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SPACE ON MY HANDS

Introduction

ASI| SIT DOWN &t the Smith-Coronato write an introduction to this collection of stories, the first
thing that comesto my mind isthe question: "Why write an introduction a al?' None of thesetdesis
conventiona enough to fed in the least dighted if someone readsit without having been formally
introduced toit. Yes, definitely | havefailed in what | tried to do in writing these storiesif even one of
them turns out to be stuffy enough to want to know your name and murmur politely that it is pleased to
meet you before it wantsto be read.

So why, then, am | writing this? Why does any writer—unless he has a serious message that he's
afraid you might miss and he wishesto point it out to you—write an introduction to abook? I'll let the cat
out of the bag; it's because the publisher of the book, avid for abit of extrawordage free, has put him on
the spot by telling him an introduction is necessary. So the writer wastes an evening that could be much
better spent in any of the more pleasant ways in which an evening can be spent, such as—but why go
into that? 1 could be doing one of those pleasant thingsright now.

Y ou see, since I've been hornswoggled into writing thisintroduction anyway, I'm going to be honest.
I'm going to admit that | hate writing—introductions, stories, novels, letters or postcards. None of these
stories was written because | enjoyed writing it—much as | may have enjoyed having written it, once it
was out of the typewriter and inthe mall.

But this| must dso confess: Science-fiction Sories arethe least painful of dl storiesfor meto write,
and when | have put THE END on thefind page of one, | fed greater satisfaction than with any other
kind of story. Possibly afactor inthisisthat I've written relatively few science-fiction stories compared to
mystery and detective stories, but | don't think that's too much of afactor. Theimportant reason isthat
science-fiction, by giving greater scope to the imagination and by imposing fewer rules and limitations,
comes closer than any other type of fiction to being honest writing.

The science-fiction writer hasthe privilege denied to writersin al other fields, except sheer fantasy,
to tailor his background, his universe, to the story he wantsto write; he can, thereby, achieve an
integration and an integrity denied the writer who has only one universeto work in and who must twist
and trim the products of hisimagination to fit theinflexible mold of fact. A horrid word, fact, when it
deniesyou the future and the stars.

Big words, | notice now, for such smal tales. But I'm glad that | wrote them because, until 1 did, |
didn't redlize how true they are. | gpologize, Shasta; I'm glad now that you made me write them; | take
back my snide remarks

| shall, in repentance, write an introduction after all:

Reader, meet stories; meet the mouse who missed the moon; meet the Bemswho cameto the aid of
the party; meet the man who fell inlove with the thought projection of a cockroach; meset the detectivein



the inconspicuous bright red suit; meet the ogtrich in the polka-dot necktie and meet the spaceship in the
sandwich and the chicken who couldn't talk.
And may you enjoy reading them as much as | enjoyed cashing the checks for them!

FREDRIC BROWN
Taos, N. M.
4 January 1951

something green

THE big sunwas crimson in aviolet sky. At the edge of the brown plain, dotted with brown bushes,
lay thered jungle.

McGarry strode toward it. It was tough work and dangerous work, searching in those red jungles,
but it had to be done. And he'd searched athousand of them; thiswas just one more.

Hesaid, "Herewe go, Dorothy. All set?"

Thelittle five-limbed creature that rested on his shoulder didn't answer, but then it never did. It
couldn't talk, but it was something to talk to. It was company. In size and weight it felt amazingly likea
hand resting on his shoulder.

Hed had Dorothy for . . . How long? At aguess, four years. Hed been here about five, as nearly as
he could reckon it, and it had been about a year before held found her. Anyway, he assumed Dorothy
was of the gentler sex, if for no other reason than the gentle way she rested on his shoulder, likea
woman's hand.

"Dorothy," he said, "reckon we'd better get ready for trouble. Might belions or tigersin there.”

He unbuckled his sol-gun holster and let his hand rest on the butt of the wespon, ready to draw it
quickly. For the thousandth time, at least, he thanked hislucky stars that the weapon held managed to
salvage from the wreckage of his spacer had been a sol-gun, the one and only weapon that worked
practically forever without refills or anmunition. A sol-gun merely needed exposureto theraysof a
sun—any bright and close sun—for an hour or two aday; it soaked up energy. And, when you pulled the
trigger, it dished it out. With any weapon but a sol-gun, hed never have lasted five years here on Kruger
1.

Y es, even before he quite reached the edge of the red jungle, he saw alion. Nothing like any lion
ever seen on Earth, of course. This onewas bright magenta, just enough different in color from the
purplish bushes it crouched behind so that he could seeit. It had eight legs, dl jointless and as supple and
strong as an dephant'strunk, and ascay head with abill like atoucan's.

McGarry cdled it alion. He had asmuch right to call it that as anything else, because it had never
been named. Or if it had, the namer had never returned to Earth to report on the flora and fauna of
Kruger I11. Only one spacer had ever landed here before McGarry's, as far as the records showed, and
it had never taken off again. He was looking for it now; he'd been looking for it systematically for thefive
years he'd been here.

If hefound it, it might—just barely might—contain, intact, some of the electronic tubeswhich had
been smashed in the crash landing of his own spacer. And if it did, he could get back to Earth.

He stopped ten paces short of the edge of the red jungle and aimed the sol-gun at the bushes behind
which the lion crouched. He pulled the trigger, and there was abright green flash, brief but beautiful—oh,
s0 beautiful—and then the bushes weren't there any more, nor was the eight-legged lion.

McGarry chuckled softly. "Did you see that, Dorothy? That was green, the one color you don't have
on this bloody red planet of yours. The most beautiful color in the universe, Dorothy. Green! And |
know where there'saworld that's mostly green, and we're going to get there, you and |. Surewe are. It's
theworld I came from, and it's the most beautiful placethereis, Dorothy. Youll loveit.”

Heturned and looked back over the brown plain with brown bushes, the violet sky above, the
crimson sun. The eterndly crimson sun Kruger, the sun that never set on the day side of this planet, which
awaysfaced it as one sde of Earth's moon always faces Earth.



No day and night—unless one passed the shadow line into the night side, which wastoo freezingly
cold to sustain life. No seasons. A uniform, never-changing temperature, no wind, no storms.

He thought for the thousandth—or the millionth —time that it wouldn't be abad planet to live on, if
only it were green like Earth, if only there was something green upon it besides the occasiond flash of his
sol-gun. Breathable atmosphere, moderate temperature—ranging from about forty Fahrenheit near the
shadow line to about ninety at the point directly under the red sun, whereits rays were straight instead of
danting. Plenty of food, and he'd learned long ago which plants and animals were, for him, edible, and
which made himill. Nothing he'd tried was poisonous.

Y es, awonderful world. Hed even got used, by now, to the solitude of being the only intelligent
creature on it. Dorothy was helpful, there. Something to talk to, even if she didn't talk back.

Except—Oh, God—he wanted to see agreen world again.

Earth, the only planet in the universe where green was the predominant color, where plant life was
based on chlorophyll.

Other planets, even in the solar system, Earth's neighbors, had no more to offer than greenish streaks
inrarerocks, an occasond tiny life-form of ashade that might be brownish green if you wanted to call it
that. Why, you could live years on any planet but Earth, anywherein the system, and never see green.

McGarry sghed. Hed been thinking to himsdf, but now he thought out loud, to Dorothy, continuing
his thoughts without abreak. It didn't matter to Dorothy. "Y es, Dorothy," he said, "it'sthe only planet
worth living on—Earth! Green fields, grassy lawns, green trees. Dorothy, I'll never leaveit again, oncel
get back there, I'll build me a shack out in the woods, in the middle of trees, but not trees so thick that
grass doesn't grow under them. Green grass. I'll paint the shack green, Dorothy. We've even got green
pigments back on Earth.”

He sighed and looked at the red jungle ahead of him.

"Wheat's that you asked, Dorothy?" She hadn't asked anything but it was a game to pretend that she
talked back. A game that helped him to keep sane. "Will | get married when | get back? Isthat what you
asked?'

He gaveit consderation. "Well, it'slike this, Dorothy. Maybe and maybe not. Y ou were named after
awoman back on Earth, you know. A woman | was going to marry. But five yearsisalong time,
Dorothy. I've been reported missing and presumed dead. | doubt if she'swaited thislong. If she has,
well, yes, I'll marry her, Dorothy.”

"Did you ask, what if she hasn't? Well, | don't know. Let's not worry about that till we get back, huh?
Of course, if | could find awoman who was green, or even one with green hair, 1'd love her to pieces.
But on Earth, dmost everything is green except the women.”

He chuckled at that and, sol-gun ready, went on into the jungle, the red jungle that had nothing green
except the occasiond flash of his sol-gun.

Funny about that. Back on Earth a sol-gun flashed blue. Here under ared sun it flashed green when
hefired it. But the explanation was smple enough. A sol-gun drew energy from anearby star and the
flash it made when fired was the complementary color of its source of energy. Drawing energy from Sal,
aydlow sun, it flashed blue. From Kruger, ared sun, green.

Maybe that, he thought, had been the one thing, aside from Dorothy's company, that had kept him
sane. A flash of green severa times aday. Something green to remind him what the color was. To keep
hiseye attuned to it, if he ever saw it again.

It turned out to be asmal patch of jungle, as patcheswent on Kruger 111. One of what seemed
countless millions of such patches. And maybeit redlly was millions; Kruger [11 waslarger than Jupiter.
Actudly it might take more than alifetimeto cover it al. He knew that, but he didn't let himsdf think
about it. It might be bad if he oncelet himsalf doubt that he would ever find the wreckage of the only ship
that had ever preceded him here. Or if helet himself doubt that, once he found the ship, he would find the
parts he needed to make his own spacer operative again.

This patch of jungle was amile square but it was so dense that he had to deep once and eat severd
times before he had finished it. He killed two more lions and one tiger. And when he had finished, he
walked around the circumference of it, blazing each of the largest of the trees along the outer rim so he



wouldn't repeat by searching this particular jungle again. The trees were soft; his pocket knife took off the
red bark down to the pink core as easily asit would have taken the skin off a potato.

Then out across the dull brown plain again.

"Not that one, Dorothy. Maybe the next. The one over there, just on the horizon. Maybe it's there.”

Violet sky, red sun, brown plain, brown bushes

"Thegreen hillsof Earth, Dorothy. Oh how you'l love them—"

The brown endlessplain.

The never-changing violet sky.

Was there a sound up there? There couldn't be. There never had been. But he looked up, and saw it.

A tiny black speck high in the violet. Moving. A spacer. It had to be a spacer. There were no
birds on Kruger 111. And birds didn't trail jets of fire behind them—

He knew what to do; held thought of it amillion times, how he could signd a spacer if one ever came
insgght. He yanked his sol-gun from the holster, aimed it straight in the violet air, and pulled the trigger. It
didn't make abig flash, from the distance of the spacer, but it made a green flash. If the pilot were only
looking, or if hewould only look before he got out of sight, he couldn't miss a green flash on aworld with
no other green.

Hepulled thetrigger again.

And the pilot of the spacer saw. He cut and fired hisjets three times—the standard answer to a
sgna of distress—and beganto circle.

McGarry stood there trembling. So long await, and so sudden an end to it. He put hishand on his
left shoulder and touched thelittle five-legged pet that felt, to hisfingers aswell asto his naked shoulder,
50 like awoman's hand.

"Dorothy," he said. "It's—" He ran out of words.

The spacer was circling in for alanding now. McGarry looked down at himsdlf, suddenly ashamed at
the way he would look to hisrescuer. His body was naked except for the belt that held his holster and
from which dangled his knife and afew other tools. He was dirty and he probably smelled. And under
the dirt hisbody looked thin and wasted, amost old; but that was due, of course, to diet deficiencies; a
few months of proper food—Earth food —would take care of that.

Earth! The green hills of Earth!

He ran now, stumbling sometimesin his eagerness, toward the point where he saw the spacer
landing. It was low now, and he could see that it was a one-man job, as his had been. But that wasdl
right; a one-man spacer can carry two in an emergency, at least asfar asthe nearest habitated planet
where he could get other transportation back to Earth. To the green hills, the green fields, the green
valeys

He prayed alittle and swore alittle as he ran. There were tears running down his cheeks.

He was there, waiting, asthe door opened and atall dender young man in the uniform of the Space
Patrol stepped out

"You'll take me back?"

"Of course," said the young man. "Been herelong?"

"Fiveyeard" McGarry knew he was crying now, but he couldn't stop.

"Good Lord!" said the young man. "I'm Lieutenant Archer, Space Patrol. Of course I'll take you
back, man. Well leave as soon as my jets cool enough for atake-off. I'll take you asfar as Carthage, on
Aldebaran 11, anyway; you can get aship out of there for anywhere. Need anything right away? Food?
Water?'

McGarry shook his head dumbly. His kneesfelt weak. Food, water—what did such things matter
now?

The green hills of Earth! He was going back to them. That was what mattered, and al that mattered.
So long await, so sudden an ending. He saw the violet sky suddenly swimming then it went black ashis
knees buckled under him.

Hewaslying flat and the young man was holding aflask to hislips and he took along draught of the
fiery stuff it held. He sat up and felt better. He looked to make sure that the spacer was still there and he



felt wonderful.

The young man said, "Buck up, old timer; well be off in haf an hour. Y oull bein Carthagein six
hours. Want to talk, till you get your bearing again? Want to tell me all abouit it, everything that's
happened?’

They sat in the shadow of abrown bush, and McGarry told him about it. Everything about it. The
landing, his ship smashed past repair. The five-year search for the other ship held read had crashed on
the same planet and which might have intact the parts he needed to repair his own ship. Thelong search.
About Dorothy, perched on his shoulder, and how she'd been something to talk to.

But, somehow, the face of Lieutenant Archer was changing as McGarry talked. It grew even more
solemn, even more compassionate.

"Old-timer," Archer said gently, "what year wasit when you came here?’

McGarry saw it coming. How can you keep track of time on a planet whose sun and seasons are
unchanging? A planet of eternd day, eternd summer.

Hesadflatly, "I came herein forty-two. How much have | migudged, Lieutenant? How old am |
—ingtead of thirty, as|'vethought?"

"It's twenty-two seventy-two, McGarry. Y ou came here thirty years ago. Y ou're fifty-five. But don't
let that worry you too much. Medica science has advanced. Y ou've still got along timeto live.”

McGarry sad it softly. "Fifty-five. Thirty years.”

Lieutenant Archer looked at him pityingly. He said, "Old-timer, do you want it dl in alump, dl the
rest of the bad news? There are severa items of it. I'm no psychologist, but | think maybe it's best for
you to take it now, dl at once, while you can throw in the scale againgt it the fact that you're going back.
Canyou takeit, McGarry?'

There couldn't be anything worse than held learned dready—the fact that thirty years of hislife had
been wasted here. Sure, he could take the rest of it—as long as he was getting back to Earth, green
Earth.

He stared up at the violet sky, the red sun, the brown plain. He said quietly, "1 can takeit, Lieutenant.
Dishit out."

"Y ou've done wonderfully for thirty years, McGarry. Y ou can thank God for the fact that you
believed Marley's spacer crashed on Kruger 111. It wasn't Kruger 111; it was Kruger IV. You'd never
have found it here, but the search, asyou say, kept you—reasonably sane.” He paused amoment. His
voice was gentle when he spoke again. "Thereisn't anything on your shoulder, McGarry. This Dorothy
has been afigment of your imagination. But don't worry about it; that particular delusion has probably
kept you from cracking up completely.”

Sowly McGarry put his hand to hisleft shoulder. It touched—nhis shoulder. Nothing € se.

Archer said, "My God, man, it's marvelous that you're otherwise okay. Thirty yearsaone; it'samost
amiracle. And if your one delusion persists, now that I'vetold you it isadelusion, apsychiatrist back at
Carthage or on Marscanfix you up in ajiffy.”

McGarry said dully, "It doesn't persit. It isn't there now. I—I'm not even sure, Lieutenant, that | ever
did believe in Dorothy. | think | made her up on purpose, to talk to, so I'd remain sane except for that.
Shewas—she was like awoman's hand, Lieutenant. Or did | tell you that?"

"Y ou told me. Want the rest of it now, McGarry?'

McGarry stared a him. "The rest of it? What rest can there be? I'm fifty-five instead of thirty. I've
spent thirty years—since | was twenty-five—hunting for a spacer 1'd never have found because it was on
another planet. I've been crazy—in oneway, but only one—mogt of that time. But none of that matters,
now that | can go back to Earth.”

Lieutenant Archer was shaking his head dowly. "Not back to Earth, old-timer. To Mars, if you wish,
the beautiful brown and yellow hillsof Mars. Or, if you don't mind hest, to purple Venus. But not to
Earth, old-timer. Nobody lives there now."

"Earth—is—gone? | don't—"

"Not gone, McGarry. It'sthere. But it's black and barren, acharred bal. The war with the
Arcturians, twenty years ago. They struck first, and got Earth. We got them, we won, we exterminated



them, but Earth was gone before we started. I'm sorry, old-timer, but you'll have to settle for somewhere
de"

McGarry said, "No Earth." Therewas no expression in hisvoice. No expression &t dl.

Archer said, "That'sit, old-timer. But Marsisn't so bad. Y ou'll get used to it. It'sthe center of the
solar system now, and there are four billion Earthmen onit. Y ou'll missthe green of Earth, sure, but it's
not so bad."

McGarry said, "No Earth.” There was no expression in hisvoice. No expression at al.

Archer nodded. "Glad you can takeit that way, old-timer. It must berather ajolt. Well, | guesswe
can get going. The tubes ought to have cooled by now. I'll check and make sure.”

He stood up and started toward the little spacer.

McGarry's sol-gun came out of its holster. McGarry shot him, and Lieutenant Archer wasn't there
any more. McGarry stood up and walked over to thelittle spacer. He aimed the sol-gun at it and pulled
thetrigger. Part of the spacer was gone. Half adozen shots and it was completely gone. Little atomsthat
had been the spacer and little atoms that had been Lieutenant Archer of the Space Patrol may have
danced intheair, but they wereinvisble.

McGarry put the gun back into its holster and started walking toward the red splotch of jungle on the
far horizon.

He put his hand up to his shoulder and touched Dorothy and she was there, as she'd been there for
four of thefive years held been on Kruger 111. Shefélt, to hisfingers and to his shoulder, like awoman's
hand.

Hesad, "Don't worry, Dorothy. Well find it. Maybe thisisthe jungleit landed in. And when wefind
it—"

He was near the edge of the jungle now, the red jungle, and atiger came running out to meet him and
egt him. A mauvetiger with sx legsand ahead like abarrd. McGarry aimed his sol-gun and pulled the
trigger, and there was a bright green flash, brief but beautiful—oh, so beautiful—and then the tiger wasn't
there any more.

McGarry chuckled softly. "Did you see that, Dorothy? That was green, the color thereisn't any of on
any planet but the one were going to. The most beautiful color in the universe, Dorothy. Green! And |
know where theres aworld that's mostly green, the only one that is, and we're going there. It'sthe most
beautiful place in the universe, Dorothy, and it'stheworld | camefrom. Youll loveit.”

Shesad, "I know | will, Mac." Her low, throaty voice was familiar to him. It was not odd that she
had answered him; she had aways answered him. Her voice was as familiar as his own. He reached up
and touched her, resting on his naked shoulder. She felt like awoman's hand.

He turned and looked back over the brown plain studded with brown bushes, the violet sky above,
the crimson sun. He laughed at it. Not amad laugh, a gentle one. It didn't matter because soon he'd find
the spacer hewas looking for and in it the parts that would repair his own spacer so he could go back to
Earth.

Tothe green hills, the green valeys, the green fidds.

Once more he patted the hand upon his shoulder and then turned back. Gun at ready, he entered the
red jungle.

criss, 1999

THE little man with the sparse gray hair and the inconspicuous bright red suit stopped on the corner
of State and Randolph to buy amicronews, a Chicago Sun-Tribune of March 21st, 1999. Nobody
noticed him as he walked into the corner superdrug and took a vacant booth. He dropped a quarter into
the coffee-d ot and while the conveyor brought him his coffee, he glanced at the headlines on thetiny
three-by-four-inch page. His eyes were unusualy keen; he could read those headlines easily without
artificid ad. But nothing on the first page or the second interested him; they concerned internationa
matters, the third Venus rocket, and the latest depressing report of the ninth moon expedition. But on
page three there were two stories concerning crime, and he took atiny micrographer from his pocket and



adjusted it to read the stories while he drank his coffee.

Bela Joad wasthe little man's name. Hisright name, that is; hed gone by so many namesin so many
placesthat only a phenomena memory could have kept track of them dl, but he had a phenomend
memory. None of those names had ever appeared in print, nor had his face or voice ever been seen or
heard on the ubiquitous video. Fewer than ascore of people, al of them top officidsin various police
bureaus, knew that Bela Joad was the greatest detective in the world.

He was not an employee of any police department, drew no salary nor expense money, and
collected no rewards. It may have been that he had private means and indulged in the detection of
criminalsasahobby. It may equaly have been that he preyed upon the underworld as he fought it, that
he made criminas support his campaign againgt them. Whichever was the case, he worked for no one; he
worked against crime. When amgjor crime or aseries of mgjor crimes interested him, he would work on
it, sometimes consulting beforehand with the chief of police of the city involved, sometimesworking
without the chief's knowledge until he would appear in the chief's office and present him with the evidence
that would enable him to make an arrest and obtain a conviction.

He himsdlf had never testified, or even appeared, in a courtroom. And while he knew every
important underworld character in adozen cities, no member of the underworld knew him, except
fleetingly, under some trangent identity which he seldom resumed.

Now, over hismorning coffee, Bela Joad read through his micrographer the two storiesin the
Sun-Tribune which had interested him. One concerned a case that had been one of hisfew failures, the
disappearance—possibly the kidnapping—of Dr. Ernst Chappel, professor of criminology at Columbia
University. The headlineread NEW LEAD IN CHAPPEL CASE, but a careful reading of the story
showed the detective that the lead was new only to the newspapers; he himsdf had followed it into a
blind dley two years ago, just after Chappel had vanished. The other story reveded that one Paul (Gyp)
Girard had yesterday been acquitted of the daying of hisriva for control of North Chicago gambling.
Joad read that one carefully indeed. Just six hours before, seated in abeergarten in New Berlin, Western
Germany, he had heard the news of that acquittal on the video, without details. He had immediately taken
thefirgt stratoplane to Chicago.

When he had finished with the micronews, he touched the button of hiswrist model timeradio, which
automatically attuned itsdlf to the nearest timestation, and it said, just loudly enough for him to hear
"Nine-oh-four." Chief Dyer Rand would bein his office, then.

Nobody noticed him as he left the superdrug. Nobody noticed him as he walked with the morning
crowds along Randolph to the big, new Municipa Building at the corner of Clark. Chief Rand's secretary
sent in hisname—not hisred one, but one Rand would recognize—without giving him a second glance.

Chief Rand shook hands across the desk and then pressed the intercom button that flashed ablue
not-to-be-disturbed signd to his secretary. He leaned back in his chair and laced hisfingers acrossthe
conservatively smal (oneinch) squares of hismauve and yelow shirt. He said, ™Y ou heard about Gyp
Girard being acquitted?'

"That'swhy I'm here”

Rand pushed hislips out and pulled them in again. He said, " The evidence you sent me was perfectly
sound, Joad. It should have stood up. But | wish you had brought it in yourself instead of sending it by
the tube, or that there had been someway | could have got in touch with you. | could have told you we'd
probably not get a conviction. Joad, something rather terrible has been happening. I've had afedling you
would be my only chance. If only there had been someway | could have got in touch with you—"

"Two years ago?'

Chief Rand looked gtartled. "Why did you say that?' "Because it was two years ago that Dr.

Chappd disappeared in New York."

"Oh," Rand said. "No, there's no connection. | thought maybe you knew something when you
mentioned two years. It hasn't been quite that long, redlly, but it was close.”

He got up from behind the strangely-shaped plastic desk and began to pace back and forth the length
of theoffice.

Hesaid, "Joad, in the last year—Ilet's consider that period, although it started nearer two years



ago—out of every ten mgor crimes committed in Chicago, seven are unsolved. Technicaly unsolved,
that is; in five out of those seven we know whao's guilty but we can't proveit. We can't get a conviction.

"The underworld is beating us, Joad, worse than they have at any time since the Prohibition era of
seventy-five years ago. If this keeps up, we're going back to days like that, and worse.

"For atwenty-year period now we've had convictionsfor eight out of ten mgjor crimes. Even before
twenty years ago—before the use of the lie-detector in court was legalized, we did better than were
doing now. 'Way back in the decade of 1970 to 1980, for instance, we did better than we're doing now
by more than two to one; we got convictionsfor Six out of every ten mgor crimes. Thislast yesr, it's
been three out of ten.

"And | know thereason, but | don't know what to do about it. The reason isthat the underworld is
besting the lie-detector!”

Bela Joad nodded. But he said mildly, "A few have always managed to best it. It's not perfect.
Judges dwaysingtruct juries to remember that the lie-detector's findings have a high degree of probability
but are not infallible, that they should be weighed asindicative but not find, that other evidence must
support them. And there has dways been the occasiond individua who can tell awhopper with the
detector on him, and not jiggle the graph needles at dl.”

"Onein athousand, yes. But, Joad, amost every underworld big-shot has been begting the
lie-detector recently.”

"| takeit you mean the professond criminds, not the amateurs.”

"Exactly. Only regular members of the underworld—professonds, the habitua criminds. If it weren't
for that, I'd think—I don't know what 1'd think. Maybe that our whole theory waswrong."

BdaJoad said, "Can't you quit using it in court in such cases? Convictions were obtained beforeits
use was legdlized. For that matter, before it was invented.”

Dyer Rand sghed and dropped into his pneumatic chair again. "Sure, I'd likethat if | could doit. |
wish right now that the detector never had been invented or legdlized. But don't forget that the law
legdizing it gives ether Sde the opportunity to useit in court. If acrimina knows he can best it, he'sgoing
to demand its use even if we don't. And what chance have we got with ajury if the accused demands the
detector and it backs up his plea of innocence?!

"Very dight, I'd say."

"Lessthan dight, Joad. This Gyp Girard business yesterday. | know hekilled Pete Bailey. Y ou know
it. The evidence you sent me was, under ordinary circumstances, conclusive. And yet | knew we'd lose
the case. | wouldn't have bothered bringing it to trial except for onething.”

"And that onething?'

"To get you here, Joad. There was no other way | could reach you, but | hoped that if you read of
Girard's acquittd, after the evidence you'd given me, you'd come around to find out what had happened.”

He got up and started to pace again. "Joad, I'm going mad. How is the underworld beating the
machine? That'swhat | want you to find out, and it's the biggest job you've ever tackled. Teke ayear,
takefive years, but crack it, Joad.

"L ook &t the history of law enforcement. Alwaysthe law has been one jump ahead of the criminal in
thefield of science. Now the criminads—of Chicago, anyway—are one jump ahead of us. And if they
stay that way, if we don't get the answer, we're headed for anew dark age, when it'll no longer be safe
for aman or awoman to wak down the street. The very foundations of our society can crumble. Were
up againgt something very evil and very powerful.”

Bela Joad took a cigarette from the digpenser on the desk; it lighted automatically as he picked it up.
It was agreen cigarette and he exhaled green smoke through his nostrils before he asked, amost
disnterestedly, "Any ideas, Dyer?'

"I've had two, but | think I've diminated both of them. Oneisthat the machines are being tampered
with. The other isthat the technicians are being tampered with. But I've had both men and machines
checked from every possible angle and can't find athing. On big cases I've taken specia precautions.
For example, the detector we used at the Girard trid; it was brand-new and | had it checked right in this
office" He chuckled. "I put Captain Burke under it and asked him if hewas being faithful to hiswife. He



said hewas and it nearly broke the needle. | had it taken to the courtroom under specia guard.”

"And the technician who used it?"

"l used it mysdlf. Took acourseinit, evenings, for four months.”

Bela Joad nodded. "So it isn't the machine and it isn't the operator. That's diminated, and | can Sart
from there"

"How long will it take you, Joad?"

Thelittle man in the red suit shrugged. "1 havent any idea.”

"Isthereany hep | can give you? Anything you want to start on?"

"Just onething, Dyer. | want alist of the criminaswho have beaten the detector and adossier on
each. Just the ones you're morally sure actualy committed the crimes you questioned them about. If
there's any reasonable doubt, |eave them off thelist. How long will it taketo get it ready?”

"It's ready now; | had it made up on the chance that you'd come here. And it'salong report, so | had
it microed down for you." He handed Bela Joad a small envelope.

Joad said, "Thank you. | won't contact you till | have something or until 1 want your cooperation. |
think first I'm going to stage a murder, and then have you question the murderer.”

Dyer Rand's eyes went wide. "Whom are you going to have murdered?’

BdaJoad smiled. "Me" hesaid.

He took the envelope Rand had given him back to his hotel and spent severa hours studying the
microfilmsthrough his pocket micrographer, memorizing their contents thoroughly. Then he burned both
filmsand envelope.

After that Bela Joad paid hishotel bill and disappeared, but alittle man who resembled Bela Joad
only dightly rented a cheap room under the name of Martin Blue. The room was on Lake Shore Drive,
which was then the heart of Chicago's underworld.

The underworld of Chicago had changed less, infifty years, than one would think. Human vices do
not change, or at least they change but dowly. True, certain crimes had diminished greatly but on the
other hand, gambling had increased. Greater socia security than any country had hitherto known was,
perhaps, afactor. One no longer needed to save for old age as, in days gone by, afew people did.

Gambling was alush field for the crooks and they cultivated the field well. Improved technology had
increased the number of ways of gambling and it had increased the efficiency of ways of making gambling
crooked. Crooked gambling was big business and underworld wars and killings occurred over territoria
rights, just asthey had occurred over such rightsin the far back days of Prohibition when acohol was
king. Therewas still acohol, but it was of lesser importance now. People were learning to drink more
moderately. And drugs were passe, dthough there was fill sometraffic in them.

Robberies and burglaries fill occurred, although not quite as frequently asthey had fifty years before.

Murder was dightly more frequent. Sociologists and criminologists differed asto the reason for the
increase of crimein this category.

The weapons of the underworld had, of course, improved, but they did not include atomics. All
atomic and subatomic wegpons were strictly controlled by the military and were never used by ether the
police or by criminds. They were too dangerous; the death penaty was mandatory for anyone found in
possession of an atomic weapon. But the pistols and guns of the underworld of 1999 were quite efficient.
They were much smaller and more compact, and they were silent. Both guns and cartridges were made
of superhard magnesium and were very light. The commonest wegpon wasthe .19 calibre pistol—as
deadly asthe .45 of an earlier erabecause thetiny projectiles were explosve—and even asmall
pocket-pistol held from fifty to ahundred rounds.

But back to Martin Blue, whose entrance into the underworld coincided with the disappearance of
Bela Joad from the latter's hotdl.

Martin Blue, asit turned out, was not avery nice man. He had no visible means of support other than
gambling and he seemed to lose, in smal amounts, amost more often than hewon. Healmost got in
trouble on abad check he gave to cover hislossesin one game, but he managed to avoid being
liquidated by making the check good. His only reading seemed to be the Racing Microform, and he
drank too much, mostly in atavern (with clandestine gambling at the back) which formerly had been



operated by Gyp Girard. He got beaten up there once because he defended Gyp against a crack made
by the current proprietor to the effect that Gyp had lost his guts and turned honest.

For awhile fortune turned against Martin Blue and he went so broke that he had to take ajob asa
waiter in the outside room of aMichigan Boulevard joint called Sloppy Joe's, possibly because Joe
Zatdli, who ran it, was the nattiest dresser in Chicago—and in the fin de siecle erawhen leopard-skin
auits (synthetic but finer and more expensive than real leopard skin) were adime adozen and plain
pastel-silk underwear was dated.

Then afunny thing happened to Martin Blue. Joe Zatdli killed him. Caught him, after hours, rifling the
till, and just as Martin Blue turned around, Zatdlli shot him. Threetimesfor good measure. And then
Zatelli, who never trusted accomplices, got the body into his car and deposited it in an alley back of a
teletheater.

The body of Martin Blue got up and went to see Chief Dyer Rand and told Rand what he wanted
done. "You took ahell of achance," Rand said.

"Not too much of achance,” Bluesaid. "I'd put blanksin hisgun and | was pretty sure he'd use that.
Hewon't

ever find out, incidentally, that the rest of the bulletsin it are blanks unless hetriesto kill somebody
esewithit; they don't look like blanks. And | had a pretty speciad vest on under my suit. Rigid backing
and padded on top to fed likeflesh, but of course he couldn't feel a heartbeat through it. And it was
gimmicked to make anoise like explosive cartridges hitting—when the duds punctured the
compartments.”

"But if hed switched gunsor bullets?!

"Oh, the vest was bulletproofed for anything short of atomics. The danger wasin histhinking of a
fancy way of digposing of the body. If he had, | could have taken care of mysdlf, of course, but it would
have spoiled the plan and cost me three months' build-up. But I'd studied his style and | was pretty sure
what he'd do. Now here'swhat | want you to do, Dyer—"

The newspapers and videocasts the next morning carried the story of the finding of abody of an
unidentified man in acertain aley. By afternoon they reported that it had been identified as the body of
Martin Blue, asmall-time crook who had lived on Lake Shore Drive, in the heart of the Tenderloin. And
by evening arumor had gone out through the underworld to the effect that the police suspected Joe
Zatdli, for whom Blue had worked, and might pick him up for questioning.

And plainclothesmen watched Zatelli's place, front and back, to see where hed go if he went out.
Watching the front was asmall man about the build of BelaJoad or Martin Blue. Unfortunately, Zatelli
happened to leave by the back and he succeeded in shaking off the detectives on histrall.

They picked him up the next morning, though, and took him to headquarters. They put the
lie-detector on him, and asked him about Martin Blue. He admitted Blue had worked for him but said
he'd last seen Blue when the latter had |eft his place after work the night of the murder. The lie-detector
sad hewasnt lying.

Then they pulled atough one on him. Martin Blue waked into the room where Zatelli was being
guestioned. And thetrick fizzled. The gauges of the detector didn't jump afraction of amillimeter and
Zadli looked at Blue and then at hisinterrogators with complete indignation. "What'stheidea?' he
demanded. "The guy ain't even dead, and you're asking meif | bumped him off?*

They asked Zatelli, while they had him there, about some other crimes he might have committed, but
obvioudy—according to his answers and the lie-detector—he hadn't done any of them. They let him go.

Of coursethat wasthe end of Martin Blue. After showing up before Zatelli at headquarters, he might
aswell have been dead in an dley for dl the good he was going to do.

Bela Joad told Chief Rand, "Well, anyway, now we know."

"What do we know?"

"We know for sure the detector isbeing beaten. Y ou might concelvably have been making a series of
wrong arrests before. Even the evidence | gave you againgt Girard might have been mideading. But we
know that Zatdlli beet the machine. Only | wish Zatelli had come out the front way so | could havetailed
him; we might have the whole thing now instead of part of it."



"Y ou're going back? Going to do it al over again?"

"Not the same way. Thistime I've got to be on the other end of amurder, and I'll need your help on
that.”

"Of course. But won't you tell me what's on your mind?”"

"I'm afraid | can't, Dyer. I've got ahunch within ahunch. Infact, I've had it ever since | started on this
business. But will you do one other thing for me?’

"Sure. What?"

“Have one of your men keep track of Zatelli, of everything he doesfrom now on. Put another one on
Gyp Girard. In fact, take as many men as you can spare and put one on each of the men you'refairly
sure has beaten the detector within the last year or two. And always from adistance; don't let the boys
know they're being checked on. Will you?'

"I don't know what you're after, but I'll do it. Won't you tell me anything? Joad, thisisimportant.
Don't forget it's not just a case; it's something that can lead to the breakdown of law enforcement.”

Bela Joad smiled. "Not quite that bad, Dyer. Law enforcement asit appliesto the underworld, yes.
But you're getting your usud percentage of convictions on non-professiona crimes.”

Dyer Rand looked puzzled. "What's that got to do with it?

"Maybe everything. It'swhy | can't tell you anything yet. But don't worry." Joad reached acrossthe
desk and patted the chief's shoulder, looking—although he didn't know it—like afox terrier giving his
paw to an airedale. "Don't worry, Dyer. I'll promise to bring you the answer. Maybe | won't be able to
let you keepit."

