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L. SPRAGUE DE CAMP-
ENG NEER AND SORCERER

As A STUDENT of the nyriad ways of man, L. Sprague de Canp has fromtinme to tine | ooked upon his
own society with the sane objective eye he uses on peopl es whom geography or history make strange
to nost of us. He hinself does not seemto find themvery alien- and he has encountered many at
first hand. Though he knows nore about cultural differences than nost professiona

ant hropol ogi sts, his basic judgnment appears to be that hunan bei ngs everywhere and everywhen are
much the sanme at heart: linmted, fallible, tragi-comc, yet endlessly interesting. So in the
civilizations of antiquity or anong nore recent "primtives" he sees engineers and politicians not
unl i ke ours, while anong us he discovers taboos and tribal rites not unlike theirs. The insight
has directly inspired at | east one story and added phil osophical depth as well as occasiona

pi quant ironies to nost of the others.

Therefore | wonder what he thinks of this curious customwe have of prefacing a collection
of one witer's work with the renarks of a colleague. It strikes ne as especially odd when the
former is senior to the latter, and senior in far nore than years. That is, | was a boy when L
Sprague de Canp's first stories were published; | spent a decade being awed by his erudition and
captivated by his ability to tell a story, none of which has changed since. Wen | began to wite
professionally nyself, it becanme clear, once | was hitting ny stride, that there was a
consi derabl e de Canp influence on ne, though I will never match himin any of those areas he has
made uni quely his own. In short, what the deuce am | doing introduci ng hinf

The sole rationale that cones to mind is this. De Canp bel ongs to that generation of
witers whom John Canpbell inspired to create the gol den age of science fiction and fantasy,
begi nni ng about 1937
when he took the hel mof what was then called Astounding Stories. Critics be damed, it was the
gol den age in all truth, when people such as Isaac Asinov, Lester del Rey, Robert A Heinlein, L.
Ron Hubbard, WMal col m Janmeson, Henry Kuttner (especially as "Lewis Padgett"), Fritz Leiber, C L.
Moore, Ross Rocklynne, Cifford D. Sinmak, CGeorge 0. Smith, Theodore Sturgeon, A E. van Vogt, Jack
Wl lianson, and nore and nore either appeared for the first time or, for the first tine, really
showed what they could do. De Canp stood tall in this race of giants. Gfted new witers have made
their considerable marks on the field throughout the years afterward, but the excitement-the sense
of utterly green pastures suddenly opened-will never come again. Conparison to the Periclean and
El i zabet han periods may stri ke you as overdrawn, but you might think of jazz in its heyday, or
quantum physics in the 1920'S and '30's, or cosnol ogy and nol ecul ar bi ol ogy today.

The era was brief, choked of f-though not overnight-by Anerica's entry into Wrld War Two.
A nunber of key creators found that they had nore urgent business on hand than witing stories.
They incl uded de Canp.

Hostilities having ended for the tinme being, he returned to his proper business and had
much to do with pulling science fiction out of the dismal state into which it had fallen. Besides
Ast oundi ng as of yore, he was an inportant contributor to nunmerous other nagazines in the field.
The publication of science-fiction books, not as rare oneshots but as a regular thing, was being
pi oneered then, and his becane | andmarks. O all this, nore anon

However, he began increasingly to wite other things. These included sonme grand historica
fiction but becane primarily nonfiction, with enphasis on science, technol ogy, and the history of
these. Factual material, accurately and vividly presented, was not new to him
-he had witten it fromthe start of his career-but soon it conprised the overwhel nming bulk of his
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output. | don't know whether to regret this or not. On the one hand, we have doubtless |lost a
nunber of marvel ous yarns; on the other hand, we do have these perfectly splendid books about
el ephants and anci ent engineers and H P. Lovecraft and di nosaurs and.

