everlasting razor blades and with synthetic carbohydrates that would feed the hungry.

Y ou destroyed industry by producing, once and for dl, things that industry could not duplicate and things
that made industry obsolete and when you shattered industry to a certain point, war wasimpossible and
half the job was done. But that |eft people without jobs, so you fed them with carbohydrates while you
tried to funne them to the following earthsthat |ay waiting for them. If there wasn't room enough on Earth
Number Two, you sent some of them to Number Three and maybe Number Four, so that you had no
crowding, so there was room enough for al. On the new earths there was a beginning again, achanceto
dodge the errors and skirt the dangers that had bathed Old Earth in blood for countless centuries.

On these new earths you could build any sort of culture that you wished. Y ou could even
experiment alittle, aim at one culture on the Second Earth and adightly different one on Number Three
and yet adifferent one on Four. And after athousand years or so you could compare these cultures and
see which one was best and consult the bales of data you had kept and pinpoint each mistake in each
particular culture. Intime you could arrive a aformulafor the best in human cultures.

Here on this earth, the pastora-feuda culture wasthe first step only. It was aresting place, aplace
for education and for settling down. Things would change or be changed. The sons of the man in whose
house he lay would build a better house and probably would have robots to work hisfields and make his
living, while he himself would live aleisured life and out of aleisured people, with their energies channded
by good |eadership, would come paradise on earth—or on many earths.

There had been that article in the paper he had read on that morning—wasit only days ago?—
which had said that the authorities were alarmed at mass disgppearances. Whole families, the article had
said, were dropping out of sight for no gpparent reason and with no apparent thing in common except
abject poverty. And, of course, it would be the ones in abject poverty who would be taken firs—the
homeless and the jobless and the sick—to be settled on these earths that followed in the track of the
dark and bloody Earth inhabited by Man.

Soon there would be little more than a handful of people on the dark and bloody Earth. Soon, ina
thousand years or less, it would go tumbling on itsway done, its hide cleansed of the ravening tribe which
had eaten at it and gutted it and mangled it and ravished it—and this same tribe would be established on
other earths, under better guidance, to create for themselves alife that would be a better life.

Beautiful, he thought. Beautiful—and yet, there was this matter of the androids.

Begin a the beginning, hetold himsdlf. Start with first facts, try to seethelogic of it, to figure out
the course of mutancy.

There always had been mutants. If there had not been, Man would il be alittle skittering cresture



hiding in thejungle, taking to the trees, terrified and skulking.

There had been the mutation of the opposable thumb. There had been mutations within the little
brain that made for creature cunning. Some mutation, unrecorded, had captured fire and tamed it.
Another mutation had evolved the whed . Still another had invented the bow and arrow. And o it went,
on down the ages. Mutation on mutation, building the ladder that mankind climbed.

Except that the creature who had captured and tamed the flame did not know he was a mutant.
And neither had the tribesman who had thought up the whed, nor the first bowman.

Down through the ages there had been unsuspected and unsuspecting mutants—men who were
successful beyond the success of others, great business figures or great statesmen, greet writers, great
artists, men who stood so far above the herd of their fellow men that they had seemed giantsin
comparison.

Perhaps not dl of them were mutants, though most of them must have been. But their mutancy
would have been acrippled thing in comparison with what it could have been, for they were forced to
limit themselves, forced to conform to the social and economic pattern set by a non-mutant society. That
they had been able to conform, that they had been able to fit themsalvesto asmaller measure than their
norma stature, that they had been able to get along with men who were less than they and il stand out
as men of towering ability wasin itsalf ameasure of their mutancy.

Although their success had been large in the terms of norma men, their mutancy had been afailure
inthat it never reached itsfull redization and this was because these men had never known what they
were. They had been just alittle smarter or alittle handier or somewhat quicker than the common run of
mankind.

But suppose that a man should redlize that he was a mutant? Suppose that he knew from a piece of
indisputable evidence—what would happen then?

Suppose, for example, aman should find that he could reach out to the stars and that he could
catch the thoughts and plans of the thinking creastures who lived on planets circling those far suns—that
would befull and sufficient proof that he wasamutant. And if he could obtain from hisseeking in the
dars some specific information of certain economic value—say, the principle of africtionless machine—
then without question he would know that he had amutant gift. Once knowing, he would not be able to
fit so snugly, nor so smugly, into his contemporary niche as those men who had been mutants but had
never known they were. Knowing, he would have the itch of greatness, would know the necessity of
following his own path and not the beaten path.

He might be dightly terrified by the things he learned winnowing the stars and he might be terribly
lonesome and he might see the necessity of humans other than him aone working on the information that
he was dredging from the depths of space.

So he would seek for other mutants and he would do it cleverly and it might take him along time
before he found one of them and he would have to approach the other cautioudy and win his confidence
andfindly tell him what he had in mind.

Then theréd be two mutants, banded together, in the course of yearsthey would see, and find
other mutants. Not al of them, of course, would be able to send their minds out to the stars, but they
would be able to do other things. Some of them would understand electronics, dmost asif by ingtinct,
more completely than any norma man, even with years of intensive training, and another one of them
might sense the strange dignment of time and space that alowed for other worlds than one, following on
each other's hedlsin amagnificent, eternd ring.

Some would be women and to the mutants-found would be added mutants-born and in twenty
years or so there would be a mutant organization of, say, severd hundred persons, pooling their talents.

From the information they gathered from the stars, plus the mutant abilities of certain others of
them, they would invent and market certain gadgets that would bring in the necessary money for themto
continue with their work. How many of the now common, workaday, amaost prosaic gadgets used in the
world today, Vickers wondered, were the products of this mutant race?

But the time would come when the mutant organi zation and the work they did would become too
prominent to pass unnoticed and they would seek a place to hide—a safe place where they could



continue the work that they were doing. And what safer place could there be than one of the other
earths?

Vickerslay on the corn shuck mattress and stared into the darkness and wondered at the glibness
of hisimagination, with the nagging feding that it was not imagination—that it was something that he
knew. But how could he know it?

Conditioning, perhaps, of hisandroid mind. Or an actua knowledge gained in some period of his
life that had been blotted out, as the time he had goneinto fairyland at the age of eight had been blotted
out—a knowledge that now was coming back again, as the remembrance of the visit to fairyland had
come back again.

Or ancestral memory, perhaps, actua specific memory passed to child from parent asinstinct was
passed—but the catch was that, as an android, he didn't have a parent.

He was parentless and raceless and amockery of aman, created for a purpose he did not even
know.

Wheat purpose could the mutants have for him? What talent did he possess that made him useful to
them? What would they use him for?

That was thething that hurt—that he should be used and not know, that Ann should have some
purpose she did not even guess.

Thework of the mutants was greater than the mere gadgetry they would like it to appear,
something greater than Forever cars and everlasting razor blades and synthetic carbohydrates. Their
work was the rescue and the re-establishment of the race—the starting over again of a badly muddied
race. It was the development of aworld or worlds where war would not be merely outlawed, but
impossible, where fear would never raise its head, where progress would have a different value than it
had in mankind's world today.

And into a program of this sort, where did Jay Vickersfit?

In this house in which he lay there was anew beginning and it was a crude beginning, but asolid
one. In another two or three generations the people of thisfamily would be ready for the gadgets and the
progress that was due them, and when they were ready the progress would be waiting for them.

The mutants would take from the human race the deadly playthings and keep them in trust until the
child of Man was old enough to use them without hurting himsdf or injuring his neighbor. They would
take from the three-year-old the twel ve-year-old toy he was using dangeroudy and when he was twelve
yearsold would give it back again, probably with refinements.

And the culture of the future, under mutant guidance, would be not merely amechanistic culture,
but asocid and an economic and an artistic and spiritua culture aswell as mechanica. The mutants
would take lopsided Man and mold him into balance and the years that were lost in the remolding would
pay interest in humanity in the yearsto come.

But that was speculation, that was day-dreaming, that was getting nothing done. The thing that
counted now was what he, Jay Vickers, android, meant to do about it.

Before he could do anything, he/d have to know more of what was happening, would have to get
some solid fact. He needed information and he couldn't get it here, lying on acorn shuck mattressin the
loft above the kitchen of aneo-pioneer home.

There was only one place where he could get that information, He did noiselesdy out of bed and
fumbled in the dark to find hisragged clothes.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

THE house was dark, deeping in the moonlight, with the tall shadows of the trees cast againgt its
front. He stood in the shadow just outside the front gate and |ooked at it, remembering how he had seen
it in the moonlight once before, when aroad ran past the gate, but now there was no road. He recalled
how the moonlight had fallen on the whiteness of the pillars and had turned them to ghostly beauty and of



the words the two of them had said as they stood and watched the moonlight shattered on the pillars.

But that was dead and done, that was gone and buried and al that was |eft was the bitterness of
knowing that he was not aman, but the imitation of aman.

He opened the gate and went up the walk and climbed the steps that led to the porch. He crossed
the porch and hisfootstepsrang so loudly in the tillness of the moonlight that he felt certain thosein the
house would hear him.

Hefound the bell and put histhumb upon it and pressed, then stood waiting, as he had waited
once before. But thistime there would be no Kathleen to come to the door to greet him.

Hewaited and alight sprang into life in the central hal and through the glass he saw aman-like
figure fumbling at the door. The door came open and he stepped inside and the gleaming robot bowed a
little stiffly and said, "Good evening, Sr."

"Hezekiah, | presume,” said Vickers.

"Hezekiah, gr," the robot confirmed. ™Y ou met me thismorning.”

"l went for awalk," said Vickers.

"And now perhaps, | could show you to your room."

The robot turned and went up the winding staircase, with Vickersfollowing him.

"It'sanicenight, dr," the robot said.

"Very nice

"You have egten, Sr?'

"Y es, thank you."

"l could bring you up asnack, if you haven't eaten," Hezekiah offered. "I believe thereis some
chicken left.”

"No," said Vickers. "Thank you just the same.”

Hezekiah shoved open adoor and turned on alight, then stepped aside for Vickerstogoin.

"Perhaps,” said Hezekiah, "you would like a nightcap.”

"That'sagood idea, Hezekiah. Scotch, if you haveit handy."

"In just amoment, Sr. Y ou will find some pgamasin the third drawer from the top. They may bea
little large, but probably you can manage.”

He found the pgamas and they werefairly new and very loud and they seemed quite abit too big,
but they were better than nothing

The room was pleasant, with a huge bed covered by awhite, stitched counterpane and the white
curtains at the windows blew in on the nighttime breeze,

He sat down in achair to wait for Hezekiah and the drink and for the first time in many dayshe
knew how tired he was. HEd have the drink and climb into bed and when morning came he'd go
stomping down the stairs, looking for a showdown.

The door opened.

It wasn't Hezekiah; it was Horton Flanders, in a crimson dressing robe fastened tight about his
neck and dipperson hisfeet that dapped against the floor as he crossed the room.

He crossed the room and sat down in another chair and looked at Vickers, with ahaf smile on his
face.

"So you came back," he said.

"I cameback toligen,” Vickerstold him. "Y ou can start talking right away."

"Why, certainly,” said Flanders. "That'swhy | got up. As soon as Hezekiah told me you had
arrived, | knew you'd want to talk.”

"l don't want to talk. | want you to talk."

"Oh, yes, certainly. | antheonetotak.”

"And not about the reservoirs of knowledge, of which you talk most beautifully. But certain
practicd, rather mundane things."

"Likewhat?'

"Likewhy | am an android and why Ann Carter isan android. And whether there ever wasa
person named Kathleen Preston or isthat just astory that was conditioned in my mind? And if there ever



was a person named Kathleen Preston, where is she now? And, findly, wheredo | fit in and what do you
intend to do?'

Flanders nodded his head. " A very admirable set of questions. Y ou would pick the very ones|
can't answer to your satisfaction.”

Vickerssad: "l cameto tell you that the mutants are being hunted down and killed on that other
world, that the gadget shops are being wrecked and burned, that the normal humans are findly fighting
back. | came to warn you because | thought | was a mutant, too..."

"You areamutant, | can assureyou, Vickers, avery specia kind of mutant.”

"A mutant android.”

"You aredifficult,” said Flanders. "Y ou let your bitterness-"

"Of course I'm hitter," Vickers cut in. "Who wouldn't be? For forty years| think | am aman and
now | find I'm not."

"Youfool," said Horton Flanders, sadly, "you don't know whét you are.”

Hezekiah rapped on the door and came in with atray. He set the tray on atable and Vickers saw
that there were two glasses and some mix and an ice bucket and afifth of liquor.

"Now," said Flanders, more happily, "perhaps we can talk some sense. | don't know what it is
about the tuff, but put adrink into aman's hand and you tend to civilize him."

He reached into the pocket of hisrobe, brought out a pack of cigarettes and passed them to
Vickers. Vickerstook the pack and saw that his hand was shaking alittle as he pulled out asmoke. He
hadn't realized until then just how tense he was.

Fanders snapped the lighter and held out the flame. Vickers got hislight.

"That'sgood,” he said. "'l ran out of smokes after the fourth day.”

He sat in the chair, smoking, thinking how good the tobacco tasted, fedling the satisfaction run
aong his nerves. He watched Hezekiah busy with the drinks.

"| eavesdropped thismorning,” Vickerssaid. "I came here this morning and Hezekiah let mein. |
eavesdropped when you and some others were talking in the room."

"l know you did," said Flanders.

"How much of that was staged?"

"All of it," sad Flanders, blithely. "Every blessed word of it."

"You wanted meto know | was an android.”

"We wanted you to know."

"Y ou set the mouse on me?"

"We had to do something to shake you out of your humdrum life," said Flanders. "And the mouse
served a specia purpose.”

"It taitled on me."

"Oh, exceedingly well. The mouse was amost efficient tettler.”

"Thething that redly burnsme," Vickerssaid, "isthat business about making Cliffwood think | had
doneyouin."

"We had to get you out of there and headed back to your childhood haunts."

"How did you know I'd go to my childhood haunts?'

Flanders said: "My friend, have you ever thought about the ability of hunch. | don't mean the fegble
hunch that is used on the racetrack to pick awinner or the hunch about whether it isgoing to rain or not,
or whether some other minor happening isgoing to take place ... but the ability in the fullness of its
concept. You might say it isthe ingtinctive ability to assessthe result of agiven number of factors, to
know, without actudly thinking the matter out, what is about to happen. It'samost like being ableto
peek into the future.”

"Yes" said Vickers, "I have thought about it. A good ded inthelast few days, as amatter of
fact."

"Y ou have speculated on it?!

"To some extend. But what has...."

"Perhaps," said Handers, "you have speculated that it might be a human ability that we never



developed, that we scarcely knew was there and so never bothered with, or that it might be one of those
abilitiesthat it takesalong timeto develop, a sort of an ace-in-the-hole ability for mankind's use when he
was ready for it or might have need of it?