"Do you redly know what you're looking for?'

"Yes. I'mlooking for acriminologist who disappeared well over two years ago. Dr. Ernst Chappd.”

"Y ou think—?"

"Yes, | think. That'swhy I'm looking for Dr. Chappd."

But that was al Dyer could get out of him. Bela Joad left Dyer Rand's office and returned to the
underworld.

And in the underworld of Chicago anew star arose. Perhaps one should call him anovarather than
merely adtar, so rapidly did he become famous—or notorious. Physicdly, he was rather asmall man, no
larger than Bela Joad or Martin Blue, but he wasn't amild little man like Joad or aweek jackad like Blue.
He had what it took, and he parlayed what he had. He ran asmall night club, but that was just afront.
Behind that front things happened, things that the police couldn't pin on him, and—for that matter
—didn't seem to know about, athough the underworld knew.

His name was Willie Ecks, and nobody in the underworld had ever made friends and enemies faster.
He had plenty of each; the former were powerful and the latter were dangerous. In other words, they
were both the same type of people.

His brief career was truly—if | may scramble my star-nova metaphor but keep it celestid—a
meteoric matter. And for once that hackneyed and inaccurate metaphor is used correctly. Meteors do
not rise—as anybody who has ever studied meteorology, which has no connection with meteors, knows.
Meteorsfal, with adull thud. And that iswhat happened to Willie Ecks, when he got high enough.

Three days before, Willie Eckssworst enemy had vanished. Two of his henchmen spread the rumor
that it was because the cops had come and taken him away, but that was obvioudy maarkey designed to
cover thefact that they intended to avenge him. That became obvious when, the very next morning, the
news broke that the gangster's body had been found, neatly weighted, in the Blue Lagoon a Washington
Park.

And by dusk of that very day rumor had gone from bistro to bistro of the underworld that the police
had pretty good proof who had killed the deceased—and with aforbidden atomic at that—and that they
planned to arrest Willie Ecks and question him. Things like that get around even when it's not intended
that they should.

And it was on the second day of Willie Eckss hiding out in acheap little hotel on North Clark Strest,
an old-fashioned hotd with eevators and windows, his whereabouts known only to atrusted few, that
one of those trusted few gave a certain knock on his door and was admitted.



The trusted one's name was Mike Leary and held been a close friend of Willie's and a close enemy
of the gentleman who, according to the papers, had been found in the Blue Lagoon.

Hesad, "Lookslikeyoureinajam, Willie."

“—, yes" said Willie Ecks. He hadn't used facia depilatory for two days; hisface was blue with
beard and bluer with fear.

Mike said, "Theresaway out, Willie. Itll cost you ten grand. Can you raiseit?’

"I've got it. What'sthe way out?"'

"Therésaguy. | know how to get in touch with him; I ain't used him mysdlf, but | would if | gotina
jamlikeyours. He can fix you up, Willie"

"How?"

"He can show you how to begt the lie-detector. | can have him come around to see you and fix you
up. Then you let the cops pick you up and question you, see? They'll drop the charge—or if they bring it
totrid, they can't makeit stick."

"What if they ask me about—well, never mind what—other things| may have done?'

"Helll take care of that, too. For five grand hell fix you so you Can go under that detector clean
as—ascleanashdl."

"You said ten grand.”

Mike Leary grinned. "l got to live too, don't I, Willie? And you said you got ten grand, soit ought to
be worth that much to you, huh?"

Willie Ecks argued, but in vain. He had to give Mike Leary five thousand-dollar bills. Not that it
realy mattered, because those were pretty specia thousand-dollar bills. The green ink on them would
turn purple within afew days. Even in 1999 you couldn't spend a purple thousand-dollar bill, so when it
happened Mike Leary would probably turn purple too, but by that time it would be too late for him to do
anything about it.

It was |ate that evening when there was aknock on Willie Eckss hotel room door. He pressed the
button that made the main panel of the door transparent from hisside.

He studied the nondescri pt-looking man outside the door very carefully. He didn't pay any attention
to facial contours or to the shabby yellow suit the man wore. He studied the eyes somewhat, but mostly
he studied the shape and conformation of the ears and compared them mentally with the cars of
photographs he had once studied exhaudtively.

And then Willie Ecks put his gun back into his pocket and opened the door. He said, "Comein.”

The man in the yellow suit entered the room and Willie Ecks shut the door very carefully and locked

Hesad, "I'm proud to meet you, Dr. Chappd.”

He sounded as though he meant it, and he did mean it.

It was four o'clock in the morning when Bela Joad stood outside the door of Dyer Rand's apartment.
He had to walit, therein the dimly luminous hallway, for aslong asit took the chief to get out of bed and
reach the door, then activate the one-way-transparent pand to examine hisvistor.

Then the magnetic lock sighed gently and the door opened. Rand's eyes were bleary and his hair was
touded. Hisfeet werethrust into red plastic dippers and he wore neonylon degping pajamas that |ooked
asthough they had been dept in.

He stepped aside to let Bela Joad in, and Joad walked to the center of the room and stood looking
about curioudly. It was thefirst time held ever been in Rand's private quarters. The apartment was like
that of any other well-to-do bachelor of the day. The furniture was unobtrusive and functiona, each wall
adifferent pastel shade, faintly fluorescent and emitting gentle radiant heat and the faint but constant
caress of ultraviolet that kept people who could afford such apartments hedlthily tanned. Therug wasin
alternate one-foot squares of cream and gray, the squares separate and movable so that wear would be
equalized. And the ceiling, of course, was the customary one-piece mirror that gave an illusion of height
and spaciousness.

Rand said, "Good news, Joad?'

"Yes. But thisisan unofficid interview, Dyer. What I'm going to tell you is confidential between us.”



"What do you mean?"

Joad looked a him. He said, "Y ou still look deepy, Dyer. Let's have coffee. It'll wake you up, and |
can use some mysdif.”

"Fine" Dyer said. He went into the kitchenette and pressed the button that would heat the coils of the
coffee-tap. "Want it laced?' he called back.

"Of course.”

Within aminute he came back with two cups of steaming café royal e. With obviousimpatience he
waited until they were seated comfortably and each had taken hisfirst Sp of the fragrant beverage before
he asked, "Wdll, Joad?'

"When | sy it'sunofficid, Dyer, | meanit. | can give you thefull answer, but only with the
understanding that you'll forget it as soon as| tell you, that you'll never tell another person, and that you
won't act upon it."

Dyer Rand stared at his guest in amazement. He said, "'l can't promise that! I'm chief of police, Joad.
| have my duty to my job and to the people of Chicago.”

"That'swhy | came here, to your apartment, instead of to your office. Y ou're not working now, Dyer;
you're on your own time."

"B

"Do you promise?’

"Of coursenot.”

Bela Joad sighed. "Then I'm sorry for waking you, Dyer." He put down his cup and started to rise.

"Wait! Y ou can't do that. Y ou can't just walk out on me!™

"Can't1?'

"All right, dl right, I'll promise. Y ou must have some good reason. Have you?"

"y es"

"Then I'll take your word for it."

Bela Joad smiled. "Good," he said. "Then I'll be able to report to you on my last case. For thisismy
last case, Dyer. I'm going into anew kind of work."

Rand looked a him increduloudy. "What?*

"I'm going to teach crooks how to best the lie-detector.”

Chief Dyer Rand put down his cup dowly and stood up. Hetook a step toward the little man, about
half hisweight, who sat at ease on the armless, overstuffed chair.

Bela Joad till smiled. He said, "Don't try it, Dyer. For two reasons. First, you couldn't hurt meand |
wouldn't want to hurt you and | might have to. Second, it'sal right; it's on the up and up. Sit down.”

Dyer Rand sat down.

BelaJoad said, "When you said this thing was big, you didn't know how big. And it'sgoing to be
bigger. Chicago isjust the starting point. And thanks, by the way, for those reports | asked you for. They
arejust what | expected they'd be."

"Thereports? But they're fill in my desk at headquarters.”

"They were. I've read them and destroyed them. Y our copies, too. Forget about them. And don't
pay too much attention to your current satistics. I've read them, too."

Rand frowned. "And why should | forget them?”

"Because they confirm what Ernie Chappel told methis evening. Do you know, Dyer, that your
number of mgor crimes-has gone down in the past year by an even bigger percentage than the
percentage by which your convictions for mgor crimes has gone down?"

"| noticed that. Y ou mean, there's a connection?’

"Definitely. Most crimes—avery high percentage of them—are committed by professond criminas,
repeaters. And Dyer, it goes even farther than that. Out of severa thousand magjor crimes ayear, ninety
percent of them are committed by a few hundred professional criminals. And do you know that the
number of professiona criminalsin Chicago has been reduced by dmost athird in the last two years? It
has. And that's why your number of mgor crimes has decreased.”

Bela Joad took another sip of his coffee and then leaned forward. "Gyp Girard, according to your



report, isnow running avitadrink stand on the West Side; he hasn't committed acrimein dmost a
year—since he beat your lie-detector." He touched another finger. " Joe Zatelli, who used to be the
roughest boy on the Near North Side, isnow running his restaurant straight. Carey Hutch. Wild Bill
Wheder— Why should | list them al?Y ou've got the list, and it's not compl ete because there are plenty
of names you haven't got on it, people who went to Ernie Chappel so he could show them how to beat
the detector, and then didn't get arrested after al. And nine out of ten of them —and that's conservative,
Dye—haven't committed a crime since!"

Dyer Rand said, "Go on. I'm listening.”

"My origind investigation of the Chappel case showed me that he'd disappeared voluntarily. And |
knew he was agood man, and agreat one. | knew he was mentally sound because he was a psychiatrist
aswdl asacriminologist. A psychiatrist's got to be sound. So | knew he'd disappeared for some good
reason.

"And when, about nine months ago, | heard your side of what had been happening in Chicago, |
began to suspect that Chappel had come hereto do hiswork. Are you beginning to get the picture?’

"Faintly."

"Well, don't faint yet. Not until you figure how an expert psychiatrist can help crooks beet the
detector. Or have you?'

"Wdl—"

"That'sit. The most ementary form of hypnoatic trestment, something any qualified psychiatrist could
do fifty years ago. Chappel's clients—of course they don't know who or what heis; he'samysterious
underworld figure who helps them best the rap—pay him well and tell him what crimesthey may be
questioned about by the policeif they're picked up. He tellsthem to include every crime they've ever
committed and any racket they've ever been in, so the police won't catch them up on any old counts.
Thenhe—"

"Wait aminute," Rand interrupted. "How does he get them to trust him that far?’

Joad gestured impatiently. "Simple. They aren't confessing asingle crime, even to him. Hejust wants
aligt that includes everything they've done. They can add some ringers and he doesn't know which is
which. So it doesn't matter.

"Then he puts them under light waking-hypnosis and tells them they are not criminas and never have
been and they have never done any of the things on the list he reads back to them. That'sall thereistoiit.

"So when you put them under the detector and ask them if they've done this or that, they say they
haven't and they believeit. That'swhy your detector gauges don't register. That'swhy Joe Zatelli didn't
jump when he saw Martin Bluewalk in. He didn't know Blue was dead—except that he'd read it in the
papers.”

Rand |leaned forward. "Whereis Ernst Chappe 7'

"Y ou don't want him, Dyer."

"Don't want him? He's the most dangerous man alive today!"

"Towhom?'

"Towhom? Areyou crazy?'

"I'm not crazy. He's the most dangerous man dive today —to the underworld. Look, Dyer, any time
acrimina getsjittery about apossible pinch, he sendsfor Ernie or goesto Ernie. And Ernie washeshim
whiter than snow and in the processtellshim he's not acrimind.

"And s0, a least ninetimes out of ten, he quits being acrimind. Within ten or twenty years Chicago
isn't going to have an underworld. There won't be any organized crimes by professona criminas. Y ou'll
aways have the amateur with you, but he's acomparatively minor detail. How about some more cafe
royale?"

Dyer Rand walked to the kitchenette and got it. He was wide awake by now, but he walked like a
man in adream.

When he came back, Joad said, "And now that I'm in with Erie on it, Dyer, well sretchit to every
city in theworld big enough to have an underworld worth mentioning. We can train picked recruits; I've
got my eye on two of your men and may take them away from you soon. But I'll have to check them firdt.



We're going to pick our aposties—about a dozen of them—uvery carefully. They'll be the right men for
thejob."

"But, Joad, look at all the crimesthat are going to go unpunished!" Rand protested.

Bela Joad drank the rest of his coffee and stood up. He said, "And which is more important—to
punish criminasor to end crime? And, if you want to look at it mordistically, should aman be punished
for acrime when he doesn't even remember committing it, when heisno longer acrimind ?*

Dyer Rand sighed. "You win, | guess. I'll keep my promise. | suppose—I'll never see you again?”

"Probably not, Dyer. And I'll anticipate what you're going to say next. Yes, I'll have afarewell drink
with you. A straight one, without the coffee.”

Dyer Rand brought the glasses. He said, "Shdl we drink to Ernie Chappd ?

BdaJoad smiled. He said, "Let'sinclude him in thetoast, Dyer. But let'sdrink to al men who work
to put themselves out of work. Doctors work toward the day when the race will be so healthy it won't
need doctors, lawyerswork toward the day when litigation will no longer be necessary. And policemen,
detectives, and criminologists work toward the day when they will no longer be needed because there
will be no morecrime.”

Dyer Rand nodded very soberly and lifted his glass. They drank.

pi inthe sky

ROGER Jerome Phiutter, for whose absurd surname | offer no defense other than it is genuine, was,
a the time of the events of this story, a hard-working clerk in the office of the Cole Observatory.

He was ayoung man of no particular brilliance, dthough he performed his daily tasks assduoudy and
efficiently, studied the caculus at home for one hour every evening, and hoped some day to become a
chief astronomer of some important observatory.

Nevertheless, our narration of the events of late March in the year 1999 must begin with Roger
Phlutter for the good and sufficient reason that he, of al men on earth, wasthe first observer of the stellar
aberration.

Meet Roger Phiutter.

Tdll, rather pale from spending too much timeindoors, thickish, shell-rimmed glasses, dark hair
close-cropped in the style of the nineteen nineties, dressed neither particularly well nor badly, smokes
cigarettesrather excessivdly... .

At aquarter to five that afternoon, Roger was engaged in two simultaneous operations. One was
examining, in ablink-microscope, a photographic plate taken late the previous night of asectionin
Gemini. The other was congdering whether or not, on the three dollars remaining of his pay from last
week, he dared phone Else and ask her to go somewhere with him.

Every norma young man has undoubtedly, at sometime or other, shared with Roger Phlutter his
second occupation, but not everyone has operated or understands the operation of a blink-microscope.
So let usraise our eyesfrom Elseto Gemini.

A blink-mike provides accommodation for two photographic plates taken of the same section of sky
hut at different times. These plates are carefully juxtaposed and the operator may aternately focus his
vision, through the eyepiece, first upon one and then upon the other, by means of a shutter. If the plates
arc identical, the operation of the shutter reveals nothing, but if one of the dots on the second plate
differsfrom the postion it occupied on thefirst, it will call attention to itself by seeming to jump back and
forth asthe shutter is manipul ated.

Roger manipulated the shutter, and one of the dots jumped. So did Roger. Hetried it again,
forgetting—as we have—all about Elsiefor the moment, and the dot jumped again. It jumped dmost a
tenth of a second. Roger straightened up and scratched his head. He lighted a cigarette, put it down on
the ash tray, and looked into the blink-mike again. The dot jumped again when he used the shutter.

Harry Wesson, who worked the evening shift, had just comeinto the office and was hanging up his
topcoat. ‘Hey, Harry!" Roger said. "There's something wrong with this blinking blinker.”

"Yesh? sad | Harry.



'Y egh. Pollux moved atenth of a second.”

"Yeeh? sad harry. "Wadll, that's aboout right for pardlax. Thirty-two light years—pardlax of Pollux is
point one o one. Little over atenth of a second, so if your comparison plate was taken about Six months
ago, when the earth was on the other side of her orbit, that's about right.”

"But, Harry, the comparison plate was taken night before last. They're twenty-four hours gpart.”

"Yourecrazy.

"L ook for yoursdf.”

It wasn't quite five o'clock yet, but Harry Wesson magnanimoudy overlooked that and sat downin
front of the blink-mike. He manipulated the shutter, and Pollux obligingly jumped.

There wasn't any doubt about its being Pollux, for it wasfar and away the brightest dot on the plate.
Pollux isagtar of 1.2 magnitude, one of the twelve brightest in the Sky and by far the brightest in Gemini.
And none of thefaint stars around it had moved at all.

'Um," said Harry Wesson. He frowned and looked again. "One of those platesis misdated, that'sal.
I'll check intoit first thing.”

"Those plates aren't misdated,” Roger said doggedly. "I dated them myself."

"That provesit," Harry told him. "Go on home. It'sfive o'clock. If Pollux moved atenth of asecond
last night, I'll move it back for you."

So Roger |eft.

He felt uneasy somehow, as though he shouldn't have. He couldn't put hisfinger on just what worried
him, but something did. He decided to walk home instead of taking the bus.

Pollux was afixed gtar. It couldn't have moved atenth of a second in twenty-four hours.

"L et's see—thirty-two light years.” Roger said to him-sdlf. "Tenth of a second. Why, that would be
movement severd times faster than the speed of light. Which is positively silly!

Waan'tit?

Hedidn't fed much like studying or reading tonight. Was three dollars enough to take out Els€?

The three balls of a pawnshop |loomed ahead, and Roger succumbed to temptation. He pawned his
watch and then phoned Else. "Dinner and ashow?"

"Why certainly, Roger."

So until he took her home at one-thirty, he managed to forget astronomy. Nothing odd about that. It
would have been strange if he had managed to remember it.

But hisfeding of restlessness came back as soon as heleft her. At first, he didn't remember why. He
knew merdly that he didn't fed quite like going homeyet.

The corner tavern was till open, and he dropped in for adrink. He was having his second one when
he remembered. He ordered athird.

"Hank,” he said to the bartender. ™Y ou know Pollux?

"Pollux who?" asked Hank.

"Skipit," said Roger. He had another drink and thought it over. Y es, hed made a mistake
somewhere. Pollux couldn't have moved.

He went outside and started to walk home. He was amost there when it occurred to him look up at
Pollux. Not that, with the naked eye, he could detect a displacement of atenth of asecond, but he felt
curious.

Helooked up, dlocated himsdf by the sickle of Leo, and then found Gemini—Castor and Pollux
weretheonly starsin Gemini visible, for it wasn't a particularly good night for seeing. They werethere,
al right, but he thought they looked alittle farther gpart than usud. Absurd, because that would be a
matter of degrees, not minutes or seconds.

He stared at them for awhile and then looked across at the Dipper. Then he stopped walking and
stood there. He closed his eyes and opened them again, carefully.

The Dipper just didn't look right. It was distorted. There seemed to be more space between Alioth
and Mizar, in the handle than between Mizar and Alkaid. Phecda and Merak, in the bottom of the
Dipper, were closer together, making the angle between the bottom and the lip steeper. Quite abit

steeper.



Unbdievingly, he ran an imaginary linefrom the pointers, Merak and Dubhe, to the North Star. The
line curved. It had to. If heranit Sraight, it missed Polaris by maybe five degrees.

Breathing a bit hard, Roger took off his glasses and polished them very carefully with his
handkerchief. He put them back on again, and the Dipper was till crooked. So was Leo when he
looked back toit. At any rate, Reguluswasn't whereit should be by a degree or two. A degree or two!
At thedigtance of Regulus. Wasit Sixty-fivelight years? Something like that.

Then, intimeto save his sanity, Roger remembered that he'd been drinking. He went home without
daring to look upward again. He went to bed but he couldn't deep.

Hedidn't fee drunk. He grew more excited, wide awake.

Roger wondered if he dared phone the observatory. Would he sound drunk over the phone? The
devil with whether he sounded drunk or not, he finaly decided. He went to the telephone in his pgamas.

"Sorry," said the operator.

"What d'yamean, sorry?'

"] cannot give you that number,” said the operator in dulcet tones. And then, "1 am sorry. We do not
have that information.”

He got the chief operator and the information. Cole Observatory had been so deluged with callsfrom
amateur astronomers that they had found it necessary to request the tel ephone company to discontinue
al incoming calls save long distance ones from other observatories.

"Thanks,” said Roger. "Will you get me acab?

It was an unusua request but the chief operator obliged and got him acab.

He found the Cole Observatory in a state resembling a madhouse.

Thefollowing morning most newspapers carried the news. Most of them gaveit two or threeinches
on an insde page but the facts were there.

Thefactswere that anumber of sars, in genera the brightest ones, within the past forty-eight hours
had devel oped noticeable proper motions.

"Thisdoesnot imply,” quipped the New Y ork Spotlight, "that their motions have been in any way
improper in the"past. "Proper motion' to an astronomer means the movement of a star across the face of
the sky with relation to other stars. Hitherto, a star named 'Barnard's Star' in the congtellation Ophiuchus
has exhibited the greatest proper motion of any known star, moving at the rate of ten and a quarter
seconds ayear. '‘Barnard's Star' is not visible to the naked eye.”

Probably no astronomer on earth dept that day.

The observatories|ocked their doors, with their full staffs on the inside, and admitted no one, except
occasional newspaper reporters who stayed awhile and went away with puzzled faces, convinced at last
that something strange was happening.

Blink-microscopes blinked, and so did astronomers. Coffee was consumed in prodigious quantities.
Police riot squads were caled to six United States observatories. Two of these calls were occasioned
by attemptsto break in on the part of frantic amateurs without. The other four were summoned to quell
fig-fights developing out of arguments within the observatories themselves. The office of Lick
Observatory was a shambles, and James Truwell, Astronomer Roya of England, was sent to London
Hospita with amild concusson, theresult of having aheavy photographic plate smashed over his head
by an irate subordinate.

But these incidents were exceptions. The observatories, in generd, were well-ordered madhouses.

The center of attention in the more enterprising ones was the loudspesker in which reports from the
Eastern Hemisphere could be relayed to the inmates. Practically al observatories kept open wiresto the
night sde of earth, where the phenomenawere till under scrutiny.

Astronomers under the night skies of Singapore, Shanghai, and Sydney did their observing, asit
were, directly into the business end of along-distance telephone hook-up.

Particularly of interest were reports from Sydney and Melbourne, whence came reports on the
southern skies not visible—even at night—from Europe or the United States. The Southern Crosswas,
by these reports, a cross no longer, its Alphaand Beta being shifted northward. Alphaand Beta
Centauri, Canopus and Achernar, alshowed considerable proper motion—all, generaly spesking,



northward. Triangulum Amtrak and the Magellanic Clouds-were undisturbed. Sigma Octanis, the weak
pole star, had not moved.

Disturbance of the southern sky, then, was much less than in the northern one, in point of the number
of stars displaced. However, relative proper motion of the stars which were disturbed was greater.
While the genera direction of movement of the few stars which did move was northward, their paths
were not directly north, nor did they converge upon any exact point in space.

United States and European astronomers digested these facts and drank more coffee.

EVENING papers, particularly in America, showed grester awareness that something indeed unusua
was happening in the skies. Mogt of themm moved the story to the front page—but not the banner
headlines—giving it a half-column with arunover that was long or short, depending upon the editor's luck
in obtaining quotable statements from astronomers.

The statements, when obtained, were invariably statements of fact and not of opinion. Thefacts
themsalves, said these gentlemen, were sufficiently startling, and opinionswould be premature. 'Wait and
see. Whatever was happening was happening fast.

"How fast?' asked an editor.

'Faster than possible,”" wasthe reply.

Perhapsit isunfair to say that no editor procured expressions of opinion thus early. Charles
Wangren, enterprising editor of The Chicago Blade, spent asmdl fortune in long-distance telephone
cdls. Out of possibly sixty attempts, he finally reached the chief astronomers at five observatories. He
asked each of them the same question.

"What, in your opinion, isapossible cause, any possible cause, of the stellar movements of the last
night or two?

He tabulated the results.

"l wish | knew.'—Geo. F. Stubbs, Tripp Observatory, Long Idand.

"Somebody or something is crazy, and | hopeit's me—I mean |."—Henry Collister McAdams,
Lloyd Observatory, Boston.

"What's hgppening isimpossible. There can't be any cause.'—L etton Tischaucr Tinney, Burgoyne
Observatory, Albuquerque.

"I'm looking for an expert on astrology. Know one?'—Patrick R. Whitaker, Lucas Observatory,
Vermont.

"It'sdl wacky!"—GilesMahew Frazier, Grant Observatory, Richmond.

Sadly studying thistabulation, which had cost him $187.35, including tax, to obtain, Editor Wangren
signed avoucher to cover the long distance calls and then dropped his tabulation into the wastebasket.
He telephoned hisregular space-rates writer on scientific subjects.

"Can you give me a series of articles—two-three thousand words each—on al this astronomical
excitement?

"Sure,” said the writer. "But what excitement? It transpired that held just got back from afishing trip
and had neither read a newspaper nor happened to look up at the sky. But he wrote the articles. He
even got sex gpped into them through illusgtrations, by using ancient star-charts, showing the
congtelationsin deshabille, by reproducing certain famous paintings, such as' The Origin of the Milky
Way," and by using a photograph of agirl in abathing suit Sghting a hand telescope, presumably at one
of the errant stars. Circulation of The Chicago Blade increased by 21.7 percent.

It wasfive o'clock again in the office of the Cole Observatory, just twenty-four and a quarter hours
after the beginning of al the commotion. Roger Phlutter—yes, we're back to him again—woke up
suddenly when ahand was placed on his shoulder.

"Go on home, Roger,” said Mervin Armbruster, hisboss, in akindly tone.

Roger sat up suddenly.

‘But, Mr. Armbruster,” he said, 'I'm sorry | fell adeep.”



'‘Bosh,” said Armbruster. "Y ou can't stay here forever, none of us can. Go on home.”

Roger Phlutter went home. But when held taken a bath, he felt more restless than deepy. It was only
gx-fifteen. He phoned Else.

"I'm awfully sorry, Roger, but | have another date. What's going on, Roger? The stars, | mean.”

"Gosh, Else—they're moving. Nobody knows.”

"But | thought all the starsmoved,” Else protested. "The sun'sadar, isn't it? Once you told me the
sun was moving toward a point in Samson.”

"Hercules”

"Hercules, then. Since you said al the stars were moving, whét is everybody getting excited about?

"Thisisdifferent,” said Roger. "Take Canopus. It's started moving at the rate of seven light yearsa
day. It can't do that.’

"Why not?

"Because,” said Roger patiently, "nothing can move fagter than light.”

"But if itismoving that fag, then it can,” said Else. "Or else maybe your telescope iswrong or
something. Anyway, it's pretty far off, isn't it?"

"A hundred and sixty light years. So far away that we seeit ahundred and sixty years ago.”

"Thenmaybeitisntmoving at dl,” said Else. '| mean, maybeit quit moving ahundred and fifty years
ago and you're getting dl excited about something that doesn't matter any more becauseit'sall over with.
Still loveme?’

"| sure do, honey. Can't you break that date?

"'Fraid not, Roger. But | wish | could.”

He had to be content with that. He decided to walk uptown to eat.

It was early evening, and too early to see stars over-head, athough the clear blue Sky was darkening.
When the stars did come out tonight, Roger knew few of the constellations would be recognizable.

Ashewaked, he thought over Else's comments and decided that they were asintelligent as anything
hed heard at the Cole Observatory. In one way, they'd brought out one angle he'd never thought of
before, and that made it more incomprehensible.

All these movements had started the same evening—yet they hadn't. Centauri must have sarted
moving four years or so ago, and Rigel five hundred and forty years ago when Christopher Columbus
was ill in short pants, if any, and Vegamust have started acting up the year he—Roger, not
Vega—was born, twenty-six years ago. Each star out of the hundreds must have started on adatein
exact reation to its distance from Earth. Exact relation, to alight-second, for check-ups of al the
photographic plates taken night before last indicated that dl the new stellar movements had arted at
four-ten am., Greenwich time. What amess!

Unlessthis meant thet light, after dl, had infinite velocity.

If it didnt have—and it is symptomatic of Roger's perplexity that he could postulate that incredible “if
—then then what? Thingswere just as puzzling as before,

Mostly he felt outraged that such events should be happening.

He went into arestaurant and sat down. A radio was blaring out the latest composition in dissarythm,
the new quarter-tone dance music in which chorded woodwinds provided background patternsfor the
mad mel odies pounded on tuned tomtoms. Between each number and the next a frenetic announcer
extolled the virtues of a product.

Munching a sandwich, Roger listened appreciatively to the dissarhythm and managed not to hear the
commercials. Mogt intelligent people of the nineties had devel oped atype of radio deafnesswhich
enabled them not to hear a human voice coming from aloudspesker, athough they could hear and enjoy
the then infrequent intervas of music between announcements. In an age when advertising competition
was S0 keen that there was scarcely abare wall or an unbillboarded lot within miles of apopulation
center, discriminating people could retain normal outlooks on life only by carefully-cultivated partia
blindness and partia deafness which enabled them to ignore the bulk of that concerted assault upon their
Senses.



For that reason agood part of the newscast which followed the dissarhythm program went, asit
were, into one of Roger's ears and out the other beforeit occurred to him that he was not listening to a
panegyric on patent breakfast foods.

He thought he recognized the voice, and after a sentence or two he was sure that it wasthat of Milton
Hale, the eminent physicist whose new theory on the principle of indeterminancy had recently
occasioned so much scientific controversy. Apparently, Dr. Hale was being interviewed by aradio
announcer.

". .. aheavenly body, therefore, may have position or velocity, but it may not be said to have both at
the same time, with relation to any given space-time frame.”

"Dr. Hale, can you put that into common everyday language?” said the syrupy-smooth voice of the
interviewer.

"That iscommon language, sir. Scientificaly expressed, in terms of the Heisenberg contraction
principle, then n to the seventh power in parentheses, representing the pseudo-position of aDiedrich
quantum-integer in relation to the seventh coefficient of curvature of mass—"

"Thank you, Dr. Hale, but | fear you are just abit over the heads of our listeners.”

And your own head, thought Roger Phiutter.

"l am sure, Dr. Hale, that the question of greatest interest to our audience iswhether these
unprecedented stellar movementsarered or illusory.”

"Both. They arereal with reference to the frame of space but not with reference to the frame of
gpace-time.” "Can you clarify that, Doctor?’

'| believel can. Thedifficulty ispurdy epistemologicd. In strict causdlity, theimpact of the
macroscopic—T he dithy roves did gyre and gimble in the wabe, thought Roger Phluitter.

"—upon the paralelism of the entropy-gradient.”

"Bahl” said Roger aloud.

"Did you say something, Sir?" asked the waitress. Roger noticed her for thefirgt time. She was small
and blonde and cuddly. Roger smiled at her.

"That depends upon the space-time frame from which oneregardsit,” he said judicidly. Thedifficulty
isepigemologicd.”

To make up for that, he tipped her more than he should and Ift.

Theworld's most eminent physicist, he redlized, knew less of what was happening than did the
genera public. The public knew that the fixed stars were moving or that they weren't. Obvioudy, Dr.
Hale didn't even know that. Under a smoke-screen of qudifications, Hale had hinted that they were
doing both.

Roger looked upward but only afew stars, faint in the early evening, were visible through the halaion
of the myriad neon and spiegdl-light Signs. Too early yet, he decided.

He had one drink a anearby bar, hut it didn't taste quite right to him so hedidn't finish it. He hadn't
realized what was wrong but he was punch-drunk from lack of deep. He merdly knew that he wasn't
deepy any more and intended to keep on walking until he felt like going to bed. Anyone hitting him over
the head with awell-padded blackjack would have been doing him asignal service, but no onetook the
trouble.

He kept on waking and, after awhile, turned into the brilliantly lighted lobby of a cineplustheater. He
bought aticket and took his seat just in time to sec the sticky end of one of the three feature pictures.
Followed severa advertisements which he managed to look at without seeing.

"We bring you next,” said the screen, "aspecid visicast of the night sky of London, whereit isnow
three o'clock inthe morning.”

The screen went black, with hundreds of tiny dots that were stars. Roger leaned forward to watch
and listen carefully—thiswould be abroadcast and visicast of facts, not of verbose nothingness.

"The arrow," said the screen, as an arrow appeared upon it, "is now pointing to Polaris, the pole Sar,
which is now ten degrees from the celestia polein the direction of UrsaMgor. UrsaMgor itsdlf, the
Big Dipper, isno longer recognizable as adipper, but the arrow will now point to the stars that formerly

composed it.”



Roger breathlesdy followed the arrow and the voice.

"Alkaid and Dubhe,” said the voice. "The fixed stars are no longer fixed, but—" the picture changed
abruptly to ascenein amodern kitchen—"the qualities and excellences of Stdllar's Stoves do not
change. Foods cooked by the superinduced vibratory method taste as good as ever. Stellar Stoves are
unexcdled.”

Leisurdly, Roger Phlutter stood up and made hisway out into the aide. He took his pen-knife from
his pocket as he walked toward the screen. One easy jump took him up onto the low stage. His dashes
into the fabric were not angry ones. They were careful, methodical cuts and intelligently designed to
accomplish amaximum of damage with aminimum of expenditure of effort.

The damage was done, and thoroughly, by the time three strong ushers gathered him in. He offered
no resistance either to them or to the police to whom they gave him. In night court, an hour later, he
listened quietly to the charges againgt him.

"Guilty or not guilty?' asked the presding magidtrate.

"Y our Honor, that is purely aquestion of epistemology,” said Roger earnestly. "The fixed stars move,
but Corny Toastys, the world's greatest breakfast food, still represents the peudo-position of aDiedrich
quantum-
integer in relation to the saventh coefficient of curvature!” Ten minutes later, he was deeping soundly. Ina
cdl, itistrue, but soundly nonetheless. Soundlessly, too, for the cell was padded. The policeleft him
there because they redlized he needed deep... .

Among other minor tragedies of that night can be included the case of the schooner Ransagansett,
off the coast of Cdifornia Well off the coast of Cdifornial A sudden squall had blown her miles off
course, how many milesthe skipper could only guess.

The Ransagansett was an American vessd, with a German crew, under Venezudan registry,
engaged in running booze from Ensenada, Bgja Cdifornia, up the coast to Canada, then in the throes of
aprohibition experiment. The Ransagansett was an ancient craft with foul engines and an untrustworthy
compass. During the two days of the storm, her outdated radio receiver—vintage of 1975—had gone
haywire beyond the ability of Gross, thefirst mate, to repair.

But now only amist remained of the sorm, and the remaining shreds of wind were blowing it away.
Hans Gross, holding an ancient astrolabe, stood on the dock, waiting. About him was utter darkness, for
the ship was running without lights to avoid the coasta patrols.

"She clearing, Mister Gross?' called the voice of the captain from below.

"Aye, gr. Idt issBlearing rabbidly."

In the cabin, Captain Randall went back to his game of blackjack with the second mate and the
engineer. The crew—an ederly German named Weliss, with awooden leg—was ad egp abaft the
scuttlebutt—wherever that may have been.

A hdf hour went by. An hour, and the captain was |osing heavily to the engineer.

"Mister Grossl™ he called out.

There wasn't any answer, and he caled again and still obtained no response.

"Just aminute, mein finefeathered friends," he said to the second mate and engineer and went up the
companionway to the deck.

Gross was standing there, staring upward with his mouth open. The mists were gone.

‘Migter Gross," said Captain Randall.

Thefirst mate didn't answer. The captain saw that hisfirst mate was revolving dowly where he stood.

"Hand" said Captain Randdl. "What the devil'swrong with you?' Then he, too, looked up.

Superficidly the sky looked perfectly norma. No angd s flying around, no sound of airplane motors.
The Dipper—Captain Randall turned around dowly, but more rapidly than Hans Gross. Where was the
Big Dipper?

For that matter, where was anything? There wasn't acongtdllation anywhere that he could recognize.
No sickle of Leo. No belt of Orion. No horns of Taurus.

Worse, there was agroup of eight bright stars that ought to have been aconstellation, for they were
shaped roughly like an octagon. Y et if such acongtdllation had ever existed, hed never seen it, for hed



been around the Horn and Good Hope. Maybe at that—but no, there wasn't any Southern Cross!

Dazedly, Captain Randd| walked to the companionway. "Mistress Weisskopf," he caled. "Mister
Helmstadt. Come on deck.”