Luckily for us, of recent years L. Sprague de Canp has fromtinme to tinme been coning back
to storytelling, especially to fantasy. (He is also pleasing aficionados with |ight verse and
fam |liar essays, but these are of less immediate interest to a reading public starved for
honest narratives in which real things happen to persons one can care about.) And thus we arrive
at a justification for this foreword:
the fact that nmany younger folk may not be acquainted with his fiction, and in any event wll not
know what a towering figure he has been-and is-in the field of inmmginative literature. The present
book, which spans nobst of his career, ought to renedy that. If you haven't read a de Canp tale
before now, you have a treat in store, and | amhere to tell you so.

Second, since an anthology can hold but a linited part of an author's work, you m ght

allow me to steer you onto other things, as well. "Wat follows will not be a bibliography or a
scholarly study, but just a ranmble through a few of the good nenories, literary and personal, that
Sprague has given ne. Alot will be omtted; | should not take up space which could be used for an

extra story. But perhaps you will get a better idea of his achievenent and of what to watch for in
bookstores and libraries than you would from sonet hing nore fornal.
As | have remarked, he began witing nonfiction early on. Indeed, his very first published

work was an inportant book, still in print and once cited in a Supreme Court decision, whose self-
expl anatory title is Inventions, Patents, and Their Managenent. Not being an inventor of anything
except occasional recipes, | nust confess to never having read this. However, in ny teens | was

delighted and enlightened by the articles he wote for Astounding, pieces |ike "The LongTail ed
Huns" (on urban wildlife), "The Sea King's Arnmored Division" (on Hellenistic science and

engi neering), and "Get Qut and Get Under" (on the history of nmilitary vehicles). The subjects
denmonstrate the range and depth of his interests; the titles indicate the hunor with which he made
the facts sparkle.

That hunor becanme an enblem of his in science fiction, doubly wel come because it has
al ways been in short supply there, and in fantasy, where it matched the funniest things ever done
ina field which has nurtured a |ot of sprightliness. H's hunor was often called "wacky," but |
think that's the wong word. De Canp constructed his stories every bit as carefully, with the sane
respect for fact and logic, as he did his nonfiction. (He still does, of course.) Mich of the
| aughter came fromthe meticul ously detail ed working out of the consequences of a bizarre
assunpti on.

For instance, in the short novel Divide and Rule, extraterrestrial conquerors have inposed
a neo-nedi eval culture on Earth as a way
of keeping the human race fromuniting to overthrow them The story opens with Sir Howard van
Slyck, second son of the Duke of Poughkeepsie, riding along in chrome-nickel arnmor, puffing his
pi pe, near the tracks of the el ephant-powered New York Central. Upon his plastron he bears the
famly arms-which he calls a trademark-consisting of a red maple leaf in a white circle with the
motto "G ve 'emthe works."

I n anot her short novel, Solonmon's Stone, there is a parallel universe in which Earth is
i nhabited by those peopl e whom we daydream of oursel ves as being. The nmind of the shy, bookish
hero is transferred to the body of the alter ego he had al ways supposed was purely imaginary, a
French cavalier like d Artagnan. Practically every man is big, muscular, and handsone; every woman
ravi shingly beautiful. New York is a wild congl oneration of ethnic types, ranging fromthe
Siegfrieds in Yorkville to a Mddle Eastern sultan conplete with harem (who in our world is really
a bachelor clerk at the YMCA). Wth so many aggressively macho toughs around, society is pretty
chaotic, though a governnent of sorts does exist and even nmintains a snall armny, which consists
al nost entirely of generals and is conmanded by the only private it has.

In the classic Harold Shea stories, witten in collaboration with the Iate Fletcher Pratt,
we are taken to a whole series of universes where various nyths or literary works are strictly
true. For exanple, in "The Mathematics of Magic," Shea finds hinself in the world of Spenser's The
Faerie Queen. At one point, traveling through a forest with the virginal Bei phebe, he encounters
the Bl atant Beast, a nonster that will devour themunless it is given a poemit has not heard
bef ore-and in such an energency, the single poemhe can think of is the luridly gross "The Ball ad

of Eskinp Nell." Magic works here, by strict rules of its own, and at another point Shea seeks to
conjure up a unicorn for a steed-but he doesn't phrase the spell quite clearly enough, and gets a
rhinoceros instead. | needn't go on, for happily the first three of these stores are again

avai | abl e, collected together as The Corn pleat Enchanter
Nor does space permit ne to give nore exanples of this particular source of de Canpian
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humor. It isn't necessary anyway; you can find plenty for yourself in the stories gathered here,
in which you will also note an equally inportant source of hunor, character.