"| did think that, or at least some of it, but..."

"Now'sthetimewe need it." Flandersinterrupted again. "And that answers the question that you
asked. We hunched you would go back."

"At firgt | thought Crawford was the one, but he said he wasn't."

Flanders shook his head. "' Crawford wouldn't have doneit. He needs you too badly. Crawford
wouldn't scare you off. Y our hunch on that one wasn't working too hot.”

"No, | guessit wasn't."

"Y our hunches don't work," said Flanders, "because you don't give them a chance. Y ou till have
the world of reason to contend with. Y ou put your reliance on the old machine-like reasoning that the
human race hasrelied on sinceit left the caves. Y ou figure out every angle and you balanceit against
every other angle and you add up and cancel out asif you were doing a problem in arithmetic. Y ou never
give hunch achance. That's the trouble with you."

And that was the trouble, Vickers thought. He'd had a hunch to spin the top on the porch of the
Preston house and if he had done that he'd saved himself days of walking through the wilderness of this
second world. He'd had ahunch that he should have paid attention to Crawford's note and not driven the
Forever car and if he'd done that held saved himsdlf alot of trouble. And there had been the hunch,
which he had findly obeyed, that he must get back the top—and that one had paid off.

"How much do you know?" asked Flanders.

Vickers shook hishead. "I don't really know anything much,” he admitted. "1 know there's amutant
organization. One that must have started years ago, one that had something to do with kicking the human
race out of the rut you talked about that night back in Cliffwood. And the organization has gone
underground, back here on the other worlds, because its operations were getting too widespread and too
sgnificant to escagpe attention. Y ou've got factories working, turning out the mutant gadgets you're using
to wreck the industry of the old world. | saw one of those. Run by robots. Tell me, do the robots run it
or."

Flanders chuckled. "Therobotsrunit. We just tel them what we want.”

"Then therésthis business of listening to the gars.”

"Weve gotten many good ideasthat way," said Flanders. "Not dl of us can do it. Just some of us,
who are natural telepaths. And as| told you that night we talked, not al the ideas are ones that we can
use. Sometimeswe just get a hint of something and we go on from there.”

"And where are you headed? Where do you intend to go?'

"That'sonethat | can't answer. There are so many new possibilities being added dl thetime, so
many new directions opening out. We're close to many greet discoveries. For one thing, immortality.
Thereisoneligener..."

"Youmean,” asked Vickers, "everlagting life?!

"Why not'?"

Of course, thought Vickers, why not? If you had everlasting razor blades and everlasting light
bulbs, why not everlasting life? Why not shoot the works?

"And androids?' he asked. "Where would an android like mysdif fit it? Surely, an android can't be
too important.”

"We haveajob for you," said Flanders. "Crawford isyour job."

"What do | do with Crawford?'

"You sop him."

Vickerslaughed. "Me? Y ou know what's back of Craw ford?*

"l know what's back of you."

"Tel me" Vickerssad.

"Hunch—the highest, most devel oped hunch ability that ever has been registered in ahuman being.
The highest eve registered and the most unsuspected, the least used of any we have ever known."



"Wait aminute. Y ou'reforgetting that I'm not ahuman being.”

"Onceyou were," said Handers. "Y ou will be again. Before wetook your life..."

"Took my lifel"

"Thelife essence,” said Handers, "the mind, the thoughts and impressions and reactions that made
up Jay Vickers—thered Jay Vickers—aged eighteen. Like pouring water from one vessdl to another.
We poured you from your body into an android body and we've kept and guarded your body against the
day we can pour it back again."

Vickers came hdf out of hischair.

Flanderswaved ahand a him. "Sit down. Y ou were going to ask mewhy."

"And you're going to answer me," said Vickers.

"Certainly | will answer you. When you were eighteen you were not aware of the ability you had.
There was no way to make you aware of it. It would have done no good to tell you or to attempt to train
you, for you had to grow into it. We figured it would take fifteen years and it took more than twenty and
you aren't even yet as aware as you should be."

"But | could have..."

"Yes," said Flanders, "you could have grown aware of it isyour own body, except thet thereis
another factor—inherent memory. Y our genes carry the inherent memory factor, another mutation that
occurs asinfrequently as our telepathic listeners. Before Jay Vickers started fathering children we wanted
him to be entirdly aware of his hunch ability."

Vickers remembered how he had speculated on the possibility of inherent memory, lying on the
corn shuck mattressin the loft of Andrews house. Inherent memory, memory passed on from father to
son. Hisfather had known about inherent memory, so he had guessed it, too. He had known about it, or
at least hedd remembered it when the time had come for him to know about it, when he was growing—he
groped for the word—aware.

"Sothatisit,” said Vickers. "Y ou want meto put the hunch on Crawford and you want to have my
children because they will have hunch, too."

Flanders nodded. "I think we understand one another now."

"Yes" said Vickers. "l am surewe do. First of dl, you want me to sop Crawford. That is quite an
order. What if | put apriceonit?'

"Wehaveaprice" said Flanders. "A mogt attractive price. | think it will interest you."

"“Try me”

"Y ou asked about Kathleen Preston. Y ou asked if there were such aperson and | can tell that
thereis. How old were you when you knew her, by theway?"

"Eighteen.”

Flandersnodded idly. "A very fine ageto be." Helooked at Vickers. "Don't you agree?’

"It seemed so then.”

"You werein lovewith her," said Handers.

"l wasin lovewith her."

"And sheinlovewith you."

"l think s0," Vickerssaid. "I can't be sure—thinking of it now, | can't be sure, of course. Bt |
think shewas."

"Y ou may be assured that she wasin love with you."

"Youwill tdl mewheresheis?'

"No," said Handers. "I won't."

"But, you..."

"When your job isdone, you'll go back to eighteen again.”

"And that'sthe price," said Vickers. "That'sthe pay | get. To be given back abody that was mine
to start with. To be eighteen again.”

"It isdtractiveto you?'

"Yes, | guess0," Vickerssad. "But don't you see, FHanders. The dream of eighteen isgone. It has
been killed in aforty-year-old android body. It's not just the physica eighteen—it's something esethan



that. It'sthe years ahead and the promise of those years and the wild, impractical dreaming of those years
and thelove that walks beside you in the spring of life."

"Eighteen," said Handers. "Eighteen and agood chance at immortality and Kathleen Preston,
hersdlf seventeen again.”

"Kathleen?'

Flanders nodded.

"Just likeit was before," said Vickers. "But it won't be the same, Flanders. There is something
wrong. Something that has dipped away."

"Just likeit was before," inssted Flanders. "Asif dl these years had never been.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

So he was amutant, after al, in the guise of android, and once he had stopped Crawford, hed be
an elghteen-year-old mutant in love with a seventeen-year-old mutant and there was just a possibility that
before they died the listener might pin down immortality. And if that were so, then he and Kathleen would
walk enchanted valleysforever and forever and they'd have mutant children who would have terrific
hunch and al of them would live alife such asthe old pagan gods of Earth would ook upon with envy.

He threw back the covers and got out of bed and walked to the window. Standing there, he
looked down the moonlit enchanted valey where hed walked that day of long ago and he saw that the
valey was an empty place and would stay empty no matter what he did.

He had carried the dream for more than twenty years and now that the dream was coming true, he
saw that it was tarnished with al the time between, that there was no going back to that day in 1956, that
aman never can go back to athing he once has I ft.

Y ou could not wipe out the years of living, you could not pile them neatly in acorner and wak
away and leave them. They could be wiped from out your mind and they would be forgotten, but not
forever, and the day would come when they'd break through again. And once they'd found you out you'd
know that you had lived not one lie, but two.

That was the trouble, you couldn't hide away the past.

The door creaked open and Vickers turned around.

Hezekiah stood in the doorway, the dim light from the landing sparkling on his metal-plastics hide.

"Y ou cannot deep?' asked Hezekiah. " Perhaps there's something | can do. A deeping powder,
perhaps, or..."

"There's something you can do,” said Vickers. "There's arecord that | want to see.”

"A record, Sr?

"Yes, arecord. My family record. Y ou must have it here somewhere.”

"Inthefiles, Sr. | can get it right away. If you will only wait."

"And the Preston fileaswdll," added Vickers. "The Preston family record.”

"Yes, gr," said Hezekiah. "1t will take amoment.”

Vickersturned on the light beside the bed and sat down on the edge of the bed and he knew what
he had to do.

The enchanted valey was an empty place. The moonlight shattering on the whiteness of the pillar
was amemory without life or color. The rose-scent upon the long-gone night of June had blown away
with thewind of yesteryear.

Ann, he said to himsdlf. I've been afool too long about Ann. "What about it, Ann?" he spoke,
half-aloud. "We've bantered and quarreled and we've used the bantering and the quarreling to cover the
lovethat both of us have held and if it hadn't been for me and my dreaming of avaley, the dream
growing cold and my never knowing it, we would have known long ago the way it waswith us."

They took from us, he thought, the two of us, the birthright that was ours of living out our lifein the
body in which wefirst knew the world. They've made of us neither man nor woman, but something that



passes for aman and woman and we walk through the streets of life like shadows flickering down the
wall. And now they would take from usthe dignity of death and the knowing that our task was done and
they make uslivealie—I an android powered by thelife force of aman that is not mysdf, and you dive
with alifethat isnot your own.

"To hdl with them," hesad. "To hdl with dl thisdoubleliving, with thisbeing amanufactured
being.”

He'd go back to that other Earth and find Ann Carter and held tell her that he loved her, not as one
loved a moonlight-and-roses memory, but as aman and woman love when the flush of youth is gone and
together they would live out what was |eft to them of life and he would write his books and she would go
on with her work and they'd forget, as best they could, this matter of the mutants.

He listened to the house, the little murmurings of ahouse at night, unnoticed in the daytime when it
isfilled with human sound. And he thought, if you listened closely and if you knew the tongue, the house
would tell you the tales that you wished to know, could tell you the look upon the face and the way a
word was spoken and what aman might do or think when he was aone.

The record would not tell the tale that he wished to know, not al the truth that he hoped to find,
but it would tell him who he'd been and something about that tattered farmer and hiswife who had been
hisfather and his mother.

The door opened and Hezekiah pattered in, with afolder tucked benegth hisarm. He handed the
folder to Vickers and stood to one side, waiting.

Vickers opened the folder with trembling fingers and it was there upon the page.

Vickers, Jay, b. Aug. 5. 1937. 1.t. June 20, 1956, h.a., t., i.m,, lat.

He studied the line and it made no sense.

"Hezekiah."

"Yes, ar.”

"What does dl thismean?'

"Towhat do you refer, Sr?”

"Thisline here," said Vickers, pointing. "This|.t. businessand the rest of it."

Hezekiah bent and reed it:

"Jay Vickers, born August 5, 1937, life transferred June 20, 1956, hunch ability, time sense,
inherent memory, latent mutation. Meaning, Sr, that you are unaware.”

Vickers glanced at the line above and there he found the names, the place on the bracketed lines
that indicated marriage, from which the line bearing his own name sprouted.

Charles Vickers, b. Jan. 10, 1907, cont. Aug. 8, 1928, aw., t., €., i.m., s.a. Feb. 6, 1961.

And:

Sarah Graham, b. Apr. 16, 1910, cont. Sept. 12, 1927, aw., ind. comm,, t., i.m., s.a. Mar. 9,
1960.

His parents. Two paragraphs of symbols. He tried to make it out.

"Charles Vickers, born January 10, 1907, continued, no, that wouldn't beright..."

"Contacted, Sr," said Hezekiah.

"Contacted August 8, 1928, aware, t., ., what's that?"

"Time sense and dectronics, gr," said Hezekiah.

"Time sense?'

"Time sensg, Sr. The other worlds. They are amatter of time, you know."

"No, | didn't,” Vickerssaid.

"Thereisnotime,” said Hezekiah. "Not asthe norma human thinks of time, that is. Not a
continuous flow of time, but brackets of time, one second following behind the other. Although thereare
no seconds, no such things as seconds, no such measurement, of course.”

"l know," said Vickers. And he did know. Now it al came back to him, the explanation of those
other worlds, the following worlds, each one encapsulated in amoment of time, in some strange and
arbitrary divison of time, each time bracket with its own world, how far back, how far ahead, no one
could know or guess.



Somewhereingde of him the secret trigger had been tripped and the inherent memory washis, asit
aways had been his, but hidden in his unawareness, as his hunch ability still waslargdy trappedin his
unawareness.

There was no time, Hezekiah had said. No such thing astime in the terms of normal human
thought. Time was bracketed and each of its brackets contained a single phase of auniverse so vastly
beyond human comprehension that it brought aman up short againg the impossibility of envisoningit.

And timeitsdf, Time was a never-ending medium that stretched into the future and the past—
except there was no future and no past, but an infinite number of brackets, extending either way, each
bracket enclosing its single phase of the Universe.

Back on Man'sorigind Earth, there had been speculation on traveling in time, of going back into
yesterday or forward into tomorrow. And now he knew that you could not do it, that the same instant of
time remained forever within each bracket, that Man's Earth had ridden the same bubble of the single
ingtant from the time of its genesis and that it would die and come to nothing within that salf-same ingtant.

Y ou could travel intime, of course, but there would be no yesterday and no tomorrow. But if you
held a certain time sense you could break from one bracket to another, and when you did you would not
find yesterday or tomorrow, but another world.

And that was what he had done when he had spun the top, except, of course, that the top had had
nothing to do with it—had smply been an aid.

Hewent on with theline.

"sa What issa, Hezekiah?"

"Suspended animation, Sr.”

"My father and my mother?'

"In sugpended animation, Sr. Waiting for the day when the mutants findly achieveimmortdity.”

"But they died, Hezekiah. Their bodies...

"Android bodies, sir. We must keep the records straight. Otherwise the norma oneswould

The room was bright and cold and naked with the monstrous nakedness of truth.

Suspended animation, His mother and his father waited, in suspended animation, for the day they
could haveimmortdity!

And he, Jay Vickers, thered Jay Vickers, what of him? Not suspended animation, certainly, for
thelife was gone from the red Jay Vickers and wasin this android body that sat in thisroom holding the
family record in two android hands.

"Kathleen Preston?" Vickers asked,

Hezekiah shook hishead. "'l do not know about Kathleen Preston,” he said.

"But you got the Preston family record.”

Hezekiah shook his head again. "Thereis no Preston record. | searched the cross-index, sir. There
isno Preston mentioned. No Preston anywhere."

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

HE had made a decision and now the decision was no good—made no good by the memory of
two faces. He closed his eyes and remembered his mother, remembered every feature, alittle idedlized,
perhaps, but mainly true, and he recalled how she had been horrified by his adventure into fairyland and
how Pataked to him and how the top had disappeared.