They came and looked. Nobody said anything for quite awhile.

"Shut off the engines, Mister Hdmdtadtt,” said the captain. Hemstadt sal uted—the first time he ever
had—and went below.

"Captain, shal | wake opp Feiss?" asked Weisskopf.

"What for?'

"l don't know."

The captain consdered. "Wake him up," he said.

| think ve are on der blanet Mars," said Gross.

But the captain had thought of that and had rgjected it.

‘No," hesad firmly. "From any planet in the solar system the constellations would [ook gpproximately
the same”

"Y ou mean ve are oudt of de cosmos?’

Thethrob of the engines suddenly ceased, and there was only the soft familiar 1apping of the waves
againg the hull and the gentle familiar rocking of the boat.

Weisskopf returned with Weiss, and Helmstadt came on deck and saluted again.

"Vel, Captan?'

Captain Randall waved a hand to the after deck, piled high with cases of liquor under a canvas
tarpaulin. "Break out the cargo,” he ordered.

The blackjack game was not resumed. At dawn, under asun they had never expected to see
again—and, for that matter, certainly were not seeing at the moment—the five unconscious men were
moved from the ship to the Port of San Francisco Jail by members of the coast patrol. During the night
the Rarnsagansett had drifted through the Golden Gate and bumped gently into the dock of the
Berkeley ferry.

In tow at the stern of the schooner was a big canvas tarpaulin. It was transfixed by a harpoon whose
ropewas firmly tied to the aftermast. Its presence there was never explained officidly, dthough days
later Captain Randdl | had vague recollection of having harpooned asperm whae during the night. But
the elderly able-bodied seaman named Weiss never did find out what happened to hiswooden leg,
which is perhapsjust aswell.

MILTON HALE, PH.D., eminent physicist, had finished broadcasting and the program was off the
ar.

"Thank you very much, Dr. Hale," said the radio announcer. Theyelow light went on and stayed. The
mike was dead. "Uh—your check will be waiting for you a the window. Y ou—uh—know where."

"l know where," said the physicist. He was arotund, jolly-looking little man. With his busy white
beard he resembled a pocket edition of Santa Claus. His eyeswinkled, and he smoked a short stubby
pIpe.

He left the sound-proof studio and walked briskly Sown the hall to the cashier'swindow. "Hello,
sweet-heart,” he said to the girl on duty there. "I think you have two checksfor Dr. Hale"

"You areDr. Hae?'

"l sometimeswonder,” said thelittle man. ‘But | carry identification that seemsto proveit.”

"Two checks?"

"Two checks. Both for the same broadcast, by speciad arrangement. By thewav, thereis an excellent
revue a the Mabry Thesater thisevening.”

"Isthere? Y es, here are your checks, Dr. Hale. Onefor seventy-five and one for twenty-five. Isthat
correct?’

"Gratifyingly correct. Now about that revue at the Mabry?"



'If youwish, I'll call my husband and ask him abouit it,” said the girl. "He's the doorman over there.”

Dr. Hae sghed deeply, but hiseyes till twinkled. "1 think hell agree” he said. "Here are the tickets,
my dear, and you can take him. | find that | have work to do thisevening.”

The girl's eyes widened, but she took therickets.

Dr. Hae went into the phone booth and called ;his home. His home, and Dr. Hale, were both run by
hiselder sgter. "Agatha, | must remain at the office thisevening,” he said.

"Milton, you know that you can work just aswell in your study here a home. | heard your broadcast,
Milton. It was wonderful "

"It was sheer balderdash, Agatha. Utter rot. What did | say?"

"Why, you said that—uh—that the stars were—| mean, you were not—"

"Exactly, Agatha. My ideawas to avert panic on the part of the populace. If I'd told them the truth,
they'd have worried. But by being smug and scientific, | let them get the ideathat everything
was—uh—under control. Do you know, Agatha, what | mean by the paraldism of an
entropy-gradient?’

"Why—not exactly."

"Neither did |."

"Milton, tell me, have you been drinking?”

"Not y— No, | haven't. | redlly can't come hometo work thisevening, Agatha, I'm usng my study at
the university, because | must have accessto the library there, for reference. And the starcharts.”

"But, Milton, how about that money for your broadcast? Y ou know it isn't safe for you to have
money in your pocket, especialy when you'refeding likethis”

"Itisnt money, Agatha: It'sacheck, and I'll mail it to you before | go to the office. | won't cash it
mysdf. How'sthat?"

"Well—if you must have accessto thelibrary, | suppose you must. Good-by, Milton.”

Dr. Hale went across the street to the drug store. There he bought a stamp and envelope and cashed
the twenty-five dollar check. The seventy-five dollar one he put into the envelope and mailed.

Standing beside the mailbox, he glanced up &t the early evening sky—shuddered, and hastily lowered
his eyes. He took the straightest possible line for the nearest double Scotch.

"Y'an't beeninfor along time, Dr. Hae," said Mike, the bartender.

"Thet | havent, Mike. Pour me another.’

"Sure. On the house, thistime. We had your broadcast tuned in on the radio just now. It was swell.’

Ves'

‘It surewas. | waskind of worried what was happening up there, with my son an aviator and al. But
aslong asyou scientific guys know what it sal about, | guessit'sal right. That was sure agood speech,
Doc. But there's one question I'd like to ask you."

'l was afraid of that,” said Dr. Hale.

"These gtars. They're moving, going somewhere. But where arethey going? | mean, likeyou said, if
they are.”

"Therésno way of telling that, exactly, Mike."

"Aren't they moving in agtraight line, each one of them?"

For just amoment the celebrated scientist hesitated.

"Well—yes and no, Mike. According to spectroscopic andysis, they re maintaining the same distance
from us, each one of them. So they're redlly moving—if they're moving—in circles around us. But the
circlesare straight, asit were. | mean, it seemsthat we'rein the center of those circles, so the starsthat
are moving aren't coming closer to usor receding.”

"Y ou could draw linesfor those circles?

'On agtar-globe, yes. It's been done. They al seem to be heading for a certain area of the sky, but
not for agiven point. They don't intersect.”

"What part of the sky they going to?

"Approximately between UrsaMgjor and Leo, Mike. The onesfarthest from there are moving



fastest, the ones nearest are moving dower. But darn you, Mike, | camein hereto forget about stars,
not to talk about them. Give me another."

‘Inaminute, Doc. When they get there, are they going to stop or keep on going?”'

"How the devil do | know, Mike? They started suddenly, dl at the sometime, and with full origina
velocity-1 mean, they started out at the same speed they're going now—without warming up, so to
speak—s0 | suppose they could stop as unexpectedly.”

He stopped just as suddenly asthe stars might. He stared at his reflection in the mirror back of the
bar asthough he'd never seen it before.

"What's the matter Doc?"

"Mike!"

"Yes, Doc?'

"Mikeyoureagenius.

"Me?Yourekidding."

Dr. Hale groaned. "Mike, I'm going to have to go to the university to work thisout. So | can have
access to the library and the star-globe there. Y ou're making an honest man out of me, Mike. Whatever
kind of Scotch thisis, wrap me up abottle.”

‘Its Tartan Plaid. A quart?”

"A quart, and make it snappy. I've got to see aman about adog-star.”

"Serious, Doc?

Dr. Hde sighed audibly. "Y ou brought that on yourself, Mike, Y es, the dog-star isSirius. | wish I'd
never comein here, Mike. My firgt night out in weeks, and you ruin it.”

Hetook acab to the universty, let himsdf in, and turned on the lightsin his private sudy and in the
library. Then he took agood stiff dug of Tartan Plaid and went to work.

Firgt, by telling the chief operator who he was and arguing a bit, he got atelephone connection with
the chief astronomer of Cole Observatory.

"ThisisHae, Armbrugter,” he said. "I've got an idea, but | want to check my facts before| start to
work onit. Last information | had, there were four hundred and sixty-eight stars exhibiting new proper
motion. Isthat till correct?

"Yes, Milton. The same onesare dtill at it, and no others.”

"Good. | have alit, then. Has there been any change in speed of motion of any of them?

"No. Impossible asit seems, it's constant. What is your idea?’

‘| want to check my theory first. If it works out into anything, I'll cal you.” But he forgot to.

It was along, painful job. First, he made a chart of the heavensin the area between UrsaMgor and
Leo. Acrossthat chart he drew four hundred and sixty-eight lines representing the projected path of
each of the aberrant stars. At the border of the chart, where each line entered, he made a notation of the
apparent velocity of the slar—not in light years per hour—but in degrees per hour, to the fifth decimd.

Then he did some reasoning.

"Pogtulate that the mation which began smultaneoudy will end smultaneoudy,” hetold himslf. "Try a
guess a thetime. Let'stry ten o'clock tomorrow evening.”

Hetried it and looked at the series of positionsindicated upon the chart. No.

Try one o'clock in the morning. It looked dmost like —sense!

Try midnight.

That did it. At any rate, it was close enough. The caculation could be only afew minutes off one way
or the other, and there was no point now in working out the exact time. Now that he knew theincredible
fact.

He took another drink and stared at the chart grimly.

A trip into the library gave Dr. Hae the further information he needed. The address!

Thus began the saga of Dr. Hale'sjourney. A usdessjourney, it istrue, but one that should rank with
thetrip of the messageto Garcia

He started it with adrink. Then, knowing the combination, herifled the safe in the office of the



president of the university. The note heleft in the safe was amaster-piece of brevity. It read:
TAKING MONEY. EXPLAIN LATER

Then he took another drink and put the bottle in his pocket. He went outside and hailed ataxicab. He
gotin. "Whereto, sir?" asked the cabby.

Dr. Hale gave an address.

"Fremont Street?' said the cabby. "Sorry, Sir, but | don't know wherethat is.

'In Boston," said Dr. Hale. 'l should havetold you, in Boston.”

"Boston? Y ou mean Boston, Massachusetts? That's along way from here.”

"Therefore, we better start right away,” said Dr. Hale reasonably. A brief financia discusson and the
passing of money, borrowed from the university safe, set the driver's mind at rest, and they Started.

It was abitter cold night, for March, and the heater in the cab didn't work any too well. But the
Tartan Plaid worked superlatively for both Dr. Hale and the cabby, and by the time they reached New
Haven, they were singing old-time songs ludtily.

"Off we go, into thewide, wild yonder ..." their voices roared.

It isregrettably reported, but possibly untrue that, in Hartford, Dr. Hale leered out of the window at a
young woman waiting for alate streetcar and asked her if she wanted to go to Boston. Apparently,
however, shedidn't, for at five o'clock in the morning, when the cab drew up in front of 614 Fremont
Street, Boston, only Dr. Hale and the driver were in the cab.

Dr. Hale got out and looked at the house. It was amillionairé's mansion, and it was surrounded by a
high iron fence with barbed wire on top of it. The gate in the fence was locked, and there was no bell
button to push.

But the house was only a stone's throw from the sidewalk, and Dr. Hale was not to be deterred. He
threw astone. Then another. Finally he succeeded in smashing awindow.

After abrief interval, aman appeared in thewindow. A butler, Dr. Hale decided.

“I'm Dr. Milton Hale," hecaled out. "1 want to see Rutherford R. Sniveley, right away. It'simportant.”

"Mr. Sniveley isnot at home, gr," said the butler. "And about that window—"

"The devil with thewindow," shouted Dr. Hale. "Whereis Sniveley?'

"Onafishingtrip.”"

‘Where?

'| have orders not to give that information.”

Dr. Hdewasjus alittle drunk, perhaps. "Youll giveit just the same," heroared. "By orders of the
Presdent of the United States!”

Thebutler laughed. "1 don't see him.”

"Youwill," said Hde.

He got back in the cab. The driver had falen adeep, but Hale shook him awake.

"The White House," said Dr. Hale.

"I-huh?"

"The White House, in Washington,” said Dr. Hale. "And hurry!” He pulled ahundred-dollar bill from
his pocket. The cabby looked t it, and groaned. Then he put the bill into his pocket and started the cab.

A light snow was beginning to fall.

Asthe cab drove off, Rutherford R. Sniveley, grinning, stepped back from the window. Mr. Sniveley
had no butler.

If Dr. Hale had been more familiar with the peculiarities of the eccentric Mr. Sniveley, hewould have
known Sniveley kept no servantsin the place overnight but lived alonein the big house a 614 Fremont
Street. Each morning at ten o'clock, asmall army of servants descended upon the house, did their work
asrapidly as possible, and were required to depart before the witching hour of noon. Aside from these
two hours of every day, Mr. Sniveley lived in solitary splendor. He had few, if any, socia contacts.

Asdefrom the few hoursaday he spent administering hisvast interests as one of the country's



leading manufacturers, Mr. Sniveley'stime was his own, and he spent practicdly al of it in hisworkshop,
making gadgets.

Sniveley had an ashtray which would hand him alighted cigar any time he spoke sharply to it, and a
radio receiver so delicately adjusted that it would cut in automeatically on Sniveley-sponsored programs
and shut off again when they were finished. He had a bathtub that provided afull orchestrd
accompaniment to his singing therein, and he had a machine which would read doud to him from any
book which he placed in its hopper.

Hislifemay have been alonely one, but it was not without such material comforts. Eccentric, yes, but
Mr. Sniveley could afford to be eccentric with anet income of four million dollarsayear. Not had for a
manwhod started life as the son of ashipping clerk.

Mr. Sniveley chuckled as he watched the taxi drive away, and then he went back to bed and to the
deep of thejust.

"So somebody hasfigured things out nineteen hours ahead of time," he thought. "Well, alot of good it
will do them!”

Therewasn't any law to punish him for what he'd done.

Bookstores did aland-office business that day in books on astronomy. The public, apathetic at first,
was deeply interested now. Even ancient and musty volumes Newton's Principia sold a premium
prices.

The ether blared with comment upon the new wonder of the skies. Little of the comment was
professiond, or even intelligent, for most astronomers were adeep that day. They' d managed to stay
awake for the first forty-eight hours from the start of the phenomena, but the third day found them worn
out mentally and physicaly and inclined to | et the stars take care of themselves while they—the
astronomers, not the stars—caught up on deep.

Staggering offers from the telecast and broadcast studios enticed afew of them to attempt lectures,
but their efforts were dreary things, better forgotten. Dr. Carver Blake, broadcasting from KNB, fell
soundly asleep between a perigee and an apogee.

Physcistsswere aso greetly in demand. The most eminent of them dl, however, was sought invain.
The solitary clueto Dr. Milton Hale's disappearance, the brief note, "Taking money. Explain later, Hae"
wasn't much of ahdp. Hissster Agathafeared the worst.

For thefirst timein history, astronomical news made banner headlinesin the newspapers.

IV:

Snow had started early that morning along the northern Atlantic seaboard and now it was growing
steadily worse. Just outside Waterbury, Connecticult, the driver of Dr. Hal€'s cab began to weaken.

It wasn't human, he thought, for aman to be expected to drive to Boston and then, without stopping,
from Boston to Washington. Not even for ahundred dollars.

Not inagtorm like this. Why, he could see only adozen yards ahead through the driving snow, even
when he could manage to keep his eyes open. Hisfare was dumbering soundly in the back seet. Maybe
he could get away with stopping here dong the road, for an hour, to catch some deep. Just an hour. His
farewouldn't ever know the difference. The guy must be loony, he thought, or why hadn't he taken a
planeor atran?

Dr. Hdewould have, of course, if held thought of it. But he wasn't used to traveling and besides,
thered been the Tartan Plaid. A taxi had seemed the easiest way to get anywhere—no worrying about
tickets and connections and stations. Money was no object, and the plaid condition of his mind had
caused him to overlook the human factor involved in an extended journey by taxi.

When he awoke, amost frozen, in the parked taxi, that human factor dawned upon him. The driver
was so sound adlegp that no amount of shaking could arouse him. Dr. Haleswatch had stopped, so he
had no ideawhere he was or what time it was.

Unfortunately, too, he didn't know how to drive acar. He took aquick drink to keep from freezing
and then got out of the cab, and as he did 0, a car stopped.

It was a policeman—what ismore it was a policeman in amillion.



Ydling over theroar of the ssorm, Hale hailed him. "I'm Dr. Hale," he shouted. "Were logt, wheream
|7

"Get in here before you freeze," ordered the policeman. "Do you mean Dr. Milton Hale, by any
chance?

"Yes"

"I'veread dl your books, Dr. Hale," said the policeman. "Physicsis my hobby, and I've dways
wanted to meet you. | want to ask you about the revised vaue of the quantum.”

"Thisislifeor death," said Dr. Hale. "Can you take meto the nearest airport, quick:"

"Of course, Dr. Hae™"

"And look—there'sadriver in that cab, and helll freeze to death unlesswe send aid.”

"'l put him in the back seat of my car and then run the cab off the road. Well take care of details
leter.”

"Hurry, please.”

The obliging policeman hurried. He got in and started the car.

"About the revised quantum value, Dr. Hale," he began, then stopped talking.

Dr. Hale was sound adleep. The policeman drove to Waterbury Airport, one of thelargest in the
world since the population shift from New Y ork City in the 1960s and 70s had given it acentra
postion. Infront of theticket office, he gently awakened Dr. Hale.

‘Thisistheairport, ir,” he said.

Even as he spoke, Dr. Hale was legping out of the car and sumbling into the building, yeling,
"Thanks," over hisshoulder and nearly falling down in doing so.

Thewarm-up roaring of the motors of a superstratoliner out on thefield lent wingsto hishedsashe
dashed for the ticket window.

"What planesthat? heyelled.

"Washington Specid, due out in one minute. But | don't think you can makeit.

Dr. Hae dapped ahundred-dollar bill ontheledge. "Ticket," he gasped. "Keep change.”

He grabbed the ticket and ran, getting into the plane just as the doors were being closed. Panting, he
fell into a seet, theticket il clutched in his hand. He was sound adeep before the hostess strapped him
infor the blind take-off.

An hour later, the hostess awvakened him. The passengers were disembarking.

Dr. Hale rushed out of the plane and ran across the field to the airport building. A big clock told him
that it was nine o'clock, and hefelt eated as heran for the door marked "Taxis." He got into the nearest
one.

"White House" hetold the driver. "How longll it take?"

"Ten minutes”

Dr. Hdegaveasigh of rdief and sank back against the cushions. He didn't go back to deep thistime,
He was wide awake now. But he closed his eyesto think out the words he'd use in explaining matters...

"Hereyou are, Sir.”

Dr. Hde gave asigh of relief and sank back against the cab into the building. It didn't look as he had
expected it to look. But there was adesk, and heran up to it.

"I've got to see the President, quick. It'svital."

The clerk frowned. "The President of what?’

Dr. Ha€es eyes went wide. "The President of wh—say, what building isthis? And what town?"

The clerk'sfrown deepened. "Thisisthe White House Hotdl," he said. " Sesttle, Washington."

Dr. Halefainted. He woke up in ahospitd three hours|later. It was then midnight, Pacific Time, which
meant it was three o'clock in the morning on the Eastern seaboard. It had, in fact, been midnight aready
in Washington, D.C., and in Boston, when he had been leaving the Washington Specid in Sedttle.

Dr. Hale rushed to the window and shook hisfists, both of them, at the sky. A futile gesture.

Back in the Eadt, however, the ssorm had stopped by twilight, leaving alight mist intheair. The
star-conscious public had thereupon deluged the weether bureaus with telephoned requests about the



persistence of the migt.

"A breeze off the ocean is expected,” they weretold. "It is blowing now, in fact, and within an hour or
two will have cleared off the light fog."

By eeven-fifteen the skies of Boston were clear.

Untold thousands braved the bitter cold and stood staring upward at the unfolding pageant of the no
longer-eterna stars. It dmost looked as though—an incredible devel opment had occurred.

And then, gradually, the murmur grew. By a quarter to twelve, the thing was certain, and the murmur
hushed and then grew louder than ever, waxing toward midnight. Different people reacted differently, of
course, as might be expected. There was laushter aswell asindignation, cynica amusement aswell as
shocked horror. There was even admiration.

Soon, in certain parts of the city, a concerted movement on the part of those who knew an address
on Fremont Street began to take place. Movement afoot and in cars and public vehicles, converging.

At five minutes of twelve, Rutherford R. Sniveley sat waiting within his house. He was denying himself
the pleasure of looking until, at the last moment, the thing was complete.

It was going well. The gathering murmur of voices, mostly angry voices, outside his housetold him
that. He heard his name shouted.

Just the same, he waited until the twelfth stroke of the clock before he stepped out upon the balcony.
Much as he wanted to ook upward, he forced himself to look down at the street first. The milling crowd
was there and it was angry. But he had only contempt for the milling crowd.

Police cars were pulling up, too, and he recognized the mayor of Boston getting out of one of them,
and the chief of police waswith him. But so what? There wasn't any law covering this.

Then having denied himsdf the supreme pleasure long enough, he turned his eyes up to the Slent sky,
and thereit was. The four hundred and sixty-eight brightest stars, spelling out:

USE
SNIVELY'S
SOAP

For just asecond did his satisfaction last. Then his face began to turn an gpoplectic purple.

"My heavend " said Mr. Sniveley. "It's spelled wrong! " His face grew more purple still, and then, asa
treefals, hefell backward through the window.

An ambulance rushed the fallen magnate to the nearest hospital, but he was pronounced dead—of
apoplexy—upon entrance.

But misspdled or not, the eternd stars held their positions as of that midnight. The aberrant motion
had stopped, and again the stars were fixed. Fixed to spell—SNIVELY'S SOAP.

Of the many explanations offered by al and sundry who professed some physica and astronomical
knowledge, none was more lucid—or closer to the actud truth—than that put forth by Wendell Mehan,
president emeritus of the New Y ork Astronomical Society.

"Obvioudy, the phenomenonisatrick of refraction,” said Dr. Mehan. "It is manifestly impossible for
any force contrived by man to move astar. The stars, therefore, still occupy their old placesin the
firmament.

"l suggest that Sniveley must have contrived amethod of refracting the light of the stars, somewhere
inor just above the atmospheric layer of the earth, so that they appear to have changed their positions.
Thisisdone, probably, by radio waves or smilar waves, sent on some fixed frequency from a set—or
possibly a series of four hundred and sixty-eight sets—somewhere upon the surface of the earth.
Although we do not understand just how it isdone, it is no more unthinkable that light rays should be
bent by afield of wavesthan by aprism or by gravitational force.

"Since Sniveley was not agreet scientist, | imagine that his discovery was empiric rather than
logical—an accidentd find. It is quite possible that even the discovery of his projector will not enable
present-day scientists to understand its secret, any more than an aborigina savage could understand the
operation of asimple radio receiver by taking one apart.



"My principa reason for this assertion isthe fact that the refraction obvioudy isafourth-dimensiona
phenomenon, or its effect would be purely loca to one portion of the globe. Only in the fourth dimension
could light be so refracted....”

Therewasmore but it is better to skip to hisfina paragraph:

"This effect cannot possibly be permanent—more permanent, that is, than the wave-projector which
causesit. Sooner or later, Sniveley's machine will be found and shut off or will bresk down or wear out
of itsown valition. Undoubtedly it includes vacuum tubes which will some day blow out, as do the tubes
inour radios...."

The excdlence of Dr. Mehan's andyss was shown two months and eight days later, when the Boston
Electric Co. shut off, for non-payment of bills, serviceto ahouse situated at 901 West Rogers Stret,
ten blocks from the Sniveley mansion. At the ingtant of the shut-off, excited reports from the night side of
Earth brought the news that the stars had flashed back to their former positions instantaneoudly.

Investigation brought out that the description of one Elmer Smith, who had purchased that house six
months before, corresponded with the description of Rutherford R. Sniveler, and undoubtedly Elmer
Smith and Rutherford R. Sniveler were one and the same person.

In the attic was found a complicated network of four hundred and sixty-eight radio-type antennae,
each antenna of different length and running in adifferent direction. The machine to which they were
connected was not larger, strangdly, than the average ham'sradio projector, nor did it draw appreciably
more current, according to the eectric company's record.

By specid order of the President of the United States, the projector was destroyed without
examination of itsinterna arrangement. Clamorous protests againgt this high-handed executive order
arose from many sides. But inasmuch as the projector had aready been broken up, the protests were to
no avail.

Serious repercussons were, on the whole, amazingly few.

Personsin genera gppreciated the stars more but trusted them less.

Roger Phlutter got out of jail and married Else.

Dr. Milton Hale found he liked Seettle and stayed there. Two thousand miles awvay from hissigter,
Agatha, he found it possible for thefirst timeto defy her openly. He enjoyslife more but, it isfeared, will
write fewer hooks.

Thereisonefact remaining which is painful to consder, sinceit casts a deep reflection upon the basic
intelligence of the human race. It is proof, though, that the president's executive order was justified,
despite scientific protest.

That fact isashumiliating asit isenlightening. During the two months and eight days during which the
Sniveler machine wasin operation, sales of Sniveley Soap increased nine-hundred-twenty per cent.

knock

Thereisaswest little horror story that is only two sentenceslong:

"The last man on Earth sat dlone in aroom. There was aknock on the door..."

Two sentences and an dlipsis of three dots. The horror, of course, isn't in thetwo sentences at all; it's
inthedlipgs, theimplication: what knocked at the door? Faced with the unknown, the human mind
supplies something vaguely horrible.

But it wasn't horrible, redly.

The last man on Earth - or in the universe, for that matter - sat alonein aroom. It was arather
peculiar room. Hed just noticed how peculiar it was and held been studying out the reason for its
peculiarity. His conclusons didn't horrify him, but it annoyed him.

Water Phelan, who had been associate professor of anthropology at Nathan University up until the
time two days ago when Nathan University had ceased to exist, was not aman who horrified easily. Not
that Walter Phelan was aheroic figure, by any wild stretch of theimagination. Hewas dight of stature
and mild of disposition. He wasn't much to look at, and he knew it.



Not that his appearance worried him now. Right now, in fact, there wasn't much feding in him.
Abstractedly, he knew that two days ago, within the space of an hour, the human race had been
destroyed, except for him and, somewhere, awoman - one woman. And that was afact which didn't
concern Walter Phelan in the dightest degree. He'd probably never see her and didn't care too much if
he didnt.

Women just hadn't been afactor in Wadter'slife snce Marthahad died ayear and ahalf ago. Not
that Martha hadn't been agood wife - albeit abit on the bossy side. Y es, hed loved Martha, in a deep,
quiet way. He was only forty now, and he'd been only thirty-eight when Marthahad died, but - well - he
just hadn't thought about women since then. Hislife had been his books, the ones he read and the ones
he wrote. Now there wasn't any point in writing books, but he had the rest of hislifeto spend in reading
them.

True, company would be nice, but he'd get along without it. Maybe after awhile, held get so hed
enjoy the occasond company of one of the Zan, dthough that was a bit difficult to imagine. Their
thinking was so dien to histhat there seemed no common ground for discussion, intelligent though they
were, inaway.

Anantisinteligent, in away, but no man ever established communication with an ant. He thought of
the Zan, somehow, as super-ants, athough they didn't look like ants, and he had a hunch that the Zan
regarded the human race as the human race had regarded ordinary ants. Certainly what they'd doneto
Earth had been what men did to ant hills-and it had been done much more efficiently.

But they had given him plenty of books. They'd been nice about that, as soon as he had told them
what he wanted, and he had told them that the moment he had learned that he was destined to spend the
rest of hislifedoneinthisroom. Therest of hislife, or asthe Zan had quaintly expressed it, forever.
Even abrilliant mind - and the Zan obvioudy had brilliant minds - hasitsidiosyncracies. The Zan had
learned to speak Terrestrid English in amanner of hours but they persisted in separating syllables. But
wedigyress.

There was aknock on the door.

You'vegot it al now, except the three dots, the dlipss, and I'm going to fill that in and show you that
itwasn't horrible at all.

Walter Phelan called out, "Comein,” and the door opened. It was of course, only aZan. It looked
exactly likethe other Zan; if there was any way of telling one of them from another, Walter hadn't found
it. It was about four feet tall and it looked like nothing on earth - nothing, thet is, that had been on Earth
until the Zan camethere.

Wadter said, "Hello, George." When held learned that none of them had names he decided to call
them al George, and the Zan didn't seem to mind.

Thisonesaid, "Hd-lo, Wal-ter." That was ritud; the knock on the door and the greetings. Walter
waited.

"Point one," said the Zan"Y ou will please henceforth sit with your chair turned the other way."

Wadter said, "1 thought so, George. That plain wal istransparent from the other side, isn't it?"

"It istrans-par-ent.”

"Jugt what | thought. I'min azoo Right?"

"Thatisright."

Walter sghed. "I knew it. That plain, blank wall, without asingle piece of furniture againg it. And
made of something different from the other walls. If | perast in sitting with my back to it, what then? Y ou
will kill me?- 1 ask hopefully.”

"We will take away your books."

"Y ou've got methere George. All right I'll face the other way when | sit and read. How many other
animasbesdesmearein thiszoo of yours?'

"Two hun-dred and six-teen.”

Walter shook hishead. "Not complete, George. Even abush league zoo can best that - could beat
that, | mean, if there were any bush league zoos left. Did you just pick at random?"



"Ran-dom sam-ples yes All spe-cieswould have been too man-y. Mae and femae each of one
hun-dred and eight kinds,"

"What do you feed them? The carnivorous ones, | mean.”

"We make food Syn-thet-ic."

"Smart," said Walter. "And theflora? Y ou got a collection of that, too?'

"Ho-rawas not hurt by vi-bra-tions. Itisdl still grow-ing.”

"Nicefor theflora," said Wdter. "Y ou weren't as hard on it, then, as you were on the fauna, Well,
George, you started out with 'point one.' | deduced there is a point two kicking around somewhere.
What isit?"

"Some-thing we do not un-der-stand. Two of the oth-er a-nimals deep and do not wake? They are
cold."

"It happensin the best regulated zoos, George," Walter Phelan said. " Probably not athing wrong with
them except that they're dead.”

"Dead? That means stopped. But nothing stopped them. Each was a-lone.”

Wadter stared at the Zan. "Do you mean, George, you don't know what natural desth is?'

"Degth iswhen abe-ing iskilled, sopped from liv-ing."

Wadter Phelan blinked. "How old are you, George?' he asked.

" Six-teen-you would not know the word. Y our pla-net went a-round your sun a-bout sev-en
thou-sand times, | am till young.”

Wadter whistled softly. "A babein arms™ he said. He thought hard amoment. "L ook, George," he
said, "you've got something to learn about this planet you're on. Therésaguy here who doesn't hang
around where you come from. An old man with a beard and a scythe and an hour-glass. Y our vibrations
didntkill him."

"What ishe?'

"Call him the Grim Regper, George. Old Man Death. Our people and animals live until somebody -
Old Man Desgth stopsthem ticking."

"He stopped the two crea-tures? He will stop more?’

Water opened his mouth to answer, and then closed it again. Something in the Zan's voice indicated
that there would be aworried frown on hisface, if he had had a face recognizable as such.

"How about taking me to these animalswho won't wake up?' Walter asked. "Isthat againgt the
rules?'

"Come," said the Zan.

That had been the afternoon of the second day. It was the next morning that the Zan came back,
severd of them. They began to move Walter Phelan's books and furniture. When they'd finished that,
they moved him. He found himsdlf in amuch larger room ahundred yards away.

He sat and waited and thistime, too, when there was a knock on the door, he knew what was
coming and politely stood up. A Zan opened the door and stood aside. A woman entered.

Water bowed shghtly, "Walter Phelan,” he said, "in case George didn't tell you my name. George
triesto be polite, but he doesn't know al of our ways."

The woman seemed cam; he was glad to notice that. She said, "My nameis Grace Evans, Mr.
Phelan. What'sthisdl about? Why did they bring me here?’

Wadter was studying her as shetaked. Shewastal, fully astal as he, and well-proportioned. She
looked to be somewherein her early thirties, about the age Martha had been. She had the same calm
confidence about her that he'd always liked about Martha, even though it had contrasted with hisown
easygoing informdity. In fact, he thought shelooked quite abit like Martha.

"I think I know why they brought you here but let's go back abit,” he said. "Do you know just what
has happened otherwise?!

"Y ou mean thet they've killed everyone?'

"Y es. Please st down. Y ou know how they accomplished it?' She sank into acomfortable chair
nearby.



"No," shesaid, "I don't know just how. Not that it matters doesit?

"Not alot. But here'sthe story - what | know of it from getting one of them to talk, and from piecing
things together. Thereisn't agrest number of them - here, anyway. | don't know how numerous arace
they are where they came from and | don't know wherethat is, but I'd guessit's outside the Solar
System. Y ou've seen the space ship they camein?”

"Yeslt'sashig asamountan.”

"Almogt. Wl it has equipment for emitting some sort of avibration - they cal it that, in our language,
but | imagineit'smore like aradio wave than asound vibration - that destroys al animal life. It - the ship
itsdlf - isinsulated against the vibration. | don't know whether itsrangeis big enough to kill off thewhole
planet a once, or whether they flew in circles around the earth, sending out the vibratory waves. But it
killed everybody and everything instantly and, | hope, painlesdy. The only reason we, and the other
two-hundred-odd anima s in this zoo, weren't killed was because we were inside the ship. We'd been
picked up as specimens. Y ou do know thisis azoo, don't you?"

" - | suspected it.”

"Thefront walls are trangparent from the outside The Zan were pretty clever at fixing up theinside of
each cubicle to match the natural habitat of the cregture it contains. These cubicles, such asthe one
we'rein, are of plastic, and they've got amachine that makes one in about ten minutes, If Earth had had
amachine and a process like that, there wouldn't have been any housing shortage. Well, thereisn't any
housing shortage now, anyway. And | imagine that the human race - specifically you and | - can stop
worrying about the A-bomb and the next war. The Zan certainly solved alot of problemsfor us.”

Grace Evans amiled faintly. "Another case where the operation was successful, but the patient died.
Thingswere in an awful mess. Do you remember being captured? | don't. | went to deep one night and
woke up in acage on the space ship.”

"l don't remember either " Walter said. "My hunch isthat they used the vibratory waves at low
intengity firgt, just enough to knock usdl out. Then they cruised around, picking up samples more or less
at random for their zoo. After they had as many asthey wanted, or as many asthey had spacein the
ship to hold, they turned on the juice dll theway. And that was that. It wasn't until yesterday they knew
they'd made a mistake and had underestimated us. They thought we were immortd, asthey are.”

"That we were - what?'

"They can bekilled but they don't know what natura death is. They didn't anyway, until yesterday.
Two of usdied yesterday."

"Two of - Oh!"

"Y es, two of usanimalsin their zoo. One was a snake and one was a duck. Two species gone
irrevocably. And by the Zan'sway of figuring time, the remaining member of each gpeciesisgoingtolive
only afew minutes, anyway. They figured they had permanent specimens.”

"Y ou mean they didn't redlize what short-lived crestures we are?"

"That'sright,” Walter said. "One of them isyoung at seven thousand years, hetold me. They're
bi-sexua themselves, incidentally, but they probably breed once every ten thousand years or
thereabouts. When they |earned yesterday how ridiculoudy short alife expectancy weterrestrid animas
have, they were probably shocked to the core - if they have cores. At any rate they decided to
reorganize their zoo - two by two instead of one by one. They figurewell last longer collectively if not
individudly."

"Oh!" Grace Evans stood up and there was ataint flush on her face. "If you think - If they think -"
She turned toward the door.

"It be locked,” Walter Phelan said camly "But don't worry. Maybe they think, but | don't think.

Y ou needn't even tell me you wouldn't have meif | wasthe last man on Earth; it would be corny under
the circumstances.”

"But are they going to keep uslocked up together in this onelittle room?”

"Itisn't solittle; well get by. | can deep quite comfortably in one of these overstuffed chairs. And
dont think | don't agree with you perfectly, my dear. All persona considerations aside, the least favor
we can do the human raceisto let it end with us and not he perpetuated for exhibition in azoo."



She said "Thank you," dmost inaudibly, and the flush receded from her checks. Therewas anger in
her eyes, but Walter knew that iswasn't anger at him. With her eyes sparkling like that, she looked alot
like Martha, he thought.

He smiled a her and said, " Otherwise -

She gtarted out of her chair, and for an instant he thought she was going to come over and dap him.
Then she sank back wearily. "If you were aman, you'd be thinking of someway to - They can bekilled,
you said?' Her voice was bitter.