De Canp's people are never stereotypes. They are uni que and often think and act in ways
that are funny. Like Moliere or Hol berg,
cle Canmp observes themwith a slightly ironic, basically synpathetic detachment, and then tells us
what he has seen. .We |augh, but all too often we recognize ourselves in them

The hunor, and oftines the pathos, of character becane particularly evident in the postwar
"Gavagan's Bar" stories, also witten in partnership with Pratt. Gavagan's Bar is a friendly kind
of nei ghborhood pl ace, whose steady custoners all know one another, and the genial bartender, M.
Cohan (Cohan, if you please), does his best to keep it that way. But people do cone in who have
the strangest tales to tell, and sonetines a breath of that strangeness bl ows through the
establishment itself. "These little whiskey fantasies," as Goff Conklin called them usually
evoke very gentle | aughter

| ndeed, offhand the postwar stories of de Canp's seemrather different fromthe prewar
ones: nore serious, frequently downright sonber. However, this is not true. There has been a shift
of enphasis, as might be expected of a witer who is not content to repeat hinself endlessly but,
i nstead, keeps experinenting and devel opi ng. Yet recent stories have had their wit, and early
stories had their gravity.

H's first major piece of fiction, the novel Genus Hono, in collaboration with the late P
Schuyler MIler, contains comic noments but is essentially a straightforward tale of a busload of
travel ers-the believably ordinary kind you meet on a Greyhound-who end up in the far future, when
manki nd is long extinct save for them and apes have evolved to intelligence. Though the
conclusion is hopeful, the narrative does not pretend that the opening situation is anything but
catastrophic, and tragedies as well as triunphs occur

Anot her early novel, Lest Darkness Fall, illustrates this conbination of qualities stil
better. It is, in a way, de Canp's answer to Mark Twai n, whose Connecticut Yankee started nodern
technol ogy going in Arthurian Britain with the greatest of ease. Martin Padway is scholarly, even
alittle timd, but a highly know edgeabl e man. This nuch was necessary for the author to
postul ate, else his protagoni st woul d soon have died a nessy death, after being hurled back to
Cstrogothic Italy of the sixth century A D. Neverthel ess, Padway has a terrible time as he
struggles to introduce a few things like printing, which nmay stave off the Dark Ages he knows wil|l
otherwi se cone. He never does manage to nake gunpowder that goes Bang! instead of Fizz-zz. His
nmost successful innovations are the sinplest, |ike dou
bl e-entry bookkeeping or an information-carrying |line of semaphores. Here de Canp was at his nost
rigorously | ogical.

The book is full of hilarious scenes. For instance, when Padway catches a bad cold, his
mai n problemis howto avoid the weird renedies that well-meaning friends try to apply to him Yet
when war breaks out, its horrors are quietly described; we are not spared.

Thus the stories of later years represent no nutation, but rather a steady evol ution

The tales of the Viagens Inter planetarias are, in fact, quite like their predecessors.
These are straight science fiction-so nmuch so that de Canp does not permt his characters to
exceed the speed of l|ight through "hyperspace" or any simlar incantation, but confines themto
the laws of relativistic physics and the nearer stars. That, though, gives the sanme scope for
exotic settings and exciting adventures that Haggard found in the then unmapped parts of Africa.
The hunorous possibilities are fully realized; an exanple in the present collection is "The
Inspector's Teeth." Likewi se realized are the possibilities of derring-do-and, occasionally, pain
and bitterness.

The historical novels show the sanme neticul ous care throughout and the sane general |ine
of devel opnent, fromthe conparatively light-hearted An El ephant for Aristotle and The Dragon of
the Ishtar Gate (ny personal favorite) to The Gol den Wnd, which holds a poignant depiction of,
what age can do to a man and how the spirit can rise above that.