Of course the top had disappeared. Of course he had been lectured about too much imagination.
After dl, they probably had a hard enough time keeping an eye on him and knowing where he was
without hiswandering into other worlds. An eight-year-old would be hard enough to keep track of on
oneworld, let alone ahundred.

The memory of his mother'sface and of hisfather's hand upon his shoulder, with the fingers of the



hand digging into hisflesh with amanly tenderness—these were things a man could not turn his back
upon.

In utter faith they waited, knowing that when the blackness came upon them it would not be the
end, but the beginning of an even greater adventurein living than they had even hoped when they banded
themsalves with the little group of mutants so many years before.

If they held such faith in the mutant plan, could his be any less?

Could herefuseto do his part toward the establishment of that world for which they had done so
much?

They themsalves had given what they could; the labor they had expended, the faith they had
lavished must now be brought to redlization by the onesthey had left behind. And he was one of those—
and he knew he could not fail them.

What kind of world, he wondered.

Suppose the mutant listeners findly were able to track down the secret of immortdity, what kind of
world would you have then?

Supposeit redlly cameto passthat Man never need to die, but could live forever and forever?

It would not be the same world then. It would be a different world, with different values and
incentives.

What factors would be necessary to make an immorta world keep going? What incentives and
conditionsto keep it from running down? What opportunity and interest, continualy expanding, to saveit
from the dead-end street of boredom?

What would you need in an immorta world?

Endless economic living room, for one thing; and there would be endless economic living room.
For now al the following and preceding worlds lay open. And if that were not enough, there would be
the universe, with al its suns and solar systems, for if one earth of asingle planet had following and
preceding earths, then so must every star and planet in the entire universe be repesated endlesdly.

Takethe universe and multiply it by an unknown number—take dl the worldstherewerein dl the
universe and multiply them by infinity and you would have the answer. There would be room enough,
room enough forever.

Y ou would need endless opportunity and endless chdlenge and in those worldswould lie
opportunity and challenge that even eternal Man could not exhaust.

But that would not be the end of it: there would be endlesstime aswell as endless space, and in
that time would arise new techniques and new sciences, new philosophies, so that eternal Man need
never lack for tasks to do or thoughtsto think.

And, once you had immortdity, what did you useit for?

Y ou used it to keep up your strength. Even if your tribe were small, even if the birthrate were not
large, even if new members of the tribe were discovered but infrequently, you still would be sure of
growth if no one ever died.

Y ou used it to conserve ability and knowledge. If no one ever died, you could count on the
ultimate strength and knowledge and ability of each member of the tribe. When aman died, his ability
died with him, and to some extent, his knowledge. But it wasn't only that. Y ou lost not only his present
ability and knowledge, but dl hisfuture ability and knowledge.

What knowledge, Vickers wondered, did the Earth now lack because a certain man died adozen
years too soon? Some of the knowledge, of course, would be recovered through the later work of other
men, but certainly there was much that could never be recovered, ideas that would not be dreamed
again, conceptsthat were blotted out forever by the death of aman within whose brain the first faint
dirring of their development had just begun to ferment.

Within an immorta society, such athing could never happen. Animmorta society would be certain
of total ability and total knowledge of its manpower.

Takethe ability to tap the knowledge of the sars, take the business of inherent memory, take the
technica knowledge that made everlasting merchandise—and add immortality.

That was the formula—of what? Of the ultimatein life? Of the pinnacle of intellect? Of godhood



itsdf?

Go back a hundred thousand years. Consider the creature, Man. Give him fire, the whed, the bow
and arrow, domesticated animas and plants, plustriba organization and the first, faint dawning concept
of Man asthelord of Earth. Take that formulaand what did you have?

The beginning of civilization, the foundation of ahuman culture. That was what you had.

And initsway the formulaof fire and whed and domestic animalswas as great asthe formula of
immortaity and time sense and inherent memory.

The formulaof the mutants, he knew, was smply another step upward as the fire-wheel-dog
formula of ahundred thousand years before had been an earlier forward step.

The mutant formulawas not the end result of human effort nor of human intellect and knowledge; it
was but astep. There was yet another step. In the future there was still another step. Within the human
mind till dwelled the possibility of even greater steps, but what the concepts of those steps might be was
asinconcelvableto him, Jay Vickers, asthe time structure of the following worldswould have been to the
man who discovered fire or tamed the dog.

We dlill are savages, he thought. We till crouch within our cave, staring out beyond the smoky fire
that guards the entrance of our cave againg the illimitable darkness that lies upon the world.

Some day well plumb that darkness, but not yet.

Immortality would be atool that might help us, and that isdl itis. A smple, ordinary tool.

What was the darkness out beyond the cave's mouth?

Man'signorance of what he was or why he was or how he came to be and what his purpose and
hisend. Theold, eterna question.

Perhapswith the tool of immortaity Man could track down these questions, could gain an
understanding of the orderly progression and the terrible logic which fashioned and moved the universe of
matter and of energy.

The next stlep might be aspiritua one, the finding and understanding of adivine pattern that was
law unto the entire universe. Might Man find at last, in dl humility, auniversa God—the Deity that men
now worshipped with the faintness of human understanding and the strength of human faith? Would Man
find at last the concept of divinity that would fill, without question and without quibble, Man'sterrible
need of faith, so clear and unmistakable that there could be no question and no doubt, as there now was
question and doubt; a concept of goodness and of love with which Man could so identify himsdlf that
there would then be no need of faith, but faith replaced with knowing and an everlasting sureness?

And if Man outlawed desth, he thought, if the doorway of death were closed againgt thefina
revelation and the resurrection, then surely Man must find such a.concept or wander forever amid the
gdaxiesalogt and crying thing.

With an effort, Vickers brought his thoughts back to the present.

"Hezekiah," he asked, "you are sure?"

"Of what, 9r?'

"About the Prestons. Y ou are sure there are no Prestons?’

"l am sure" said Hezekiah, "There was aKathleen Preston,” Vickerssaid. "I am sure there
wes..."

But how could he be so sure?

He remembered her.

Flanders said there was such a person.

But his memory could be conditioned and so could Handers memory.

Kathleen Preston could be no more than an emotiona factor introduced into his brain to keep him
tied to thishouse, akeyed-in response that would not let him forget, no matter where he went or what he
might become, this house and thetiesit held for him.

"Hezekiah," Vickers asked, "who isHorton Flanders?’

"Horton Handers," said the robot, "isan android, just the same asyou.”



CHAPTER FORTY

So he was supposed to stop Crawford.

He was supposed to hunch him.

But first he had to figure out the angles. He had to take the factors and balance one against another
and see where the weak spots were and the strong points, too. There was the might of industry, not one
industry aone, but the might of al the industry in the entireworld. There was the fact that Crawford and
industry had declared open war upon the mutants. And there was the matter of the secret weapon.

"Desperation and a secret weapon,” Crawford had said, sitting in the hotel room. But the secret
weapon, he had added, wasn't good enough.

Firg of al, Vickers had to know what the weapon was. Until he knew that, there would be no
point in making any plans.

Helay in bed and stared at the ceiling and sorted out the facts and laid them in orderly rows and
had alook at them. Then he juggled them a bit, changing their position in regard to one another and he
bal anced the strength of norma human againgt the strength of mutant and there were many placeswhere
they canceled one another and there were other instances where one stood forth, unassailable and
uncancelable.

He got exactly nowhere.

"And of coursel won't," he said. "Thisisthe old awkward norma human way of doing. Thisis
reasoning.

Hunch wasthething.

And how to do the hunching?

He swept the factors clean away, swept them from his mind, and lay upon the bed, staring at the
darkness where the ceiling was and did not try to think.

He could fed the factors bumping in his brain, bouncing together, then fleeing from each other, but
he kept himsalf from recognizing them.

Anideacame War.

He thought about it and it grew and gripped him.

War, but adifferent kind of war than the world had ever known. What was that phrase from the
old history of World War 11? A phoney war. And yet, not a phoney war.

It was adisturbing thing to think about something that you couldn't place—to have ahunch—thet
wasit, ahunch grawing at you and not know what it was.

Hetried to think about it and it retreated from him. He stopped thinking and it came back again.

Another ideacame: Poverty.

And poverty was somehow tied up with war and he sensed the two of them, the two ideas, circling
likecoyotes around the campfire that was himsdf, snarling and growling at each other in the darkness
beyond the flame of his understanding.

Hetried to banish them utterly into the darkness and they would not go.

After atime he grew accustomed to them and it seemed that the campfire flickered lower and the
coyote-ideas did not run so fast nor snap so vicioudy.

There was another factor, too, said his deegping mind. The mutants were short on manpower.
That's why they had the robots and the androids.

There would be ways you could get around amanpower shortage. Y ou could take one life and
golitit into many lives. Y ou could take one mutant life and you could spread it thin, stretch it out and
makeit last longer and go further. In the economy of manpower, you could do many thingsif you just
knew how.

The coyotes were circling more dowly now and the fire was growing dimmer and I'll stop you,
Crawford, I'll get the answer and I'll stop you cold and | love you, Ann, and—

Then, not knowing, he had dept, he woke and sat bolt upright in the bed.

He knew!



He shivered in the dight chill of summer dawn and sivung hislegs from benegath the covers and felt
the bite of the cold floor againgt his bare feet.

Vickersran to the door and jerked it open and came out on the landing, with the stairway winding
down into the hal below him.

"Handers!" he shouted. "Flanders.”

Hezekiah appeared from somewhere and began to climb the sairs, caling: "What isthe matter, Sr?
Isthere something that you want?"

"l want Horton Flanders!"

Another door opened and Horton Flanders stood there, bony ankles showing beneath the hem of
nightshirt, sparse hair ganding amost erect.

"What's going on?" he mumbled, tongue till thick with deep. "What's dl the racket?"

Vickers strode across the hal and grabbed him by the shoulders and demanded: "How many of us
are there? How many wayswas Jay Vickers life divided?'

"If you'll stop shaking me-"

"1 will when you tell methetruth.”

"Oh, gladly,” Flanders said. "There are three of us. Theré'syou and | and..."

"You?"

"Certainly. Doesit surpriseyou?"

"But you're S0 much older than |."

"We can do agreat deal with synthetic flesh," said Flanders. "'l don't see why you should be
surprised at dl."

And hewasn't, Vickers suddenly redlized. It was asif he had aways been aware of it.

"But thethird one?" Vickers asked. "Y ou said there are why they had the three. Who's the other
one?'

"l can't tdl you yet," Flanderssaid. "1 won't tell you whoit is. I've told you too much aready.”

Vickersreached out and grasped the front of Flanders nightshirt and twisted the fabric until it
tightened on histhroat.

"Therésno useinviolence," Handers said. "No possible usein violence. It was only because we
reached a criss sooner than expected that I've told you what | have. Y ou weren't ready for even that
much. Y ou weren't fit to know. We were taking quite a chance of pushing you too fast. | couldn't
possibly tell you more.”

"Not fit to know!" Vickersrepeated savagely.

"Not ready. Y ou should have had moretime. And to tell you what you ask, to tell you now, just
isn't possible. It would—create complicationsfor you. Impair your efficiency and your vaue.

"But | know that answer aready,” Vickerstold him angrily. "Ready or not, | know the answer to
Crawford and hisfriends, and that's more than the rest of you have done, with al the time you've spent
onit. I havethe answer now, everything you'd hoped for; | know the secret weapon and | know how to
counteract it. You said | should stop Crawford and | can.”

"You're sure of that?"

"Completely sure," Vickers said. "But this other person, thisthird person...”

Therewas asuspicion cregping into hismind, afrightful suspicion.

"l haveto know," hesaid.

"l just can't tell you; | can't possibly tell you," Flanders repeated.

Vickers grip on the nightshirt had loosened; now helet hishand drop. The nagging thing tearing at
his mind was atorture, aterrible, rising torture. Sowly he turned away.

"Yes, I'msure” Vickerssaid again. "I'm sure | know all the answers. | know, but what the hell's
the use”

He went into hisroom and shut the door.



CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

THERE had been amoment when he had seen his course straight and clear before him—the
redlization that Kathleen Preston might have been no more than a conditioned personage, that for years
the implanted memory of the walk in the enchanted valley had blinded him to the love he bore Ann Carter
and the love that he now was sure shefelt for him, glossed over with their silly quibbling and their bitter
quarreling.

Then had come the redlization, too, that his parents dept away the yearsin suspended animation,
waiting for the coming of that world of peace and understanding to which they had given so much.

And he had not been able to turn hisback upon them.

Perhaps, hetold himsdlf, it was aswell, for now there was this other factor—making more than
onelifeout of asinglelife.

It was a sensible way to do things, and perhaps a vaid method, for the mutants needed manpower
and when you needed manpower you did the best you could with what you had at hand. Y ou placed in
the hands of robots the work that could be | €eft to robots and you took the life of living men and women
and out of each of those lives you made severd lives, housing thedivisiond livesin the bodies of your
androids.

Hewas not a person in hisown right, but a part of another person, athird of that origind Jay
Vickerswhose body lay waiting for the day when hislife would be given back to him again.

And Ann Carter was not a person in her own right, either, but the part of another person. Perhaps
apart—and for the first time he forced himself to alow his suspicion to become aclear and terrible
thought—perhaps a part of Jay Vickers, sharing with him and with Flandersthe life that had been held
origindly by one.

Three androids now shared the singlelife: he and Flanders and someone el se. And the question
beat at him, whispering in his brain: who could that other be?

The three of them were bound by acommon cord that dmost made them one, and intimethe
three of them must let their livesflow back into the body of the origind Jay Vickers. And when that
happened, he wondered, which of them would continue as Jay Vickers? Or would none of them—would
it be an equivaent of death for dl three and a continuation of the consciousnessthat Jay Vickers himself
had known? Or would the three of them be mingled, so that the resurrected Jay Vickerswould be a
strange three-way personality combining what was now himsdlf and Flanders and the unknown other?

And the love he bore Ann Carter? In the face of the possibility that Ann might be that unknown
other, what about the tenderness he suddenly had felt for her after the moonlight-androses years—what
of that love now?

There could be no such love, he knew. If Ann were the third, there could be no love between
them. Y ou could not love yoursdlf as you would another person. Y ou could not love afacet of yoursdlf
or let afacet of yourself love you. Y ou could not love a person who was closer than asister or a
mother...

Twice he had known love of awoman and twice it had been taken from him and now he was
trapped with no other choice but to do the job that had been assigned to him.

He had told Crawford that when he knew what was going on, hed come back and talk to him and
between the two of them they'd seeif there was acompromise.

But there was no compromise now, he knew.

Not if hishunch wasright.

And FHanders had said that hunch was a better way of reasoning, amore mature, more adult way
of arriving at the answer to a problem that was up to you to solve. A method, Flanders had told him, that
did away with the winding path of reason that the human race had used through dl its formative years.