"The Zan? Oh, certainly. I've been studying them. They look horribly different from us, but | think
they have about the same metabolism we have, the same type of circulatory system, and probably the
sametype of digestive system. | think that anything that would kill one of uswould kill one of them."

"But you sad -"

"Oh, there are differences, of course. Whatever factor it isin man that ages him, they don't have. Or
el se they have some gland that man doesn't have, something that renews cdlls.”

She had forgotten her anger now. She leaned forward eagerly. She said, "I think that'sright. And |
don't think they fed pain."

"1 was hoping that. But what makes you think so, my dear?’

"| stretched a piece of wirethat | found in the desk of my cubicle across the door so my Zan would
fdl over it. Hedid, and thewire cut hisleg."

"Did he bleed red?"

"Yeshbut it didn't seem to annoy him. He didn't get mad abouit it; didn't even mention it. When he
came back the next time, afew hours later, the cut was one. Well, dmost gone. | could seejust enough
of atrace of it to be sure it was the same Zan."

Walter Phelan nodded dowly.

"Hewouldn't get angry, of course," he said. "They're emotionless. Maybe, if wekilled one, they
wouldn’t even punish us. But it wouldn't do any good. They'd just give us our food through atrap door
and treat us as men would have treated a zoo anima that had killed a keeper. They'd just seethat he
didn't have acrack a any more keepers.

"How many of them are there?' she asked.

" About two hundred, | think, in this particular space ship. But undoubtedly there are many more
where they came from. | have a hunch thisisjust an advance guard, sent to clear off this planet and
makeit safe for Zan occupancy,”

"They did agood-"

Therewas aknock at the door, and Walter Phelan caled out, "Comein.”

A Zan stood in the doorway.

"Hello George," said Wdlter.

"Hd-lo Wa-ter," said the Zan.

It may or may not have been the same Zan, but it was always the sameritud.

"What's on your mind?' Walter asked.

"An-oth-er crea-ture deeps and will not wake. A small fur-ry one called awea-sd."

Water shrugged.

"It happens, George. Old Man Dezth. | told you about him."

"Andworse. A Zan hasdied. Thismorning.”

"Isthat worse?' Water looked a him blandly. "Well, George, you'll haveto get used toit, if you're
going to stay around here.”

The Zan said nothing. It stood there.

Findly Wdter sad, "Wdl?'

"A-bout wearsdl. Y ou ad-vise same?’

Water shrugged again. "Probably won't do any good. But sure, why not?"

TheZan l€ft.



Water could hear hisfootsteps dying away outsde. He grinned. "1t might work, Martha," he said.

"Mar - My nameis Grace, Mr Phelan. What might work?"

"My nameisWalter, Grace. Y ou might aswell get used toit. Y ou know, Grace, you do remind me a
lot of Martha. She was my wife. She died acouple of years ago.”

"I'm sorry," said Grace "But what might work? What were you talking about to the Zan?"

"WEéIl know tomorrow," Walter said. And she couldn't get another word out of him.

That was the fourth day of the stay of the Zan.

Thenext wasthelast.

It was nearly noon when one of the Zan came. After theritua, he stood in the doorway, looking
more aien than ever. It would be interesting to describe him for you, but there aren't words.

He said, "We go. Our coun-cil met and de-cid-ed,”

"Another of you died?"

"Last night Thisis pla-net of death "

Water nodded. "Y ou did your share. Y ou're leaving two hundred and thirteen creatures dive, out of
quite afew billion. Don't hurry back."

"|sthere an-y-thing we can do?"

"Yes. You can hurry. And you can leave our door unlocked, but not the others. Well take care of
the others"

Something clicked on the door; the Zan | ft.

Grace Evans was standing, her eyes shining.

She asked, "What -? How -7

"Wait," cautioned Walter. "Let's hear them blast off. It'sasound | want to remember.”

The sound came within minutes, and Water Phelan, redizing how rigidly hed been holding himself,
relaxed in hischair.

"There was a snake in the Garden of Eden, too, Grace, and it got usin trouble,” he said musingly.
"But this one made up for it. | mean the mate of the snake that died day before yesterday. It wasa
rattlesnake.”

"Y ou mean it killed the two Zan who died? But -"

Walter nodded, "They were babes in the woods here. When they took meto look at the first
creatures who ‘were adegp and wouldn't wake up, and | saw that one of them was arattler, | had an
idea, Grace. Just maybe, | thought, poison creatures were a development peculiar to Earth and the Zan
wouldn't know about them. And, too, maybe their metabolism was enough like ours so that the poison
would kill them. Anyway, | had nothing to lose trying. And both maybes turned out to beright.”

"How did you get the snaketo -"

Walter Phelan grinned. He said, "l told them what affection was. They didn't know. They were
interested, | found, in preserving the remaining one of each species aslong as possible, to sudy the
picture and record it beforeit died. | told them it would die immediately because of the loss of its mate,
unlessit had affection and petting - constantly. | showed them how with the duck. Luckily it wasatame
one, and | held it against my chest and petted it awhile to show them. Then | et them take over with it -
and the rattlesnake.”

He stood up and stretched, and then sat down again more comfortably.

"Well, welve got aworld to plan,” he said. "WEell haveto let the animas out of the ark, and that will
take some thinking and deciding. The herbivorous wild oneswe can let go right away. The domestic
ones, welll do better to keep and take charge of; well need them. But the carnovora - Well, well have
to decide. But I'm afraid it's got to be thumbs down."

Helooked at her. " And the human race. Weve got to make a decision about that. A pretty important
one”

Her face was getting alittle pink again, asit had yesterday; she sat rigidly in her chair.

"No!" shesad.

He didn't seem to have heard her. "It's been anicerace, evenif nobody wonit," he said. "It'll be



garting over again now, and it may go backward for awhile until it getsits breath, but we can gather
booksfor it and keep most of its knowledge intact, the important things anyway. We can -"

He broke off as she got up and started for the door. Just the way his Marthawould have acted, he
thought, back in the days when he was courting her, before they were married.

Hesaid, "Think it over, my dear, and take your time. But come back."

The door dammed. He sat waiting, thinking out al the things there were to do, once he started, but is
no hurry to start them; and after awhile he heard her hesitant footsteps coming back.

He smiled alittle. See? It wasn't horrible, redlly.

Thelast man on Earth sat aonein aroom. There was aknock on the door...

al good bems

The spaceship from Andromeda Il spun like a top in the grip of mighty forces. The five-limbed
Andromedan strapped into the pilot's seat turned the three protuberant eyes of one of his heads
toward the four other Andromedans strapped into bunks around the ship. "Going to be a rough
landing," he said. It was.

ELMO Scaott hit the tab key of histypewriter and listened to the carriage zing across and ring the bell. It
sounded nice and he did it again. But there till weren't any words on the sheet of paper in the machine.
Helit another cigarette and stared at it. At the paper, that is, not the cigarette. There till weren't any
words on the paper.

Hetilted his chair back and turned to look at the deek black-and-tan Doberman pinscher lying in the
mathematical middle of therag rug. He said, ™Y ou lucky dog." The Doberman wagged what little stump
of tail he had. He didn't answer otherwise.

Elmo Scott looked back at the paper. There still weren't any wordsthere. He put hisfingers over the
keyboard and wrote: "Now isthe time for all good men to cometo the aid of the party.” He Stared at the
words, such asthey were, and felt the faintest bresth of an idea brush his cheek.

Hecdled out "Tootd" and a cute little brunette in a blue gingham house dress came out of the kitchen
and stood by him. Hisarm went around her. He said, "I got anidea."

She read the wordsin the typewriter. "It's the best thing you've written in three days,” she said, "except
for that | etter renewing your subscription to the Digest. | think that was better."

"Button your lip," EImo told her. "I'm talking about what I'm going to do with that sentence. I'm going to
changeit to a science-fiction plot idea, oneword a atime. It can't miss. Watch.”

Hetook hisarm from around her and wrote under the first sentence: "Now isthetime for dl good Bems
to cometo theaid of the party.” He said, "Get the idea, Toots? Already it's beginning to look like a
science-fiction sendoff. Good old bug-eyed monsters. Bemsto you. Watch the next step.”

Under the firgt sentence and the second he wrote. "Now isthetimefor al good Bemsto cometo thead
of—" Hedared at it. "What shdl | makeit, Toots? The gdaxy' or ‘the universe?’

"Better makeit yoursdlf. If you don't get astory finished and the check for it in two weeks, welose this
cabin and walk back to the city and—and you'll haveto quit writing full time and go back to the
newspaper and—"

"Cut it out, Toots. | know dl that. Too well."

"Just the same, EImo, you'd better make it: 'Now isthe timefor al good Bemsto cometo the aid of
Elmo Scott.' "

The big Doberman stirred on therag rug. He said, "Y ou needn't.”

Both human heads turned toward him.

Thelittle brunette samped adainty foot. "EImo!" she said. "Trying atrick like that. That's how you've
been spending the time you should have spent writing. Learning ventriloquism!™

"No, Toots," said thedog. "It isn't that."

"Elmo! How do you get him to move his mouth like—" Her eyes went from the dog's face to Elmo'sand
she stopped in mid-sentence. If ElImo Scott wasn't scared stiff, then he was a better actor than Maurice



Evans. She said, "EImo!" again, but thistime her voice was ascared littlewall, and she didn't stamp her
foot. Ingtead she practicdly fel into EImo'slap and, if he hadn't grabbed her, would probably havefdlen
from there to thefloor.

"Don't be frightened, Toots," said the dog.

Some degree of sanity returned to Elmo Scott. He said, "Whatever you are, don't call my wife Toots.
Her nameisDorothy."

"You cdl her Toots"

"That's—that's different.”

"l seeitis," sad the dog. His mouth |olled open as though he were laughing. " The concept that entered
your mind when you used that word ‘wife isan interesting one. Thisisabisexud planet, then."

Elmo sad, "Thisisa—uh— What are you talking about?'

"On Andromedalll," said the dog, "we have five sexes. But we are ahighly developed race, of course.
Yoursishighly primitive. Perhgps | should say lowly primitive. Y our language has, | find, confusing
connotations; it isnot mathematical. But, as| started to observe, you are il in the bisexua stage. How
long since you were mono-sexud ? And don't deny that you once were; | can read the word ‘amoeba in
your mind."

"If you can reed my mind," said ElImo, "why should | talk?’

"Consder Toots—I| mean Dorothy," said the dog. "We cannot hold athree-way conversation since you
two are not telepathic. At any rate, there shdl shortly be more of usin the conversation. | have
summoned my companions.” He laughed again. "Do not |et them frighten you, no matter in what form
they may appear. They are merely Bems."

"B-bems?" asked Dorothy. ™Y ou mean you are b-bugeyed monsters? That's what ElImo means by Bems,
but you aren't—"

"That isjust what | am," said the dog. "Y ou are not, of course, seeing the read me. Nor will you see my
companions asthey redly are. They, like me, are temporarily animating bodies of creatures of lesser
intelligence. In our red bodies, | assure you, you would classfy us as Bems. We havefive limbs each and
two heads, each head with three eyes on stalks."

"Where are your red bodies?' EImo asked.

"They are dead— Wait, | see that word means more to you than | thought at first. They are dormant,
temporarily uninhabitable and in need of repairs, insde the fused hull of a spaceship which was warped
into this space too near aplanet. This planet. That's what wrecked us.”

"Where?'Y ou mean there's redlly a spaceship near here? Where?' EImo's eyes were amost popping
from his head as he questioned the dog.

"That isnone of your business, Earthman. If it were found and examined by you creatures, you would
possibly discover space travel before you are ready for it. The cosmic scheme would be upset.” He
growled. "There are enough cosmic wars now. We were fleeing a Betel geuse fleet when we warped into
your space.”

"Elmo," said Dorothy. "What's beetle juice got to do with it? Wasn't this crazy enough before he sarted
talking about a beetle juice flegt?!

"No,” said Elmo resignedly. "It wasn't." For asquirrel had just pushed itsway through aholein the
bottom o1 the screen door.

It said, "Hyah dar, yo-al. We uns got yo message, One." "Seewhat | mean?' said Elmo.

"Everything isdl right, Four," said the Doberman. "These people will serve our purpose admirably. Meet
Elmo Scott and Dorothy Scott; don't call her Toots."

"Yessr. Yessum. Ah's sho gladda meetcha™

The Doberman's mouth Iolled open again in ancther laugh; it was unmistakable thistime,

"Perhaps I'd better explain Four's accent,” he said. "We scattered, each entering a creature of low
mentality and from that vantage point contacting the mind of some member of the ruling species, learning
from that mind the language and the level of intelligence and degree of imagination. | takeit from your
reaction that Four haslearned the language from amind which spesks alanguage differing dightly from
yours"



"Ahshodid," said the squirrel.

Elmo shuddered dightly. "Not that I'm suggesting it, but I'm curious to know why you didn't take over the
higher speciesdirectly,” he said.

The dog looked shocked. It wasthefirst time EImo had ever seen adog look shocked, but the
Doberman managed it.

"It would be unthinkable," he declared. "The coamic ethic forbids the taking over of any creature of an
inteligence over thefour level. We Andromedans are of the twenty-threelevel, and | find you
Eathlings—"

"Wait!" sad ElImo. "Don' tell me. It might give me an inferiority complex. Or would it?*

"Ahfearsit might," said the squirrd.

The Doberman said, " So you can seethat it is not purely coincidence that we Bems should manifest
oursalvesto you who are awriter of what | see you call science-fiction. We studied many minds and
yours was the first one we found capable of accepting the premise of visitorsfrom Andromeda. Had
Four here, for example, tried to explain things to the woman whose mind he studied, she would probably
have goneinsane.”

"She showould," said the squirrel.

A chicken thrugt its head through the hole in the screen, clucked, and pulled its head out again.
"Pleaselet Threein,” said the Doberman. "I fear that you will not be able to communicate directly with
Three. He has found that subjectively to modify the throat structure of the creature heinhabitsin order to
enableit to talk would be aquite involved process. It does not matter. He can communicate telepathicaly
with one of us, and we can relay his commentsto you. At the moment he sendsyou his greetings and
asksthat you open the door."

The clucking of the chicken (it was abig black hen, ElImo saw) sounded angry and EImo said, "Better
open the door, Toots."

Dorothy Scott got off his lap and opened the door. She turned a dismayed face to Elmo and then to the
Doberman.

"Therésacow coming down theroad,” she said. "Do you mean to tell me that she—"

"He," the Doberman corrected her. "Y es, that will be Two. And since your language is completely
inadequate in that it has only two genders, you may aswell cal dl of us "he'; it will savetrouble. Of
course, we arefive different sexesas| explained.”

"You didn't explain," said EImo, looking interested. Dorothy glowered at EImo. "Hed better not. Five
different sexes! All living together in one spaceship. | supposeit takesdl five of you to—uh—*
"Exactly," said the Doberman. "And now if you will please open the door for Two, I'm sure that—"

"I will not! Have acow in here? Do you think I'm crazy?', "We could make you s0," said the dog. ElImo
looked from the dog to hiswife.

"Y ou'd better open the door, Dorothy," he advised.

"Excdlent advice" said the Doberman. "We are not, incidentaly, going to impose on your hospitdity, nor
will we ask you to do anything unreasonable.”

Dorothy opened the screen door and the cow clumped in.

Helooked at ElImo and said, "Hi, Mac. What's cookin'?"

Elmo closed hiseyes.

The Doberman asked the cow, "Where's Five? Have you been in touch with him?”

"Yeah," said the cow. "He'scomin'. The guy | looked over was abindlestiff, One. What are these mugs?”
"The one with the pantsisawriter,” said the dog. "The one with the skirt ishiswife."

"What'sawife?' asked the cow. Helooked at Dorothy and leered. "1 like skirts better,” he said. "Hiya,
Babe"

Elmo got up out of hischair, glaring a the cow. "Listen, you—" That was asfar as he got. He dissolved
into laughter, dmost hysterica laughter, and sank down into the chair again.

Dorothy looked at him indignantly. "EImo! Areyou going to let acow—"

She amost strangled on the word as she caught EImo's eye, and she, too, started laughing. Shefdl into
Elmo'slap so hard that he grunted.



The Doberman was laughing, too, hislong pink tongue lolling out. "I'm glad you people have a sense of
humor,” he said with gpproval. "In fact, that is one reason we chose you. But let us be serious amoment.”
Therewasn't any laughter in hisvoice now. He said, "Neither of you will be harmed, but you will be
watched. Do not go near the phone or leave the house while we are here. Isthat understood?”

"How long are you going to be here?' EImo sad. "We have food for only afew days.”

"That will belong enough. We will be able to make a new spaceship within amatter of hours. | seethat
that amazesyou; | shdl explain that we can work in adower dimension.”

"l s said Elmo.

"What is hetaking about, EImo?" Dorothy demanded.

"A dower dimension," said ElImo. "I used it in astory once mysdlf. Y ou go into another dimension where
thetime rate is different; spend amonth there and come back and you get back only afew minutes or
hours after you left, by timein your own dimension.”

"And you invented it? Elmo, how wonderful!"

Elmo grinned at the Doberman. He said, "That's al you want—to let you stay here until you get your new
ship built? And to let you aone and not notify anybody that you're here?"

"Exactly." The dog gppeared to beam with ddight. "And we will not inconvenience you unnecessarily.
But you will be guarded. Five or | will do that."

"Fve? Whereishe?'

"Don't bedarmed, heisunder your chair at the moment, but hewill not harm you. Y ou didn't see him
come in amoment ago through the hole in the screen. Five, meet EImo and Dorothy Scott. Don't call her
Toots"

Therewas arattle under the chair. Dorothy screamed and pulled her feet up into ElImo'slap. Elmo tried
to put histhere too, with confusing results.

There was hissing laughter from under the chair. A sibilant voice said, "Don't worry, folks. | didn't know
until | read in your minds just now that shaking my tail like that was awarning that | was about to—
Think of the word for me—thank you. To strike." A five-foot rattlesnake crawled out from under the
chair and curled up beside the Doberman.

"Fivewon't harm you," said the Doberman. "None of uswill."

"We sho won't," said the squirrel.

The cow leaned against thewall, crossed itsfront legs and said, "That'sright, Mac." He, or she, or it,
leered at Dorothy. It said, "An' Babe, you don't need to worry about what you're worryin' about. I'm
housebroke." It started to chew placidly and then stopped. "I won't give you no udder trouble, either," it
concluded.

Elmo Scott shuddered dightly.

"Y ou've done worse than that yoursdlf,” said the Doberman. "And it's quite atrick to pun in alanguage
you'vejust learned. | can see one question in your mind. Y ou're wondering that creatures of high
intelligence should have a sense of humor. The answer isobviousif you think about it; isn't your sense of
humor more highly developed than that of creatures who have even lessintelligence than you?"

"Yes," Elmo admitted; "Say, | just thought of something else. Andromedais acongellation, not astar.

Y et you said your planet is Andromeda ll. How come?”

"Actually we come from a planet of astar in Andromeda for which you have no name; it'stoo distant to
show up inyour telescopes. | merdly cdled it by aname that would be familiar to you. For your
convenience | named the tar after the congtellation.”

Whatever dight suspicion (of what, he didn't know) Elmo Scott may have had, evaporated.

The cow uncrossed itslegs. "What t'dl we waitin' for?" it inquired.

"Nothing, | suppose,” said the Doberman. "Five and | will take turns standing guard.”

"Go ahead and get sarted,” said therattlesnake. "I'll take thefirst trick. Half an hour; that'll give you a
month there"

The Doberman nodded. He got up and trotted to the screen door, pushing it open with his muzzle after
lifting the latch with histail. The squirrd, the chicken and the cow followed.

"Beseein' ya, Babe," said the cow.



"Weshowill," thesquirrd said.

It was almost two hourslater that the Doberman, who was then on duty as guard, lifted his head
suddenly. "There they went," he said.

"I beg your pardon,” said ElImo Scott.

"Their new spaceship just took off. It haswarped out of this space and is heading back toward
Andromeda” "Y ou say their. Didn't you go dong?’

"Me? Of course not. I'm Rex, your dog. Remember? Only One, who was using my body, left me with an
understanding of what happened and alow leve of intelligence.”

"Alow levd?'

"About equd to yours, ElImo. He saysit will pass away, but not until after I've explained everything to
you. But how about some dog food? I'm hungry. Will you get me some, Toots?"

Elmo said, "Dont cal my wife— Say, areyou redly Rex?'

"Of courseI'm Rex."

"Get him some dog food, Toots," EImo said. "I've got anidea. Let'sall go out in the kitchen so we can
keep taking."

"Can | havetwo cansof it?" asked the Doberman.

Dorothy was getting them out of the closet. "Sure, Rex," she said.

The Doberman lay down in the doorway. "How about rustling 'some grub for us, too, Toots?' EImo
suggested. "I'm hungry. Look, Rex, you mean they just went off like that without saying good-by to us, or
anything?”

"They left meto say good-by. And they did you afavor, EImo, to repay you for your hospitaity. One
took alook insde that skull of yours and found the psychological block that's been keeping you from
thinking of plotsfor your stories. He removed it. Y ou'll be able to write again. No better than before,
maybe, but at least you won't be snow-blind staring at blank paper.”

"The devil with that," said ElImo. "How about the spaceship they didn't repair? Did they leaveit?"
"Sure. But they took their bodies out of it and fixed them up. They wereredly Bems, by the way. Two
heads apiece, five limbs—and they could use dl five aseither arms or legs—six eyes apiece, threetoa
head, on long stems. Y ou should have seen them.”

Dorothy was putting cold food on the table. ™Y ou won't mind a cold lunch, will you, EImo?" she asked.
Elmo looked at her without seeing her and said, "Huh?" and then turned back to the Doberman. The
Doberman got up from the doorway and went over to the big dish of dog food that Dorothy had just put
down onthefloor. He said, "Thanks, Toots," and started esting in noisy gulps.

Elmo made himsdlf a sandwich, and started munching it. The Doberman finished hismedl, lapped up
some water and went back to the throw rug in the doorway.

Elmo stared a him. "Re; if | can find that spaceship they abandoned, | won't have to write stories,” he
sad. "l can find enough thingsin it to— Say, I'll make you a proposition.”

"Sure," said the Doberman, "if | tell you whereit is, you'll get another Doberman pinscher to keep me
company, and you'l raise Doberman pups. Well, you don't know it yet, but you're going to do that
anyway. The Bem named One planted theideain your mind; he said | ought to get something out of this,
too."

"Okay, but will you tel mewhereit is?'

"Sure, now that you've finished that sandwich. It was something that would have looked like adust mote,
if you'd seeniit, on the top dice of boiled ham. It was amost submicroscopic. You just ateit.”

Elmo Scott put his handsto his head. The Doberman's mouth was open; itstongue lolled out for al the
world asthough it were laughing a him.

Elmo pointed afinger at him. Hesaid, Y ou mean I've got to write for aliving dl therest of my life?"
"Why not?" asked the Doberman. "They figured out you'd be really happier that way. And with the
psychologica block removed, it won't be so hard. Y ou won't have to start out. 'Now isthe time for al
good men—' And, incidentaly, it wasn't any coincidence that you substituted Bems for men; that was
Onésidea. He was dready hereindde me, watching you. And getting quite akick out of it."

Elmo got up and started to pace back and forth. "Looks like they outsmarted me at every turn but one,



Rex," hemurmured. "I've got 'em there, if you'll co-operate.

"How?"

"We can make afortune with you. The world's only talking dog. Rex, well get you diamond-studded
collars and feed you aged steaks and—and get you everything you want. Will you?"

"Will | what?"

"Woof," said the Doberman.

Dorothy Scott looked at ElImo Scott. "Why do that, EImo?"' she asked. "Y ou told me | should never ask
him to speak unless we had something to give him, and he'sjust esten.”

"I dunno," said EImo. "I forgot. Well, guess1'd better get back to getting a story started." He stepped
over the dog and walked to histypewriter in the other room.

He sat down in front of it and then called out. "Hey, Toots," and Dorothy came in and stood beside him.
Hesaid, "I think | got anidea. That 'Now isthetimefor al good Bemsto come to the aid of Elmo Scott'
hasthe germ of anideainit. | can even pick thetitle out of it. 'All Good Bems." About aguy trying to
write ascience-fiction story, and suddenly his—uh—dog—I can make him a Doberman like Rex
and—Widl, wait till you read it."

He jerked fresh paper into the typewriter and wrote the heading:

ALL GOOD BEMS

daymare

IT started out like a Smple case of murder. That was bad enough in itsdf, because it was the firs
murder during the five years Rod Caguer had been Lieutenant of Policein Sector Three of Caligto.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The book-and-reel shop proprietor? Yes, dightly.” "Hes dead,” announced Maxon. "It seems to be
murder. You better go there.”

Hisimage clicked off the screen before Caguer could ask any questions. But the questions could wait
anyway. He was aready on his feet and buckling on his short-sword.

Murder on Callisto? It did not seem possible, but if it had redlly happened he should get there quickly.
Very quickly, if he was to have timefor alook at the body before they took it to the incineretor.

On Cdligo, bodies are never hdd for more than an hour after death because of the hylra spores
which, in minute quantity, are always present in the thinnish atmosphere. They are harmless, of course, to
live tissue, but they tremendoudy accelerate the rate of putrefaction in dead anima matter of any sort.

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

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

Caquer ran on past him and caught the white-uniformed utility men at the back door of the shop.

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

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

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

Caquer's nose confirmed it, and he put the sheet back quickly and let the utility men go on to their



gleaming white truck parked just outside the door.

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

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

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

'Y es, Lieutenant?

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

"l did, dmost an hour ago. | was walking by on my beat when | heard the shot.”

Caquer looked a him blankly.

"The shot?" he repeated.

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

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

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

Inthat order? Caguer wondered. Apparently, because Caguer had been the last one to get there.

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

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

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

Caquer nodded dowly.

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

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

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

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

Caquer thought a moment.

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

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

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

Caquer got Dr. Skidder on the visphone. "Helo, Doctor,” he said. "Let's haveit."

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

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

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

"Just how did it kill him?'

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



probability. But the shock made it instantaneous.”

Dreams are like this, Caquer told himsdf.

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

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

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

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

'Dr. Skidder shook his head. "Theres a flash and a hissng sound, but no report.”

"It couldn't be migtaken for a gunshot?

The doctor stared a him.

"You meaen an explosve gun? Of course not. Jugt afant s-s-s-s. One couldn't hear it more than ten
feet avay."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Jug a minute, Lieutenant ... Yes, one of them was through for the day and went on home. The other
oneis here”

"Put hmon."

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

"Yes, Lieutenant? said the man.

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

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

The man in white looked out of the screen increduloudy.

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

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



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

Caguer forced himsdf to speak cdmly. "Will the man who went with you confirm that?"

"Of course. Earth's Oceans! We had to put it on the stretcher in two pieces. Both of us for the body,
and then Walter picked up the head and put it on next to the trunk. The killing was done with a
disntegrator beam, wasnt it?

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

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

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

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

That was the setup that confronted Rod Caquer, and one can not blame him for beginning to wigh it
hed been a smple case of murder.

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

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

Name of Deceased: Willem Deem

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

Time of Deeth: Approx. 3 P.m. Clsto. Std. Time
Cause of Degth:

Yes, the fird five questions had been a breeze. But the 9x? He had been daing at that question an
hour now. A Cdlisto hour, not so long as an Earth one, but long enough when you're saring at a question
like that.

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

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

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

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

"Oh. How was he killed, Rod?"

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

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

‘Practically? Cagucr asked. "Then | takeit you didn't like him, lcicle?"

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

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

Her eyes lighted eagerly. "Of course.”

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rod Caguer grunted and duffed the reports into his pocket, and wondered, as he waked to the
Gordon home, where the investigaion went from there. How did a detective go about solving such a
crime?

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

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

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

And home, to bed.

Out the window of his gpartment, after the light was out, he could see the monstrous bdl of Jupiter
henging low in the sky, the green-black midnight sky. He lay in bed and stared at it until it seemed that he
could 4l seeit after he had closed his eyes.

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

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

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

He thought about Jane, and went to deep.

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

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

Whisperd

"-kill them."

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

“kill, kill, kill."

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

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

"Sector Two is made up of wesklings and usurers. They have the taint of Martian blood. Spill it, saill



Martian blood. Sector Three should rule Cdlisto. Three the mydic number. We are destined to rule
Cdligo."

"You hate them, you hate them.”

“kill, kill, kill."

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

Whispers.

“Now-now-now.’

"Kill them, kill them."

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

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

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

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

The whigpers continued.

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

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

"Now, now, now, now."

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

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

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

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

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

"Kill-kill-kill-"

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

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

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

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

"Go back, go back, go back."

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

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

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

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

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

Thiswas before the Solar Council, meeting first on one inhabited planet and then another, had brought



order by arbitration, and then union. And now war was athing of the past. The inhabitable portion of the
solar system--Earth, Venus, Mars, and the moons of Jupiter--were dl under one government.

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

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

Getting out of bed to dress, he saw something thet puzzled and dismayed him. His dothing was not
negtly folded over the back of the chair beside the bed as he had Ift it. Instead, it was Strewn about the
floor as though he had undressed hedily and cardlesdy in the dark.

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

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

S0 he donned his uniform quickly and hurried down to the office. In the light of morming it was easy to
fill out those forms. In the "Cause of Death” blank he wrote, ‘Medicd Examiner reports that shock from a
blaster wound caused death.”

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

He rang for a messenger and gave him the reports with ingtructions to rush them to the mal ship that
would be leaving shortly. Then he cdled Barr Maxon.

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

Regent Maxon shook his head.

‘Use dl jets, Lieutenant,” he said. "The case mugt be cracked. A murder, in this day and age, is bad
enough. But an unsolved one is unthinkable. 1t would encourage further crime.”

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

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

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

Perry Peters was glad to see Caguer, and guessed immediately the purpose of the call.

"Hdlo, Shylock."

"Huh?' said Rod.

"Shylock-the great detective. Confronted with a mysery for the firg timein his career as a policeman.
Or have you solved it, Rod?!

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

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

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



"Was that hisonly hobby?

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

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

"Well, not so much inventions as gadgets, Rod. Little things, mogt of them, and he was better on fine
workmanship than on origind ideas. And, as| said, it was just a hobby with him.’

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

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

"What enemies did he have, Perry?

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

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

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

"‘Heresalig of hisfriends, Perry." Caquer handed Peters a paper. "Look it over, will you, and see if
you can make any additionsto it. Or any suggestions.”

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

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

Lieutenant Caquer put the list back in his pocket.

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

"Something I'm stuck on, I'mafraid,” the inventor said. "I needed Deem's help-or &t least the use of his
lathe, to go ahead with this™ He picked up from the bench a pair of the most peculiar-looking goggles
Rod Caquer had ever seen. The lenses were shaped like arcs of cirdes ingtead of full circles, and they
fastened in a band of reslient plastic obvioudy designed to fit close to the face aove and below the
lenses. At the top center, where it would be againgt the forehead of the goggles wearer, was a amdl
cylindricd box an inch and a hdf in dismeter.

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

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

Rod Caguer looked & the goggles curioudly.

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

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

"Oh,” said Caguer. "Y ou mean the wipers are absorbent and hold some kind of liquid that protects the
glass?'

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

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

'Y es, and they work. Troubl€'sin the rods; friction heats them and they expand and jam after itsrun a



minute, or thereabouts. | have to turn them down on Deem's lathe-or one likeit. Think you could arrange
for meto useit? Jus for aday or 0?7

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

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

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

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

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

"What was it, Perry?

‘llliat politicd books. He had alittle business on the side sdling them. Books on the index-you know
just what | mean.’

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

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

"Graydex or Blackdex books, Perry?

Now the inventor |ooked puzzled.

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

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

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

"That would be Graydex." Lieutenant Caguer looked relieved. "Theoretica duff is dl Graydex. The
Blackdex books are the ones with dangerous practica information.

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

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

"‘But why would anyone?'

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

" don't-Lieutenant Caquer, they said, dl four of them, thet it was Willem Deem!"



With a nightmearish feding of unredity Lieutenant Roc Caquer peered down over the shoulder of the
Medico in-Chief a the body that dready lay on the stretcher of the utility men, who stood by impeatiently.

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

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

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

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

"You through too, Lieutenant?

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

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

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

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

Dr. Skidder shook his head grimly.

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

"Huh? How?'

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

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

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

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

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

They were identicd, dl three of them.

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

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

"But they can't be."

Skidder shrugged.

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

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

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

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

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



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

Maxon seemed puzzled by the question.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caguer sghed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He cdlled the Gordon gpartment on the visphone, and Jane appeared in the screen.

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

'Oh, yes," sad the girl. "He's feding much better, and thinks hell go back to his classes tomorrow. But
oet here early if you're coming. Rod, you look terrible; what's the matter with you?'

"Nathing, except | fed goofy. But I'm dl right, | guess”

"You have a gaunt, starved look. When did you eat last?

Caquer'seyes widened. "Earth! | forgot dl about edting. | dept late and didn't even have breskfast!"
Jane Gordon laughed.

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

But-"



"But nothing. How soon can you start?!

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

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

The policeman nodded.

"Hesad | was to stay herein case. In case what?"

"Routine guard duty, that's dl," explained Caquer. "Say, I've been stuck here dl afternoon. Anything
going on’?"

"A little excitement. We been pulling in soap-box orators off and on dl day. Screwbdls. There's an
epidemic of them.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rod Caguer managed a grin.

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



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

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

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

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

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

Il bite" said Caquer.

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

"Huh?'

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

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

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

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

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

Cagucr grinned weskly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

Renting Graydex books was only a misdemeanor, after dl.

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

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

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

Thefral little man sghed.

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

Caguer shook his head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The wearer of a Vargas Whed hdmet had immediate and automeatic control over anyone who saw
him-directly, or in a tdevison screen,” said Gordon. "The mirrors in the amdl turning whed produced
ingantaneous hypnosis and the helmet-somehow-brought thoughts of its wearer to bear through the
whed and impressed upon his subjects any thoughts he wished to tranamit.

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

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



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

Caquer whisled softly. "And induding playing nineman Morris with soap-box radicas-or they
wouldn't even have to be radicas. They could be ordinary orthodox citizens”

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

But Rod was dready standing up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked a Caquer.

"You!" he said. And then, plaintively, "The world's gone nuts. Listen, Brager discovered Willem Deem,
didnt he? At ten oclock yesterday morning? And stayed there on guard while Skidder and you and the
clearance men were there?'

"Yes, why?" asked Caguer.

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

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

Caquer frowned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?

"Sure. People ought to be waked up about what's going on over in Sector Two. Those phonies over
there need taking down a peg, and we're the only ones to do it. This ought to be headquarters for
Cdligto, right here. Why ligen, Rod, a united Cdlisto could take over Ganymede.”

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



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

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

"Sure, generd mesting tomorrow morning & ten. In the square. We're dl supposed to go; I'll see you
there, won't 17?7

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

CILAPTER SIX: TOO FAMILIAR FACE

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Kill-kill-kill-You hate them . . ."

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

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

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

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

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

"Y ou're under-"

Then Caquer saw that thiswas but a futile gesture.

It was not because of the men surging toward him that convinced him of this He was not afrad of
violence. He would have welcomed it as rdief from uncanny terror, welcomed a chance to lay about him
with the flat of his sword.

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



Professor Gordon had described to him?

Hand on his sword, he backed awvay. No one followed. Like automatons, they turned back to the
speaker, who resumed his harangue, as though never interrupted. Policeman Brager had not moved, had
not even looked in the direction of his superior officer. He done of dl those there had not turned at
Caguer's chdlenge.

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

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

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

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

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

"We are not permitted to give out information.”

Caguer gritted histeeth. W, there was one someone who might be able to hdp him. He forced his
voice to remain calm.

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

'Yes, gr."

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

"Thereis no answer, Sr."

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

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

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

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

He might have known it, Caquer thought. But what about the specid investigator coming in from the
Coordinator's office? " Are incoming ships dill permitted to land? he inquired.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

Lieutenant Rod Caguer was garing with horrified fascination at the litle man's well-known fegtures,
the dl too familiar wart on the sde of the little man's nose, ligening for the announcement he knew this
man was going to make

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

Such athing as too much can happen to any man!

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

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

There is a point beyond which the human mind can no longer function sanely with proper sense as
when they reach and pass that point, different people react in different ways.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

Circles.

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

But they had stopped the whed.