As | have said, de Canp cane nore and nore to specialize in nonfiction, fine stuff and
hi ghly recommended but outside the purview of this essay. It nmay have been Conan the C mmerian who
finally lured himback to a reasonable productivity of stories. If that is true, we have nuch to
t hank Robert E. Howard for, over and above the entertainment he gave us in his own right.

\'Vhen the creator of the original Mghty Barbarian died, he left behind hima heap of
unfi ni shed manuscripts, some involving Conan and sonme which could be adapted to the series.

Per haps nostly for enjoynent, de Canp undertook to conplete the work with collaborators BjOn
Nyberg and Lin Carter. The enthusiastic redi scovery of Conan by the reading public nay have
surprised him | don't know Wat | do know, and what matters, is that since then he has
increasingly been witing original fantasy. You'll find a few of the shorter pieces here. The
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Goblin Tower and The C ocks of lIraz are two rather recent novels. Let us hope for nmany nore.

| have already adnitted that this foreword is not going to be anything like a proper
survey of the de Canp canoi. Still, | would like to nmention anew certain of his incidental
writings-essays, reviews and criticisns, verse, aphorisnms-which have appeared over the years in
such places as the nmgazine Anra or his anthology Scribblings, to the pleasure of smaller
audi ences than they deserve. Unless a major publisher has the sense to gather these together, you
may never see thenm but they should be nentioned as showi ng yet another dimension of his
versatility.

In person, L. (for Lyon) Sprague de Canp is a tall, trimman of aristocratic appearance
and bearing-aristocratic in the best sense, gracious and kindly as well as inpressive. Mre than
one wonman has confided to nme that she tends to swoon over him but he remains content with his
Il ovely wife of many years, Catherine, with whom he has col | aborated on books as well as children

Born in New York in 1907, he studied at Caltech, MT, and Stevens Institute of Technol ogy,
and held down a variety of jobs until he went into full-time witing. As a Navy reservist, he was
called up in Wrld War Two and did research and devel opnent (al ongside |saac Asinov and Robert
Hei nl ein), which was a substantial contribution to the Allied cause.

Hi s vast fund of infornmation comes not only from omivorous readi ng but from extensive
traveling. This isn't just through the tourist circuits, but into strange places hard to reach. He
doesn't brag about it, but if you can get himto reninisce, it nakes great reading or |istening.

By the time this is in print, he will be past his seventieth birthday, but he doesn't | ook
or act it-and, what the hell, CGoethe wote the second part of Faust in his eighties. Long may L.
Sprague de Canp go on, to the joy of us all

- Poul Anderson
Orinda, California
June, 1977

HYPERPI LCSI TY

"V/E ALL KNOW about the brilliant successes in the arts and sciences, but, if you knew all their
stories, you nmght find that sone of the failures were really interesting."

It was Pat Weiss speaking. The beer had given out, and Carl Vandercook had gone out to get
sonme nore. Pat, having cornered all the chips in sight, was | eaning back and emtting vast clouds
of snoke.

"That neans," | said, "that you' ve got a story conming. kay, spill it. The poker can
wait."

"Only don't stop in the niddle and say ' That rem nds ne,' and go off on another story, and
fromthe mddle of that to another, and so on,"” put in Hanni bal Snyder

Pat cocked an eye at Hannibal. "Listen, nmug, | haven't digressed once in the |last three
stories |I've told. If you can tell a story better, go to it. Ever hear of J. Ronan Qiveira?" he
said, not waiting, | noticed, to give Hanni bal a chance to take himup. He continued:

"Carl's been talking a | ot about that new gadget of his, and no doubt it will rmake him

famous if he ever finishes it. And Carl mually finishes what he sets out to do. My friend AQiveira
finished what he set out to do, also, and it should have made himfanmous, but it didn't.
Scientifically his work was a sUccess, and deserving of the highest praise, but humanly it was a
failure. That's why he's now running a little college down in Texas. He still does good work, and
gets articles in the journals, but it's not what he had every reason to suspect that he deserved.
Just got a letter fromhimthe other day-it seens he's now a proud grandfather. That remi nds ne of
my grandfather-"