For the secret wegpon was the old, old weapon of ddiberate war, waged with mathematical
cynicism and caculated precision.

And how many wars, he wondered, could the human race survive? And the answer seemed to be:
Just one morereal war .



The mutants were the surviva factor in the race of Man; and now there was nothing left to him,
neither Kathleen nor Ann, nor even, perhaps, the hope of persona humanity—he must work as best he
could to carry forward the best hope of the human race.

Someone tapped at the door.

"Yes" sad Vickers. "Comeonin.”

"Bregkfast will beready, ar," said Hezekiah, "by the time that you get dressed.”

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

FLANDERS was waiting in the dining room when Vickers came down the airs.

"The othersleft,” said Handers. "They had work to do. And you and | have plotting.”

Vickersdid not answer. He pulled out a chair and sat down across from Fanders. The sunlight
from the windows came down across Flanders shoulders and his head stood out against the window
glassin bold relief, with the whiteness of hishair like afuzzy halo. His clothes, Vickers saw, till were
dightly shabby and his necktie has seen better days, but he ill was neat and his face shone with the
scrubbing he had givenit.

"| seethat Hezekiah found some clothesfor you," said Flanders. "1 don't know what we'd do
without Hezekiah. He takes care of us."

"Money, too,"” said Vickers. "A pack of it waslying on the dresser with the shirt and tie. | didn't
take the time to count it, but theré'd seem to be severa thousand dollars.”

"Of course. Hezekiah thinks of everything.”

"But | don't want severd thousand dollars.”

"Go ahead," said Flanders. "Weve got bales of it."

"Bdesof it!"

"Certainly. We keep making it."

"Y ou mean you counterfeit it?'

"Oh, blessme, no," said Handers. "Although it's something we have often thought of. Another
string to our bow, you might say.”

"Y ou mean flood the normal world with counterfeit money?"

"It wouldn't be counterfeit. We could duplicate the money exactly. Turn loose a hundred billion
dollars of new money in the world and thered be hell to pay.”

"l can seethe point,” said Vickers. "I'm amazed you didn't do it."

Flanderslooked sharply at him. "I have afeding that you disapprove of us."

"Insomeways| do,"” said Vickers.

Hezekiah brought in atray with tall glasses of cold orangejuice, plates of scrambled eggsand
bacon, buttered toast, ajar of jam and a pot of coffee.

"Good morning, Sir," hesaid to Vickers.

"Good morning, Hezekiah."

"Have you noticed," asked the robot, "how fine the morning is?"

"l have noticed that," said Vickers.

"The wegther hereismost unusudly fine" said Hezekiah. "Much finer, | am told, than on the Earth
ahead.”

He served the food and left, out through the swinging door the kitchen, where they could hear him
moving about at hismorning chores.

"We have been humane," said Flanders, "as humane as possible. But we had ajob to do and once
in awhile someone got histoes stepped on. It may be that we will have to get alittle rougher now, for we
are being pushed. If Crawford and his gang had just teken it alittle easier, it would have worked out al
right and we wouldn't have had to hurt them or anyone. Ten years more and it would have been easier.
Twenty years more and it would have been acinch. But now it's neither sure nor easy. Now it hasto



amount amost to revolution. Had we been given twenty years, it would have been evolution.

"Given time and we would have taken over not only world industry and world finance, but world
government aswell, but they didn't give usthe time. The cris's came too soon.”

"What we need now," said Vickers, "isacountercrisgs.”

Flanders seemed not to have heard him. "We set up dummy companies,” he continued. "We
should have set up more, but we lacked the manpower to operate even the oneswe did set up. Given the
manpower, we would have set up avast number of our companies, would have gone more extensively
into the manufacture of certain basic gadgets. But we needed the little manpower we had a so many
other places—at certain crisis points or to hunt down other mutantsto enlist into our group.”

"There must be many mutants,” Vickerssaid.

"There are anumber of them," agreed Flanders, "but alarge percentage of them are so entangled in
the world and the affairs of the normal world that you can't didodge them. Take amutant man married to
anorma woman. You smply cant, in the name of humanity, break up a happy marriage. Say some of
their children are mutants—what can you do about them?'Y ou can't do athing about it. Y ou smply
watch and wait. When they grow up and go out on their own, you can approach them, but not before
that time.

"Take abanker or an indugtridist upon whose shoulders rest an economic empire. Tell him he'sa
mutant and helll laugh at you. Hes made his placein life; he's satisfied; whatever idedlism or liberdlism he
may have had at one time has disappeared beneath the exterior of rugged individuaism. Hisloydtiesare
st to the pattern of the life he's made and there's nothing we can offer that will interest him.”

"Y ou might try immortdity,” suggested Vickers.

"We haven't got immortdity.”

"Y ou should have attacked on the governmentd leve.”

Flanders shook his head. "We couldn't. We did alittle of it, but not much. With a thousand major
postsin the governments of the world, we would have turned the trick quickly and easily. But we didn't
have the thousand mutants to train for government and diplomatic jobs.

"By various methods, we did head off criss after criss. The carbohydrates relieved a Situation
which would have led to war. Hel ping the West get the hydrogen bomb years ahead of time held off the
East just when they were set to strike. But we weren't strong enough and we didn't have the time to carry
out any well defined, long-range program, so we had to improvise. We introduced gadgets as the only
quick way we knew to weaken the socio-economic system of the Earth and, of course, that meant that
sooner or later we would force Earth's industry to band againgt us.”

"What e'se would you expect?' asked Vickers. "Y ou interfere...”

"l suppose we do," said Flanders. "L et's say, Vickers, that you were asurgeon and you had a
patient suffering from cancer. To try to make the patient well, you would not hesitate to operate. You
would be most zedlous in your interference with the patient's body.”

"l presumel would," said Vickers.

"The human race,” said Flanders, "isour patient. It has a madignant growth. We are the surgeons. It
will be painful for the patient and there will be a period of convalescence, but at least the patient will live
and | have the gravest doubts that the human race could survive another war."

"But the high-handed methods that you use!™

"Now wait amoment,” Flanders objected. "Y ou think there must be other methods and | will
agree, but al of them would be equaly objectionable to humanity and the old human methods themselves
have been discredited long ago. Men have shouted peace and preached the brotherhood of man and
there has been no peace and only lip service to brotherhood. Y ou would have us hold conferences? | ask
you, my friend, what isthe history of the conference?

"Or maybe we should go before the peopl e, before the heads of government, and say to them we
are the new mutations of the race and that our knowledge and our &bility are greater than theirs and that
they should turn all things over to us so we could bring the world to peace. What would happen then?|
can tell you what would happen. They'd hate us and drive us out. So thereis no choice for us. We must
work underground. We must attack the key points. No other way will work."



"What you say," said Vickers, "may betrue so far as 'the peopl€ are concerned, but how about
the person, the individua? How about the little fellow who gets socked in the teeth?!

"AsaAndrewswas herethismorning,” Flanderstold him. "He said you'd been at his place and had
disappeared and he was worried about what might have happened to you. But that is beside the point.
What | want to ask you is, would you say that Asa Andrews was a happy man?"

"I've never seen anybody happier.”

"Andyet," said Flanders, "we interfered with him. Wetook away his job—the job he had to have
to feed hisfamily and clothe them and keep aroof above their heads. He searched for jobs and could
find none. When hefindly camefor help, we knew that we were the oneswho cost him hisjob, who
forced him findly to be evicted, to stand in the street and not know where hisfamily would lay their heads
that night. We did dl thisand yet, in the end, heis ahappy man. There are thousands of others
throughout this earth who have thus been interfered with and now are happy people. Happy, | must
contend, because of our interference.”

"You can't clam," Vickers contended, "that thereisno price for this happiness. | don't mean the
loss of job, time bread of charity—but what comes afterwards. Y ou are sttling them here on thisearth in
what you are pleased to cdl apastoral-feudal stage, but the fancy name you cdl it can't take away the
fact that in being settled here they have lost many of the materia advantages of human civilization.”

"We have taken from them," Handers said, "little more than the knife with which they'll cut their
own or their neighbor'sthroat. Whatever € se we've taken from them will in time be given back, in full
measure and with fantastic interest. For it isour hope, Mr. Vickers, that in timeto comethey dl will be
like us, that in time the entire race may have everything we have.

"We are not freaks, you understand, but human beings, the next step in evolution. Were just aday
or two ahead, astep or two ahead of all the rest of them. To survive, Man had to change, had to mutate,
had to become something more than what he was. We are only the first forerunners of that mutation of
surviva. And because we arethe first, we must fight adelaying action. We must fight for thetimethat it
will take for the rest of them to catch up with us. In us you see not onelittle group of privileged persons,
but dl of humenity."

"Humanity," said Vickers, sourly, "seemsto betaking adim view of your delaying fight to save
them. Up on that world of oursthey're smashing gadget shops and hunting down the mutants and hanging
them from lamp posts.”

"That's where you comein,” Flanders pointed out. Vickers nodded. "Y ou want meto stop
Crawford."

"Y ou told meyou could.”

"l had ahunch,” said Vickers.

"Y our hunches, my friend, are more likely to be right than seasoned reasoning.”

"l will need some hdlp,” sad Vickers.

"Anything you say."

"l want some of your pioneers—men like Asa Andrews, sent back to do some missionary work."

"But we can't do that," protested Flanders.

"They'reinthisfight, too," said Vickers. "They can't expect to St and not lift afinger.”

"Missionary work?Y ou want them to go back to tell about these other worlds?’

"That is exactly what | want."

"But no one would believe them. With the feding running asit is on earth they would be mobbed
and lynched."

Vickers shook his head. "Thereis one group that would believe them—the Pretentionists. Don't
you see, the Pretentionists are fleeing from reality. They pretend to go back and live in the London of
Pepys day, and to many other eras of the past, but even there they find certain restraining influences,
certain encroachments upon their own free will and their security. But here there is compl ete freedom and
security. Herethey could go back to the smplicity, the uncomplicated living that they are yearning for.
No matter how fantastic it might sound, the Pretentionists would embraceit.”

"You'resureof this?' asked Flanders. "Postive."



"But that's not al. Thereis something €lse?"

"Thereisonething more," said Vickers. "If there were a sudden demand on the carbohydrates,
could you meet it?"

"| think we could. We could reconvert our factories. The gadget businessis shot now and so isthe
carbohydrates business. To dispense carbohydrates we'd have to set up asort of black market system. If
we went out in the open, Crawford and his crew would break it up.”

"At firdt, perhaps,” agreed Vickers. "But not for very long. Not when tens of thousands of people
would be ready to fight him to get their carbohydrates.

"When the carbohydrates are needed,” Flanders said, "they'll be there.”

"The Pretentionistswill believe" said Vickers. "They areripefor belief, for any kind of fantastic
belief. To them it will be an imaginative crusade. Againgt anorma population, we might have no chance,
but we have a great segment of escapists who have been driven to escape by the sickness of the world.
All they need is a park, aword—some sort of promise that thereis a chance of red escape as against
the mental escape they have been driven to. There will be many who will want to come to this second
world. How fast can you bring them through?"

"Asfast asthey come," said Flanders.

"l can count on that?"

"Y ou can count on that." Flanders shook his head. "I don't know what you're planning. | hope your
hunchisright.”

"Yousaditwas" Vickers declared.

"Y ou know what you're going up againg? Y ou know what Crawford's planning?"

"| think he's planning war, He said it was a secret weapon, but I'm convinced it'swar.”

"Butwar..."

"Let'slook a war," said Vickers, "just alittle differently than it ever hasbeen looked at, just alittle
differently than the historians seeit. Let's seeit asabusiness. Because war, in certain aspects, isjust that.
When a country goesto war, it meansthat |abor and industry and resources are mobilized and controlled
by governments. The businessman plays asimportant a part as does the military man. The banker and the
indudtridist isas much in the saddle asthe generdl.

"Now let's go one step further and imagine awar fought on strictly business lines—for the drictly
business purpose of obtaining and retaining control in those very areas where we are threatening. War
would mean that the system of supply and demand would be suspended and that certain civilian items
would cease to be manufactured and that the governments could crack down on anyone who would
attempt to el them...”

"Like cars, perhaps," said FHlanders, "and lighters and even razor blades."

"Exactly," Vickerstold him. "That way they could gain thetime, for they need time as badly aswe
do. On military pretext, they'd seize complete control of the world economy.”

"What you're saying," Flanders said, "isthat they plan to start war by agreement.”

"I'm convinced that'sit,” said Vickers. "They'd hold it to a minimum. Perhaps one bomb on New
Y ork in return for abomb on Moscow and another on Chicago for one on Leningrad. Y ou get theidea
—aredricted war, agentleman's agreement. Just enough fighting to convince everyonethat it wasred.

"But phoney asit might be, alot of people would die and thered aways be the danger that
someone would get sore—and instead of one bomb on Mascow it might be two, or the other way
around, or an admira might get just abit too enthusiastic and a bit too accurate and sink a ship that
wasn't in the deal or ageneral might -"

"It'sfantastic,” Flanders said.

"Y ou forget that they are very desperate men. Y ou forget that they arefighting, every one of them,
Russian and American, French and Pole and Czech, for the kind of life that Man has built upon the Earth.
To them we must appear to be the most vicious enemy mankind's ever faced. To them we arethe ogre
and the goblin out of the nursery tale. They arefrightened tiff."

"And you?' asked Flanders.

"I'd go back to the old Earth, except | lost the top. | don't know where | lost it, but..."



"Y ou don't need the top. That was just for novices. All you haveto do iswill yoursdlf into the other
world. Once youve doneit, it'sacinch.”

"If | need to get in touch with you?'

"Eb'syour man," said Flanders. "Just get hold of Eb."

"You'l send Asaand the others back?'

"Wewill."

Vickersrose and held out his hand.

"But," said Flanders, "you don't need to leave just yet. Sit down and have another cup of coffee.”

Vickers shook hishead. "I'm anxiousto get going.”

"The robots could get you lined up with New York innotimeaat dl," suggested Flanders. "Y ou
could return to the old Earth from there."

Heknew that aVickersfamily, apoor farm family, had lived not more than amile from where he
stood. He thought of them—the woman, courageous in her ragged dress and drab sweeter; the man with
the pitiful little shelf of books beside hisbed and how he used to Sit in faded overdls and too-big shirt,
reading the books in the dim yellowness of the kerosene lamp; the boy, a helter-skelter sort of kid who
had too much imagination and once went to fairyland.

Masquerade, he thought—a bitter masquerade, alistening post set out to spy out the talk of
enemies. But it had been their job and they had done it well and they had watched their son grow into a
youth and knew by the manner of his growing that he was no throw-back, but truly one of them.