It could be stopped, then. But how? How, when one could not sec it? Rather, when the Sght of it put
aman so completey under its control that he no longer, after the firgt glimpse, knew that it was there
because, on sght, it had captured his mind.

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

That pinwhed there could he the Vargas Whed, for dl he could tdl, set to create the illuson thet it
was a childs toy. Or its possessor, wearing the hdmet, might be standing on the path in front of him at
this moment, watching him. The possessor of the whed might be invisble because Caguer's mind was
told not to see.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was the best he could do. No timeto try it out. He did the goggles up onto his forenead and ran
out into the hdl, took the devator down to street level. And a moment later he was running toward the



public square, two blocks away.

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

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

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

And then, as the wipers began thar frantic dance and accelerated, he could see dimly. Through the
arc-shaped lenses, he looked around him. On the lower bacony he saw naothing unusud, but on the
upper bacony the figure of Regent Barr suddenly blurred.

There was a man ganding there on the upper bacony wearing a strange-looking helmet with wires
and atop the hdmet was a three-inch whed of mirrors and prisms.

A whed that stood dill, because of the stroboscopic effect of the mechanized goggles. For an indart,
the speed of those wiper arms was synchronized with the soinning of the whedl, so that each successive
glimpse of the whed showed it in the same postion, and to Caquer's eyes the whed stood ill, and he
could seeit.

Then the goggles jammed.

But he did not need them any more now.

He knew that Barr Maxon, or whoever stood up there on the ba cony, was the wearer of the whed.

Slently, and dtracting as little atention as possible, Caguer sprinted around the fringe of the crowd
and reached the sde door of the Regency building.

There was a guard on duty there.

"Sorry, dr, but no one's dlowed-’

Then he tried to duck, too late. The fla of Police Lieutenant Rod Caquer's shortsword thudded
againg his head.

The ingde of the building seemed deserted. Caquer ran up the three flights of dtairs that would take
hm to the levd of the higher bacony, and down the hdl toward the bacony door.

He burst through it, and Regent Maxon turned. Maxon now, no longer wore the hdmet on his head.
Caguer had logt the goggles, but whether he could see it or not, Caguer knew the hedmet and the whed
were dill in place and working, and that this was his one chance.

Maxon turned and saw Lieutenant Caquer's face, and his drawn sword.

Then, abruptly, Maxon's figure vanished. It seemed to Caquer-dthough he knew that it was not-that
the figure before him was that of Jane Gordon. Jane, looking a him pleadingly, and spoke in mdting
tones.

"Rod, don't-" she began to say.

But it was not Jane, he knew. A thought, in self-preservation, had been directed & him by the
manipulaor of the Vargas Whed.

Caquer raised his sword, and he brought it down hard.

Glass shattered and there was the ring of metal on metd, as his sword cut through and split the hdmet.

Of course it was not Jane now-just a dead men lying there with blood oozing out of the Solit in a
drange and complicated, but utterly shattered, hemet. A hemet that could now be seen by everyone
there, and by Lieutenant Cagquer himsdf.

Jugt as everyone, induding Caguer, himsdf, could recognize the man who had worn it.

He was a amdl, wiry man, and there was an unsghtly wart on the side of his nose.

Yes, it was Willem Deem. And thistime, Rod Caquer knew, it was Willem Deem. .. .

"I thought,” Jane Gordon said, "that you were going to leave for Cdligto City without saying goodbye



to us”

Rod Caguer threw his hat in the generd direction of a hook.

"Oh, that,” he said. "I'm not even sure I'm going to take the promoation to a job as police coordinator
there. | have aweek to decide, and I'll he around town at least that long. How you been doing, Icicle?!

'Fne, Rod. St down. Father will be home soon, and | know he has a lot of things to ask you. Why
we haven't seen you since the big mass meeting.”

Funny how dumb a smart man can be, at times.

But then again, he had proposed so often and been refused, that it was not dl his fault.

He just looked at her.

‘Rod, dl the story never came out in the newscasts," she said. "I know youll have to tdl it dl over
agan for my father, but while were waiting for him, won't you give me some informetion?'

Rod grinned.

‘Nothing to it, redly, Icide," he said. "Willem Deem got hold of a Blackdex book, and found out how
to make a Vargas Whed. So he made one, and it gave him idess.

"Hisfirg idea was to kill Barr Maxon and take over as Regent, sdtting the hdmet so he would appear
to be Maxon. He put Maxon's body in his own shop, and then had a lot of fun with his own murder. He
hed a warped sense of humor, and got a kick out of chesng usin circles™

"‘But just how did he do dl the rest?" asked the girl.

"He was there as Brager, and pretended to discover his own body. He gave one description of the
method of death, and caused Skidder and me and the clearance men to see the body of Maxon each a
different way. No wonder we nearly went nuts.”

"‘But Brager remembered being there too,” she objected.

'‘Brager was in the hospitd at the time, but Deem saw him afterward and impressed on his mind the
memory pattern of having discovered Deem's body," explained Caguer. "So naturdly, Brager thought he
hed been there.

"Then he killed Maxon's confidentid secretary, because being so close to the Regent, the secretary
mus have suspected something was wrong even though he couldn't guess what. That was the second
corpse of Willim Deem, who was beginning to enjoy himsdf in earnest when he pulled that on us.

"And of course he never sent to Cdlisto City for a specid investigator a dl. He just had fun with me,
by making me seem to meet one and having the guy turn out to be Willem Deem again. | nearly did go
nuts then, | guess.”

"But why, Rod, weren't you as deeply in as the others-1 mean on the business of conquering Cdlisto
and dl of that?" she inquired. "You were free of that part of the hypnogs’

Caguer shrugged.

"Maybe it was because | missed Skidder's tak on the televis,” he suggested. "Of course it wasn't
Skidder at dl, it was Deem in another guise and wearing the hdmet. And maybe he ddiberately left me
out, because he was having a psychopathic kind of fun out of my trying to investigete the murders of two
Willem Deems. It's hard to figure. Perhaps | was dightly cracked from the drain, and it might have been
that for that reason | was partidly resstant to the group hypnosis”

"You think he redly intended to try to rule dl of Cdlisto, Rod?' asked the girl.

"Well never know, for sure, just how far he wanted, or expected to go later. At firg, he was just
experimenting with the powers of hypnodss, through the whed. That first night, he sent people out of tharr
houses into the streets, and then sent them back and made them forget it. Just a test, undoubtedly.”

Caquer paused and frowned thoughtfully.

"He was undoubtedly psychopathic, though, and we don't dare even guess what dl his plans were," he
continued. "Y ou understand how the goggles worked to neutrdize the whed, don't you, Icicde?!

| think so. That was brilliant, Rod. It's like when you take amoving picture of a turning whed, isnt it?
If the camera synchronizes with the turning of the whedl, so that each successve picture shows it &fter a
complete revolution, then it looks like it's sanding gill when you show the movie”

Caguer nodded.

"That's it on the head," he said. "Judt luck | had access to those goggles, though. For just a second |



could see a man wearing a hdmet up there on the ba cony-but that was dl | had to know."

"‘But Rod, when you rushed out on the balcony, you didn't have the goggles on any more. Couldn't he
have stopped you, by hypnoss?’

"Wdl, he didnt. | guess there wasn't time for him to take over control of me. He did flash an illuson a
me. It wasn't either Barr Maxon or Willem Deem | saw danding there a the last minute. It was you,
Jane”

“|

"Yep, you. | guess he knew I'm in love with you, and that's the firg thing flashed into his mind; thet |
wouldn't dare use the sword if | thought it was you standing there. But | knew it wasn't you, in spite of the
evidence of my eyes, so | swung it."

He shuddered dightly, remembering the will power he had needed to bring that sword down.

"Theworgt of it was that | saw you standing there like I've dways wanted to see you-with your arms
out toward me, and looking a me as though you loved me.”

"Like this, Rod?"

And he was not too dumb to get the idea, that time.

nothing Srius

HAPPILY, | wastaking the last coins out of our machines and counting them while Ma entered the
figuresinthelittle red book as| called them out. Nice figures they were.

Y es, weld had agood play on both of the Sirian planets, Thor and Freda. Especidly on Freda
Those little Earth colonies out there are starved to death for entertainment of any kind, and money doesn
t mean athing to them. They'd stood in lineto get into our tent and push their coinsinto our
machines—so even with the plenty high expenses of thetrip we'd done dl right by ourselves.

Y es, they were right comforting, those figures Mawas entering. Of course sheldd add them up wrong,
but then Ellen would straighten it out when Mafindly gave up. Ellen'sgood at figures. And got agood
one hersdf, evenif | do say it of my only daughter. Credit for that goesto Maanyway, not to me. I'm
built on the generd lines of a spacetug.

| put back the coin box of the Rocket-Race and looked up. "Ma—" | started to say. Then the door
of the pilot's compartment opened and John Lane stood there. Ellen, across the table from Ma, put
down her book and looked up too. She was al eyes and they were shining.

Johnny saluted smartly, the regulation salute which a private ship pilot is supposed to give the owner
and captain of the ship. It dways got under my skin, that salute, but | couldn't talk him out of it because
therulessaid he should do it.

He said, "Object ahead, Captain Wherry.”

"Object?’ | queried. "What kind of object?

Y ou see, from Johnny's voice and Johnny's face you couldn't guess whether it meant anything or not.
Mars City Polytech trains ‘'em to be strictly deadpan and Johnny had graduated magna cum laude. Hesa
nice kid but he d announce the end of the world in the same tone of voice héld use to announce dinner, if
it wasapilot'sjob to announce dinner.

"It s;emsto be aplanet, gr,” wasal hesaid.

It took quite awhilefor hiswordsto snk in.

"A planet?' | asked, not particularly brilliantly. | stared a him, hoping that he'd been drinking or
something. Not because | had any objectionsto his seeing a planet sober but because if Johnny ever
unbent to the stage of taking afew drinks, the aky would probably dissolve some of the starch out of his
backbone. Then I'd have someone to swap storieswith. 1t getslonesome traveling through space with
only two women and a Polytech grad who follows al therules.

"A planet, Sir. An object of planetary dimensions, | should say. Diameter about three thousand miles,
distance two million, course apparently an orbit about the star Sirius A’

"Johnny," | said, "'wereinddethe orbit of Thor, whichis Sirius|, which meansit'sthe first planet of
Sirius, and how can there be aplanet insde of that? Y ou wouldn't be kidding me, Johnny?"



"Y ou may ingpect the viewplate, Sir, and check my calculations,” hereplied siffly.

I got up and went into the pilot's compartment. There was adisk in the center of the forward
viewplate, dl right. Checking his cal cul ations was something € se again. My mathematics end at checking
coinsout of coin machines. But | waswilling to take hisword for the caculations. " Johnny," | dmost
shouted, "weve discovered anew planet! Ain't that something?

'Yes, gr," hecommented, in hisusua matter-of-fact voice.

It was something, but not too much. I mean, the Sirius system hasn't been colonized long and it wasn't
too surprising that alittle three-thousand-mile planet hadn't been noticed yet. Especialy as (athough this
waan't known then) its orbit is very eccentric.

There hadn't been room for Maand Ellen to follow usinto the pilot's compartment, but they stood
looking in, and I moved to one Side so they could see the disk in the viewplate.

"How soon do we get there, Johnny?" Mawanted to know.

"Our point of nearest gpproach on this course will be within two hours, Mrs. Wherry," hereplied.
We comewithin haf amillionmilesof it.’

"Oh, do we?' | wanted to know.

"Unless, gir, you think it advisable to change course and give it more clearance.”

| gave clearance to my throat instead and looked at Maand Ellen and saw that it would be okay by
them. "Johnny,” | said, "were going to giveit less clearance. | 've always hankered to see anew planet
untouched by human hands. We're going to land there, even if we can't leave the ship without oxygen
masks.”

Hesaid, "Yes, dr,” and saluted, but | thought there was a bit of disapproval in hiseyes. Oh, if there
had been, there was cause for it. Y ou never know what you'll runinto busting into virgin territory out
here. A cargo of canvas and dot machinesisn't the proper equipment for exploring, isit?

But the Perfect Pilot never questions an owner's orders, dog-gone him! Johnny sat down and started
punching keys on the calculator and we eased out to let him do it.

‘Ma" | said, 'I'm ablamed foal.”

"Y ouwould beif you weren't,” she came back. | grinned when | got that sorted out, and looked at
Bllen.

But she wasn't looking at me. She had that dreamy ook in her eyes again. It made me want to go into
the pilot's compartment and take a poke at Johnny to seeif it would wake him up. "Ligten, honey,” |
sad, "that Johnny—"

But something burned the side of my face and | knew it was Malooking at me, so | shut up. | got out
adeck of cards and played solitaire until we landed.

Johnny popped out of the pilot's compartment and saluted. "Landed, Sr,” he said. " Atmosphere
one-oh-sxteen on the gauge.”

"And what,” Ellen asked, "doesthat mean in English?

‘It'sbreathable, Miss Wherry. A bit high in nitrogen and low in oxygen compared to Earth air, but
nevertheess definitely breathable.”

He was a caution, that young man was, when it came to being precise.

"Then what arewe waiting for?' | wanted to know. "Y our orders, Sir.”

" Shucks with my orders, Johnny. Let's get the door open and get going.”

We got the door open. Johnny stepped outside first, strapping on apair of heatojectors as he went.
Therest of uswereright behind him.

It was cool outside, but not cold. The landscape looked just like Thor, with bare rolling hills of
hard-baked greenish clay. There was plant life, abrownish bushy stuff that looked alittlelike
tumbleweed.

| took alook up to gauge the time and Sirius was dmost at zenith, which meant Johnny had landed us
smack in the middle of the day side. "Got any idea, Johnny," | asked, "what the period of rotation is?

'| had time only for arough check, sir. It came out twenty-one hours and seventeen minutes.”

Rough check, he had said.

Masaid, "That'srough enough for us. Gives usafull afternoon for awalk, and what are we waiting



for?

"For the ceremony, Ma," | told her. "We got to name the place don't we? And where did you put that
bottle of champagne we were saving for my birthday? | reckon thisis amore important occasion than
that is”

Shetold mewhere, and | went and got it and some glasses. "' Got any suggestions for aname,
Johnny?You saw it fird."

‘No, sr.’

| said, "Troubleisthat Thor and Fredaare named wrong now. | mean, Thor is Sirius| and Fredais
Sriusl, and sincethisorbit isingdetheirs, they ought to be Il and I11 respectively. Or esethis ought to
be Sirius O. Which meansit's Nothing Sirius.”

Ellen smiled and | think Johnny would have except that it would have been undignified.

But Mafrowned. "William—' she said, and would have gone on in that vein if something hadn't
happened.

Something looked over the top of the nearest hill. Mawas the only one facing that way and she let
out awhoop and grabbed me. Then we all turned and looked.

It was the head of something that looked like an ostrich, only it must have been bigger than an
elephant. Also there was acollar and a blue polka-dot bow tie around the thin neck of the critter, and it
wore ahat. The hat was bright yellow and had along purple feather. Thething looked at usaminute,
winked quizzicaly, and then pulled its head back.

None of us said anything for aminute and then | took adeep breath. "That,” | said, "tearsit, right
down the middle. Planet, | dub thee Nothing Sirius.™

| bent down and hit the neck of the champagne bottle againgt the clay and it just dented the clay and
wouldnt break. | looked around for arock to hit it on. There wasn't any rock.

| took out a corkscrew from my pocket and opened the bottle instead. We al had adrink except
Johnny, who took only atoken sip because he doesn't drink or smoke. Me, | had agood long one. Then
| poured a brief libation on the ground and recorked the bottle; | had ahunch that | might need it more
than the planet did. There waslots of whiskey in the ship and some Martian green-brew but no more
champagne. | said, 'Well, herewego.’

| caught Johnny's eye and he said, "Do you think it wise, in view of the fact that there
are—uh—inhabitants?

"Inhabitants?’ | said. "Johnny, whatever that thing that stuck its head over the hill was, it wasn't an
inhabitant. And if it popsup again, I'll conk it over the head with thisbottle.”

But just the same, before we started out, | went inside the Chitterling and got acouple more
heatojectors. | stuck onein my belt and gave Ellen the other; she's a better shot than | an. Macouldn't
hit the side of an adminigtration building with aspraygun, so | didn't give her one.

We dtarted off, and sort of by mutual consent, we went the other direction from where we'd seen the
whatever-it-was. The hillsall looked alike for awhile and as soon aswe were over thefirst one, we
were out of Sght of the Chitterling. But | noticed Johnny studying awrist-compass every couple of
minutes, and | knew he'd know the way home.

Nothing happened for three hillsand then Masaid, 'Look," and we looked.

About twenty yardsto our |eft there was a purple bush. There was a buzzing sound coming fromiit.
Wewent alittle closer and saw that the buzzing came from alot of thingsthat were flying around the
bush. They looked like birds until you looked a second time and then you saw that their wings weren't
moving. But they zoomed up and down and around just the same. | tried to look at their heads, but
where the heads ought to be therewas only ablur. A circular blur.

"They got propdlers,” Masaid. "Like old-fashioned airplanes used to have.

It did look that way.

| looked at Johnny and he looked at me and we started over toward the bush. But the birds, or
whatever, flew away quick, the minute we started toward them. They skimmed off low to the ground
and were out of Sght in aminute.

We started off again, none of us saying anything, and Ellen came up and walked dongside me. We



were just far enough ahead to be out of earshot, and she said, "Pop—"

Anddidnt goonwithit, so | answered, "What, kid?

"Nothing,” she replied sorrowful-like. "Skip it.”

So of course | knew what she wanted to talk about, but I couldn't think of anything to say except to
cuss out Mars Polytech and that wouldn't have done any good. Mars Polytech isjust too good for its
own good and so areitsramrods or graduates. After adozen years or so outside, though, some of them
manage to unbend and limber up.

But Johnny hadn't been out that long, by ten years or so. The chance to pilot the Chitterling had
been abreak for him, of course, ashisfirg job. A few yearswith usand hed be qualified to skipper
something bigger. Hed qudify alot faster than if held had to start in asaminor officer on abigger ship.

The only trouble was that he was too good-looking, and didn't know it. He didn't know anything they
hadn't taught him at Polytech and dl they'd taught him was math and astrogation and how to saute, and
they hadn't taught him how not to.

"Ellen," | started to say, "don't—"

'Y es, Pop?

"Uh—nothing. Skipit." | hadn't started to say that at dl, but suddenly she grinned at me and | grinned
back and it was just like we'd talked the whole thing over. True, we hadn't got anywhere, but then we
wouldn't have got anywhereif we had, if you know what | mean.

So just then we cameto the top of asmall rise, and we stopped because just ahead of uswas the
blank end of a paved street.

An ordinary everyday plastipaved street just like you'd seein any city on Earth, with curb and
sdewaks and gutters and the painted traffic line down the middle. Only it ran out to nowhere, where we
stood, and from there at least until it went over the top of the next rise, and there wasn't ahouse or a
vehicle or acregturein sght.

| looked at Ellen and she looked at me and then we both looked at Ma and Johnny Lane, who had
just caught up with us. | said, "What isit, Johnny?

"It seemsto beasiredt, Sir."

He caught the look | was giving him and flushed alittle. He bent over and examined the paving
closely and when he straightened up his eyes were even more surprised.

| queried, 'Well, what isit? Caramd icing?

'It's Permaplast, Sir. We aren't the discoverers of this planet because that Stuff's atrademarked Earth
product.”

"Urn," | mumbled. "Couldn't the natives here have discovered the same process? The same
ingredients might be avallable.”

'Yes, ar. But the blocks are trademarked, if you'll 1ook closdly.”

"Couldn't the natives have—" Then | shut up because | saw how silly that was. But it'stough to think
your party has discovered anew planet and then have Earth-trademarked bricks on thefirst street you
cometo. '‘But what'sastreet doing here at al?' 1 wanted to know.

"Therésonly oneway to find out,” said Masensbly. "And that'sto follow it. So what are we standing
herefor?

So we pushed on, with much better footing now, and on the next rise we saw abuilding. A two-story
red brick with asign that read "Bon-Ton Restaurant” in Old English script |ettering.

| sad, "I'll bea—"But Maclapped her hand over my mouth before | could finish, which was maybe
just aswell, for what |'d been going to say had been quite inadequate. There was the building only a
hundred yards ahead, facing us a a sharp turn in the strest.

| started walking faster and | got therefirst by afew paces. | opened the door and started to walk in.
Then | stopped cold on the doorstep, because there wasn't any ‘in' to that building. It was afdse front,
likeacinemaset, and al you could see through the door was more of those rolling greenish hills.

| stepped back and looked up at the "Bon-Ton Restaurant” sign, and the others walked up and
looked through the doorway, which I'd left open. We just stood there until Magot impatient and said,
Well, what are you going to do?



"What do you want meto do?' | wanted to know. ‘Go in and order alobster dinner? With
champagne?—Hey, | forgot."

The champagne bottle was till in my jacket pocket and | took it out and passed it first to Maand
then to Ellen, and then | finished most of what was|eft; | must have drunk it too fast because the bubbles
tickled my nose and made me sneeze.

| felt ready for anything, though, and | took another walk through the doorway of the building that
waan't there. Maybe, | figured, | could see some indication of how recently it had been put up, or
something. Therewasn't any indication that | could see. Theinside, or rather the back of the front, was
smooth and plain like asheet of glass. It looked like a synthetic of some sort.

| took alook at the ground back of it, but al | could see was afew holes that looked like insect
holes. And that'swhat they must have been, because there was a big black cockroach sitting (or maybe
standing; how can you tell whether a cockroach is sitting or standing?) by one of them. | took astep
closer and he popped down the hole.

| felt alittle better as| went back through the front doorway. | said, 'Ma, | saw a cockroach. And do
you know what was peculiar about it?

"What?' she asked.

‘Nothing,” | told her. "That'sthe peculiar thing, there was nothing peculiar. Here the ostriches wear
hats and the birds have propellers and the streets go nowhere and the houses haven't any backs to them,
but that cockroach didn't even have feathers”

"Areyou sure? Ellen wanted to know.

"Sure'm sure. Let'stake the next rise and see what'sover it.”

We went, and we saw. Down in between that hill and the next, the road took another sharp turn and
facing uswasthe front view of atent with abig banner that said, "Penny Arcade.”

Thistimel didn't even break stride. | said, "They copied that banner from the show Sam Heideman
used to have. Remember Sam, and the good old days, Ma?

"That drunken no-good,” Masaid.

"Why, Ma, you liked him too.”

"Yes, and | liked you too, but that doesn't mean that you arent or heisnt™

‘Why, Ma," | interrupted. But by that time we wereright in front of the tent. Looked like real canvas
becauseit billowed gently. | said, "1 haven't got the heart. Who wantsto look through thistime?

But Madready had her head through the flap of thetent. | heard her say, "Why, hello Sam, you old
soak.

| said, "Ma, quit kidding or I'll—

But by that time | was past her and inside the tent, and it was atent, al four sides of one, and agood
big oneat that. And it was lined with the old familiar coin machines. There, counting coinsin the change
booth, was Sam Heideman, looking up with amost as much surprise on hisface as there must have been
onmine.

He said, "Pop Wherry! I'll beadirty name.” Only hedidn't say “dirty name'—but he didn't get around
to apologizing to Maand Ellen for that until he and | had pounded each other's backs and he had shaken
hands around and been introduced to Johnny Lane.

It wasjust like old times on the carny lots of Marsand Venus. Hewastelling Ellen how shed been
0 high when hed seen her last and did sheredly remember him?

And then Masniffed.

When Magniffslike that, there's something to look at, and | got my eyes off dear old Sam and
looked at Maand then at where Mawas looking. | didn't sniff, but | gasped.

A woman was coming forward from the back of the tent, and when | call her awoman it's because |
cant think of the right word if thereisone. Shewas S. Ceciliaand Guinevere and a Petty girl al ironed
into one. She was like asunset in New Mexico and the cold silver moons of Mars seen from the
Equatorid Gardens. ShewaslikeaVenusian valey in the spring and like Dorzal ki playing thevialin.
Shewasredly something.

| heard another gasp from aongside me, and it was unfamiliar. Took me a second to redize why it



was unfamiliar; 1'd never heard Johnny Lane gasp before. It was an effort, but | shifted my eyesfor a
look at hisface. And | thought, "Oh—oh. Poor Ellen.” For the poor boy was gone, no question about it.

And jugt in time—maybe seeing Johnny helped me—I man-aged to remember that |I'm pushing fifty
and happily married. | took hold of Masarm and hung on. "Sam,” | said, "what on Earth—I mean on
whatever planet thisis—

Sam turned around and looked behind him. He said, "Miss
Ambers, 1'd like you to meet some old friends of minewho just
dropped in. Mrs. Wherry, thisis Miss Ambers, the movie sar.’

Then hefinished the introductions, first Ellen, then me, and then Johnny. Maand Ellen were much too
polite. Me, | maybe went the other way by pretending not to notice the hand Miss Ambers held out. Old
as| am, | had ahunch | might forget to let go if | took it. That'sthe kind of girl shewas.

Johnny did forget to let go.

Sam was saying to me, "Pop, you old pirate, what are you doing here? | thought you stuck to the
colonies, and | suredidn't look for you to drop in on amovie s&t.’

"A movie set? Thingswere beginning to make sense, dmost.

"Sure. Planetary Cinema, Inc. With me as the technica advisor on carny scenes. They wanted inside
shots of acoin arcade, so | just brought my old stuff out of storage and set it up here. All the boys are
over at the base camp now.”

Light was just beginning to dawn on me. "And that restaurant front up the street? That'sa set?" |
queried.

"Sure, and the street itsdlf. They didn't need it, but they had to film the making of it for one sequence.”

"Oh." | went on, "But how about the ostrich with the bow tie and the birds with the propellers? They
couldn't have been movie props. Or could they?' I'd heard that Planetary Cinema did some pretty
impossiblethings

Sam shook his head abit blankly. "Nope. Y ou must have come across some of the local fauna. There
areafew but not many, and they don't get intheway.”

Masaid, 'Look here, Sam Heideman, how comeif this planet has been discovered we hadn't heard
about it? How long hasit been known, and what'sit al about?

Sam chuckled. "A man named Wilkins discovered this planet ten years ago. Reported it to the
Council, but beforeit got publicized Planetary Cinemagot wind of it and offered the Council awhopping
rental for the place on the condition that it be kept secret. Asthere aren't any mineras or anything of
vaue here and the soil ain't worth anickel, the Council rented it to them on those terms.”

"‘But why secret?

"No vigtors, no digtractions, not to mention abig jump on their competitors. All the big movie
companies spy on one another and swipe one another'sideas. Here they got al the space they want and
can work in peace and privacy.”

"What'l| they do about our finding the place?’ | asked. Sam chuckled again. "Guessthey'll entertain
you roydly now that you're here and try to persuade you to keep it under your hat. You'll probably get a
free passfor lifeto dl Planetary Cinematheaterstoo.”

He went over to a cabinet and came back with atray of bottles and glasses. Maand Ellen declined,
but Sam and | had a couple apiece and it was good stuff. Johnny and Miss Amberswere over ina
corner of the tent whispering together earnestly, so we didn't bother them, especidly after | told Sam that
Johnny didn't drink.

Johnny gtill had hold of her hand and was gazing into her eyeslike asick pup. | noticed that Ellen
moved around so she was facing the other way and didn't have to watch. | was sorry for her, but there
wasnt anything | could do. Something like that happensif it happens. And if it hadn't been for Ma—

But | saw that Mawas getting edgy and | said wed better get back to the ship and get dressed up if
we were due to be entertained royaly. Then we could move the ship in closer. | reckoned we could
gpare afew days on Nothing Sirius. | left Sam in gtitches by telling him how we'd named the planet after
alook at theloca fauna

Then | gently pried Johnny loose from the movie star and led him outside. It wasn't easy. Therewas a



blank, blissful expression on hisface, and held even forgotten to salute me when I'd spoken to him. Hadn
tcdledme 'sr @ther. Infact, hedidn't say anything at al.

Neither did any of the rest of us, walking up the street.

There was something knocking at my mind and | couldn't quite figure out whet it was. There was
something wrong, something that didn't make sense.

Mawasworried too. Findly | heard her say, "Pop, if they redlly want to keep this place a secret,
wouldn't they maybe—uh—

"No, they wouldn't,” | answered, maybe a bit snappishly. That wasn't what | was worried about,
though.

| looked down at that new and perfect road, and there was something about it | didn't like. |
diagonaled over to the curb and walked aong that, looked down at the greenish clay beyond, but there
wasn't anything to see except more holes and more bugs like 1'd seen back at the Bon-Ton Restaurant.

Maybe they weren't cockroaches, though, unless the movie company had brought them. But they
were near enough like cockroachesfor al practical purposes—if acockroach has a practical purpose,
that is. And they 4ill didn't have bow ties or propdlers or feathers. They were just plain cockroaches.

| stepped off the paving and tried to step on one or two of them, but they got away and popped into
holes. They were plenty fast and shifty on their feet.

| got back on the road and walked with Ma. When she asked, 'What were you doing?' | answered,
Nothing.”

Ellen was walking on the other side of Maand keeping her face a studious blank. | could guess what
she wasthinking and | wished there was something could be done about it. The only thing | could think
of wasto decideto stay on Earth awhile at the end of thistrip, and give her achance to get over Johnny
by meeting alot of other young sprigs. Maybe even finding one she liked.

Johnny waswalking along in adaze. Hewas gone dl right, and he'd fallen with awful suddenness, like
guyslikethat dways do. Maybe it wasn't love, just infatuation, but right now he didn't know what planet
he was on.

Wewere over thefirst rise now, out of Sght of Sam'stent. ""Pop, did you see any movie cameras
around?' Maasked suddenly.

"Nope, but those things cost millions. They don't leave them stting around |oose when they're not
being used.

Ahead of uswasthefront of that restaurant. It looked funny asthe devil from aside view, waking
toward it from that direction. Nothing in sight but that, the road and green clay hills.

Thereweren't any cockroaches on the street, and | realized that 1'd never seen one there. 1t seemed
asthough they never got up onit or crossed it. Why would a cockroach cross the road? To get on the
other sde?

There was dill something knocking at my mind, something that made less sense than anything e se.

It got stronger and stronger and it was driving me as crazy asit was. | got to wishing | had another
drink. The sun Sirius was getting down toward the horizon, but it was till plenty hot. | even beganto
wish | had adrink of water.

Malooked tired too. "Let's stop for arest,” | said, "we're about halfway back."

We stopped. It wasright in front of the Bon-Ton and | looked up at the sign and grinned. "Johnny,
will you goinand order dinner for us?

He saluted and replied, "Yes, gr," and started for the door. He suddenly got red in the face and
stopped. | chuckled but | didn't rubiitin by saying anything e,

Maand Ellen sat down on the curb.

| walked through the restaurant door again and it hadn't changed any. Smooth like glass on the other
sde. The same cockroach—I guessit was the same one—was il sitting or stlanding by the same hole.

| said, "Hello, there,” but it didn't answer, so | tried to step on it but again it was too fast for me. |
noticed something funny. It had started for the hole the second | decided to step onit, even before | had
actudly moved amuscle.

| went back through to the front again, and leaned againgt thewall. It was nice and solid to lean



againd. | took acigar out of my pocket and started to light it, but | dropped the match. Almost, | knew
what was wrong.

Something about Sam Heideman.

‘Ma," | said, "ignt Sam Heideman—dead?

And then, with gppdling suddenness | wasn't leaning againgt awal anymore because thewall just
wan't there and | wasfalling backward.

| heard Mayel and Ellen squed.

| picked mysdlf up off the greenish clay. Maand Ellen were getting up too, from sitting down hard on
the ground because the curb they'd been stting on wasn't there any more either. Johnny was staggering a
bit from having the road disgppear under the soles of hisfeet, and dropping afew inches.

Therewasn't asign anywhere of road or restaurant, just the rolling green hills. And—yes, the
cockroaches were il there.

Thefal had jolted me plenty, and | was mad. | wanted something to take out my mad on. There
were only cockroaches. They hadn't gone up into nothingnesslike the rest of it. | made another try at the
nearest one, and missed again. Thistime | was positive that hed moved before | did.

Ellen looked down at where the street ought to be, at where the restaurant front ought to be, and then
back the way we'd come as though wondering if the Penny Arcade tent was ill there.

Itisnt,” | sad.

Maasked, ‘Itisnt what?

‘lsnt there,” | explained.

Maglowered at me. "What isn't where?

"Thetent," | said, abit peeved. "The movie company. The whole shebang. And especidly Sam
Heideman. It was when | remembered about Sam Heideman—five years ago in Luna City we heard he
was dead—s0 he wasn't there. None of it wasthere. And the minute | redlized that, they pulled it al out
from under us."

""They? What do you mean, "they,' Pop Wherry? Who is 'they'?"

"Youmeanwho are "they'?" | said, but the look Ma gave me made me wince.

‘Let'snot talk here,” | went on. "Let's get back to the ship as quick aswe can, first. Y ou can lead us
there, Johnny, without the street”

He nodded, forgetting to salute or 'Sr* me. We started off, none of ustalking. | wasn't worried about
Johnny getting us back; hed been dl right until wed hit the tent; he'd been following our course with his
wrist-compass.

After we got to where the end of the street had been, it got easy because we could see our own
footprintsin the clay, and just had to follow them. We passed the rise where there had been the purple
bush with the propeller birds, but the birds weren't there now, nor was the purple bush.

But the Chitterling was il there, thank Heavens. We saw it from the last riseand it looked just as
we had left it. It looked like home, and we started to walk faster.

| opened the door and stood aside for Maand Ellento go infirst. Ma had just started in when we
heard the voice. It said, 'We bid you farewell.”

| said, "We bid you farewell, too. And the hell with you.”

| motioned Mato go on into the ship. The sooner | was out of this place, the better I'd likeit.

But the voice said, 'Wait,” and there was something about it that made us wait. 'We wish to explain to
you so that you will not return.”

Nothing had been further from my mind, but | said, "Why not?

"Y our civilization is not compatible with ours. We have studied your minds to make sure. We
projected images from the images we found in your minds, to study your reactionsto them. Our first
images, our first thought-projections, were confused.

But we understood your minds by the time you reached the farthest point of your walk. We were
ableto project beings similar to yourselves.”

"Sam Heldeman, yeah,” | said. "But how about the da—the woman? She couldn't have beeninthe
memory of any of us because none of usknew her.”



"She was a composite—what you would cdl an idedization. That, however, doesn't matter. By
sudying you we learned that your civilization concernsitsdf with things, ourswith thoughts. Neither of us
has anything to offer the other. No good could come through interchange, whereas much harm might
come. Our planet has no material resources that would interest your race.

| had to agree with that, looking out over that monotonous rolling clay that seemed to support only
those few tumble-weedlike bushes, and not many of them. It didn't look like it would support anything
else. Asfor minerds, | hadn't seen even apebble.

"Right youare," | called back. "Any planet that raises nothing but tumbleweeds and cockroaches can
keep itself, asfar aswe're concerned. So—" Then something dawned on me. "Hey, just aminute. There
must be something ese or who the devil am | talking to?

"You aretaking,” replied the voice, 'to what you call cockroaches, which isanother point of
incompatibility between us. To be more precise, you are talking to a thought-projected voice, but we are
projecting it. And let me assure you of one thing—that you are more repugnant physically to usthan we
aretoyou.’

I looked down then and saw them, three of them, ready to pop into holesif | made amove.

Back insgdethe ship, | said, "Johnny, blast off. Destination, Earth.

He saluted and said, "Yes, ar,” and went into the pilot's compartment and shut the door. He didn't
cone out until we were on an automatic course, with Sirius dwindling behind us.

Ellen had gone to her room. Maand | were playing cribbage.

"‘May | go off duty, sr?" Johnny asked, and walked giffly to hisroom when | answered, "Sure.”

After awhile, Maand | turned in. Awhile after that we heard noises. | got up to investigate, and
investigated.

| came back grinning. "Everything's okay, Ma," | said. "It's Johnny Lane and he's as drunk as a hoot
owl!" And | dapped Maplayfully on the fanny.

"Ouch, you old fool,” she sniffed. "I msore there from the curb disappearing from under me. And what
swonderful about Johnny getting drunk? You arent, are you?

‘No," | admitted, regretfully perhaps. ‘But, Ma, he told meto go to blazes. And without saluting. Me,
the owner of the ship.’