"Hey!" roared Hanni bal

Pat said, "Huh? Ch, | see. Sorry. | won't do it again." He went on

u~ first knew J. Roman when | was a mere student at the Medical Center and he was a
prof essor of virology. The J in his nane stands for Haysoos, spelled J-e-s-u-s, which is a
perfectly good Mexi can nane. But he'd been so much kidded about it in the States that he preferred
to go by ' Roman.'

"You renenber that the Great Change, which is what this story has to do with, started in
the winter of '97', with that awful flu epidemc. Aiveira cane down with it. | went around to see
himto get an assignnment, and found himperched on a pile of pillow and wearing the godawful | est
pi nk and green pajamas. His wife was reading to himin Spanish

"'Leesten, Pat,' he said when | came in, 'lI know you're a worthy esstudent, but | weesh
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you and the whol e danmm virol ogy class were roasting on the hottest greedle in Hell. Tell nme what
you want, and then go away and let me die in peace.'

"I got ny information, and was just going, when his doctor cane in-old Fogarty, who used
to lecture on sinuses. He'd given up general practice |long before, but he was so scared of | osing
a good virologist that he was handling Aiveira' s case hinself.

"Stick around, sonny,' he said to me when | started to follow Ms. diveira out, 'and
learn a little practical nedicine. |I've always thought it a mi stake that we haven't a class to
train doctors in bedsi de manners. Now observe how | do it.. | smile at Qiveira here, but | don't
act so dammed cheerful that he'd find death a welcone relief fromny conpany. That's a nistake
sonme young doctors nmamke. Notice that | walk up briskly, and not as if | were afraid ny patient was
liable to fall in pieces at the slightest jar. " and so on

"The fun canme when he put the end of his stethoscope on 0Ollveira's chest.

"Can't hear a damm thing,' he snorted. 'O rather, you' ve got so nmuch hair that all | can
hear is the ends of it scraping on the diaphragm May have to shave it. But say, isn't that rather
unusual for a Mexican?' -~

""You're jolly well right she ees,' retorted the sufferer. 'Like nbst natives of ny
beautiful Mejico, | amof nostly Eendi an descent, and Eendi ans are of Mongol oid race, and so have
little body hair. It's all conme out in the |ast week.'

"That's funny . ' Fogarty said. | spoke up: 'Say, Dr. Fogarty,

it's nore than that. | had ny flu a nonth ago, and the sane thing's been happening to nme. |'ve
always felt |like a sissy because of not having any hair on ny torso to speak of, and now |I've got
a crop that's alnost |ong enough to braid. | didn't think anything special about it. . .'

"I don't renmenber what was said next, because we all tal ked at once. But when we got
cal med down there didn't seemto be anything we could do w thout sonme systenmatic investigation
and | prom sed Fogarty to come around to his place so he could | ook nme over

"I did, the next day, but he didn't find anything except a lot of hair. He took sanpl es of
everything he could think of, of course. 1'd given up wearing underwear because it itched, and
anyway the hair was warm enough to nmake it unnecessary, even in a New York January.

"The next thing |I heard was a week later, when Qiveira returned to his classes, and told
me that Fogarty had caught the flu. AQiveira had been nmaki ng observations on the old boy's thorax,
and found that he, too, had begun to grow body hair at an unprecedented rate.

"Then ny girl friend-not the present mssus; | hadn't net her yet
-overcane her enbarrassnent enough to ask me whether | could explain howit was that she was
getting hairy. | could see that the poor girl was pretty badly cut up about it, because obviously
her chances of catching a good man woul d be reduced by her growing a pelt like a bear or a
gorilla. | wasn't able to enlighten her, but told her that, if it was any confort, a |ot of other
peopl e were suffering fromthe same thing.

"Then we heard that Fogarty had died. He was a good egg and we were sorry, but he'd led a

pretty full life, and you couldn't say that he was cut off in his prinme.