And now they waited, those two who had posed aslondly farmer folk for dl the anxious years,
fitting themselvesinto an ordinary niche which was never meant for such asthey, againgt the day when
they could take their rightful place in the society which they had given up to stand outpost duty for the big
brick house standing proudly onitshill.

He could not turn his back on them and now there was no need to turn his back on them—for
there was nothing else.

He walked across the dining room and dong the hall that led to the closed front door and he left
behind him atrail of footprintsin the dust.

Outside the door, he knew, was nothing—not Ann, nor Kathleen, nor any place for him—nathing
but the cold knife-edge of duty to alife he had not chosen.

He had his moments of doubt while he drove across the country, savoring the goodness of the
things he saw and heard and smelled—thelittle villages desping in the depth of summer with their
bicycles and canted coaster wagons, with their shade trees ong neat avenues of homes; the first
reddening of the early summer gpples on the orchard trees; the friendly bumbling of the great transport
trucks asthey howled aong the highways, the way the girl behind the counter smiled at you when you
stopped at a roadside eating place for acup of coffee.

There was nothing wrong, he told himsdf, nothing wrong with thelittle villages or the trucks or the
girl who smiled. Man'sworld was a pleasant and afruitful place, agood placeinwhichtolive.

It was then that the mutants and their plans seemed like a nightmare snatched from some lurid
Sunday supplement and he wondered, as he drove dong, why he didn't smply pull off the road and let
the car St there while he walked off into this good life he saw on every hand. Surdly there was within it
some place for aman like him: somewherein theflat corn lands, where thelittle villages clung to every
crossroad, that a man could find peace and security.

But he saw, rductantly, that he did not seek these things for themsalves done. He sought a placeto
hide from the thing one could sensein the very air. In wanting to leave his car beside the road and walk
away, he knew, he was responding to the same bone-deep fear as the Pretentioni sts when they escaped
emotionally to some other time and place. It was the urge to flee that made him want to leave the car and
find ahiding place in the calmness of these corn lands.

But even here, in the agricultura heart of the continent, there was no real peace and security. There
was creature comfort and, at times, some measure of unthinking security—if you never read a paper nor
listened to a broadcast and did not talk with people. For, he redlized, the signposts of insecurity could be



found everywhere under the sunlit exteriors: on every doorstep and in every home and a every drugstore
corner.

He read the papers and the news was bad. He listened to the radio and the commentators were
talking about anew and deeper crisis than the world had ever faced. He listened to the peopletalking in
the lobbies of the hotels where he stopped to spend the nights or in the egting places where he stopped
along theroad. They would talk and shake their heads and one could see that they were worried.

They said: "What | can't understand is how things could change so quick. Here, just aweek or two
ago, it looked like the East and West would band together againgt this mutant business. At last they had
something they could fight together instead of fighting one another, but now they're back at it again and
it'sworsethan ever."

They sad: "If you ask me, it'sthem Commiesthat stirred up this mutant business. Y ou mark my
word, they're at the bottom of it."

They sad: "It just don't seem possible. Here we St tonight amillion miles from war with everything
cam and peaceful. And tomorrow..."

And tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow.

They said: "If it was up to me, I'd get in touch with them mutants. They got stuff up their deeve that
would blow these Commies plumb to hell.”

They said: "Like | said thirty years ago, we never should have demobilized at the end of World
War 11. We should have hit them then. We could've knocked them off in amonth or two."

They said: "The hdl of it isthat you never know. No one ever tells you anything and when they do,
itswrong."

They said: "I wouldn't horse around with them asingle God damn minute. 1'd load me up some
bombsand I'd et them haveit.”

He listened to them talk and there was no talk of compromise nor of understanding. There was no
hopein al thetak that war could be averted. "If not thistime," they said, "it'll comeinfiveyears, or ten,
S0 let'sget it over with. You got to hit them first. In awar like thisthere ain't no second chance. It'seither
themor us..."

And it wasthen that he fully understood that even here, in the heartland of the nation, in the farms
and little villages, in the roadside eating places there was a boiling hate. That, he told himsdlf, wasthe
measure of the culture that had been built upon the earth—a culture founded on a hatred and aterrible
pride and a suspicion of everyone who did not talk the same language or eat the same food or dressthe
same asyou did.

It was alop-sided mechanicd culture of clanking machines, atechnologica world that could
provide creature comfort, but not human justice nor security. It was aculture that had worked in metals,
that had delved into the atom, that had mastered chemicals and had built a complicated and dangerous
gadgetry. It had concentrated upon the technological and had ignored the sociological so that aman
might punch abutton and destroy adistant city without knowing, or even caring, about the livesand
habits, the thoughts and hopes and beliefs of the people that he killed.

Underneath the deek surface one could hear the warning rumble of machines; and the gears and
gprockets, the driving chain, the generator, without the leavening of human understanding, were the
guidepogtsto disaster.

He drove and ate and drove again. He ate and dept and drove. He watched the cornfields and the
reddening applesin the orchard and heard the song of mowers and smelled the scent of clover and he
looked into the sky and felt the terrible fear that hung high in the sky and he knew that Flanders had been
right, that to survive Man must mutate and that the surviva mutation must win before the storm of hate
could bresk.

But it was not only news of approaching war which filled the columns of the daily pressand the
frenzied quarter-hours of the news commentators.

Therewas gill the mutant menace and the hatred of the mutants and the continuing exhortations to
the people to keep awatch for mutants. There wereriots and lynchings and gadget shops burned.

And something dse



A creeping whisper that spread across the land, that was talked over at the drugstore corners and
at the dusty cross-roads and in the shadowed night spots of the bigger cities—the whisper that there was
another world, abrand new world where one could start hislife again, where one would escape from the
thousands of years of accumulated mistakes of the present world.

The press at first waswary of the story, then printed cautious stories with very restrained headlines
and the news commentators seemed at first to bejust aswary, but finaly took the plunge. In avery few
days the news of the other world and of the strange, starry-eyed people who had talked to someone else
(always someone e se) who claimed they had come from there ranked with the news of approaching war
and with hatred of the mutants.

Y ou could fed theworld on edge, as tense as the sudden, strident ringing of atelephonein the
dead of night.

CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

CLIFFWOOQOD after dark had the smell and fed of home and he drove dong its streets and felt the
lump of loss comeinto histhroat, for it had been here that he had thought to settle down and spend his
yearsin writing, in setting down on paper the thoughts that welled inside of him.

His house was here and the furniture and the manuscript and the crudely carpentered shelf that held
hisfreight of books, but it was hishome no longer, and now, he knew, could never be again. And that
wasn't al,’ hethought. The Earth, the origina human earth—the earth with the capitd E—washishome
no longer and never again could be.

He'd go and see Eb first and after he had seen Eb, held go to his own house, and get the
manuscript. He could give the manuscript to Ann, he thought; she would keep it for him.

On second thought, he'd have to find some other place, for he didn't want to see Ann—athough
that was not precisay the truth. He did want to see her, but knew he shouldn', for now there lay
between them the dmost-certain knowledge that he and she were part of asinglelife.

He pulled the car to astop in front of Eb's house and sat there for amoment looking at it,
wondering at the negtness of the house and yard, for Eb lived alone without wife or child, and it was not
usua that aman aone would keep aplace so tidy.

He'd spend just aminute with Eb, would tell him what had happened, what was going on, would
make arrangements to keep in touch with him, would learn from him whatever news might be worth
knowing.

He closed the car door and went across the walk, fumbling at the latch of the gate that opened to
the yard. M oonlight came down through the trees and splotched the walk with light and he followed it to
the porch, and now, for thefirst time, he noticed that there were no lights burning in the house.

He rapped on the door, knowing from poker sessions and other infrequent visitsthat Eb had no
doorbell.

There was no answer. He waited and findly rapped again and then turned from the door and went
down thewalk. Maybe Eb was till down at the garage, putting in some overtime on an urgent repair job,
or he might be down at the tavern, having aquick one with the boys.

He'd st out in the car and wait for Eb. It probably wouldn't be safe to go down into the village
business section where held be recognized.

A voice asked: "Y ou looking for Eb?"

Vickers spun around toward the voice. It was the next door neighbor, he saw, standing at the
fence.

"Yes" sad Vickers. "l waslooking for him."

He was trying to remember who lived next to Eb, who this person across the fence might be.
Someone that he knew, someone who might recognize him?

"I'manoldfriend of his," said Vickers. "Just passing through. Thought I'd stop and say hello.”



The man had stepped through a bresk in the fence and was coming across the lawn.

The man asked: "How wdll did you know Eb?!

"Not too well," said Vickers. "Haven't seen him in ten or fifteen years. Used to be kids together.”

"Ebisdead," the neighbor said.

"Deed!"

The neighbor spat. "He was one of them damned mutants.”

"No," protested Vickers. "No, he couldn't be!"

"He was. We had another one, but he got away. We aways had a suspicion Eb might have tipped
him off."

The bitterness and hatred of the neighbor's words filled Vickers with afegling of sheer terror.

Themob had killed Eb and they would kill him if they knew he had returned to town. Andin just a
little while they'd know, for any minute now the neighbor would recognize him—now he knew who the
neighbor was, the beefy individual who ran the meat market in the town's one chain store. His name was
—but it didn't reglly matter.

"Seemsto me," the neighbor said, "I've seen you somewhere."

"Y ou must be mistaken. I've never been East before.”

"Your voice..."

Vickers struck with dl the power he had, sarting the fist down low and bringing it up in avicious
arc, twisting hisbody to lineit up behind the blow, to put the weight of hisbody behind the balled-up
fid.

He hit the man in the face and the impact of flesh on flesh, of bone on bone, made awhiplike
sound and the man went down.

Vickersdid not wait. He spun away and went racing for the gate. He dmost tore the car door
from its hinges getting in. He thumbed the starter savagely and trod down on the gas and the car |eaped
down the street, spraying the bushes with gravel thrown by its frightened whedls.

His arm was numb from the force of the blow held struck and when he held his hand down in front
of the lighted dash pand, he saw that his knuckles were lacerated and dowly dripping blood.

He had afew minutes gart; the neighbor might take that long to shake himsdf into aredization of
what had happened. But once he was on hisfeet, once he could reach a phone, they'd start hunting him,
screaming through the night on whining tires, with shotgun and rope and rifle.

And he had to get away. Now he was on his own.

Eb was dead, attacked without warning, surely, without a chance to escape to the other earth. Eb
had been shot down or strung up or kicked to death. And Eb had been his only contact.

Now there was no one but himself and Ann.

And Ann, God willing, didn't even know that she was amutant.

He struck the main highway and swung down the valey, pouring on the gas.

There was an old abandoned road some ten miles down the highway, he remembered. A man
could duck acar in there and wait until it was safe to double back again. Although doubling back
probably wouldn't be too safe.

Maybe it would be better to take to the hillsand hide out until the hunt blew over.

No, hetold himslf, there was nothing safe.

And he had no time to waste.

He had to get to Crawford, had to head Crawford off the best way that he could. And he had to
doitdone.

The abandoned road was there, halfway up along, steep hill. He whedled the car into it and
bumped along it for ahundred feet or so, then got out and walked back to the road.

Hidden behind a clump of trees, he watched cars go screaming past, but there was no way to
know if any of them might be hunting him.

Then arickety old truck came dowly up the hill, howling with the climb.

Hewatched it, anideagrowing in hismind.

When it came abreast, he saw that it was closed in the back only with ahigh end gate.



Heran out into the traffic lane and raced after it, caught up with it and legped. Hisfingers caught
the top of the end gate and he heaved himself clear of the road, scrambled over the gate and clambered
over the piled up boxes stacked inside the truck.

He huddled there, staring out at the road behind him. A hunted anima, he thought; hunted by men
who once had been hisfriends.

Ten miles or so down the road someone stopped the truck. A voice asked: ™Y ou see anyone up
the road aways? Walking, maybe?'

"Hédll, no," thetruck driver said. "l ain't seenasoul.”

"We'relooking for amutant. Figure he must have ditched hiscar.”

"| thought we had dl of them cleaned out,” the driver said.

"Not dl. Maybe hetook to the hills. If hedid, we've got him."

"You'll be stopped again,” another voice said. "We phoned ahead both ways. They got road
blocks set up.”

"I'll keep my eyespeded,” the driver said.

"You got agun?'

"No."

"Well, keep watching anyway."

When the truck rolled on, Vickers saw the two men standing in the road. The moonlight glinted on
theriflesthat they carried.

He st to work cautioudly, moving some of the boxes, making himsdf a hideout.

He needn't have bothered.

The truck was stopped at three other road blocks. At none of them did anyone do more than flash
alight insdethe truck. They seemed haf-hearted in their search, convinced that they wouldn't find a
mutant that easily, perhaps thinking that this one had aready vanished, as so many other forewarned
mutants had done.

But Vickers could not alow himself to take that avenue of escape. He had ajob to do on this
Earth.

CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

HE knew what he would find at the store, but he went there just the same, for it was the only place
he could think of where he might establish contact. But the huge show window was broken and the house
that had stood there was smashed as utterly asif it had stood in a cyclone's path.

The mob had done itswork.

He stood in front of the gaping, broken window and stared at the wreckage of the house and
remembered the day that he and Ann had stopped on their way to the bus station. The house, he
recalled, had had aflying duck westher vane and asun dia had stood in the yard and there had been a
car standing in the driveway, but the car had disappeared completely. Dragged out into the street,
probably, he thought, and smashed as his own car had been smashed in that little Illinois town.

He turned away from the window and walked dowly down the street. It had been foolish to go to
the showroom, he told himsdlf, but there had been a chance—although the chance had been adim one,
as he knew al his chanceswere.

Heturned a corner and there, in a dusty square across the street, agood-sized crowd had
gathered and was listening to someone who had climbed a park bench and was talking to them.

Idly, Vickers walked across the street, stopped opposite the crowd.

The man on the park bench had taken off his coat and rolled up his deeves and loosened histie.
He taked dmost conversationdly, although hiswords carried clear across the park to where Vickers
stood.



"When the bombs come," asked the man, "what will happen then? They say don't be afraid. They
say, stay on your jobs and don't be afraid. They have told you to stay and not be afraid, but what will
they do when the bombs arrive? Will they help you then?!

He paused and the crowd was tense, tensein aterrible silence. Y ou could fed the knotted muscles
that clamped the jaws tight shut and the hand that squeezed the heart until the body turned al cold. And
you could sense the fear—"They will not help,” the spesker told them, spesking dowly and deliberately.
"They will not help you, for you will be past dl help. Y ou will be dead, my friends. Dead by the tens of
thousands. Dead in the sun that flamed upon the city. Dead and turned to nothing. Dead and restless
atoms.

"Youwill de..."

From far away came the sound of sirens and at the sound the crowd stirred restlessly, almost
angrily.