Majust looked at me. Sometimes women are smart, but sometimes they re pretty dumb.

"Listen, heisn't going to keep on getting drunk,” | said. "Thisis an occasion. Can't you see what
happened to his pride and dignity?

"Y ou mean because he—"

'‘Because hefdl in love with the thought-projection of acockroach,” | pointed out. "Or anyway he
thought he did. He hasto get drunk once to forget that, and from now on, after he sobers up, hesgoing
to be human. I'll bet onit, any odds. And I'll bet too that once he'shuman, hesgoing to see Ellenand
readlize how pretty sheis. I'll bet he's head-over-hedls before we get back to Earth. I'll get a bottle and
well drink atoast onit. To Nothing Sriug”

And for once | wasright. Johnny and Ellen were engaged before we got near enough to Earth to start
decdlerating.

Sar mouse

MITKEY, the mouse, wasn't Mitkey then.

He was just another mouse, who lived behind the floorboards and plaster of the house of the great
Herr Professor Oberburger, formerly of Viennaand Heidelberg; then arefugee from the excessive
admiration of the more powerful of hisfellow-countrymen. The excessve admiration had concerned, not
Herr Oberburger himself, but a certain gas which had been a by-product of an unsuccessful rocket
fud-which might have been ahighly successful something else.

If, of course, the Professor had given them the correct formula. Which he-Well, anyway, the
Professor had made good his escape and now lived in ahouse in Connecticut. And so did Mitkey.

A smadl gray mouse, and asmall gray man. Nothing unusud about either of them. Particularly there



was nothing unusua about Mitkey; he had afamily and he liked cheese and if there were Rotarians
among mice, he would have been aRotarian.

The Herr Professor, of course, had hismild eccentricities. A confirmed bachelor, he had no oneto
talk to except himsdf, but he considered himsdlf an excellent conversationalist and held congtant verbal
communion with himsaf while heworked. That fact, it turned out later, was important, because Mitkey
had excellent ears and heard those night-long soliloquies. He didn't understand them, of course. If he
thought about them at al, he merely thought of the Professor as alarge and noisy super-mouse who
sgueaked over-much.

"Und now,” he would say to himsdlf, "ve vill see vether this eggshaust tube vas broberly machined. It
should fidt vithin vun vunhundredth thousandth of anindtch. Ahhh, it iss berfect. Und now-"

Night after night, day after day, month after month. The gleaming thing grew, and the gleam in Herr
Oberburger's eyes grew apace.

It was about three and a half feet long, with weirdly shaped vanes, and it rested on atemporary
framework on atable in the center of the room that served the Herr Professor for all purposes. The
house in which he and Mitkey lived was a four room structure, but the Professor hadn't yet found it out,
seemingly. Originaly, he had planned to use the big room as alaboratory only, but he found it more
convenient to deep on acot in one corner of it, when he dept at dl, and to do the little cooking he did
over the same gas burner over which he melted down golden grainsof TNT into adangerous soup which
he salted and peppered with strange condiments, but did not est.

"Und now | shall bour it into tubes, and see vether vun tube adjacendt to another eggsplodes der
secondt tube vhen der virst tubeiss-

That wasthe night Mitkey amost decided to move himself and hisfamily to amore stable abode, one
that did not rock and sway and try to turn handsprings on its foundations. But Mitkey didn't move after
all, because there were compensations. New mouse-holes al over, and-joy of joy!-abig crack in the
back of the refrigerator where the Professor kept, among other things, food.

Of course the tubes had been not larger than capillary size, or the house would not have remained
around the mouseholes. And of course Mitkey could not guess what was coming nor understand the
Herr Professor's brand of English (nor any other brand of English, for that matter) or he would not have
let even acrack in the refrigerator tempt him.

The Professor was jubilant that morning.

"Der fud, idt vorks! Der secondt tube, idt did not eggsplode.Und der virst, in seggtions, as | had
eggspectedt! Und it is more bowerful; there will be blenty of room for der combartment-"

Ah, yes, the compartment. That was where Mitkey came in, athough even the Professor didn't know
it yet. In fact the Professor didn't even know that Mitkey existed.

"Und now,” he was saying to hisfavourite listener, "idt is budt amadter of combining der fuel tubes so
they work in obbosite bairs. Und then-"

That was the moment when the Herr Professor's eyesfirg fell on Mitkey. Rather, they fdll upon apair
of gray whiskers and ablack, shiny little nose protruding from a hole in the baseboards.

"Vel!" hesad, "vot haff ve herel Mitkey Mouse himsdlf! Mitkey, how would you liketo go for aride,
negst veek? Ve shall see”

That ishow it came about that the next time the Professor sent into town for supplies, his order
included amousetrap-not one of the vicious kind that kills, but one of the wire-cage kind. And it had not
been set, with cheese, for more than ten minutes before Mitkey's sharp little nose had smelled out that
cheese and he had followed hisnose into captivity.

Not, however, an unpleasant captivity. Mitkey was an honored guest. The cage reposed now on the
table a which the Professor did most of hiswork, and cheese in indigestion-giving abundance was
pushed through the bars, and the Professor didn't talk to himself any more.

"You see, Mitkey, | vas going to sendt to der |aboratory in Hardtfordt for avhite mouse, budt vhy
should I, mit you here? | am sure you are more soundt and healthy and able to vithstand along chourney
than those |aboratory mices. No? Ah, you viggle your viskers and that means yes, no? Und being used to



living in dargk holes, you should suffer less than they from glaustrophobia, no?"

And Mitkey grew fat and happy and forgot al about trying to get out of the cage. | fear that he even
forgot about the family he had abandoned, but he knew, if he knew anything, that he need not worry
about them in the dightest. At least not until and unless the Professor discovered and repaired the holein
therefrigerator. And the Professor's mind was most emphaticaly not on refrigeration.

"Und so, Mitkey, ve shal place thisvane so-it issonly of assstance in der landing, in an atmosphere.
It and these vill bring you down safely and dowly enough that der shock-absorbersin der movable
combartment vill keep you from bumping your head too hard, | think." Of course, Mitkey missed the
ominous noteto that "I think" qualification because he missed dl therest of it. He did not, as has been
explained, speak English. Not then.

But Herr Oberburger talked to him just the same. He showed him pictures. "Did you effer see der
Mouse you vas named after, Mitkey? Vhat? No? Loogk, thisis der origind Mitkey Mouse, by Valt
Dissney. Budt | think you are cuter, Mitkey."

Probably the Professor was a bit crazy to talk that way to alittle gray mouse. In fact, he must have
been crazy to make arocket that worked. For the odd thing was that the Herr Professor was not really
an inventor. Therewas, as he carefully explained to Mitkey, not one single thing about that rocket that
was new. The Herr Professor was atechnician; he could take other peopl€e'sideas and make them work.
Hisonly red invention-the rocket fuel that wasn't one-had been turned over to the United States
Government and had proved to be something already known and discarded because it was too
expensvefor practical use.

Asheexplained very carefully to Mitkey, "It iss burely amatter of absolute accuracy and
mathematica correctness, Mitkey. Idt issal here-ve merely combine-und ve achieff vhat, Mitkey?

"Eggscape velocity, Mitkey! Chust bardly, it adds up to eggscape velocity. Maybe. There are yet
unknown facgtors, Mitkey, in der ubper atmosphere, der troposphere, der stratosphere. Vethink ve
know eggsactly how mudch air thereissto calculate resstance againgt, but are ve absolutely sure? No,
Mitkey, ve are not. Ve haff not been there. Und der marchin iss so narrow that so mudch asan air
current might affect idt."

But Mitkey cared not awhit. In the shadow of the tapering aluminum-aloy cylinder he waxed fat and
happy.

"Der tag, Mitkey, der tag! Und | shdl not lieto you, Mitkey. | shdl not giff you valse assurances. Y ou
go on adancherous chourney, mein little friendt.

"A vifty-vifty chance ve giff you, Mitkey. Not der moon or bust, but der moon und bust, or else
maybe safely back to earth. Y ou see, my boor little Mitkey, der moon iss not made of green cheese und
if it were, you vould not live to eet it because there iss not enough atmosphere to bring you down safely
und vith your viskers till on.

"Und vhy then, you may vell ask, do | send you? Because der rocket may not attain eggscape
veocity. Und in that case, it issstill an eggsperiment, budt adifferent vun. Der rocket, if it goes not to der
moon, falsback on der earth, no? Und in that case certain ingruments shall giff us further information
than ve haff yet about things up therein space. Und you shdl giff usinformation, by vether or not you are
yet dife, vether der shock absorbers und vanes are sufficient in an earth-equiva ent atmosphere. Y ou
see?

"Then ladter, vhen ve send rockets to V enus maybe vhere an atmosphere eggsists, ve shal haff data
to cdculate the needed size of vanes und shock-absorbers, no? Und in either case, und vether or not you
return, Mitkey, you shdl be vamous! Y ou shall be der virst liffing greature to go oudt beyond der
stratosphere of der earth, out into space.

"Mitkey, you shall be der Star-Mouse! | enfy you, Mitkey, und | only vish | vereyour size, so | could
go, too."

Der tag, and the door to the compartment. " Gootbye, little Mitkey Mouse." Darkness. Silence. Noise!

"Der rocket-if it goes not to der moon-falls back on der earth, no?' That was what the Herr Professor
thought. But the best-laid plans of mice and men gang aft agley. Even star-mice.



All because of Prxl.

The Herr Professor found himself very londly. After having had Mitkey to talk to, soliloquieswere
somehow empty and inadequate.

There may be some who say that the company of asmal gray mouseisapoor substitute for awife;
but others may disagree. And, anyway, the Professor had never had awife, and he had amouseto talk
to, so he missed one and, if he missed the other, he didn't know it.

During the long night after the launching of the rocket, he had been very busy with histelescope, a
swext little eight-inch reflector, checking its course asit gathered momentum. The exhaust explosions
made atiny fluctuating point of light that was possibleto follow, if one knew whereto look.

But the following day there seemed to be nothing to do, and he was too excited to deep, dthough he
tried. So he compromised by doing a spot of housekeeping, cleaning the pots and pans. It waswhile he
was S0 engaged that he heard a series of frantic little squeaks and discovered that another small gray
mouse, with shorter whiskers and a shorter tail than Mitkey, had walked into the wire-cage mousetrap.

"Vil, ydl," said the Professor, "vot haff ve here? Minnie? Issit Minnie cometo look for her Mitkey?!

The Professor was not abiologist, but he happened to be right. It was Minnie. Rather, it was Mitkey's
mate, o the name was appropriate. What strange vagary of mind had induced her to walk into an
unbaited trap, the Professor neither knew nor cared, but he was ddlighted. He promptly remedied the
lack of bait by pushing asizable piece of cheese through the bars.

Thusit wasthat Minnie cameto fill the place of her far-traveling spouse as repository for the
Professor's confidences. Whether she worried about her family or not there is no way of knowing, but
she need not have done so. They were now large enough to fend for themselves, particularly in ahouse
that offered abundant cover and easy accessto the refrigerator.

"Ah, and now it issdargk enough, Minnie, that ve can loogk for that husband of yours. Hisviery trall
acrossthe sky. True, Minnieg, itissavery smal viery trail and der astronomersvill not notice it, because
they do not know vhere to loogk. But ve do.

"Heiss going to be avery vamous mouse, Minnie, this Mitkey of ours, vhen vetdl der vorld about
him and about mein rocket. Y ou see, Minnie ve haff not told them yet. Ve shall vait and gill der gomplete
gory al a vunce. By dawn of tomorrow yell

"Ah, there heiss, Minnie! Vaint, but there. I'd hold you up to der scope and let you loogk, but it vould
not be vocused right for your eyes, and | do not know how to

"Almost vun hundred thousand miles, Minnnie, and still agcelerating, but not for much longer. Our
Mitkey isson schedule; in fagt heiss going vaster than ve had vigured, no? It iss sure now that hevill
eggscape the gravitation of der earth, and fal upon der moon!™

Of course, it was purely coincidental that Minnie squesked.

"Ah, yess, Minnie, little Minnie. I know, | know. Ve shdl neffer see our Mitkey again, and | amost
vish our eggsperiment hadt vailed. Budt there are gompensations, Minnie. He shall be der most vamous
of al mites. Der Star-Mouse! Virg lifting gresture effer to go beyond der gravitationa bull of earth!”

The night waslong. Occasiondly high clouds obscured vision.

"Minnie, | shall make you more gomfortable than in that so-smdll vire cage. Y ou vould liketo seem to
be vree, vould you not, vithout bars, like der animals at modern zoos, vith moats insteadt?

And so, to fill in an hour when a cloud obscured the sky, the Herr Professor made Minnie her new
home. It was the end of awooden crate, about haf an inch thick and afoot square, laid flat on the table,
and with no visible barrier around it.

But he covered the top with metd foil at the edges, and he placed the board on another larger board
which aso had agtrip of metal foil surrounding theidand of Minni€shome. And wiresfrom the two
areas of metd foil to oppodte terminals of asmal transformer which he placed near by.

"Und now, Minnie, | shal blace you on your idand, vhich shdl be liberdly supplied mitt cheeseand
vater, and you shdl vind it iss an eggcdent blaceto liff. But you vill get amild shock ‘or two vhen you try
to step off der edge of der idand. It vill not hurt much, but you vill not likeit, and after afew triesyou vill
learn not to try again, no? Und-’



And night again.

Minnie happy on her idand, her lesson well learned. She would no longer so much as step on theinner
strip of metd foil. It was amouse-paradise of anidand, though. There was adliff of cheese bigger than
Minnie hersalf. It kept her busy. Mouse and cheese; soon one would be atransmutation of the other.

But Professor Oberburger wasn't thinking about that. The Professor was worried. When he had
caculated and reca culated and aimed his eight-inch reflector through the hole in the roof and turned out
thelights

Y es, there are advantages to being abachelor after dl. If one wants aholein the roof, one smply
knocks aholein the roof and thereis nobody to tell one that oneis crazy. If winter comes, or if it rains,
one can dways cdl a carpenter or use atarpaulin.

But thefaint trall of light wasn't there. The Professor frowned and re-cal culated and re-re-calculated
and shifted his telescope three-tenths of aminute and still the rocket wasn't there.

"Minnie, omething "isswrong. Either der tubes haff stopped viring, or-"

Or the rocket was no longer traversing astraight line reative to its point of departure. By straight, of
course, is meant parabolically curved relative to everything other than velocity.

So the Herr Professor did the only thing remaining for him to do, and began to search, with the
telescope, in widening circles. It was two hours before he found it, five degrees off course aready and
veering more and moreinto a Well, there was only one thing you could cdl it. A taillspin.

The darned thing was going in circles, circles which appeared to congtitute an orbit about something
that couldn't possibly be there. Then narrowing into a concentric spiral.

Then-out. Gone. Darkness. No rocket flares.

The Professor's face was pale as he turned to Minnie.

"ltissimbossible, Minnie. Mein own eyes, but it could not be. Even if vun side stopped viring, it could
not haff gone into such sudden circles™ His pencil verified asuspicion. "Und, Minnie, it decelerated vaster
than bossible. Even mitt no tubes viring, its momentum vould haff been more-"

Therest of the night-telescope and caculus-yielded no clue. That is, no beievable clue. Someforce
not inherent in the rocket itsalf, and not accountable by gravitation-even of ahypothetica body-had
acted.

"Mein poor Mitkey."

Thegray, inscrutable dawn. "Mein Minnie, it vill haff to be a secret. Ve dare not publish vhat ve saw,
for it vould not be believed. | am not sure | believe it mysdf, Minnie. Berhaps because | vas offertired
vrom not deeping, | chust imachined that | saw-"

Later. "But, Minnie, ve shal hope. Vun hundred vifty thousand miles out, it vas. It vill fall back upon
der earth. But | gannot tell vhere! | thought that if it did, | vould be able to gdculate its course, und- But
after those goncentric circles-Minnie, not even Eingtein could galculate vhereit vill land. Not effen me. All
ve can do isshopethat ve shdl hear of vhereit fals."

Cloudy day. Black night jedous of its mydteries.

"Minnie, our poor Mitkey. Thereisnothing could have gauzed-" But something had.

Prxl.

Prxl isan asteroid. It isn't called that by earthly astronomers, because-for excellent reasons-they have
not discovered it. So wewill cal it by the nearest possible tranditeration of the nameitsinhabitants use.
Yes, it'sinhabited.

Cometo think of it, Professor Oberburger's attempt to send arocket to the moon had some strange
results. Or rather, PrxI did.

Y ou wouldn't think that an asteroid could reform a drunk, would you? But one CharlesWindow, a
besotted citizen of Bridgeport, Connecticut, never took a drink when-right on Grove Street-a mouse
asked him the road to Hartford. The mouse was wearing bright red pants and vivid yellow gloves.

But that was fifteen months after the Professor lost hisrocket. We'd better start over again.

Prx| isan asteroid. One of those despised celestia bodies which terrestrid astronomers call vermin of
the sky, because the darned things leave trails across the plates that clutter up the more important



observations of novae and nebulae. Fifty thousand fleas on the dark dog of night.

Tiny things, most of them. Astronomers have been discovering recently that some of them come close
to Earth. Amazingly close. There was excitement in 1932 when Amor came within ten million miles;
agronomically, amere mashie shot. Then Apallo cut that dmost in half, and in 1936 Adonis camewithin
lessthan one and ahdf million miles.

In 1937, Hermes, lessthan half amillion but the astronomers got redlly excited when they calculated
itsorbit and found that the little mile-long asteroid can come within a mere 220,000 miles, closer than
Earth's own moon.

Some day they may be still more excited, if and when they spot the 3/8-mile asteroid Prxl, that
obstacle of space, making atrangt across the moon and discover that it frequently comeswithin amere
hundred thousand miles of our rapidly whirling world.

Only inevent of atrangt will they ever discover it, though, for Prxl does not reflect light. 1t hasnt,
anyway, for severd million years since itsinhabitants coated it with a black, light-abbsorbing pigment
derived fromitsinterior. Monumental task, painting aworld, for crestures hdf aninch tal. But worthiit, at
the time. When they'd shifted its orbit, they were safe from their enemies. There were giantsin those
days-eight-inch tall marauding pirates from Diemaos. Got to Earth a couple of timestoo, before they
faded out of the picture, Pleasant little giants who killed because they enjoyed it. Recordsin now-buried
cities on Diemos might explain what happened to the dinosaurs. And why the promising Cro-Magnons
disappeared at the height of their promise only a cosmic few minutes after the dinosaurs went west.

But Prxl survived. Tiny world no longer reflecting the sun'srays, lost to the cosmic killerswhen its
orbit was shifted.

Prxl. Still civilized, with acivilization millions of yearsold. Its coat of blackness preserved and
renewed regularly, more through tradition than fear of enemiesin these later degenerate days. Mighty but
stagnant civilization, standing still on aworld that whizzes like abullet.

And Mitkey Mouse.

Klarloth, head scientist of arace of scientists, tapped his assistant Bemj on what would have been
Bemj’ sshoulder if he had had one. "Look," he said, 'what approaches Prxl. Obvioudy artificid
propulson.”

Bemj looked into the wall-plate and then directed a thought-wave at the mechanism that jumped the
meagnification of athousand-fold through an ateration of the eectronic fidd.

The image leaped, blurred, then steadied. "Fabricated,” said Bemj. "Extremely crude, | must say.
Primitive explosive-powered rocket. Wait, I'll check whereit came from.”

He took the readings from the dia's about the viewplate, and hurled them as thoughts againgt the
psychocoil of the computer, then waited while that most complicated of machines digested al the factors
and prepared the answer. Then, eagerly, he did hismind into rapport with its projector. Klarloth likewise
listened in to the Silent broadcast.

Exact point on Earth and exact time of departure. Untrand atable expression of curve of trgectory,
and point on that curve where deflected by gravitationa pull of Prxl. The destination-or rather the origina
intended destination--of the rocket was obvious, Earth's moon. Time and place of arriva on Prxl if
present course of rocket was unchanged.

"Earth,” said Klarloth meditatively. "They were along way from rocket travel the last time we checked
them. Some sort of acrusade, or battle of beliefs, going on, wasn't there?”

Bemj nodded. "Catapults. Bows and arrows. They've taken along stride since, eveniif thisisonly an
early experimenta thing of arocket. Shal we destroy it beforeit gets here?!

Klarloth shook his head thoughtfully. "Let'slook it over. May save usatrip to Earth; we can judge
their present state of development pretty well from the rocket itself."

"But then well haveto-"

"Of course. Call the Station. Tell them to train their attractorepulsorson it and to swing it into a
temporary orbit until they prepare alanding-cradle. And not forget to damp out the explosive before they
bring it down."

"Temporary force-field around point of landing-in case?’



"Naturdly.”

So despite the dmost compl ete absence of atmosphere in which the vanes could have functioned, the
rocket came down safely and so softly that Mitkey, in the dark compartment, knew only that the awful
noise had stopped.

Mitkey felt better. He ate some more of the cheese with which the compartment was liberaly
provided. Then he resumed trying to gnaw aholein the inch-thick wood with which the compartment
was lined. That wooden lining was akind thought of the Herr Professor for Mitkey's mental well-being.
He knew that trying to gnaw hisway out would give Mitkey something to do en route which would keep
him from getting the screaming meemies. The idea had worked; being busy, Mitkey hadn't suffered
mentaly from his dark confinement. And now that things were quiet, he chewed away moreindustrioudy
and more happily than ever, sublimey unaware that when he got through the wood, held find only metal
which he couldn't chew. But better people than Mitkey have found things they couldn't chew.

Meanwhile, Klarloth and Bemj and several thousand other Prxlians stood gazing up at the huge rocket
which, even lying on its Side, towered high over their heads. Some of the younger ones, forgetting the
invishblefield of force, walked too close and came back, ruefully rubbing bumped heads.

Klarloth himsdlf was at the psychograph.

‘Thereislifeingdetherocket,” hetold Bem. "But theimpressions are confused. One cregature, but |
cannot follow itsthought processes. At the moment it ssemsto be doing something with itsteeth.”

"It could not be an Earthling, one of the dominant race. One of them ismuch larger than this huge
rocket. Gigantic creatures. Perhaps, unable to construct arocket large enough to hold one of themsalves,
they sent an experimentd creature, such as our wooraths.”

"1 believe you've guessed right, Bemj. Well, when we have explored its mind thoroughly, we may il
learn enough to save us a check-up trip to Earth. | am going to open the door.”

"But air-creatures of Earth would need a heavy, amost a dense atmosphere. It could not live."

"Weretain the force-field, of course. It will keep the air in. Obvioudy thereisa source of supply of air
within the rocket or the creature would not have survived thetrip.”

Klarloth operated controls, and the force-field itsalf put forth invisible pseudo-pods and turned the
outer screw-door, then reached within and unlatched the inner door to the compartment itself.

All PrxI watched breathlesdy as a monstrous gray head pushed out of the huge aperture yawning
overhead. Thick whiskers, each aslong asthe body of a Prxlian--

Mitkey jumped down, and took aforward step that bumped his black nose hard-into something that
wasn't there. He squeaked, and jumped backward against the rocket.

Therewas disgust in Bemj'sface as he looked up at the mongter. "Obvioudy much lessintelligent than
awoorath. Might just aswell turn on theray.”

"Not at dl,” interrupted Klarloth. ™Y ou forget certain very obviousfacts. The creatureis unintelligent,
of course, but the subconscious of every animd holdsin itsdf every memory, every impression, every
sense-image, to which it has ever been subjected. If this creature has ever heard the speech of the
Earthlings, or seen any of their works-besides this rocket--every word and every pictureisindeibly
graven. Y ou see now what | mean?”

"Naturally. How stupid of me, Klarloth. Well, onething is obvious from the rocket itsdlf: we have
nothing to fear from the science of Earth for at least afew millennia. So thereisno hurry, whichis
fortunate. For to send back the creature's memory to the time of its birth, and to follow each sensory
impression in the psychograph will require-well, atime a least equivaent to the age of the creature,
whatever that is, plusthe time necessary for usto interpret and assimilate each.”

"But that will not be necessary, Bemj."

"No? Oh, you mean the X-19 waves?'

"Exactly. Focused upon this creature's brain-center, they can, without disturbing his memories, be so
deicately adjusted asto increase hisintelligence-now probably about .0001 in the scale-to the point
where heisareasoning creature. Almost automaticaly, during the process, he will assmilate hisown
memories, and understand them just as he would if he had been intelligent at the time he received those



impressons.

"See, Bemj? He will automaticaly sort out irrelevant data, and will be able to answer our questions.”

"But would you make him asintdligent as- 7

"Aswe? No, the X-19 waves would not work so far. | would say to about .2 on the scale. That,
judging from the rocket, coupled with what we remember of Earthlings from our last trip there, is about
their present place on the intelligence scale.”

"Ummm, yes. At that level, he would comprehend his experiences on Earth just sufficiently that he
would not be dangerousto us, too. Equd to an intelligent Earthling. Just about right for our purpose.
Then, shdl weteach him our language?!

"Wait," said Klarloth. He studied the psychograph closdly for awhile. "No, | do not think so. He will
have alanguage of hisown. | seein his subconscious, memories of many long conversations. Strangely,
they al seem to be monologues by one person. But he will have alanguage-asimple one. It would take
him along time, even under trestment, to grasp the concepts of our own method of communication. But
we can learn his, while heisunder the X-19 machine, in afew minutes.”

"Does he understand, now, any of that language?’

Klarloth studied the psychograph again. "No, | do not believe he- Wait, thereis one word that seems
to mean something to him. Theword "Mitkey." It ssemsto be hisname, and | believe that, from hearing it
many times, he vagudly asociatesit with himsdf."

"And quartersfor him-with air-locks and such?'

"Of course. Order them built."

To say it was astrange experience for Mitkey is understatement. Knowledge is a strange thing, even
when it isacquired gradualy. To haveit thrust upon one--

And there were little things that had to be straightened out. Like the matter of vocal chords. His
weren't adapted to the language he now found he knew. Bemj fixed that; you would hardly call it an
operation because Mitkey-even with his new awareness--did know what was going on, and he was wide
awake at thetime. And they didn't explain to Mitkey about the J-dimension with which one can get at the
inwardness of things without penetrating the outside.

They figured things like that weren't in Mitkey's line, and anyway they were more interested in learning
from him than teaching him. Bemj and Klarloth, and a dozen others deemed worthy of the privilege. If
one of them wasn't talking to him, another was.

Their questioning helped his own growing understanding. He would not, usudly, know that he knew
the answer to aquestion until it was asked. Then held piece together, without knowing just how hedid it
(any morethan you or | know how we know things) and give them the answer.

Bem)j: "Issthislanguage vhich you sbesk auniversa vun?

And Mitkey, even though he'd never thought about it before, had the answer ready: "No, it iss nodt. It
iss Englitch, but | remember der Herr Brofessor sheaking of other tongues. | belief he shoke another
himsdf origindly, budt in America he dways shoke Englitch to become more vamiliar mittit. Itissa
beaudiful sbeech, isit nodt?*

"Hmmmm," said Bem;.

Klarloth: "Und your race, the mices. Arethey tregted vell?

"Nodt by most people,” Mitkey told him. And explained. "'l vould like to do something for them," he
added. "L oogk, could I nodt take back mitt me this brocess vhich you used upon me? Abbly it to other
mices, and greate arace of super-mices?"

"Vhy not?' asked Bemj.

He saw Klarloth looking at him strangely, and threw his mind into rapport with the chief scientist's,
with Mitkey left out of the sllent communion.

"Yes, of course" Bemj told Klarloth, "it will lead to trouble on Earth, grave trouble. Two equa
classes of beings so dissmilar as mice and men cannot live together in amity. But why should that concern
us, other than favorably? The resultant mess will dow down progress on Earth-give usafew more
millennia of peace before Earthlings discover we are here, and trouble starts. Y ou know these



Earthlings”

"But you would give them the X-19 waves? They might-"

"No, of course not. But we can explain to Mitkey here how to make avery crude and limited machine
for them. A primitive one which would suffice for nothing more than the specific task of converting mouse
mentdity from .0001 to .2, Mitkey's own level and that of the bifurcated Earthlings.”

"Itispossible” communicated Klarloth. "It is certain that for aeons to come they will be incapable of
understanding itsbasic principle.”

"But could they not use even a crude machineto raise their own level of intelligence?"

"Y ou forget, Bemj, the basic limitation of the X-19 rays, that no one can possibly design a projector
capable of raisng any mentdity to apoint on the scae higher than hisown. Not evenwe." All this, of
course, over Mitkey's head, in silent Prxlian. More interviews, and more.

Klarloth again: "Mitkey, ve varn you of vun thing. Avoid carelessness vith eectricity. Der new
molecular rearranchement of your brain center-it iss unstable, and-"

Bemj: "Mitkey, are you sure your Herr Brofessor iss der most advanced of al who eggsperiment vith
der rockets?

"In chenerd, yess, Bemj. There are others who on vun specific boint, such as eggsplosives,
mathematics, astrovisics, may know more, but not much more. Und for combining these knowledges, he
issahead."

"Itissvel," sad Bem.

Small gray mouse towering like adinosaur over tinier haf-inch Prxlians. Meek, herbivorous cregture
though hewas, Mitkey could have killed any one of them with asingle bite. But, of course, it never
occurred to him to do so, nor to them to fear that he might.

They turned him inside out mentaly. They did a pretty good job of study on him physically, too, but
that was through the J-dimension, and Mitkey didn't even know about it.

They found out what made him tick, and they found out everything he knew and somethings he didn't
even know he knew. And they grew quite fond of him.

"Mitkey," said Klarloth oneday, "dl der civilized races on Earth year glothing, do they nodt? Vel if
you areto raise der level of micesto men, vould it not be vitting that you year glothes, too?"

"An eggcelent idea, Herr Klarloth. Und | know chust vhat kind | should like. Der Herr Brofessor
vunce showed me abicture of amouse bainted by der artist Dissney, and der mouse yore glothing. Der
mouse vas not aredl-life vun, budt an imachinary mouse in abarable, and der Brofessor named me after
der Dissney mouse.”

"Vot kind of glothing vasit, Mitkey?"

"Bright red bants mitt two big yellow buttonsin frondt and two in back, and yellow shoes for der back
feet and apair of yellow glovesfor der front. A holein der seat of der bants to aggomodate der tail."

"Ogay, Mitkey. Such shall beready for you in fife minutes.”

That was on the eve of Mitkey's departure. Originaly Bemj had suggested awaiting the moment when
Prxl's eccentric orbit would again take it within a hundred and fifty thousand miles of Earth. But, as
Klarloth pointed out, that would be fifty-five Earth-years ahead, and Mitkey wouldn't last that long. Not
unless they-And Bemj agreed that they had better not risk sending a secret like that back to Earth.

So they compromised by refuding Mitkey's rocket with something that would cancel out the million
and aquarter odd miles hewould haveto travel. That secret they didn't have to worry about, because
the fuel would be gone by the time the rocket landed.

Day of departure.

"V e haff done our best, Mitkey, to set and time der rocket so it vill land on or near der spot from
vhich you left Earth. But you gannot eggspect agguracy in avoyach so long asthis. But you vill land near.
Therestissup to you. Ve haff equvipped the rocket ship for effery contingency.”

"Thank you, Herr Klarloth, Herr Bemj. Gootbye."

"Gootbye, Mitkey. Ve hateto loose you."

"Gootbye, Mitkey."



"Gootbye, gootbye ..."

For amillion and aquarter miles, theaim wasredly excellent. The rocket landed in Long Idand
Sound, ten miles out from Bridgeport, about sixty miles from the house of Professor Oberburger near
Hartford.

They had prepared for awater landing, of course. The rocket went down to the bottom, but before it
was more than afew dozen feet under the surface, Mitkey opened the door-especialy re-equipped to
open from the insde-and stepped out.

Over hisregular clothes he wore anest little diving suit that would have protected him at any
reasonable depth, and which, being lighter than water, brought him to the surface quickly where hewas
ableto open hishemet.

He had enough synthetic food to last him for aweek, but it wasn't necessary, asthingsturned out. The
night-boat from Boston carried him in to Bridgeport on its anchor chain, and oncein sight of land hewas
ableto divest himsdlf of the diving suit and let it Snk to the bottom after held punctured the tiny
compartments that made it float, as he'd promised Klarloth he would do.

Almog indtinctively, Mitkey knew that hed do well to avoid human beings until he'd reached
Professor Oberburger and told his story. Hisworst danger proved to be the rats at the wharf where he
swam ashore. They were ten times Mitkey's Sze and had teeth that could have taken him gpart in two
bites.

But mind has aways triumphed over matter. Mitkey pointed an imperious yellow glove and said,
"Scram,” and the rats scrammed. They'd never seen anything like Mitkey before, and they were
impressed.

So for that matter, was the drunk of whom Mitkey inquired the way to Hartford. We mentioned that
episode before. That was the only time Mitkey tried direct communication with strange human beings. He
took, of course, every precaution. He addressed his remarks from a strategic position only inches avay
from aholeinto which he could have popped. But it was the drunk who did the popping, without even
waiting to answer Mitkey's question.

But he got there, finaly. He made hisway afoot to the north side of town and hid out behind agas
gtation until he heard amotorist who had pulled in for gasoline inquire the way to Hartford. And Mitkey
was a stowaway when the car started up.

The rest wasn't hard. The calculations of the Prxlians showed that the starting point of the rocket was
five Earth miles north-west of what showed on their telescopomaps as a city, and which from the
Professor's conversation Mitkey knew would be Hartford.

He got there.

"Hello, Brofessor.”

The Herr Professor Oberburger looked up, startled. There wasno onein sight. "Vot?' he asked, of
thear. "Whoiss?'

"Itiss|, Brofessor. Mitkey, der mouse whom you sent to der moon. But | vas not there. Insteadt, I-"

"Vot?? It issimbossible. Somebody blays der choke. Budt-budt nobody knows about that rocket.
Vhenitvailed, | didn't told nobody. Nobody budt me knows-*

"And me, Brofessor.”

The Herr Professor sighed heavily. "Offervork. | am going vhat they call battly in der bel-*

"No, Brofessor. Thisisredly me, Mitkey. | can talk now. Chust like you.”

"Y ou say you can- | do not belief it. Vhy can | not see you, then. Vhere are you? Vhy don't you-’

"l am hiding, Brofessor, in der val chust behind der big hole. | vanted to be sure efferything vas ogay
before | showed mysdlf.

Then you would not get eggcited und throw something at me maybe.”

"Vot?Vhy, Mitkey, if it issredly you und | am nodt adeep or going- Vhy, Mitkey, you know better
than to think | might do something like that!”

'Ogay, Brofessor.’



Mitkey stepped out of the holein the wall, and the Professor looked at him and rubbed his eyes and
looked again and rubbed hiseyesand

‘| an grazy,' he said findly. "Red bants he years yet, und yelow- It gannot be. | am grazy.”

"No, Brofessor. Listen, I'll tell you all aboudt.”

And Mitkey told him.

Gray dawn, and asmdl gray mouse till talking earnestly.

"Y ess, Brofessor. | see your boint, that you think an intelligent race of mices und an intelligent race of
men couldt nodt get along side by sides. But it vould not be side by sides; as| said, there are only aferry
few beoplein the smdlest continent of Augtraia. Und it vould cost little to bring them back und turn offer
that continent to usmices. Ve vould cdl it Moudtrdiainstead Audtrdia, und ve vould instead of Sydney
cal der capitd Dissney, in honor of-"

"But, Mitkey-"

"But, Brofessor, ook vot we offer for that continent. All micesvould go there. Vecivilizeafew und
the few help us catch others und bring them in to put them under red ray machine, und the others help
catch more und build more machines und it grows like asnowbdl rolling down hill Und vesigna
nonaggression pact mitt humans und stay on Moustrdia und raise our own food und-'

"But, Mitkey-"

"Und look vot ve offer you in eggschange, Her Brofessor! Ve vill eggsterminate your vorst enemy-der
rats. Ve do not like them either. Und vun battalion of vun thousand mices, armed mitt gas masks und
small gas bombs, could go right in effery hole after der rats und could eggsterminate effery rat inacity in
vun day or two. In der whole vorld ve could eggsterminate effery last rat in ayear, und a the sametime
catch und civilize effery mouse und ship him to Moustrdia, und-'

"But, Mitkey-"

"Vot, Brofessor?