"Oiveira called ne to his office. 'Pat,' he said. 'You were |ooking for a chob last fall
ees it not? Well, | need an asseestant. W're going to find out about this hair beesiness. Are you
on?' | was.

"We started by exanmining all the clinical cases. Everybody who had, or had had, the flu
was growing hair. And it was a severe winter, and it |ooked as though everybody was going to have
the flu sooner or later.

"Just about that tine | had a bright idea. | |ooked up all the cosnetic conpanies that
made depilatories, and soaked what little noney | had into their stock. | was sorry later, but
I"1l come to that.

"Roman Aiveira was a glutton for work, and with the hours he nade nme keep | began to have
uneasy visions of flunking out. But the fact that nmy girl friend had becone so sel f-conscious
about her hair that she wouldn't go out anynore saved ne sone tine.

"W worked and worked over our guinea pigs and rats, but didn't get anywhere. diveira got
a bunch of hairless Chi huahua dogs and tried assorted gunks on them but nothi ng happened. He even
got a pair of East African sand rats-Heterocephal us-hi deous-1 ooki ng things-but that was a bl ank
t 0o.

"Then the business got into the papers. | noticed a little article in the New York Tines,
on an inside page. A week later there was a full-colum story on page i of the second part. Then
it was on the front page. It was nostly 'Dr. So-and-so says he thinks this nationw de attack of
hyperpilosity' (swell word, huh? Wsh I could renmenber the name of the doc who invented it) 'is
due to this, that, or the other thing.

"Qur usual February dance had to be called off because al nbst none of the students could
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get their girls to go. Attendance at the novie houses had fallen off pretty badly for much the
same reason. It was a cinch to get a good seat, even if you arrived around 8:00 P.M | noticed one
funny little itemin the paper to the effect that the filmng of 'Tarzan and the Cctopus Men' had
been call ed of f because the actors were supposed to go running around in Gstrings, and the
conmpany found they had to clip and shave the whole cast all over every few days if they didn't
want their fur to show.

“I't was fun to ride on a bus about ten o' clock and watch the people, who were pretty well
bundl ed up. Mst of them scratched, and those who were too well-bred to scratch just squirned and
| ooked unhappy.

"Next | read that applications for narriage |licenses had fallen off so that three clerks
were able to handle the entire business for Greater New York, including Yonkers, which had just
been incorporated into the Bronx.

"I was gratified to see that ny cosnetic stocks were going up nicely. | tried to get ny
roommate, Bert Kafket, to get in on themtoo. But he just smiled nysteriously, and said he had
other plans. Bert was a kind of professional pessimist. 'Pat,' he said. 'Maybe you and Aiveira
will lick this business, and maybe not. |I'mbetting that you won't. If | win, the stocks that |I've
bought will be doing fanmously long after your depilatories are forgotten.

"As you know, people were pretty excited about the plague. But when the weather began to
get warmthe fun realty started. First the four big underwear conpani es ceased operations, one
after another. Two of them were placed in receivership, another |iquidated conpletely, and the
fourth was able to pull through by switching to the manufacture of tablecloths and Amrerican fl ags.
The bottom dropped entirely out of the cotton market, as this alleged hair-growing flu had spread
all over the world by now. Congress had been planning to go hone early, and was, as usual, being
urged to do so by the conservative newspapers. But now Washi ngton was jamred with cotton planters
demandi ng that the Government do sonething, and they didn't dare. The Governnent was willing
enough to Do Sonet hing, but unfortunately didn't have the foggiest idea of howto go about it.

"Al'l this time Aiveira, nore or |ess assisted by nme, was working night and day on the
problem but we didn't seemto have any better |luck than the Governnent.

"You coul dn't hear anything on the radio in the building where |I |ived, because of the
interference fromthe big, powerful electric clippers that everybody had installed and kept going
all the tine.