"Youwill die" the speaker said, "and thereis no need to die, for there is another world that waits
you.

"Poverty isthe key to that other world. Poverty istheticket that will take you there. All you need
to doisto quit your job and give away everything you have—and throw away everything you have. You
cannot go except with empty hands...”

The srenswere closer and the crowd was murmuring, stirring, like some great animal arousing
itself from deep. The sound of its voice swept across the square like the sudden rustle of leavesin the
wind that moved before astorm.

The speaker raised his hand again and there was instant silence.

"My friends" he said, "why don't you heed? The other world awaits. The poor go first. The poor
and desperate, the ones for which thisworld you stand on has no further use. The only way you can gois
in utter poverty, with empty hands, with no possessions.

"In that other world there are no bombs. Thereis abeginning over, astarting over again. An entire
new world, dmost exactly like thisworld, with trees and grass and fertile land and game upon the hills
and fish teeming in therivers. Thekind of place you dream of. And thereis peace.”

There were more Sirens now and they were getting closer.

Vickers stepped off the sidewalk and dashed across the Street. A squad car screeched around a
corner, skidding and whipping to get Straightened out, itstires screaming on the pavement, its Sren await
asif inagony.

"l beg your pardon?"

Almogt at the curb, Vickers sumbled and went sorawling. Ingtinctively, he pulled himself to hands
and knees and flicked a sidewise glance to see the squad car bearing down upon him and he knew he
could not makeit, that before he could get hisfeet benesth him the car would be upon him.

A hand came down out of nowhere and fastened on hisarm and jerked and he felt himsdlf
catapulting off the Street and across the sdewalk.

Another squad car came around the corner, skidding and with flattened tires protesting, dmost as
if the first had returned to make a second entrance.

The scattered crowd was running desperately.

The hand tugged at his arm and hauled him erect and Vickers saw the man for thefirst time, aman
in aragged swester, with an old knife-mark jagged across his cheek.

"Quick," said the man, the knife-mark writhing with the words he spoke, teeth flashing in the
whisker-shadowed face,

He shoved Vickersinto anarrow aleyway between two buildings and Vickers sprinted, shoulders
hunched, between the walls of brick that rose on either side.

He heard the man panting aong behind him.

"Toyour right,” said theman. "A door."

Vickers grasped the knob and the door swung open into adarkened hall.

The man stepped in beside him and closed the door and they stood together in the darkness,
gasping with their running, the sound of them begting like an erratic heart in the confining darkness.



"That was close," the man said, "Those cops are getting on the ball. Y ou no more than start a
meeting and..."

He did not finish the sentence. Instead he reached out and touched Vickers on thearm.

"Follow me," hesad. "Be careful. Stairs." Vickersfollowed, feding hisway down the creaky
gairs, with the musty smell of cdllar growing stronger with each step. At the bottom of the stairway, the
man pushed aside a hanging blanket and they stepped into adimly lighted room. Therewasan old,
broken down piano in one corner and a pile of boxesin another and atable in the center, around which
four men and two women sat.

One of the men said, "We heard the Srens.”

Scar-face nodded. "Charley was just going good. The crowd was getting down to shouting.”

"Who'syour friend, George?" asked another one. "He was running,” said George. "Police car
amogt got him." They looked at Vickerswith interest. "What's your name, friend?" asked George.
Vickerstold them.

"Ishedl right?" asked someone.

"Hewasthere," said George. "Hewas running.”

"Butisit sfe...”

"He'sdl right,” said George, but Vickers noted that he said it too vehemently, too stubbornly, asif
he now redized that he might have made a mistake in bringing atota stranger here.

"Have adrink," said one of the men. He shoved a bottle across the table toward Vickers.

Vickers sat down in achair and took the bottle. One of the women, the better-looking of the two,
sadto him, "My nameis Saly."

Vickerssaid, "I'm glad to know you, Saly." Helooked around the table. None of the rest of them
seemed ready to introduce themselves.

He lifted the bottle and drank. It was cheap stuff. He choked alittle onit.

Sly sad, "You an ctivig?”

"l beg your pardon?'

"Anactivig or purig?'

"He'san activid,” said George. "Hewasright in there with he rest of them.”

Vickers could see that George was swesting alittle, afraid at he had made amistake.

"He sure as hell doesn't look like one," said one of the men.

"I'man activigt," said Vickers, because he could see that was what they wanted him to be.

"Heslikeme" said Sdly. "He'san activist by principle, but apurist by preference. Isn't that right?!
she asked Vickers.

"Yes" said Vickers. "Yes, | guessthat'sit." Hetook another drink.

"What's your period?" Sally asked.

"My period,” said Vickers. "Oh, yes, my period.” And he remembered the white, intense face of
Mrs. Ledie asking him what historic period he thought would be the most exciting.

"Charlesthe Second,” he said.

"You were alittle dow on that one," said one of the men, suspicioudy.

"| fooled around some," said Vickers. "Dabbled, you know. Took me quite awhile to find the one
| liked."

"But you settled on Charlesthe Second,” Sdly said.

"That'sright.”

"Mine" Sdly told him, "is Aztec."

"But, Aztec..."

"l know," shesad. "It redlly isn't fair, isit? Theré's so little known about the Aztecs, redlly. But that
way | can makeit up as| go aong. It's so much more fun that way."

George sad, "It'sal damn foolishness. Maybe it was dl right to piddle around with diaries and
pretending you were someone e se when there was nothing else to do. But now we got something elseto
do."

"Georgeisright,” nodded the other woman.



"Y ou activigs are the oneswho'rewrong,” Saly argued. "The basic thing in pretentionism isthe
ability to lift yoursdf out of your present time and space, to project yoursdf into another era.”

"Now, listen here)" said George. "I ..."

"Oh, | agree," said Sdlly, "that we must work for this other world. It'sthe kind of opportunity we
wanted dl along. But that doesn't mean we haveto giveup ..."

"Cut it out,” said one of the men, the big fellow &t thetablesend. " Cut out al thisgabbling. This
an't no placefor it."

Sdly saidto Vickers, "We're having ameeting tonight. Would you like to come?”

He hesitated. In the dim light he could seethat dl of them werelooking at him.

"Sure," hesaid. "Sure. It would be apleasure.

He reached for the bottle and took another drink, then passed it on to George.

"There an't nobody gtirring for awhile," said George. "Not until them cops have a chanceto get
cooled off abit."

Hetook adrink and passed the bottle on.

CHAPTER FORTY-SI X

THE meseting was just getting underway when Sdlly and Vickers arrived.

"Will George be here?' asked Vickers.

Sdly laughed alittle. "George here?" she asked.

Vickers shook hishead. "I guess he's not the type.”

"Georgeisaroughneck," said Sdly. "A red-hot. A born organizer. How he escaped communism is
morethan I'll ever know."

"And you? The oneslike you?'

"We are the propagandists,” she said. "We go to the mestings. Wetalk to people. We get them
interested. We do the missionary work and get the convertswho'll go out and preach. When we get them
we turn them over to the people like George."

The dowager gitting at the table rapped with the | etter opener shewasusing asagavel.

"Please," she said. Her voice was aggrieved. "Please. This meeting will cometo order."

Vickersheld achair for Sdly, then sat down himsdlf. The othersin the room were quieting down.

The room, Vickers saw, was redly two rooms—the living room and the dining room, with the
French doors between them thrown open so that in effect they became one room.

Upper middle class, he thought. Just siwvank enough not to be vulgar, but failing the grandeur and
the taste of thereally rich. Red paintings on the wal and a Proventa fireplace and furniture that probably
was of some period or other, athough he couldn't nameit,

He glanced at the faces around him and tried to place them. An executive type over there—a
manufacturer's representative, hed guess. And that one who needed a haircut might be apainter or a
writer, athough not a successful one. And the woman with the iron-grey hair and the outdoor tan was
more than likely amember of someriding set.

But it did not matter, he knew. Here it was upper middie classin an gpartment house with its
doorman uniformed, while across the city there would be another meeting in atenement that had never
known adoorman. And in thelittle villages and the smaler cities they would meet in houses, perhaps at
the banker's house or at the barber's house. And in each instance someone would rap on the table and
say would the meeting come to order, please. At most of the mestings, too, there would beaman or a
woman like Saly, waiting to talk to the members, hoping to make converts.

The dowager was saying, "Miss Stanhope is the first member on our list to read tonight.”

Then she sat back, contented, now that she had them finally quieted down and the meeting
underway.

Miss Stanhope stood up and shewas, Vickers saw, the personification of frustrated female flesh



and spirit. She wasforty, he would guess, and manless, and she would hold down ajob that in another
fifteen yearswould leave her financidly independent—and yet she was running from a spectre, seeking
sanctuary behind the cloak of another persondity, one from the past.

Her voice was clear and strong, but with atendency to simper, and she read with her chin held
high, in the manner of an € ocution student, which made her neck gppear more scrawny than it was.

"My period, you may remember,” she said, "isthe American Civil War, withitslocaein the
South."

Sheread:

Oct. 13, 1862—Mrs. Hampton sent her carriage for me today, with old Ned, one of her few
remaining servants, driving, since most of the others have run off, leaving her quite destitute of
help, a situation in which many of the others of us also find ourselves...

Running away, thought Vickers, running away to the age of crinoline and chivary, to awar from
which time had swept away the filth and blood and agony and made of its pitiful participants, both men
and women, figures of pure romantic nostalgia.

Sheread: ... Isabella was there and | was glad to see her, for it had been three years since we
had met, that time in Alabama...

And yet afleeing now turned into aready instrument to preach the gospel of that other world, the
second world behind the tired and bloody Earth.

Three weeks, he thought. No more than three weeks and they're already organized, with the
Georges who do the shouting and the running and occasionally the dying, and the Sallyswho do the
undercover work.

And yet, even with the other world before them, even with the promise of thekind of lifethey
seek, they till cling to the old nogtalgic ritua of the magnolia-scented past. It was the mark of doubt and
despair upon them, making them refuse to give up the dream through fear that the actudity, if they
reached for it, would dissolve beneath their fingertips, vanish at their touch.

Miss Stanhoperead on: | sat for an hour beside old Mrs. Hampton's bed, reading "Vanity
Fair," a book of which sheisfond, having read it herself, and having had it read to her since the
occurrence of her infirmity, more times than she can remember.

But even if some of them till clung to the scented dream, there were others, the Georges among
them, the "activists' who would fight for the promise that they sensed in the second world, and each day
there would be more and more of them who would recogni ze the promise and go out and work for it.

They would spread the word and they would flee the police when the sirens sounded and they
would hide in dark cellars and come out again when the police were gone.

Theword is safe, thought Vickers. It has been placed in hands that will guard and cherish it, that
can do no other than guard and cherishit.

Miss Stanhope read on and the old dowager sat behind the table, nodding her head just alittle
drowsly, but with afirm grip sill upon the letter opener, and dl the others were listening, some of them
politely, but most with consuming interest. When the reading was done, they would ask questionson
points of research and pose other points to be clarified and would make suggestions for the revision of
the diary and would compliment Miss Stanhope on the brilliance of her work. Then someone else would
stand up and read about their life in some other time and place and once again al of them would st and
listen and repest the performance.

Vickersfet thefutility of it, the deed, pitiful hopelessness. It was asif the room werefilled with the
magnolia scent, the rose cent, the spice scent of many dusty years.

When Miss Stanhope had finished and the room was stirring with the questions asked and the
guestionsto be asked, he rose quietly from his chair and went out into the Street.

He saw that the stars were shining. And that reminded him of something.

Tomorrow he would go to see Ann Carter,

And that waswrong, he knew. He shouldn't see Ann Carter.



CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

HE rang the bell and waited. When he heard her footsteps coming across the floor he knew that he
should turn from the door and run. He had no right to come here and he knew he shouldn't have—he
should have donefirgt things first and there was no reason why he should see her at dl, for the dream of
her was dead as the dream of Kathleen.

But he had had to come, literdly had to. He had paused twice before the door of the apartment
building and then had turned around and gone away again. Thistime he had not turned back, could not
turn back, but had gonein and now here he was, before her door, listening to the sound of footsteps
coming towards him.

And what, he wondered wildly, would he say to her when the door was opened? What would he
dothen? Go in asif nothing at al had happened, asif he were the same person and she the same person
asthey had been the last time they had met?

Should hetdl her she was amutant and, more than that, an android, a manufactured woman?

The door came open and she was awoman, aslovely as he remembered her, and she reached out
ahand and drew him in and closed the door behind them and stood with her back against it.

"Jay," shesad. "Jay Vickers."

Hetried to spesk, but he couldn't. He only stood there looking at her and thinking: 1t can't be true.
Itsalie It amply isn't true.

"What happened, Jay? Y ou said that you would call me."

He held out hisarms, fighting not to, and she made a quick, amaost desperate motion and wasin
them. Heheld her close againgt him and it was asiif the two of them stood in thefina consolation of a
misery which each had believed the other did not know.

"| thought at first you were just alittle crazy,” shetold him. "Remembering some of the thingsyou
said over the phone from that Wisconsin town, | was amost sure there was something wrong with you—
that you'd gone alittle off the beam. Then | got to remembering things, strange little things you had done
or said or written and...”

"Takeit easy, Ann," hesaid. "You don't need to tell me."

"Jay, have you ever wondered if you were quite human? If there might not be something in you that
wasn't quite the usual pattern—something unhuman?'

"Yes" hesad. "I've often wondered that."

"I'm sure you aren't. Not quite human, | mean. And that's dl right. Because I'm not human, either.”

He held her closer then. Feding her arms around him, he knew findly that here were the two of
them, clinging to one another, two wan souls lost and friendlessin asea of humanity. Neither of them had
anyone but the other. Even if there were no love between them they still must be as one and stand againgt
theworld.

The telephone buzzed at them from its place upon the end table and they scarcely heard it.

"l loveyou, Ann," he said, and apart of his brain that was not a part of him, but a cold, detached
observer that stood off to one side, reminded him that he had known he could not love her, that it was
impossible and immora and preposterous to love someone who might be closer than asister, whose life
surely had once been a part of hislife and once again would blend with hislife into another persondity
that might be unaware of them.

"l remembered,” Anntold himin avague and distant voice. "And | havent got it Straight. Maybe
you can hdp me get it sraight.”

He asked, lips ftiff with gpprehension: "What did you remember, Ann?'

"A walk | had with someone. I'vetried, but | can't recall his name, although I'd know hisface, after
all these years. We walked down avadley, from abig brick house that stood up on ahill at the valley's
head. We waked down the valley and it was springtime because the wild crab apple blossomswerein
bloom and there were singing birds and the funny thing about that walk isthat | know | never took it, but
| remember it. How can you remember something, Jay, when you know it never happened?’



"l don't know," said Vickers. "Imagination, maybe. Something that you read somewhere.”