"It vould vork, but it vould not work. Y ou could eggsterminate der rats, yess. But how long vould it
be before conflicts of interests vould lead to der micestrying to eggsterminate de people or der people
trying to eggsterminate der-"

"They vould not dare, Brofessor! Ve could make weapons that vould-*

"You see, Mitkey?

"But it vould not habben. If men vill honor our rights, vevill honor-'

The Herr Professor sighed.

"1-1 vill act asyour intermediary, Mitkey, und offer your broposition, und- Vell, it isstrue that getting
rid of rats vould be a greadt boon to der human race. Budt-

"Thank you, Brofessor.”

"By der vay, Mitkey. | haff Minnie. Y our vife, | guessitiss, unlessthere vas other mices around. She
issin der other room; | put her there chust before you ariffed, so she vould be in der dark und could
deep. You vant to see her?”

"Vife?' sad Mitkey. It had been so long that he had really forgotten the family he had perforce
abandoned. The memory returned dowly.

"Vell," hesaid "-ummm, yess. Vevill get her und | shal construct quvick asmall X-19 prochector
und-Yess, it vill help you in your negotiations mitt der governmentsif there are sefferd of usdready o
they can seel am not chust afreak like they might otherwise suspegt.”

It wasn't deliberate. It couldn't have been, because the Professor didn't know about Klarloth's
warning to Mitkey about carelessness with eectricity-"Der new molecular rearranchement of your brain
center-it issunstable, und-’

And the Professor was gill back in the lighted room when Mitkey ran into the room where Minnie
wasin her barless cage. She was adeep, and the sight of her- Memory of hisearlier days came back like
aflash and suddenly Mitkey knew how lonesome he had been.

"Minnie!" he caled, forgetting that she could not understand.

And stepped up on the board where she lay. "Squesk!” The mild eectrical current between thetwo



gripsof tinfoil got him.

Therewas slencefor awhile.

Then: "Mitkey," cdled the Herr Professor. " Come on back und ve vill discussthis-

He stepped through the doorway and saw them, there in the gray light of dawn, two small gray mice
cuddled happily together. He couldn't tell which was which, because Mitkey s teeth had torn off the red
and ydlow garments which had suddenly been sirange, confining and obnoxious things.

"Vot on earth?" asked Professor Oberburger. Then he remembered the current, and guessed.

"Mitkey! Can you no longer talk? |ssder-"

Slence

Then the Professor smiled. "Mitkey," he said, "my little star-mouse. | think you are more happier now.

He watched them amoment, fondly, then reached down and flipped the switch that broke the
electrica barrier. Of course they didn't know they were free, but when the Professor picked them up and
placed them carefully on the floor, one ran immediately for the hole in the wall. The other followed, but
turned around and looked back-4till atrace of puzzlement in thelittle black eyes, a puzzlement that faded.

"Gootbye, Mitkey. You vill be happier thisvay. Und there vill dways be cheese”

"Squeak,” said the little gray mouse, and it popped into the hole.

"Gootbye-" it might, or might not, have meant.

come and go mad

HE had known it, somehow, when he had awakened that morning. | to knew it more surely now,
garing out of the editoria room window into the early afternoon sunlight danting down among the
buildingsto cast a pattern of light and shadow. He knew that soon, perhaps even today, something
important was going to happen. Whether good or bad he did not know, but he darkly suspected. And
with reason; there are few good things that may unexpectedly happen to aman, things, that is, of lasting
importance. Disaster can strike from innumerable directions, in amazingly diverse ways.

A voicesad, "Hey, Mr. Vine," and he turned away from the window, dowly. That initsdf was
grangefor it was not his manner to move dowly; hewasasmadl, volatile man, dmogt cat-likein the
quickness of hisreactions and his movements.

But thistime something made him turn dowly from the window, amost asthough he never again
expected to seethat chiaroscuro of an early afternoon.

Hesad, "Hi, Red."

The freckled copy boy said, "His Nibswantsto seeya.”

"Now?'

"Naw. Atcher convenience. Sometime next week, maybe. If yer busy, give him an gpperntment.” He
put hisfist against Red's chin and shoved, and the copy boy staggerd back in assumed distress.

He got up out of hischair and went over to the water cooler. He pressed his thumb on the button and
water gurgled into the paper cup.

Harry Wheder sauntered over and said, "Hiya, Nappy. What's up? Going on the carpet?

Hesaid, "Sure, for araise.”

He drank and crumpled the cup, tossing it into the waste basket. He went over to the door marked
Private and went throughiit.

Wadter J. Candler, the managing editor, looked up from the work on his desk and said affably, "Sit
down, Vine. Bewith you inamoment,” and then looked down again.

He did into the chair opposite Candler, worried a cigarette out of his shirt pocket and lighted it. He
studied the back of the sheet of paper of which the managing editor was reading the front. There wasn't
anything on the back of it.

The M. E. put the paper down and looked at him. "Vine, I've got ascrewy one. You're good on
screwy ones.”

He grinned dowly at the M. E. He sad, 'If that'sa compliment, thanks.



“Itsacompliment, dl right. Y ou've done some pretty tough thingsfor us. Thisonesdifferent. I've
never yet asked areporter to do anything | wouldn't do mysdif. | wouldn't do this, so I'm not asking you
to."

The M. E. picked up the paper held been reading and then put it down again without even looking at
it. "Ever hear of Ellsworth Joyce Randolph?’

"Heed of the asylum? Hell yes, I' vemet him. Casudly.”

"How'd heimpressyou?"'

He was aware that the managing editor was staring at him intently, that it wasn't too casud a question.
He parried. "What do you mean: In what way? Y ou mean ishe agood Joe, is he agood palitician, has
he got a good bedside manner for apsychiatrist, or what?

‘I mean, how sane do you think heis?’

Helooked at Candler and Candler wasn't kidding. Candler was strictly deadpan.

He began to laugh, and then he stopped laughing. He leaned forward across Candler's desk.
"Ellsworth Joyce Randolph,” he said. "Y oure talking about Ellsworth Joyce Randolph?

Candler nodded. 'Dr. Randolph wasin here thismorning. Hetold arather strange story. He didn't
want meto print it. He did want me to check on it, to send our best man to check onit. He said if we
found it was true we could print it in hundred and twenty linetypeinred ink." Candler grinned wryly.
"We could, at that."

He stumped out his cigarette and studied Candler'sface. "But the story itsdlf is S0 screwy you're not
sure whether Dr. Randolph himsdf might be insane?

"Exactly.”

"And what's tough about the assgnment?

"The doc says areporter could get the story only from theinside.”

"You mean, goin asaguard or something?' Candler said, " Something."

He got up out of the chair and walked over to the window, stood with his back to the managing
editor, looking out. The sun had moved hardly at al. Y et the shadow pattern in the streets looked
different, obscurdly different. The shadow pattern inside himself was different, too. This, he knew, was
what had been going to happen. He turned around. He said, "No, Hell no.’

Candler shrugged imperceptibly. "Don't blame you. | haven't even asked you to. | wouldn't do it
mysdf.”

He asked, "What does Ellswvorth Joyce Randolph think isgoing on inside his nuthouse? It must be
something pretty screwy if it made you wonder whether Randolph himsdlf issane.”

‘| can't tell you that, Vine. Promised him | wouldn't, whether or not you took the assignment.”

"Y ou mean-even if | took thejob | still wouldn't know what | was looking for?

"That'sright. Y ou'd be prejudiced. Y ou wouldn't be objective. Y ou'd be looking for something, and
you might think you found it whether it wasthere or not. Or you might be so prejudiced againgt finding it
that you'd refuse to recognizeit if it bit you in theleg.”

He strode from the window over to the desk and banged hisfist down oniit.

He said, ‘God damnit, Candler, why me? Y ou know what happened to me three years ago."

"Sure. Amnesia’

"Sure, annesia. Just likethat. But | haven't kept it any secret that | never got over that annesa I'm
thirty years old-or am 1?7 My memory goes back three years. Do you know whét it feelslike to have a
blank wal in your memory only three years back?

"Oh sure, | know what's on the other side of that wall. | know because everybody tellsme. | know |
started here as a copy boy ten years ago. | know where | was born and when and | know my parents
are both dead. | know what they look like-because | 've seen their pictures. | know | didn't have awife
and kids, because everybody who knew metold me | didn't. Get that part everybody who knew me, not
everybody | knew. | didn't know anybody.

"Sure, I've done dl right since then. After | got out of the hospital-and | don't even remember the
accident that put methere-1 did al right back here because | till knew how to write news stories, even



though | had to learn everybody's name dl over again. | wasn't any worse off than anew reporter starting
cold on apaper in astrange city. And everybody was as helpful as hdll."

Candler raised a placating hand to stem the tide. He said, "Okay, Nappy. Y ou said no, and that's
enough. | don't seewhat dl that's got to do with this story, but all you had to do was say' no. So forget
about it."

The tenseness hadn't gone out of him. He said, ™Y ou don't seewhat that's got to do with the story?

Y ou ask-or, dl right, you don't ask, you suggest-that | get mysdf certified asamadman, go into an
asylum asapatient.

When-how much confidence does anyone have in his own mind when he can't remember going to
schoal, can't remember the first time he met any of the people he works with every day, can't remember
starting on the job he works at, can't remember anything back of three years before?

Abruptly he struck the desk again with hisfist, and then looked foolish about it. He said, "I'm sorry. |
didn't mean to get wound up about it like that.”

Candler said, "Sit down.”

"The answer's4ill no.’

"Sit down, anyway."

He sat down and fumbled a cigarette out of his pocket, got it lighted.

Candler said, "1 didn't even mean to mention it, but I've got to now. Now that you talked that way. |
didn't know you felt like that about your amnesia. | thought that was water under the bridge.

"Listen, when Dr. Randolph asked me what reporter we had that could best cover it, | told him about
you. What your background was. He remembered meeting you, too, incidentaly. But he hadn't known
youd had amnesa.”

"Isthat why you suggested me?

"Skip that till I make my point. He said that while you were there, he'd be glad to try one of the newer,
milder forms of shock treatment on you, and that it might restore your lost memories. He said it would be
worth trying."

"Hedidn't say it would work."

"He said it might; that it wouldn't do any harm.”

He stubbed out the cigarette from which he'd taken only three drags. He glared at Candler. He didn't
haveto say what wasin his mind; the managing editor could read it.

Candler said, "Cdm down, boy. Remember | didn't bring it up until you yourself sarted in on how
much that memory-wall bothered you. | wasn't saving it for ammunition. | mentioned it only out of fairness
to you, after the way you talked."

'Fairmessl"”

Candler shrugged. "Y ou said no. | accepted it. Then you started raving a me and put mein a pot
where | had to mention something I'd hardly thought of at the time. Forget it. How's that graft story
coming?Any new |leads?

"Y ou going to put someone €l se on the asylum story?!

‘No. Yourethelogica oneforit.

"What isthe story? It must be pretty woolly if it makes you wonder if Dr. Randolph is sane. Does he
think his patients ought to trade places with his doctors, or what?"

Helaughed. "Sure, you can't tell me. That'sreally beautiful double bait. Curiosty-and hope of
knocking down that wall. So what'stherest of it?If | say yesinstead of no, how long will | be there,
under what circumstances? What chance have |l got of getting out again? How do | get in?"

Candler said dowly, "Vine, I'm not sure any more | want you to try it. Let's skip the whole thing.”

"Let'snot. Not until you answer my questions, anyway."

"All right. Y ou'd go in anonymoudy, so there wouldn't be any stigma attached if the story wouldn't
work out. If it does, you can tell the whole truth—including Dr. Randol ph's collusion in getting you in and
out again. The cat will be out of the bag, then.

"Y ou might get what you want in afew days-and you wouldn't stay on it more than a couple of weeks
Inany case."



"How many at the asylum would know who | was and what | was there for, besides Randolph?”

"No one.” Candler leaned forward and held up four fingers of hisleft hand. He pointed to the fird.
"Four peoplewould haveto beinonit. You." He pointed to onefinger. "Me." A second. "Dr.
Randolph." Thethird finger. "And one other reporter from here.”

"Not that 1'd object, but why the other reporter?”

‘Intermediary. In two ways. First, helll go with you to some psychiatrist; Randol ph will recommend
oneyou can fool comparatively easily. Hell be your brother and request that you be examined and
certified. Y ou convince the psychiatrist you're nuts and hell certify you. Of course it takes two doctorsto
put you away, but Randolph will be the second. Y our alleged brother will want Randol ph for the second
one”

"All this under an assumed name?”’

"If you prefer. Of course there's no real reason why it should be.”

"That'stheway | fed about it. Keep it out of the papers, of course. Tl everybody around
here-except my-hey, in that case we couldn't make up abrother. But Charlie Doerr, in Circulation, ismy
first cousin and my nearet living relative. Hed do, wouldn't he?'

"Sure. And held have to be intermediary the rest of the way, then. Visit you at the asylum and bring
back anything you have to send back.”

"And if, in acouple of weeks, |'vefound nothing, you'll spring me?”

Candler nodded. 'I'll pass the word to Randolph; hell interview you and pronounce you cured, and
you're out. Y ou come back here, and you've been on vacation. That'sal."

"What kind of insanity should | pretend to have?'

He thought Candler squirmed alittlein hischair. Candler said, "Well-wouldn't this Nappy business be
anatura? | mean, paranoiaisaform of insanity which, Dr. Randol ph told me, hasn't any physica
symptoms. It'sjust adelusion supported by asystematic framework of rationdization. A paranoiac can
be sanein every way except one.”

Hewatched Candler and therewas afaint twisted grin on hislips. "Y ou mean | should think I'm
Napoleon?'

Candler gestured dightly. "Choose your own delusion. But-isn't that one anatural? | mean, the boys
around the office dways kidding you and caling you Nappy. And-" He finished weakly, "-and
everything."

And then Candler looked a him squarely. "Want to do it?’

He stood up. "I think so. I'll let you know for sure tomorrow morning after I've dept on it, but
unofficialy-yes. Isthat good enough?”

Candler nodded.

He said, 'I'm taking the rest of the afternoon off; 1'm going to the library to read up on paranoia
Haven't anything else to do anyway. And I'll talk to Charlie Doerr this evening. Okay?"

"Fine. Thanks"

He grinned at Candler. He leaned acrossthe desk. He said, 'I'll et you in on alittle secret, now that
things have gone hisfar. Don't tell anyone. | am Napoleon!"

It was agood exit line, so he went out.

HE car his hat and coat and went outside, out of the air-conditioning and into the hot sunlight. Out of
the quiet madhouse of a newspaper office after deadline, into the quieter madhouse of the streetson a
sultry July afternoon.

Hetilted his panama back on his head and ran his hand-kerchief across hisforehead. Where was he
going? Not to the library to bone up on paranoia; that had been agag to get off for the rest of the
afternoon. He'd read everything the library had on paranoia-and on alied subjects-over two years ago.
Hewas an expert on it. He could fool any psychiatrist in the country into thinking that he was sane-or that
he wasn't.



He walked north to the park and sat down on one of the benchesin the shade. He put his hat on the
bench beside him and mopped hisforehead again.

He stared out at the grass, bright green in the sunlight, at the pigeonswith their slly- head-bobbing
method of walking, at ared squirrel that came down one side of atree, looked about him and scurried up
the other side of the same tree.

And he thought back to the wal of amnesia of three years ago.

Thewall that hadn't been awall at dl. The phraseintrigued him: awal at dl. Pigeons on the grass,
das Awadl a dl.

Itwasntawal at dl; it was a shift, an arupt change. A line had been drawn between two lives.
Twenty-seven years of alife before the accident. Three years of alife sincethe accident.

They were not the samellife.

But no one knew. Until this afternoon he had never even hinted the truth-if it was the truth-to anyone.
He'd used it asan exit linein leaving Candler's office, knowing Candler would take it asagag. Even so,
one had to be careful; use agagline like that often, and people begin to wonder.

Thefact that his extensve injuries from that accident had included a broken jaw was probably
responsible for the fact that today he was free and not in an insane asylum. That broken jaw-it had been
in acast when held returned to consciousness forty-eight hours after his car had run head-on into atruck
ten miles out of town-had prevented him from talking for three weeks.

And by the end of three weeks, despite the pain and the confusion that had filled them, he'd had a
chanceto think things over. Hed invented the wall. The amnesia, the convenient amnesiathat was so
much more believable than the truth as he knew it.

But was thetruth as he knew it?

That was the haunting ghost that had ridden him for three years now, since the very hour when he had
awakened to whitenessin awhite room and a stranger, strangely dressed, had been sitting beside a bed
the like of which had beenin no field hospital he d ever heard of or seen. A bed with an overhead
framework. And when he looked from the stranger's face down at his own body, he saw that one of his
legs and both of hisarmswere in casts and that the cast of the leg stuck upward at the angle, arope
running over apulley holding it so.

He'd tried to open his mouth to ask where he was, what had happened to him, and that was when he
had discovered the cast on hisjaw.

Hed stared at the stranger, hoping the latter would have sense enough to volunteer the information
and the stranger had grinned at him and said, "Hi, George. Back with us, huh? Y ou'll beall right.”

And there was something strange about the language until he placed what it was. English. Washein
the hands of the English? And it was alanguage, too, which he knew little of, yet he understood the
stranger perfectly. And why did the stranger call him George?

Maybe some of the doubt, some of the fierce bewilderment, showed in his eyes, for the stranger
leaned closer to the bed. He said, "Maybe you're till confused, George. Y ou werein a pretty bad
smashup. Y ou ran that coupe of yours head-on into agrave truck. That was two days ago, and you're
just coming out of it for thefirgt time. You'redl right, but you'll bein the hospitd for awnhile, till dl the
bones you busted knit. Nothing serioudy wrong with you.”

And then waves of pain had come and swept away the confusion, and he had closed his eyes.

Another voicein the room sad, "We're going to give you ahypo, Mr. Vine," but he hadn't dared open
hiseyesagain. It was easer to fight the pain without seeing.

There had been the prick of aneedlein his upper arm. And pretty soon there'd been nothingness.

When he came back again-twelve hours|later, he learned afterwards-it had been to the same white
room, the same strange bed, but this time there was awoman in the room, awoman in a strange white
costume standing at the foot of the bed studying a paper that was fastened on a niece of board.

She had smiled at him when she saw that his eyes were open. She said, "Good morning, Mr. Vine.
Hope you'refeding better. I'll tel Dr. Holt that you're back with us.”

She went away and came back with aman who was aso strangely dressed, in roughly the same



fashion as had been the stranger who had called him George.

The doctor looked at him and chuckled. "Got a patient, for once, who can't talk back to me. Or even
write notes.” Then his face sobered. "Areyou in pain, though? Blink onceif you're not, twiceif you are."

The pain wasn't redly very bad thistime, and he blinked once. The doctor nodded with satisfaction.
"That cousin of yours,” he said, "has kept caling up. Hell be glad to know you're going to be back in
shapeto-wdll, to listen if not to talk. Guessit won't hurt you to see him awhile this evening.”

The nurse rearranged his bedclothing and then, mercifully, both she and the doctor had gone, leaving
him aoneto straighten out his chaotic thoughts.

Straighten them out? That had been three years ago, and he hadn't been able to straighten them out
yet:
The gartling fact that they'd spoken English and that he'd understood that barbaric tongue perfectly,
despite his dight previous knowledge of it. How could an accident have made him suddenly fluentina
language which he had known but dightly?

The dartling fact that they'd caled him by adifferent name. "George” had been the name used by the
man who'd been beside his bed last night. "Mr. Vine," the nurse had called him. George Vine, an English
name, surely.

But there was one thing athousand times more startling than either of those: It waswhat last night's
sranger (Could he be the "cousin” of whom the doctor had spoken?) had told him about the accident.

Y ou ran that coupe of yours head-on into agrave truck.”

The amazing thing, the contradictory thing, wasthat he knew what a coupe was and what a truck
was. Not that he had any recollection of having driven ether, of the accident itsdlf, or of anything beyond
that moment when held been ditting in the tent after L odi-but-but how could a picture of acoupe,
something driven by a gasoline engine, arise to his mind when such a concept had never been in hismind
before.

There was that mad mingling of two worlds-the one sharp and clear and definite. The world hed lived
his twenty-seven years of lifein, in theworld into which he d been born twenty-seven years ago, on
August 15th, 1769, in Corsica. The world in which held gone to deep-it seemed like last night-in histent
a Lodi, as Generd of the Army in Itay, after hisfirst important victory in thefield.

And then there was this disturbing world into which he had awakened, thiswhite world in which
people spoke an English-now that he thought of it-which was different from the English he had heard
spoken at Brienne, in Vaence, a Toulon, and yet which he understood perfectly, which he knew
ingtinctively that he could spesk if hisjaw werenot in acast. Thisworld in which people cdled him
George Vine, and in which, strangest of al, people used words that he did not know, could not
conceivably know, and yet which brought picturesto hismind.

Coupe, truck. They were both forms of-the word came to his mind unbidden-automobiles. He
concentrated on what an automobile was and how it worked, and the information was there. The cylinder
block, the pistons driven by explosions of gasoline vapor, ignited by a spark of eectricity from a
generator.

Electricity. He opened his eyes and |ooked upward at the shaded light in the ceiling, and he knew,
somehow, that it was an electric light, and in ageneral way he knew what dectricity was.

The Itdian Galvani-yes, hed read of some experiments of Galvani, but they hadn't encompassed
anything practical such asalight likethat. And staring at the shaded light, he visudized behind it water
power running dynamos, miles of wire, motors running generators. He caught his bresth at the concept
that cameto him out of hisown mind, or part of hisown mind.

Thefaint, fumbling experiments of Galvani with their weak currents and kicking frogs legs had
scarcely fore-shadowed the unmysterious mystery of that light up in the celling; and that was the strangest
thing yet; part of hismind found it mysterious and another part took it for granted and understood in a
genera sort of way how it al worked.

Let's see, he thought, the dectric light wasinvented by Thomas Alva Edison somewhere
around-Ridiculous; he'd been going to say around 1900, and it was now only 1796!

And then theredlly horrible thing cameto him and he tried-painfully, in vain-to St up in bed. It had



been 1900, his memory told him, and Edison had died in 1931. And aman named Napoleon Bonaparte
had died a hundred and ten years before that, in 1821.

Hed nearly goneinsane then.

And, sane or insane, only the fact that he could not speak had kept him out of amadhouse; it gave
him timeto think things out, timeto redize that hisonly chancelay in pretending amnesia, in pretending
that he remembered nothing of life prior to the accident. They don't put you in amadhouse for amnesia
They tell you who you are, let you go back to what they tell you your former life was. They let you pick
up the threads and weave them, while you try to remember.

Three years ago he'd done that. Now, tomorrow, he was going to a psychiatrist and say that he
was-Napoleon!

THE dant of the sun was greater. Overhead a big bird of a plane droned by and he looked up at it
and began laughing, quietly to himself-not the laughter of madness. True laughter becauseit sprang from
the conception of Napoleon Bonagparteriding in aplanelike that and from the overwhel ming incongruity
of that idea.

It cameto him then that he'd never ridden in aplane, that he remembered. Maybe George Vine had,
at sometimein the twenty-saven years of life George Vine had spent, he must have. But did that mean
that he had ridden in one? That was a question that was part of the big question.

He got up and started to walk again. It was dmost five o'clock; pretty soon Charlie Doerr would he
leaving the paper and going homefor dinner. Maybe held better phone Charlie and he sure held be home
thisevening.

He headed for the nearest bar and phoned; he got Charlie just in time. He said, Thisis George. Going
to be homethisevening?'

"Sure, George. | was going to apoker game, but | called it off when | learned you'd be around.”

"When you learned-Oh, Candler talked to you?

"Yeah. Say, | didn't know you'd phone me or I'd have called Marge, but how about coming out for
dinner? It1l bedl right with her; I'll cal her now if you can.”

He said, "Thanks, no, Charlie. Got adinner date. And say, about that card game; you can go. | can
get there about seven and we won't haveto talk dl evening; an hour'll be enough. Y ou wouldn't be
leaving before eight anyway."

Charliesaid, ‘Don't worry about it; | don't much want to go anyway, and you haven't been out for a
while. So I'll seeyou at seven, then.”

From the phone booth, he walked over to the bar and ordered a beer. He wondered why he'd turned
down theinvitation to dinner; probably because, subconscioudy, he wanted another couple of hours by
himself before he talked to anyone, even Charlie and Marge.

He sipped his beer dowly, because he wanted to make it last; he had to stay sober tonight, plenty
sober. Therewas il timeto change his mind; held left himsdf aloophole, however small. He could il
go to Candler in the morning and say held decided not to doit.

Over therim of hisglass he stared a himsdf in the back-bar mirror. Smal, sandy-haired, with freckles
on hisnose, stocky. The small and stocky part fitted al right; but the rest of it! Not the remotest
resemblance.

He drank another beer dowly, and that made it half past five.

He wandered out again and walked, thistime toward town. He walked past the Blade and looked up
to the third floor and at the window he'd been working out of when Candler had sent for him. He
wondered if hed ever St by that window again and look out across a sunlit afternoon.

Maybe. Maybe not.

He thought about Clare. Did he want to see her tonight?

Wl no, to be honest about it, he didn't. But if he disappeared for two weeks or so without having
even said good-bye to her, then hed have to write her off his books; she wouldn't like that.



He'd better.

He stopped in a adrug store and cdled her home. He said, "Thisis George, Clare. Listen, I'm being
sent out of town tomorrow on an assignment; don't know how long I'll be gone. One of those things that
might be afew days or afew weeks. But could | seeyou late this evening, to say so-long?

"Why sure, George. What time?"

"It might be after nine, but not much after. That be okay?1'm seeing Charliefirst, on business, may not
be able to get away before nine."

"Of course, George. Any time."

He stopped in at ahamburger stand, although he wasn't hungry, and managed to eat asandwich and a
piece of pie. That made it aquarter after six and, if hewalked, he'd get to Charlies at just about theright
time. So he walked.

Charlie met him at the door. With finger on hislips, he jerked his head backward toward the kitchen
where Marge was wiping dishes. He whispered, "1 didnt tell Marge, George. 1t'd worry her.”

He wanted to ask Charlie why it would, or should, worry Marge, but he didn't. Maybe he was alittle
afraid of the answer. It would have to mean that Marge was worrying about him already, and that was a
bad sign. He thought he'd been carrying everything off pretty well for three years now.

Anyway, he couldn't ask because Charlie was leading him into the living room and the kitchen was
within easy earshot, and Charlie was saying, "Glad you decided you'd like a game of chess, George.
Margeis going out tonight; movie she wants to sec down at the neighborhood show. | was going to that
card game out of salf-defense, but | didn't want to.”

He got the chessboard and men out of the closet and started to set up agame on the coffee table.

Marge camein with atry bearing tall cold glasses of beer and put it down beside the chessboard. She
said, "Hi, George. Hear you're going away acouple of weeks."

He nodded. "‘But | don't know where. Candler-the managing editor-asked meif 1'd be free for an out
of town assgnment and | said sure, and he said he'd tell me about it tomorrow.”

Charlie was holding out clenched hands, apawn in each, and he touched Charlie'sleft hand and got
white. He moved pawn to king's fourth and, when Charlie did the same, advanced his queen's pawn.

Marge was fussing with her hat in front of the mirror. She said, "'If you're not here when | get back,
George, so long and good luck.”

Hesaid, "Thanks, Marge. ‘Bye"

He made afew more moves before Marge came over, ready to go, kissed Charlie goodbye and then
kissed him lightly on the forehead. She said, "Take care of yoursdlf, George.”

For amoment his eyes met her pa e blue ones and he thought, she is worrying about me. It scared him
alittle

After the door had closed behind her, he said, "Let's not finish the game, Charlie. Let's get to the brass
tacks, because I've got to see Clare about nine. Dunno how long I'll gone, so | can't very well not say
good-byeto her."

Charlielooked up at him. "Y ou and Clare serious, George?"

"l don't know."

Charlie picked up his beer and took asip. Suddenly hisvoice was brisk and busnesdike. He said, *
All right, let's St on the brass tacks. We've got an appointment for eeven o'clock tomorrow morning with
aguy named Irving, Dr. J. E. Irving, in the Appleton Block. HeE's a psychiartrist; Dr. Randolph
recommended him.

'| caled him up this afternoon after Candler had talked to me; Candler had dready phoned Randol ph.
My story wasthis: | gave my right name. | 've got a cousin who's been acting queer lately and whom |
wanted him to talk to. | didn't givethe cousn'sname. | didn't tel him in what way you'd been acting
queer; | ducked the question and said | d rather have him judge for himsalf without prejudice. | said I'd
talked you into talking to a psychiatrist and that the only one | knew of was Randolph; that 1'd called
Randolph who said he didn't do much private practice and recommended Irving. | told him | was your
nearest living relative.



"That leaves the way open to Randolph for the second name on the certificate. If you cantalk Irving
into thinking you're redly insane and he wantsto sign you up, | can insgst on having Randolph, whom |
wanted in thefirgt place. And thistime, of course, Randolph will agree.”

"Y ou didn't say athing about what kind of insanity you suspected me of having?*

Charlie shook hishead. He said, " So, anyway, neither of us goesto work at the Blade tomorrow. I'll
leave home the usua time so Marge won't know anything, but I’1l meet you downtown-say, in the lobby
of the Chrigtina-at aquarter of eeven. And if you can convince Irving that you're committable-if that's the
word-well get Randolph right away and get the whole thing settled tomorrow."”

"Andif | changemy mind?'

"Then I'll cdll the gppointment off. That'sall. Look, isn't that dl thereisto tak over? Let'splay this
game of chessout; it'sonly twenty after seven.”

He shook his head. "I'd rather talk. Charlie. One thing you forgot to cover, anyway. After tomorrow.
How often you coming to see meto pick up bulletinsfor Candler?

"Oh, sure, | forgot that. As often asvigiting hourswill permit-three times aweek. Monday,
Wednesday, Friday afternoons. Tomorrow's Friday, so if you get in, thefirst timel'll heableto seeyouis
Monday."

"Okay. Say, Charlie, did Candler even hint to you at what the story isthat I'm supposed to get in
there?"

Charlie Doerr shook hishead dowly. "Not aword. 'What isit? Or isit too secret for you to talk
about?"

He stared at Charlie, wondering. And suddenly he felt that he couldn't tdll the truth; that he didn't
know either. It would make him look too silly. It hadn't sounded so foolish when Candler had given the
reason-areason, anyway-for not telling him, but it would sound foolish now.

Hesad, "If hedidn't tell you, | guess|'d better not either, Charlie" And since that didn't sound too
convincing, he added, "1 promised Candler | wouldn't.

Both glasses of beer were empty by then, and Charlie took them into the kitchen for refilling.

He followed Charlie, somehow preferring the informality of the kitchen. He sat a-straddle on a kitchen
chair, leaning his elbows on the back of it, and Charlie leaned againg the refrigerator.

Candler said. "Progt!" and they drank, and then Charlie asked, "Have you got your story ready for
Doc Irving?'

He nodded. "'Did Candler tdll you what ' mtotdl him?"

"Y ou mean, that you're Napoleon?' Charlie chuckled. Did that chuckle quite ring true? He looked at
Charlie, and he knew that what he was thinking was completely incredible. Charlie was square and
honest asthey came. Charlie and Marge were his best friends; they'd been hisbest friends for three years
that he knew of. Longer than that, ahell of alot longer, according to Charlie. But beyond those three
years-that was something else again.

He cleared his throat because the words were going to stick alittle. But he had to ask, he had to be
sure. "Charlie, I'm going to ask you ahell of aquestion. Isthis business on the up and up?'

"Huh?'

"It'sahell of athing to ask. But-look, you and Candler don't think I'm crazy, do you? Y ou didn't
work this out between you to get me put awvay-or anyway examined-painlessy, without my knowing it
was happening, till too late, did you?'

Charliewas staring at him. He said, "Jeez, George, you don't think |I'd do athing like that, do you?'

'No, | don't. But you could think it was for my own good, and you might on that basis. Look, Charlie,
ifitisthat, if you think that, let me point out that thisisn't fair. I'm going up againgt apsychiatrist
tomorrow to lieto him, to try to convince him that | have delusions. Not to be honest with him. And that
would be unfair ashell, to me. Y ou see that, don't you, Charlie?'

Charliesfacegot alittlewhite. He said dowly, ‘Before God, George, it's nothing like that. All | know
about thisiswhat Candler and you havetold me."

"Y ou think I'm sane, fully sane?’

Charlielicked hislips. He said, "Y ou want it sraight?'



"Wes"

"l never doubted it, until this moment. Unless-well, annesaisaform of mentd aberration, | suppose,
and you've never got over that, but that isn't what you mean, isit?’

‘No."

“Then, until right now-George, that sounds like a persecution complex, if you redly meant what you
asked me. A conspiracy to get you to-Surely you can see how ridiculousit is. What possible reason
would either Candler or | haveto get you to lie yoursdf into being committed?

Hesaid, 'I'm sorry, Charlie. It was just a screwy momentary notion. No, | don't think that, of course.”
He glanced a hiswrist watch. "Let'sfinish that chess game, huh?"

"Fne. Wait till | give usarefill to takedong.”

He played cardlesdy and managed to |ose within fifteen minutes. He turned down Charlie's offer of a
chance for revenge and leaned back in his chair.

Hesad, "Charlie, ever hear of chessmen coming in red and black?’

"N-no. Either black and white, or red and white, any I've ever seen. Why?"

"Well-" Hegrinned. "l suppose | oughtn't to tell you this after just making you wonder whether I'm
redlly sane after al, but |'ve been having recurrent dreams recently. No crazier than ordinary dreams
except that |1've been dreaming the same things over and over. One of them is something about agame
between the red and the black; | don't even know whether it's chess. Y ou know how it iswhen you
dream; things seem to make sense whether they do or not. In the dream, | don't wonder whether the
red-and-black businessis chess or not; | know, | guess, or seem to know. But the knowledge doesn't
carry over. You know what | mean?'

"Sure. Goon."

"Wéll, Charlie, I've been wondering if it just might have something to do with the other sde of that
wall of amnesial've never been ableto cross. Thisisthefirst timein my-well, notin my life, maybe, butin
thethree years| remember of it, that I've had recurrent dreams. | wonder if-if my memory may not be
trying to get through.

"Did | ever have aset of red and black chessman, for instance? Or, in any school | went to, did they
haveintramural basketball or basebal between red teams and black teams, or-or anything like that?"

Charlie thought for along moment before he shook hishead. "No," he said, "nothing like that. Of
coursethere'sred and black in roulette-rouge et noir. And it's the two colorsin adeck of playing cards.”

"No, I'm pretty sureit doesn't tiein with cards or roulette. It's not-not like that. It's agame between
the red and the black. They're the players, somehow. Think hard, Charlie; not about where you might
have run into that idea, but wherel might have.”

He watched Charlie struggle and after awhile he said, "Okay, don't sprain your brain, Charlie. Try this
one. The brightly shining."

"Thebrightly shining what?"

"Just that phrase, the brightly shining. Doesit mean anything to you, at al?"

“No.”

"Okay," hesad. "Forget it."

V:

HE WAS early and he walked past Clare's house, asfar as the corner and stood under the big elm
there, smoking therest of his cigarette, thinking bleskly.

Therewasn't anything to think about, redlly; al he had to do was say good-bye to her. Two easy
gyllables. And std| off her questions asto where he was going, exactly how long he'd be gone. Be quiet
and casud and unemotional about it, just asthough they didn't mean anything in particular to each other.

It had to be that way. HE'd known Clare Wilson ayear and ahalf now, and he'd kept her dangling
that long; it wasnt fair. This had to be the end, for her sake. He had about as much business asking a
woman to marry him as-as a madman who thinks he's Napol eon!



He dropped his cigarette and ground it vicioudy into the walk with his hedl, then went back to the
house, up on the porch, and rang the bell.

Clare hersdlf cameto the door. The light from the halway behind her made her hair acirclet of spun
gold around her shadowed face.

He wanted to take her into hisarms so badly that he clenched hisfistswith the effort it took to keep
hisarms down.

Supidly, hesad, "Hi, Clare. How's everything?'

‘| don't know, George. How is everything? Aren't you coming in?'

She'd stepped back from the doorway to let him past and the light was on her face now, sweetly
grave. She knew something was up, he thought; her expression and the tone of her voice gave that avay.

He didn't want to go in. He said, "It's such abeautiful night, Clare. Let'stake astroll.”