But thiswasit, he knew. Thiswas the proof of what he had suspected.

There were three of them, Flanders had said, three androids made out of one human life. The three
of them had to be himsdlf and Flanders and Ann Carter. For Ann remembered the enchanted valley ashe
remembered it—Dbut because he was a man he had walked with awoman by the name of Kathleen
Preston, and since Ann was awoman, she had walked with aman whose name she could not recall. And
when and if shedid recdll it, of course it would be wrong. For if he had walked with anyone, it had not
been with agirl named Kathleen Preston, but agirl with some other name.

"And that'snot al,” said Ann. "I know what other peoplethink. I..."

"Please, Ann," hesaid.

"I try not to know what they think, now that | realize that | can do it. Although | know now that
I've been doing it, more or less unconscioudly, al the timefor years. Anticipating what people were about
to say. Getting the jump on them. Knowing their objections before they even spoke them. Knowing what
would appedl to them. I've been agood businesswoman, Jay, and that may bewhy | am. | can get into
other peoplesminds. | did just the other day. When | first suspected that | could doit, | tried
deliberately, just to seeif | could or wasimagining it. It wasn't easy, and I'm not very good &t it yet. But |
could do it! Jay, | could...”

He held her close and thought: Ann's one of the telepaths, one of those who can go out to the
dars.

"What are we, Jay?' she asked. "Tell mewhat we are.”

The telephone shrieked at them.

"Later,” hesad. "It'snot so terribly bad. In some waysit'swonderful. | came back because |
loved you, Ann. | tried to Stay away, but | couldn't stay. Becauseit isn't right..."

"It'sright," shesaid. "Oh, Jay, it'stherightest thing there ever was. | prayed that you would come
back to me again. When | knew there was something wrong, | was afraid you wouldn't—thet you might
not be able to, that something awful might have happened to you. | prayed and the prayer was wrong
because prayer was strangeto me and | felt hypocritical and awful...”

Theringing was apersstent snarl.

"The phone," she sad.

He let her go and she walked to the davenport and sat down and took the receiver out of its
cradle, while he stood and looked at the room and tried to bring it and Ann into the focus with his
memory of them.

"It'sfor you," shesad.

"For me?"'

"Y es, the phone. Did anyone know that you were coming here?!

He shook his head, but walked forward and took the receiver and stood with it in his hand,
baancing it, trying to guesswho might be calling hen and why they might be caling.

Suddenly, he knew that he was frightened, felt the sweet break out benegath his armpits because he
knew that it could only be one person at the other end of the phone.

A voicesad: "Thisisthe Neanderthder, Vickers"

"Cluband al?" asked Vickers.

"Club and all," said Crawford. "We have aboneto chew."

"At your office?"

"Therésacab outsde. It iswaiting for you."

Vickerslaughed and it was a more vicious sound than heintended it to be. "How long have you
been tracking me?"

Crawford chuckled. "Ever since Chicago. We have the country plastered with our analyzers.”

"RAcking up much suff?'

"A few strays here and there."

"Still confident about that secret wegpon?"

"Sure, I'm confident, but..."



"Go ahead,” said Vickers. "You'retaking to afriend.”

"I haveto hand it to you, Vickers. | really got to hand it to you. But get over herefast.”

He hung up. Vickerstook the recelver down from his ear and stared at it amoment, then placed it
inthecradle,

"That was Crawford,” he said to Ann. "He wantsto talk to me."

"Iseverything dl right, Jay?'

"Everything'sdl right."

"Youll come back?'

"I'll come back," said Vickers.

"Y ou know what you are doing?'

"Now | do," said Vickers. "I know what I'm doing now."

CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

CRAWFORD motioned to the chair beside the desk. Vickers saw with agtart that it was the same
chair hed sat in when held come to the office, only weeks ago, with Ann.

"It'snice seeing you again,” said Crawford. "I'm glad we can get together.”

"Y our plansmust be going well," said Vickers. ™Y ou are more affable than when | saw you lagt.”

"I'm always affable. Worried and scared sometimes, but dways affable.”

"Y ou haven't picked up Ann Carter.”

Crawford shook his head. "There's no reason to. Not yet."

"But you're watching her.”

"Werewatching al of you. Thefew that areleft.”

"Any time we want to, we can come unwatched."

"l don't doubt it,"” Crawford admitted, "but why do you stick around? If | were amutant, |
wouldnt."

"Because we have you licked, and you're the one who knowsit," said Vickers. He wished he were
half as confident as he hoped he sounded.

"We can gart awar," said Crawford. "All we haveto do islift afinger and the shooting begins.”

"Youwont gart it."

"Y ou played your hand too hard. Y ou've pushed us just abit too much. Now we haveto do it—as
alast defense.”

"Y ou mean the other world idea.”

"Exactly,” Crawford said.

He sat and stared at Vickers with the pale blue bullet eyes peering out from the rolls of flesh.

"What do you think well do?' he asked. "Stand still and let you steamroller us? Y ou tried the
gadgets and we stopped them with, | admit, rather violent methods. But now therésthis other thing. The
gadgets didn't work, so you tried an ideg, ardligion, apiece of park bench fanaticisn—tell me, Vickers,
what do you cdl thisbusiness?'

"Theblunt truth,” said Vickers.

"No matter what it is, it's good. Too good. It'l take awar to stop it."

"Youdcal it subversive, | suppose.”

"It issubversive," Crawford said. "Already, just afew dayssinceit Sarted, it has shown results.
People quitting their jobs, walking away from their homes, throwing away their money. Poverty, they
said, that was the key to the other world. What kind of agag have you cooked up, Vickers?'

"What happens to these people? The ones who quit their jobs and threw away their money. Have
you kept acheck on what happensto them?"

Crawford leaned forward in his chair. "That's the thing that scares us. Those people disappeared;
before we could round them up, they disappeared.”



"They went to the other world,” said Vickers.

"I don't know where they went, but | know what will happen if welet it continue. Our workerswill
leave us, afew at first and then more and more of them and findly..."

"If you want to turn on that war, start reaching for the button.”

"Wewont let you do thisto us," Crawford said. "We will sop you somehow."

Vickers cameto hisfeet and leaned across the desk. "Y ou're done. Crawford. We're the ones
who won't let you and your world go on. We'rethe ones...”

"Sit down," Crawford said.

For amoment Vickers stared at him, then dowly eased hisway back into the chair.

"Thereisone other thing," said Crawford. "Just one other thing. | told you about the andyzersin
thisroom. Well, they're not only in thisroom. They are everywhere. In railroad terminds, bus depots,
hotel lobbies, eating joints.

"| thought as much. That's how you picked me up.”

"I warned you once before. Don't despise us because we're merely human. With an organi zation of
world industry you can do alot of things and do them awfully fast.”

"Y ou outsmart yoursdlf," said Vickers. "Y ou've found out alot of things from those anayzersthat
you didn't want to know."

"Likewhat?'

"Likealot of your industridists and bankers and the others who are in your organization are realy
the mutants you arefighting.”

"l sad | had to hand it to you. Would you mind telling me how you planted them?”

"Wedidn't plant them, Crawford."

"Youdidn't..."

"Let'stakeit from the sart,” said Vickers. "Let me ask you what a mutant is.”

"Why, | suppose he's an ordinary man who has some extrataents, a better understanding, an
understanding of certain thingsthat the rest of us can't grasp.”

"And suppose aman were amutant and didn't know he was, but regarded himself as an ordinary
man, what then? Where would he wind up? Doctor, lawyer, beggarman, thief? Hed wind up at the top
of the heap, somewhere. He'd be an eminent doctor or a smart attorney or an artist or ahighly successful
editor or writer. He might even be an industridist or banker."

The blue bullets of the eyes stared out from Crawford's face.

"You," said Vickers, "have been heading up one of the finest group of mutantsin the world today.
Men we couldn't touch because they were tied too closdly to the norma world. And what are you going
to do about it, Crawford?"'

"Not asnglething. I'm not going to tell them.”

“Then, | will."

"No, you wont," said Crawford. "Because you, persondly, are washed up. How do you think
you've lived thislong in spite of dl the analyzerswe have? I've let you, that's how."

"Y ou thought you could make aded ."

"Perhaps| did. But not anymore. Y ou were an asset once. Y ou're adanger now."

"Y ou're throwing me to the wolves?'

"That's just what I'm doing. Good day, Mr. Vickers. It was nice knowing you."

Vickersrose from the chair. "I'll seeyou again.”

"That, " said Crawford, "is something | doubt.”

CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

GOING downin the elevator, Vickersthought furioudy.
It would take Crawford haf an hour or so to spread the word that he was unprotected, that he



wasfair game, that anyone could pot him like asitting duck.

If it had only been himsdlf, it would have been an easy matter, but there was Ann.

Ann, without a doubt, would become fair game, too, for now the die was cast, now the chipswere
down, and Crawford wasn't the kind of man who would play according to any rules now.

He had to reach Ann. Reach and tell her fast, keep her from asking questions and make her
understand.

At the ground floor he stepped out with the other passengers. As he walked away he saw the
operator leave the elevator open and dash for a phone booth.

Reporting me, he thought. There was an andyzer on the elevator and it made some sort of asigna
that would go undetected to anyone but the operator. And there were other analyzers everywhere,
Crawford had said, in railroad terminas and bus stations and esting places—anywhere that a man might
go.

Once one of the analyzers spotted a mutant, the word would be called in somewhere—to an
exterminator squad, perhaps -and they would hunt the mutant down. Maybe they spotted him with
portable anayzers, or maybe there were other ways to spot him, and once they spotted him it would be
al over.

All over because the mutant would not know, because he would have no warning of the death that
tracked him. Given amoment's warning, given amoment to concentrate, and he could disappesar, asthe
mutants had disappeared at will when Crawford's men had tried to track them down for interview and
parley.

What wasit Crawford had said?"Y ou ring the bell and wait. Y ou sit in aroom and wait.”

But now no one rang adoorbell.

They shot you down from ambush. They struck you in the dark. They knew who you were and
they marked you for the death. And you had no chance because you had no warning.

That was the way Eb had died and all the others of them who had died, struck down without a
chance because Crawford's men could not afford to give amoment's chance to one who was marked to
die

Except that always before, when Jay Vickers had been spotted, held been known as one of the
few who were not to be molested—he and Ann and maybe one or two others.

But now it would be different. Now he was just another mutant, ahunted rat, just like al the
others.

He reached the sdewak outside the building and stood for amoment, looking up and down the
Street.

A cab, he thought, but there would be an andlyzer in acab. Although, asfar asthat was
concerned, there would be analyzers everywhere. There must be one at Ann's apartment building,
otherwise how could Crawford have known so quickly that he had arrived there?

There was no way in which he could duck the andyzers, no way to hide or prevent them from
knowing where he might be going.

He stepped to the sidewalk's edge and hailed a cruising cab. The cab drew up and he stepped
insde and gave the driver the address.

The man threw a startled backward look at him.

"Takeit easy," sad Vickers. Y ou won't bein any trouble as long as you don't try anything.”

Thedriver did not answer.

Vickers sat hunched on the edge of the seat.

"It'sdl right, chum,” the driver findly told him. "l won't try athing.”

"That'sjudt fine" said Vickers. "Now let'sgo.”

He watched the blocks dide by, keeping an eye on the driver, watching for any motionsthat might
sgna that amutant wasin the taxi. He saw none.

A thought struck him. What if they were waiting at Ann's gpartment? What if they had gone there
immediately and had found her there and were waiting for him now?

It was arisk, he decided, he'd have to take.



The cab stopped in front of the building. Vickers opened the door and leaped out. The driver
gunned the car, not waiting for hisfare.

Vickers ran toward the door, ignored the elevator, and went pounding up the Sairs.

He reached Ann's door and seized the knob and turned it, but the smooth metal did benegth his
fingers. It waslocked. He rang the bell and nothing happened. Herang it again and again. Then he
backed to the opposite wall and hurled his body forward across the corridor, smashing at the door. He
fdt it give, dightly. He backed up again. Thethird try and the lock ripped open and sent him sprawling.

"Ann," he shouted, legping up.

Therewas no answe.

He went running through the rooms and found no one there.

He stood for amoment, swest breaking out on him.

Annwas gone! Therewaslittle timeleft to them and Ann was gone!

He plunged out the door and went tearing down the stairs.

When he reached the sdewalk, the cars were pulling up, three of them, one behind the other, and
there were two more across the Street. Men were piling out of them, men who carried guns.

Hetried to swing around to get back into the door again and as he swung he bumped into
someone and he saw that it was Ann, armsfilled with shopping bags and from one of the bags, he saw,
protruded the leafy top of abunch of cdery.

"Jay," shesad. "Jay, what'sgoing on? Who are dl these men?”

"Quick," hesaid, "get into my mind. Like you did the others. Theway you know how people
think."

"But..."

"Quick!"

Hefdt her comeinto hismind, groping for histhoughts, fastening onto them.

Something hit the sonewall of the building just above their heads and went tumbling skyward with
ahowl of tortured metal.

"Hang on," he said. "We're getting out of here.”

He closed his eyes and willed himsdf into the other earth, with al the urgency and will he could
muster. He felt the tremor of Ann's mind and then he dipped and fell. He hit his head on something hard
and slarswhedled ingde his skull and something tore at his hand and something elsefell on top of him.

He heard the sound of wind blowing in the trees. He opened his eyes and there were no buildings.

Helay flat on his back, at thefoot of agray granite boulder. A bag of groceries, with the top of a
bunch of cdlery sticking out of it, lay on his stomach.

She shook her head & him. "Thisisdl so strange.”

"Not strange," he said. "Just sudden. If we'd had the time I'd told you, but we didn't have the
time"

"Jay, they were shooting at ud"

Vickers nodded grimly. "They're gentswho play for keeps.”

"But they're human beings, Jay. Just likeus."

"Not likeus," sad Vickers. "Only human. That's the trouble with them. Being human in this day
isn't quite enough.”

He tossed two or three pieces of wood on the campfire. Then heturned to Ann. "Comeon," he
sad. "Let'sgo.”

"But, Jay, it'sgetting dark."

"I know. If theré's anything on theidand, well spot it by the lights. Just up on that hill. If we don't
see anything, well come back. When morning comes we can look again.”

"Jay," shesad, "inlots of ways, it'sjust likeapicnic."

"I'm no good at riddles. Tell mewhy it'slikeapicnic.”

"Why, the fire and eating in the open and...”

"Forget it, lady," Vickerstold her. "Were not on any picnic.”

He moved ahead and she followed close behind him, threading their way between the thickets and



the boulders. Night-hawks skimmed the air above them in graceful, insect-catching swoops. From
somewhere far off came the wickering of acoon. A few lightning bugs flashed on and off, dancing in the
bushes.