"All right, George." She came out onto the porch. "It isafine night, such beautiful sars.” Sheturned
and looked at him. "Is one of them yours?

He started alittle. Then he stepped forward and took her elbow, guiding her down the porch steps.
Hesad lightly, "All of them are mine. Want to buy any?

"Youwouldn't give me one? Just ateeny little dwarf star, maybe? Even onethat I'd haveto usea
telescope to see?!

They were out on the sdewalk then, out of hearing of the house, and abruptly her voice changed, the
playful note dropped from it, and she asked another question, "What's wrong, George?"

He opened his mouth to say nothing was wrong, and then closed it again. There wasn't any liethat he
could tell her, and he couldn't tdll her thetruth, either. Her asking of that question, in that way, should
have made things easier; it made them more difficult.

She asked another, ™Y ou mean to say good-bye for-for good, don't you George?"

Hesaid, "Yes,” and his mouth was very dry. He didn't know whether it came out as an articulate
monosyllable or not, and he wetted hislipsand tried again. He said, "Yes, I'm afraid so, Clare.”

He couldn't make himself turn to look at her, he stared blindly ahead. He said, 'I-I can't tell you,
Clare. But it'sthe only thing | can do. It's best for both of us."

"Tel me onething, George. Are you redly going away? Or wasthat just an excuse?'

"It'strue. I'm going away; | don't know for how long. But don't ask me where, please. | can't tell you
thet.”

‘Maybe| cantdl you, George. Do you mind if | do?"

He minded al right; he minded terribly. But how could he say s0? He didn't say anything, because he
couldn't say yes, either.

They were beside the park now, the little neighborhood park that was only ablock square and didn't
offer much in the way of privacy, but which did have benches. And he steered her-or she steered him; he
didn't know which-into the park and they sat down on a bench. There were other peoplein the park, but
not too near till he hadn't answered her question.

She sat very close to him on the bench. She said, 'Y ou've been worried about your mind, haven't you
George?'

"Wdl-yes inaway, yes, | have"

"And you're going avay has something to do with that, hasn't it? Y ou're going somewhere for
observation or trestment, or both?

"Something like that. It s not as smple asthat, Clare, and -1 just cant tdll you about it."

She put her hand on hishand, lying on hisknee. She said, "I knew it was something like that, George.
And | don't ask you to tell me anything about it.

"Just-just don't say what you meant to say. Say so-long instead of good-bye. Don't even write me, if
you don't want to. But don't he noble and call everything off here and now, for my sake. At least wait
until you've been wherever you're going. Will you?

He gulped. She made it sound so smple when actualy it was so complicated. Miserably he sad, "All



right, Clare. If you want it that way."

Abruptly she stood up. "Let's get back, George." He stood beside her. "But it's early.”

"1 know, but sometimes-Wdll, there's a psychologica moment to end a date, George. | know that
sounds silly, but after what we've said, wouldn't it be-uh-anticlimactic-to-"

Helaughed alittle. He said, "I see what you mean.”

They waked back to her homein silence. He didn't know whether it was happy or unhappy silence;
he was too mixed up for that.

On the shadowed porch, in front of the door, she turned and faced him. "George," she said. Silence.

"Oh, damn you, George; quit being so noble or whatever you're being. Unless, of course, you don't
loveme. Unlessthisisjust an elaborate form of-of runaround you're giving me. Isit?"

There were only two things he could do. Onewas run like hell. The other was what he did. He put his
arms around her and kissed her. Hungrily.

When that was over, and it wasn't over too quickly, he was breathing alittle hard and not thinking too
clearly, for hewas saying what he hadn't meant to say at dl, "'l loveyou, Clare. | loveyou; | loveyou.

And shesad, 'l loveyou, too, dear. Youll come back to me, won't you?' And hesaid, "Yes. Yes."

It was four miles or so from her home to his rooming house, but he walked, and the walk seemed to
take only seconds.

He sat at the window of hisroom, with the light out, thinking, but the thoughts went in the same old
circlesthey'd gonein for three years.

No new factor had been added except that now he was going to stick his neck out, way out, miles
out. Maybe, just maybe, this thing was going to be settled one way or the other.

Out there, out hiswindow, the stars were bright diamonds in the Sky. Was one of them his star of
degtiny?If so, he was going to follow it, follow it even into the madhouseif it led there. Insdehimwasa
deeply rooted conviction that thiswasn't accident, that it wasn't coincidence that had led to his being
asked to tell the truth under guise of falsehood.

His gtar of destiny.

Brightly shining? No, the phrase from his dreams did not refer to that; it was not an adjective
phrase, but anoun. The brightly shining? What was the brightly shining?

And the red and the black? He' d thought of everything Charlie had suggested, and other things, too.
Checkers, for instance. But it was not that.

The red and the black.

Well, whatever the answer was, he was running full-speed toward it now, not away fromiit.

After awhile he went to bed, but it was along time before he went to deep.

V:

CHARLIE DOERR came out of the inner office marked Private and put his hand out. He said, "Good
luck, George. The doe'sready to talk to you now."

He shook Charlieshand and said, "Y ou might aswell run dong. I'll seeyou Monday, first visting
day.”

"I'll wait here,” Charlie said. "I took the day off work anyway, remember? Besides, maybe you won't
have to go. He dropped Charlie's hand, and stared into Charliesface. He said dowly, "What do you
mean, Charlie-maybe | won't haveto go.’

"Why-" Charlielooked puzzled. "Why, maybe héll tel you you'redl right, or just suggest regular
vigtsto seehim until you're straightened out, or-" Charlie finished weskly, "-or something.”

Unbelievingly, he stared at Charlie. Hewanted to ask, am | crazy or are you, but that sounded crazy
to ask under the circumstances. But he had to be sure, sure that Charlie just hadn't et something dip from
hismind; maybe he'd falen into the role he was supposed to be playing when he talked to the doctor just
now. He asked, "Charlie, don't you remember that-" And even of that question the rest seemed insane
for him to be asking, with Charlie staring blankly a him. The answer wasin Charliésface; it didn't have
to be brought to Charlieslips.



Charliesaid again, "I'll wait, of course. Good luck, George."

Helooked into Charlie's eyes and nodded, then turned and went through the door marked Private.
He closad it behind him, meanwhile studying the man who had been sitting behind the desk and who had
risen as he entered. A big man, broad shouldered, iron gray hair.

"Dr. Irving?

"Yes, Mr. Vine. Will you be seated, please?’

He did into the comfortable, padded armchair across the desk from the doctor.

"Mr. Vine" said the doctor, "afirst interview of this sort isaways abhit difficult. For the patient, |
mean. Until you know me better, it will be difficult for you to overcome a certain naturd reticencein
discussing yourself. Would you prefer to tak, to tell things your own way, or would you rather | asked
questions?

He thought that over. Hed had a story ready, but those few words with Charlie in the waiting room
had changed everything.

He said, "Perhaps you'd better ask questions.”

"Veay wdl." Therewasapencil in Dr. Irving's hand and paper on the desk before him. Where and
when were you born?"'

Hetook a deep breath. "To the best of my knowledge, in Corsicaon August 15th, 1769. | don't
actualy remember being born, of course. | do remember things from my boyhood on Corsica, though.
We stayed there until | wasten, and after that | was sent to school a Brienne.”

Instead of writing, the doctor was tapping the paper lightly with the tip of the pencil. He asked, "What
month and year isthis?

"August, 1947. Yes, | know that should make me a hundred and seventy-some years old. Y ou want
to know how | account for that. | don't. Nor do | account for the fact that Napoleon Bonaparte died in
1821

Heleaned back in the chair and crossed hisarms, staring up at the celling. I don't attempt to account
for the paradoxes or the discrepancies. | recognize them as such. But according to my own memory, and
aside from logic pro or con, | was Napoleon for twenty-seven years. | won't recount what happened
during that time; it'sal down in the history books.

‘But in 1796, after the battle of Lodi, while | wasin charge of thearmiesin Italy, | went to deep. As
far as| knew, just as anyone goesto deep anywhere, any time. But | woke up-with no sense whatever
of duration, by the way-in ahospital in town here, and | was informed that my name was George Vine,
that the year was 1944, and that | was twenty-seven years old.

"The twenty-seven years old part checked, and that was al. Absolutely all. | have no recollections of
any parts of George Vineslife, prior to hissmy-waking up in the hospital after the accident. | know quite
abit about his early life now, but only because I've been told.

"1 know when and where he was born, where he went to school, and when he started work at the
Blade. | know when he enlisted in the army and when he was discharged-late in 1943-because |
developed atrick knee after aleg injury. Not in combat, incidentally, and there wasn't any
“psycho-neuratic' on my-his-discharge.”

Thedoctor quit doodling with the pencil. He asked, "Y ou've felt thisway for three years-and kept it a
Secret?

"Yes. | had timeto think things over after the accident, and yes, | decided then to accept what they
told me about my identity. They'd have locked me up, of course. Incidentaly, |'ve tried to figure out an
answer. | 've sudied Dunne'stheory of time-even Charles Fort!" He grinned suddenly. "Ever read about
Casper Hauser?"

Dr. Irving nodded.

"Maybe he was playing smart theway | did. And | wonder how many other amnesiacs pretended
they didn't know what happened prior to acertain date-rather than admit they had memories at obvious
variance with thefacts”

Dr. Irving said dowly, "Y our cousin informs methat you were a bit-ah-"hipped was his word-on the
subject of Napoleon before your accident. How do you account for that?!



"I'vetold you | don't account for any of it. But | can verify that fact, aside from what Charlie Doerr
says about it. Apparently I-the George Vinel, if | was ever George Vine-was quite interested in
Napoleon, had read about him, made a hero of him, and had talked about him quite a bit. Enough so that
the fellows he worked with at the Blade had nicknamed him “Nappy. "

"I notice you distinguish between yourself and George Vine. Areyou or are you not he?

'| have been for three years. Before that-1 have no recollection of being George Vine. | don't think |
was. | think-as nearly as| think anything-that |, three years ago, woke up in George Vine's body."

"Having done what for a hundred and seventy some years?

‘| haven't thefaintest idea. Incidentally, | don't doubt that thisis George Vine's body, and withiit |
inherited his knowledge-except his persond memories. For example, | knew how to handle hisjob at the
newspaper, athough | didn't remember any of the people | worked with there. | have his knowledge of
English, for ingtance, and his ability to write. | knew how to operate atypewriter. My handwriting isthe
sameashis”

"If you think that you are not Vine, how do you account for that?"

Heleaned forward. "I think part of meis George Vine, and part of meisnt. | think some transference
has happened which is outsde the run of ordinary human experience. That doesn't necessarily mean that
it's supernatura-nor that I'm insane. Does it?"

Dr. Irving didn't answer. Instead, he asked, "Y ou kept this secret for three years, for understandable
reasons. Now, presumably for other reasons, you decide to tell. What are the other reasons? What has
happened to change your attitude?

It was the question that had been bothering him.

He said dowly, ‘Because | don't believein coincidence. Becauise something in the Situation itself has
changed. Because I'm tired of pretending. Because |'m willing to risk imprisonment as a paranoic to find
out thetruth.’

"What in the Situation has changed?

"Y esterday it was suggested-by my employer-that | feign insanity for apractical reason. And the very
kind of insanity which | have, if any: Surdly, | will admit the possibility thet I'minsane. But | can only
operate on the theory that 1'm not. Y ou know that you're Dr. Willard E. Irving; you can only operate on
that theory-but how do you know you are? Maybe you're insane, but you can only act asthough youre

"Y ou think your employer is part of aplot-ah-against you? Y ou think thereisa conspiracy to get you
into asanitarium?

"l don't know. Here's what has happened since yesterday noon.” He took a deep breath. Then he
plunged. Hetold Dr. Irving the whole story of hisinterview with Candler, what Candler had said about
Dr. Randolph, about histalk with Charlie Doerr last night and about Charli€'s bewildering about-facein
the waiting room.

"When he was through he said, "That's dl.” Helooked at Dr. Irving's expressionless face with more
curiogity than concern, trying to read it. He added, quite casuadly, ™Y ou don't believe me, of course. You
think I'minsane”

He met Irving's eyes squarely. He said, ™Y ou have no choice-unless you would choose to believe I'm
telling you an eaborate set of liesto convince you I'minsane. | mean, asascientist and asapsychiatri<,
you cannot even admit the possibility that thethings | believe-know-are objectively true. Am | not right?"

"| fear that you are. S07"

" S0 go ahead and sign your commitment. I'm going to follow thisthing through. Even to the detail of
having Dr. Ellswvorth Joyce Randol ph sign the second one.”

"Y ou make no objection?

"Would it do any good if | did?"

"On one point, yes, Mr. Vine. If apatient has a prejudice against-or a delusion concerning-one
psychiatris, it isbest not to have him under that particular psychiatrist's care. If you think Dr. Randolphis
concerned in aplot againgt you, | would suggest that another one be named.”

He said softly, "Even if | choose Randolph?’



Dr. Irving waved a deprecating hand, "Of course, if both you and Mr. Doerr prefer-*

"We prefer.”

Theiron gray head nodded gravely. "Of course you understand one thing; if Dr. Randolph and |
decide you should go to the sanitarium, it will not be for custodia care. It will befor your recovery
through trestment.”

He nodded.

Dr. Irving stood. "Y ou'll pardon me amoment?I'll phone Dr. Randolph.”

He watched Dr. Irving go through a door to an inner room. He thought; there's a phone on his desk
right there; but he doesn't want me to overhear the conversation.

He sat there very quietly until Irving came back and said, "Dr. Randolphisfree. And | phoned for a
cab to take usthere. You'll pardon me again?1'd like to spesk to your cousin, Mr. Doerr."

He sat there and didn't watch the doctor leave in the opposite direction for the waiting room. He
could have goneto the door and tried to catch words in the low-voiced conversation, but he didn't. He
just sat there until he heard the waiting room door open behind him and Charlies voice said, "Come on,
George. The cab will be waiting downstairs by now.”

They went down in the eevator and the cab was there. Dr. Irving gave the address.

In the cab, about haf way there, he said, "It sabeautiful day,” and Charlie cleared histhroat and said,
"Yeah, itis" Therest of the way hedidn't try it again and nobody said anything.

VI:

HE WORE gray trousers and agray shirt, open at the collar, and with no necktie that he might decide
to hang himsdf with. No belt, either, for the same reason, athough the trousers buttoned snugly enough
around the wai st that there was no danger of them fdling off. Just as there was no danger of hisfaling out
any of thewindows, they were barred.

Hewasnot in acel, however; it was alarge ward on the third floor. There were seven other menin
the ward. His eyesran over them. Two were playing checkers, stting on the floor with the board on the
floor between them. One sat in achair, staring fixedly at nothing; two leaned againgt the bars of one of
the open windows, looking out and talking casually and sandly. Oneread amagazine. Onesatina
corner, playing smooth arpeggios on apiano that wasn't there at dll.

He stood leaning againgt the wall, watching the other seven. Held been here two hours now; it seemed
liketwo years.

Theinterview with Dr. Ellsworth Joyce Randol ph had gone smoothly; it had been practicaly a
duplicate of hisinterview with Irving. And quite obvioudy, Dr. Randol ph had never heard of him before.

He'd expected that, of course.

Hefdt very cam, now. For awhile, he d decided, he wasn't going to think, wasn't going to worry,
wasn't even going to fed!.

He strolled over and stood watching the checker game. It was a sane checker game; the ruleswere
being followed.

One of the men looked up and asked, "What's your name?' It was a perfectly sane question; the only
thing wrong with it was that the same man had asked the same question four times now within the two
hours he'd been here.

Hesad, "George Vine."

"Minés Bassngton, Ray Bassington. Call me Ray. Areyou insane?

‘No."

"Some of usare and some of usaren't. Heis.” Helooked & the man who was playing the imaginary
piano. "Do you play checkers?

"Not very well."

"Good. We edt pretty soon now. Anything you want to know, just ask me."

"How do you get out of here? Wait, | don't mean that for agag, or anything. Serioudy, what'sthe
procedure?



"You go in front of the board once amonth. They ask you questions and decideif you go or stay.
Sometimesthey stick needlesin you. What you down for?’

"Down for? What do you mean?'

" Feeble-minded, manic-depressive, dementia praecox, involutiona melancholia”

"Oh. Paranoia, | guess.”

"That's bad. Then they stick needlesinyou.” A bell rang somewhere.

"That' sdinner,” said the other checker player. "Ever try to commit suicide? Or kill anyone?'

"No."

"They'll let you egt at an A table then, with knifeand fork.

The door of the ward was being opened. It opened outward and a guard stood outside and said, "All
right.” They filed out, all except the man who was sitting in the chair staring into space.

"Know about him?" he asked Ray Bassington.

"Hell missamed tonight. Manic-depressive, just going into the depressve stage. They let you miss
onemed; if you're not able to go to the next they take you and feed you. Y ou a manic-depressive?

‘No."

"You'relucky. It'shdl when you're on the downswing. Here, through this door."

It was abig room. Tables and benches were crowded with menin gray shirtsand gray trousers, like
his. A guard grabbed his arm as he went through the doorway and said, "There. That seat.”

It was right beside the door. Therewas atin plate, messy with food, and a spoon beside it. He
asked, '‘Don't | get aknife and fork? | wastold-"

The guard gave him a shove toward the seet. "Observation period, seven days. Nobody gets
slverwaretill their observation period's over. Siddown.’

He sat down. No one at histable had silverware. All the others were eating, severa of them noisly
and messily. He kept his eyes on his own plate, unappetizing as that was. He toyed with his spoon and
managed to eat afew pieces of potato out of the stew and one or two of the chunks of meat that were
modtly lean.

The coffee wasin atin cup and he wondered why until he redlized how breakable an ordinary cup
would be and how lethal could be one of the heavy mugs cheap restaurants use.

The coffee was weak and cool; he couldn't drink it. He sat back and closed his eyes. When he
opened them again there was an empty plate and an empty cup in front of him and the man at hisleft was
eating very rapidly. It was the man who'd been playing the non-existent piano.

Hethought, if I'm herelong enough, I'll get hungry enough to et that stuff. He didn't like the thought of
being therethat long.

After awhile abell rang and they got up, onetable a atime on sgnals he didn't catch, and filed out.
Hisgroup had comein last; it went out firdt.

Ray Bassngton was behind him on the stairs. He said, "Youlll get used to it. What'd you say your
nameis?'

"GeorgeVine"

Bassington laughed. The door shut on them from the outside.

He saw it was dark outside. He went over to one of the windows and stared out through the bars.
There was asingle bright star that showed just above the top of the elm tree in the yard. His star? Wll,
he'd followed it here. A cloud drifted acrossit.

Someone was standing beside him. He turned his head and saw it was the man who'd been playing
piano. He had a dark, foreign-looking face with intense black eyes; just then he was smiling, asthough at
asecret joke.

"You're new here, arent you? Or just get put in thisward, which?'

"New. George Vinesthe name."

"Baroni. Musician. Used to be, anyway. Now-let it go. Anything you want to know about the place?’

"Sure. How to get out of it.”

Baroni laughed, without particular amusement but not bitterly elther. "First, convince them you're dl
right again. Mind telling what's wrong with you—or don't you want to talk about it? Some of us mind,



othersdon't."

Helooked at Baroni, wondering which way hefdt. Findly hesad, "I guess| don't mind. | think I'm
Napoleon.”

"‘Areyou?'

"Am| what?

" Are you Napoleon? If you aren't, that's one thing. Then maybe you'll get out of herein sx monthsor
0. If you redly are-that's bad. Y ou'll probably die here.”

"Why?1 mean, if | am, then I'm sane and-’

"Not the point. Point's whether they think you're sane or not. Way they figure, if you think you're
Napoleon you're not sane. Q. E. D. You stay here."

"Evenif | tel them I'm convinced I'm George Vine?'

"They've worked with paranoia before. And that's what they've got you down for, count onit. And
any time a paranoiac getstired of aplace, hell try to lie hisway out of it. They weren't born yesterday.
They know that."

"In generd, yes, but how-"

A sudden cold chill went down his spine. He didn't have to finish the question. They stick needlesin
you- It hadn't meant anything when Ray Bassington had said it.

The dark man nodded. "Truth serum,” he said. "When a paranoiac reaches the sage where he's
cured if hestelling the truth, they make sure he'stdlling it before they let him go.”

He thought what a beautiful trap it had been that hed walked into. Hed probably die here, now.

Heleaned his head against the cool iron bars and closed his eyes. He heard footsteps walking away
from him and knew hewas aone.

He opened his eyes and looked out into blackness; now the clouds had drifted across the moon, too.
Clare, hethought; Clare.

A trap.

But-if there was atrap, there must be atrapper. He was sane or he wasinsane. If he was sane, hed
walked into atrap, and if there was a trap, there must be a trapper, or trappers.

If hewasinsane

God, let it be that he was insane. That way everything made such sweetly smple sense, and someday
he might be out of here, he might go back to working for the Blade, possibly even with amemory of all
the years hed worked there. Or that George Vine had worked there. That was the catch. He waan't
George Vine. And there was another catch. He wasn't insane. The cool iron of the barsagaingt his
forehead.

After awnhile he heard the door open and |ooked around. Two guards had comein. A wild hope,
reasonless, surged up ingde him. It didn't last.

"Bedtime, you guys," said one of the guards. He looked at the manic-depressive sitting motionlesson
the chair and said, "Nuts. Hey, Bassington, help me get thisguy in.”

The other guard, a heavy-set man with hair close-cropped like awrestler's, came over to the window.
"You. Yourethe new onein here. Vine, ain't it?' He nodded.

"Want trouble, or going to be good?" Fingers of the guard's right hand clenched, the fist went back. -
Don't want trouble. Got enough.”

The guard relaxed alittle. "Okay, stick to that and you'll get dlong. Vacant bunk'sin there” He
pointed. "One on the right. Make it up yoursdlf in the morning. Stay in the bunk and mind your own
business. If there's any noise or trouble here in the ward, we comein and take care of it. Our own way.
Youwouldntlikeit.

Hedidn't trust himsdlf to speak, so he just nodded. He turned and went through the door of the
cubicle to which the guard had pointed. There were two bunksin there; the manic-depressvewho'd
been on the chair waslying flat on hisback on the other, staring blindly up at the ceiling through
wide-open eyes. They'd pulled his dippers off, leaving him otherwise dressed.

He turned to his own bunk, knowing there was nothing on earth he could do for the other man, no



way he could reach him through the impenetrable shell of blank misery which isthe manic-depressve's
intermittent companion.

He turned down a gray sheet-blanket on his own bunk and found under it another gray sheet-blanket
atop ahard but smooth pad. He dipped off his shirt and trousers and hung them on ahook on thewall at
thefoot of hisbed. Helooked around for aswitch to turn off the light overhead and couldn't find one.
But, even as helooked, the light went out.

A snglelight till burned somewhere in the ward room outside, and by it he could seeto take his
shoes and socks off and get into the bunk.

Helay very quiet for awhile, hearing only two sounds, both faint and seeming far away. Somewhere
in another cubicle off the ward someone was singing quietly to himsdf, awordless monody; somewhere
€lse someone el se was sobbing. In his own cubicle, he couldn't hear even the sound of bresthing from his
room mate.

Then there was a shuffle of bare feet and someone in the open doorway said, ‘George Vine.

Hesad, 'Yes?

"Shhh, not so loud. Thisis Bassington. Want to tell you about that guard; | should have warned you
before. Don't ever tanglewith him.”

"l didn't.”

‘| heard; you were smart. Hell dug you to piecesif you give him haf achance. Hesasadist. A lot of
guards are; that'swhy they're bughousers; that's what they cal themselves, bughousers. If they get fired
one placefor being too bruta they get on at another one. Hell bein again-in the morning; | thought 1'd
warnyou."

The shadow in the doorway was gone.

Helay therein the dimness, the a mogt-darkness, feding rather than thinking. Wondering. Did mad
people ever know that they were mad? Could they tell? Was every one of them sure, as he was sure-?

That quigt, il thing lying in the bunk near his, inarticulately suffering, withdrawn from human reach
into a profound misery beyond the understanding of the sane—

"Napoleon Bonaparte!”

A clear voice, but had it been within hismind, or from without? He sat up on the bunk. His eyes
pierced the dimness, could discern no form, no shadow, in the doorway .

Hesad, "Yes?

VII:

ONLY then, gtting up on the hunk and having answered "Y es" did he redize the name by which the
voice had caled him.

"Get up. Dress”

He swung hislegs out over the edge of the bunk, stood up. He reached for his shirt and was dipping
hisarmsinto it before he stopped and asked, "Why?*

"Tolearnthetruth."

"Who areyou?' he asked.

"Do not spesk doud. | can hear you. | am within you and without. | have no name.”

"Then what areyou?' He said it doud, without thinking.

"Aningrument of The Brightly Shining."

He dropped the trousers he'd been holding. He sat down carefully on the edge of the bunk, leaned
over and groped around for them.

His mind groped, too. Groped for he knew not what. Finally he found a question-the question. He
didn't ask it doud thistime; he thought it, concentrated on it as he straightened out his trousers and thrust
hislegsin them.

"Am | mad?"

The answer-No-came clear and sharp as a spoken word, but had it been spoken? Or was it a sound
that was only in hismind?



He found his shoes and pulled them on hisfeet. As he fumbled the lacesinto some sort of knots, he
thought, "Who-what-is The Brightly Shining?'

"TheBrightly Shining isthat which is Earth. It istheintelligence of our planet. It isone of three
intelligencesin the solar system, one of many in the universe. Earthisone; it iscaled The Brightly
Shining”

'l do not understand.” he thought.

"Youwill. Areyou ready?'

He finished the second knot. He stood up. Thevoice said, "Come. Walk silently.’

It was as though he was being led through the amost-darkness, although he felt no physical touch
upon him; he saw no physicd presence beside him. But he walked confidently, athough quietly on tiptoe,
knowing he would not walk into anything nor stumble. Through the big room that was the ward, and then
his outstretched hand touched the knob of adoor.

Heturned it gently and the door opened inward. Light blinded him. The voice said, "Wait," and he
stood immobile. He could hear sound-the rustle of paper, the turn of a page-outside the door, in the
lighted corridor.

Then from acrossthe hal came the sound of a ghrill scream. A chair scraped and feet hit the floor of
the corridor, walking away toward the sound of the scream. A door opened and closed.

Thevoicesaid, "Come," and he pulled the door open the rest of the way and went outside, past the
desk and the empty chair that had been just outside the door of the ward.

Another door, another corridor. Thevoice said, "Wait," the voice said, "Come’; thistime aguard
dept. Hetip-toed past. Down steps.

He thought the question, "Wheream | going?

"Mad," said thevoice.

‘But you said | wasn't-" He'd spoken aoud and the sound startled him almost more than had the
answer to hislast question. And in the silence that followed the words held spoken there came-from the
bottom of the stairs and around the corner-the sound of abuzzing switchboard, and someone said, 'Y es?
... Okay, Doctor, I'll beright up.” Footsteps and the closing of an elevator door.

He went down the remaining stairs and around the corner and he was in the front main hall. Therewas
an empty desk with a switchboard beside it. He walked past it and to the front door. It was bolted and
he threw the heavy bolt.

He went outside, into the night.

He walked quietly across cement, across gravel; then his shoes were on grass and he didn't haveto
tiptoe any more. It was as dark now asthe inside of an elephant; he felt the presence of trees nearby and
leaves brushed hisface occasondly, but he waked rapidly, confidently and his hand went forward just in
timeto touch abrick wall.

He reached up and he could touch the top of it; he pulled himsdlf up and over it. There was broken
glasson theflat top of thewall; he cut his clothes and his flesh badly, but he felt no pain, only the wetness
of blood and the stickiness of blood.

He walked aong alighted road, he walked along dark and empty streets, he walked down a darker
alley. He opened the back gate of ayard and walked to the back door of a house. He opened the door
and went in. There was alighted room at the front of the house; he could see the rectangle of light at the
end of acorridor. He went dong the corridor and into the lighted room.

Someone who had been seated at a desk stood up. Someone, aman, whose face he knew but whom
he could not—

'Y es,” said the man, smiling, "you know me, but you do not know me. Y our mind is under partia
control and your ability to recognize meis blocked out. Other than that and your anadlgesia-you are
covered with blood from the glass on the wall, but you don't fed any pain-your mind is norma and you
aesane”

‘What'sit dl about? he asked. "Why was| brought here?"

"‘Because you are sane. |'m sorry about that, because you can't be. It isnot so much that you retained
memory of your previous life, after you'd been moved. That happens. It isthat you somehow know



something of what you shouldn't-something of The Brightly Shining, and of the Game between thered
and the black. For that reason-"

"For that reason, what?" he asked.

The man he knew and did not know smiled gently. "For that reason you must know the rest, so that
you will know nothing at al. For everything will add to nothing. The truth will drive you mad.”

"That | do not believe."

"Of course you dont. If the truth were conceivable to you, it would not drive you mad. But you
cannot remotely concelve the truth.”

A powerful anger surged up within him. He stared at the familiar face that he knew and did not know,
and he stared down a himsdf; at the torn and bloody gray uniform, at historn and bloody hands. The
hands hooked like claws with the desire to kill-someone, the someone, whoever it was, who stood
before him.

He asked, "What arc you?

‘| am an ingrument of The Brightly Shining.”

"The same which led me here, or another?

"Oneisadl, dl isone. Within the whole and its parts, there is no difference. One instrument is another
and the red isthe black and the black isthe white and thereis no difference. The Brightly Shiningisthe
soul of Earth. | use soul asthe nearest word in your vocabulary."”

Hatred was dmost abright light. It was almost something that he could lean into, lean hisweight
agang.

He asked, "What is The Brightly Shining?' He made the words a cursein his mouth.

"Knowing will make you mad. Y ou want to know?

"Yes" Hemade acurse out of that smple, sihilant syllable.

Thelightswere dimming. Or wasit his eyes? The room was becoming dimmer, and at the sametime
receding. It was becoming atiny cube of dim light, seen from afar and outside, from somewherein the
disant dark, ever receding, turning into apinpoint of light, and within that point of light ever the hated.
Thing, the man-or was it aman?-standing beside the desk.

Into darkness, into space, up and apart from the earth -a dim sphere in the night, areceding sphere
outlined againgt the spangled blackness of eterna space, occulting the stars, adisk of black.

It stopped receding, and time stopped. It was as though the clock of the universe stood till. Beside
him, out of the void, spoke the voice of the instrument of The Shining One.

"Behold,” it said. "TheBeing of Earth.’

He beheld. Not as though an outward change was occurring, but an inward one, as though his senses
were being changed to enable him to percelve something hitherto unseesble.

Theball that was Earth began to glow. Brightly to shine.

"Y ou seetheinteligence that rules Earth,” said the voice. "The sum of the black and the white and the
red, that are one, divided only asthelobes of abrain are divided, the trinity that isone."

The glowing ball and the stars behind it faded, and the darkness became deeper darkness and then
there was dim light, growing brighter, and he was back in the room with the man standing at the desk.

"Y ou saw," said the man whom he hated. "But you do not understand. Y ou ask, what you have seen,
what is The Brightly Shining? It isagroup inteligence, the trueintelligence of Earth, oneintelligence
among three in the Solar system, one among many in the universe.

"What, then, is man? Men are pawns, in games of-to you-unbelievable complexity, between the red
and the black, the white and the black, for amusement. Played by one part of an organism against
another part, to while away an instant of eternity. There are vaster games, played between gaaxies. Not
with man.

"Man isaparagite peculiar to Earth, which tolerates his presence for alittle while. He exists nowhere
elsein the cosmos, and he does not exist herefor long. A little while, afew chessboard wars, which he
thinks he fights himself-Y ou begin to understand.”

The man at the desk amiled.

"Y ou want to know of yoursalf. Nothing islessimportant. A move was made, before Lodi. The



opportunity was there for amove of the red; astronger, more ruthless personality was needed; it wasa
turning point in history-which meansin the game. Do you understand now? A pinch-hitter was put in to
become Emperor.”

He managed two words. "And then?’

"The Brightly Shining does not kill. Y ou had to be put somewhere, sometime. Long later aman
named George Vine waskilled in an accident; hisbody was still usable. George Vine had not been
insane, but he had had a Napoleonic complex. The transference was amusing.”

"No doubt." Again it wasimpossible to reach the man at the desk. The hatred itself wasawall
between them. "Then George Vineis dead?’

"Y es. And you, because you knew alittle too much, must go mad so that you will know nothing.
Knowing the truth will drive you mad.’

"No!"

Theingrument smiled.

VIII:

THE ROOM, the cube of light, dimmed; it seemed to tilt. Still standing, he was going over backward,
his position becoming horizontd instead of verticd.

Hisweight was on his back and under him was the soft-hard smoothness of his bunk, the roughness of
agray sheet blanket. And he could move; he sat up.

He had been dreaming? Had he really been outside the asylum? He held up his hands touched oneto
the other, and they were wet with something sticky. So was the front of his shirt and the thighs and knees
of histrousers.

And his shoeswere on.

The blood was there from climbing thewall. And now the analgesiawas leaving, and pain was
beginning to comeinto his hands, his chest, his somach and hislegs. Sharp biting pain.

Hesaid doud. "1 am not mad. | am not mad."” Was he screaming it?

A voicesad, "No. Not yet." Wasit the voice that had been here in the room before? Or was it the
voice of the man who had stood in the lighted room? Or had both been the same voice?

Itsad, "Ask, Whatisman? "

Mechanically, he asked it.

"Manisablind aley in evolution, who cametoo late too compete, who has always been controlled
and played with by The Brightly Shining, which was old and wise before man walked erect.

"Man isaparasite upon a planet populated before he came populated by aBeing that isone and
many, abillion cdlsbut asngle mind, asingleinteligence, asingle will-asistrue of every other populated
planet inthe universe.

‘Manisajoke, aclown, aparaste. Heisnothing; hewill beless.

"Come and go mad."

He was getting out of bed again; he was waking. Through the doorway of the cubicle, dong the
ward. To the door that |ed to the corridor; athin crack of light showed under it. But thistime his hand did
not reach out for the knob. Instead he stood there facing the closed door, and it began to glow; dowly it
becamelight and visible,

Asthough from somewhere an invisible spotlight played upon it, the door became avishblerectanglein
the surrounding blackness; as brightly visble asthe crack under it.

Thevoicesaid, "Y ou see beforeyou acdl of your ruler, acdl uninteligent in itsdlf, yet atiny part of a
unit which isinteligent, one of amillion unitswhich make up the intelligence which rules the earth-and
you. And which earth-wide intelligence is one of amillion intelligenceswhich rulethe universe”

"Thedoor? | don't-"

The voice spoke no more; it had withdrawn, but somehow inside his mind was the echo of slent
laughter.

He leaned closer and saw what he was meant to see. An ant was crawling up the door.



His eyesfollowed it, and numbing horror crawled apace, up his spine. A hundred things that had been
told and shown him suddenly fitted into a pattern, a pattern of sheer horror. The black, the white, the red,;
the black ants, the white ants, the red ants; the players with men, separate |obes of asingle group brain,
the intelligence that was one. Man an accident, a parasite, a pawn; amillion planetsin the universe
inhabited each by an insect race that was asingle intelligence for the planet-and dl the intelligences
together were the sngle cosmic intelligence that was- God!

The one-syllable word wouldn't come.

He went mad, instead.

He beat upon the now-dark door with hisbloody hands with hisknees, hisface, with himsdf,
athough aready he had forgotten why, had forgotten what he wanted to crush.

He was raving mad-dementia praecox, not paranoia-when they released his body by putting it into a
drait jacket, released it from frenzy to quietude.

He was quietly mad-paranoia, not dementia praecox-when they released him as sane eleven months
leter.

Paranoia, you see, isapeculiar afliction; it has no physica symptoms, it is merely the presence of a
fixed delusion. A series of metrazol shocks had cleared up the dementia praecox and left only thefixed
delusion that he was George Vine, areporter.

The asylum authorities thought he was, too, so the delusion was not recognized as such and they
released him and gave him a certificate to prove he was sane.

He married Clare; he till works at the Blade-for a man named Candler. He till plays chesswith his
cousin, Charlie Doerr. He till sees-for periodic checkups-both Dr. Irving and Dr. Randol ph.

Which of them smilesinwardly? What good would it do you to know? Yesit was is, one of those
four.

It doesn't matter. Don't you understand? Nothing matters!