They climbed the hill, not very high, but fairly steep, and when they reached the top they saw the
lights, far down toward theidand'stip.

"Thereitis" sad Vickers. "l figured they would haveto be here."

"It'salong way off. Will we haveto walk it?'

"Maybe not."

"But how..."

"And you ateepath,” said Vickers. She shook her head.

"Goonandtry,” said Vickers. "Just want to talk to someone down there.”

And he remembered Flanders, rocking on the porch and saying that distance should be no bar to
telepathy, that amile or light year should not make the dightest difference.

"Youthink I can?'

"l don't know," said Vickers. "Y ou don't want to walk, do you?'

"Not thet far."

They stood slently, looking toward the smdl area of light in the gathering darkness. Hetried to
pick out the different locations. There was where Rockefdller Center was located on the old Earth, and
up there Central Park and down there, where the East River curved in, the old abandoned United
Nations structure. But it was al grass and trees here, not sted and concrete.

"Jay I" Her whisper was tense with excitement.

"Yes Ann."

" think | have someone.”

"Man or woman?"'

"No, | think it'sarobot. Y es, he says hesarobot. He says helll send someone—no, not someone
—something—for us™”

"Ann..."

"He saysfor usto wait right here. They'll beright dong.”

"Ann, ask himif they can make movies"

"Movies?'

"Sure. Motion pictures. Films. Have they got cameras and stuff like that?!

"But what doyou ..."

"Just go ahead and ask him."

"But motion pictures?'

"l have an ideawe can lick Crawford yet."

"Jay, you aren't going back!"

"Mog certainly,” said Vickers.

"Jay Vickers, | wont let you."

"You can't stop me," Vickers said. "Here, let's Sit down and wait to be picked up.”

They sat down, close together.

"l haveastory,” Vickers said. "It's about a boy. His name was Jay Vickers and he was very young
..." He stopped abruptly.

"Goon," shesaid. "Go on with your story."

"Some other time. Later on I'll tell you."

"Why not now? | want to hear it now."

"Not when amoon iscoming up,” said Vickers. "That's no timefor stories,”

Firg hetried hard to close hismind, to erect abarrier againgt her still-inexpert tel epathic powers.
Only then did he fed freeto wonder: Can | tell her that we are closer than she thinks, that we came from
the one life and will go back to the same body and that we cannot love one another?

Sheleaned againgt him and put her head againgt his shoulder and looked up at the sky.

"It'scoming clearer,” she said. "It's not so strange now. And it seemed right. Queer asit may be, it



seemsright. This other world and the things we have, those strange abilities and al and the strange
remembering.”

He put his arm around her and she turned her head and kissed him, aquick, impulsvekiss.

"WElIl be happy,” she said. "Thetwo of usin thisnew world."

"Well be happy," Vickerssad.

And now, he knew, he could never tell her. She might know soon enough, but he could never be
the oneto tell her.

CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE

A GIRL'S voice answered the telephone and Vickers asked for Crawford.

"Mr. Crawford isin conference,” said the girl.

"Tel himthisisVickers"

"Mr. Crawford cannot be.... Did you say Vickers? Jay Vickers?'

"That'sright. | have newsfor him."

"Just aminute, Mr. Vickers."

He waited, wondering how long he might have, for the analyzer in the phone booth must have
sounded the darm. Even now members of the exterminator squad must be on their way.

Crawford'svoice said: "Hello, Vickers."

"Call off your dogs" said Vickers. "They're wasting their time and yours.”

He heard therage in Crawford's voice. " thought | told you -"

"Takeit easy," Vickerssaid. "Y ou haven't got a chance of potting me. Y our men couldn't do it
when they had me cornered. So if you can't kill me, you better dicker with me."

"Dicker?"

"That'swhat | said."

"Ligten, Vickers, I'm not -"

"Of courseyou will," said Vickers. "That other world businessisredly rolling now. The
Pretentionists are pushing it and it's gathering steam and you're getting hurt. It'stime you talked sense.”

"I'm tied up with my directors," Crawford said.

"That'sfine. They'rethe ones| redly want to talk to."

"Vickers, go away," said Crawford. "Y ou'll never get awvay with it. No matter what you're
planning, you'll never get away withit. You'll never leave here dive. No matter what | do, | can't save
you if you keep up thisfoolishness.”

"I'm coming up.”

"l likeyou, Vickers. | don't know why. | have no reasonto..."

"1'm coming up.”

"All right,” said Crawford, wearily. "The blood is on your head.”

Vickers picked up the film case and stepped out of the booth. An eevator car was waiting and he
walked swiftly toward it, shoulders hunched alittle, asif against the anticipated bullet in the back.

“Third floor." he said.

The elevator operator didn't bat an eye. The andyzer by now must have given itssignd, but more
than likely the operator had hisingtructions concerning third floor passengers.

Vickers opened the door to North American Research and Crawford was waiting for himin the
reception room.

"Comeon," said Crawford.

He turned and marched ahead and Vickersfollowed him down the long hall. He looked at his
watch and did fast mentd arithmetic. It was going better than he thought. He still had a margin of two or
three minutes. It hadn't taken aslong to convince Crawford as he had thought it might.

Annwould be caling in ten minutes. What happened in the next ten minutes would decide success



or falure.

Crawford stopped in front of the door at the end of the hall.

"Y ou know what you are doing, Vickers?'

Vickers nodded.

"Because," said Crawford, "onedip and...." He made a hissing sound between his teeth and diced
afinger across histhroat.

"l understand,” said Vickers.

"Those men in there are the desperate ones. There till istimeto leave. | won't tell them you were
here"

"Cut out the stdling, Crawford."

"What have you got there?"

"Some documentary film. It will help explain what | haveto say. Y ou've got aprojector in there?"

Crawford nodded. "But no operator."

"I'll runthe machine mysdlf,” said Vickers.

"A ded?'

"A solution.”

"All right, then. Comein."

The shades were drawn and the room was twilit and the long table at which the men sat seemed to
be no more than arow of white faces turned toward them.

Vickersfollowed Crawford across the room, feet sinking into the heavy carpeting. He looked at
the men around the table and saw that many of them were public figures.

There, a Crawford's right hand, was a banker and beyond him aman who time and again had
been cdled to the White House to be entrusted with semi-diplomatic missions. And there were others
aso that he recognized, dthough there were many that he didn't, and there were afew of them who wore
the strange dress of other lands.

Here, then, was the directorate of North American Research, those men who guided the destiny of
the embattled normals againgt the mutant menace—Crawford's desperate men.

"A gtrange thing has happened, gentlemen,” said Crawford. "A most unusua thing. We have a
mutant with us."

In the sllence the white faces flicked around at Vickers, then turned back again, and Crawford
went on talking.

"Mr. Vickers" Crawford went on, "is an acquaintance of some standing. Y ou will recdl that we
have talked of him before. At one time we hoped he might be able to help us reconcile the differences
between the two branches of the race.

"He comesto uswillingly and of his own accord and indicated to me he may have apossble
solution. He has not told me what that solution might be. | brought him directly here. It's up to you, of
course, whether you want to hear what he hasto say."

"Why, certainly,” said one of them. "L et the man talk."

And another said: "Most happy to."

The others nodded their agreement.

Crawford said to Vickers: "Thefloor isyours.”

Vickerswalked to the table's head and he was thinking: So far, so good. Now if only the rest
worksout. If | don't makeadip. If | can carry it off. Becauseit waswin or lose, there was no middle
ground, no backing out.

E st thefilm case on the table, smiled, and said: "No inferna weapon, gentlemen. It'safilm that,
with your permission, I'll show youinjug alittlewhile”

They did not laugh. They smply sat and looked a him and there was nothing that you could read in
their faces, but he felt the coldness of their hatred.

"Y ou're about to start awar,” he said. "Y ou're meeting here to decide if you should reach out ad
turnthetap..."

Thewhite faces seemed to be leaning forward, dl of them straining toward him.



One of them said: "Y ou're either abrave man, Vickers, or an utter fool."

"I've come here" said Vickers, "to end thewar beforeit starts.”

He reached into his pocket and his hand came out in aflicking motion and tossed the thing it held
onto thetable.

"That'satop," hesaid. "A thing that kids play with—or used to play with, at any rate. | want to
talk to you for aminute about atop."

"A top?' said someone. "What isthis foolishness?!

But the banker at hisright hand said reminiscently: "1 had atop like that when | wasaboy. They
don't make them any more. | haven't seen one of them in years."

He reached out a hand and picked up the top and spun it on the table. The others craned their
necksto look at it.

Vickersglanced at hiswatch. Still on schedule. Now if nothing spoiledit.

"Y ou remember the top, Crawford?' asked Vickers. "The one that wasin my room that night?"

"l remember it."

"You spun it and it vanished, "said Vickers.

"And it came back again."

"Crawford, why did you spin that top?"

Crawford licked hislips nervoudy. "Why, | don't really know. It might have been an attempt to
rescue boyhood, an urge to be aboy again.”

"Y ou asked me what the top wasfor."

"You told meit wasfor going into fairyland and | told you that aweek before | would have said
that we were crazy—you for saying athing likethat and | for listening to you.”

"But before | camein, you spun thetop. Tel me, Crawford, why did you do it?!

"Go ahead," the banker urged. "Tdl him."

"Why, | did," said Crawford. "l just told you the reason.”

Behind Vickers adoor opened. He turned his head and saw a secretary beckoning to Crawford.

On time, he thought. Working like acharm. Ann was on the phone and Crawford was being caled
from the room to talk to her. And that wasthe way held planned it, for with Crawford in the room, the
plan would be hopeless.

"Mr. Vickers," the banker said, "I'm curious about this business of the top. What connection is
there between atop and the problem that we face?!

"A sort of andlogy,” Vickersreplied. "There are certain basic differences between the normals and
the mutants and | can explain them best by the use of atop. But before | do, I'd like you to see my film.
After that | can go ahead and tdll you and you will understand me. If you gentlemen will excuse me."

Helifted the film case from the table.

"Why, certainly,” the banker said. "Go right ahead.”

Vickers went back to the stairs which led to the projection booth and opened the door and went
indgde.

He'd have to work fast and surely, for Ann could not hold Crawford on the phone very long and
she had to keep Crawford out of the room for at least five minutes.

Hedid thefilm into the holder and threaded it through the lenses with shaking fingers and clipped it
on the lower spool and then swiftly checked what he had done.

Everything seemed dl right.

He found the switches and turned them on and the cone of light sprang out to spear abovethe
conference table and on the screen before the table was a brilliantly colored top, spinning, with the stripes
moving up and disappearing, moving up and disappearing—The film's sound track said: Here you see a
top, a smpletoy, but it presents one of the most baffling illusions...

The wordswereright, Vickers knew. Robotic experts had picked out the right words, weaving
them together with just the right relaionship, just the right inflation, to give them maximum semantic vaue.
The wordswould hold hisaudience, fix their interest on the top, and keep it there after thefirst few



seconds.

He came slently down the stairs and moved over to the door. If Crawford should come back, he
could hold him off until the job was done.

The sound track said: Now if you will watch closely, you will see that the lines of color seem
to move up the body of the top and disappear . A child, watching the lines of color, might wonder
where they went, and so might anyone....

Hetried to count the seconds. They seemed to drag, endlesdy. The sound track said: Watch
closely now—watch closely—they come up and disappear —they come up and disappear —come up
and disappear—There were not nearly so many men at the table now, only two or three now and they
were watching so closdaly that they had not even noticed the others disappear. Maybe those two or three
would remain. Of them al, those two or three might be the only ones who weren't unsuspecting mutants.

Vickers opened the door softly and did out and closed the door behind him.

The door shut out the soft voice of the sound track: come up and disappear —watch closely—
come up and...

Crawford was coming down the hall, lumbering dong.

He saw Vickers and stopped.

"What do you want?"' he asked. "What are you out here for?"

"A question," Vickerssaid, "Oneyou didn't answer in there. Why did you spin that top?"

Crawford shook hishead. "I can't understand it, Vickers. It doesn't make any sense, but | went
into that fairyland once mysdlf. Just like you, when | wasakid. | remembered it after | talked to you.
Maybe because | talked to you. | remembered once | had sat on the floor and watched the top go round
and wondered where the stripes were going—yYou know how they come up and disappear and then
another one comes up and disappears. | wondered where they went and | got so interested that | must
have followed them, for dl a oncel wasin fairyland and therewere alot of flowersand | picked a
flower and when | got back again | still had the flower and that'stheway | knew I'd redlly beenin
fairyland. Y ou seg, it was winter and there were no flowers and when | showed the flower to mother..."

"That'senough,” Vickersinterrupted. There was sudden dation in hisvoice. "That isal | need.”

Crawford stared a him. "Y ou don't believe me?

"l do."

"What's the matter with you, Vickers?

"Thereis nothing wrong with me," said Vickers.

It hadn't been Ann Carter, after all!

Flanders and he and Crawford—they were the three who had been given life from the body of
Jay Vickerd

And Ann?

Ann had within her the life of that girl who had waked the valey with him—the girl he remembered
as Kathleen Preston, but who had some other name. For Ann remembered the valley and that she had
walked the valey in the springtime with someone by her sde.

There might be more than Ann. There might be three of Ann just as there were three of him, but
that didn't matter, either. Maybe Ann's name really was Ann Carter ashisredly was Jay Vickers. Maybe
that meant that, when the lives drained back into the rightful bodies, it would be his consciousness and
Ann's consciousness that would survive.

And it wasal right now to love Ann. For she was a separate person and not apart of him.

Anm—nhis Ann—had come back to this Earth to place atelephone call and to get Crawford from
the room, so that he would not recogni ze the danger of the top spinning on screen, and now she'd gone
back to the other world again and the threat was gone.

"Everythingsdl right,” said Vickers. "Everything'sjust fine."

Soon held be going back himself and Ann would be waiting for him. And they'd be happy, the way
sheld said they'd be, Sitting there on a Manhattan hilltop waiting for the robots.

"Wdll, then," said Crawford. "Let'sgo back in again.”

Vickers put out hisarm to stop him. "There's no use of goingin.”



"No use?'

"Your directorsaren't there," said Vickers. "They're in the second world. The one, you remember,
that the Pretentionists preached about on Street cornersal over town.”

Crawford stared at him. "The top!"

"That'sright.”

"Well gart again,” said Crawford. "Another board, another..."

"Y ou haven't got thetime," said Vickers. "This Earth isdone. The people arefleeing from it. Even
those who stay won't listen to you, won't fight for you."

"Il kill you," Crawford said. "I'll kill you, Vickers™"

"No, you won't."

They stood face to face slently, tensdly.

"No," said Crawford. "No, | guess| won't. | should, but I can't. Why can't | kill you, Vickers?'

Vickerstouched the big man'sarm.

"Comeon, friend," he said softly. "Or should | call you brother?!