"I't'"s an ill wind, as the prophet saith, and Bert Kafket got sone good out of it. H's
girl, whom he had been pursuing for some years, had been maki ng a good sal ary as a nodel at
Josephi ne Lyon's excl usive dress establishnent on Fifth Avenue, and she had been | eading Bert a
dance. But now all of a sudden the Lyon place folded up, as nobody seened to be buyi ng any
clothes, and the girl was only too glad to take Bert as her | awful wedded husband. Not nuch hair
was grown on the wonen's faces, fortunately for them or God knows what woul d have beconme of the
race. Bert and | flipped a coin to see which of us should nove, and | won.

"Congress finally passed a bill setting up a reward of a nmillion dollars for whonever
should find a pernmanent cure for hyperpilosity, and then adjourned, having, as usual, left a flock
of inportant bills not acted upon.

"When the weat her becane really hot in June, all the nmen quit wearing shirts, as their
pelts covered themquite as effectively. The police force kicked so about having to wear their
regular uniforms, that they were allowed to go around in dark blue polo shirts and shorts. But
pretty soon they were rolling up their shirts and sticking themin the pockets of their shorts. It
wasn't |ong before the rest of
the mal e population of the United States was doing |ikewise. In growing hair the human race hadn't
| ost any of its capacity to sweat, and you'd pass out with the heat if you tried to wal k anywhere
on a hot day with any amount of clothes on. | can still remenber holding on to a hydrant at Third
Avenue and 6oth Street and trying not to faint, with the sweat pouring out the ankles of ny pants
and the buildings going round and round. After that | was sensible and stripped down to shorts
i ke everyone el se.

“I'n July Natasha, the gorilla in the Bronx Zoo, escaped from her cage and wandered around
the park for hours before anyone noticed her. The zoo visitors all thought she was nerely an
unusual Iy ugly menber of their own species.

"I'f the hair played hob with the textile and clothing businesses generally, the market for
silk sinply disappeared. Stockings were just quaint things that our ancestors had worn, |ike
cocked hats and penw gs.

"Neither diveira nor | took any vacation that summer, as we were working like fury on the
hair problem Ronan promi sed ne a cut of the reward when and if he won it.

"But we didn't get anywhere at all during the sumrer. V/ hen classes started we had to sl ow
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down a bit on the research, as | was in ny last year, and AQiveira had to teach. But we kept at it
as best we coul d.

"It was funny to read the editorials in the papers. The Chicago Tri bune even suspected a
Red plot. You can inmagine the tinme that the cartoonists for the New Yorker and Esquire had.

"Wth the drop in the price of cotton, the South was really flat on its back this tine. |
renenber when the Harwi ck bill was introduced in Congress, to require every citizen over the age
of five to be clipped at | east once a week. A bunch of Southerners were back of it, of course.
When that was defeated, largely on the argument of unconstitutionality, the you-ails put forward
one requiring every person to be clipped before he'd be allowed to cross a state |ine. The theory
was that human hair is a cotmmodity, which it is sonetines, and that crossing a state line with a
coat of the stuff, whether your own or soneone else's, constituted interstate comerce, and
brought you under control of the Federal Government. It |ooked for a while as though it would
pass, but the Southerners finally accepted a substitote bill requiring all Federal enployees, and
cadets at the military and naval academni es to be clipped.

"About this time-in the autum of 1971-the cotton and textile interest got out a big
advertising canpaign to pronote clipping. They had sl ogans, such as 'Don't be a Hairy Ape!' and
pictures of a couple of nale swimers, one with hair and the other without, and a pretty girl
turning in disgust fromthe hirsute swimer and fairly pouncing on the clipped one.

"I don't know how nmuch good their canpai gn woul d have done, but they overplayed their
hand. They, and all the clothing outfits, tried to insist on boiled shirts, not only for evening
wear, but for daytime as well. | never thought a |long-suffering people would really revolt against
the tyrant Style, but we did. The thing that really tore it was the inauguration of President
Passavant. There was an unusually warm January thaw that year, and the President, the V. P., and
all the Justices of the Suprene Court appeared without a stitch on above the waist and dam little
bel ow.

"W becanme a nation of confirned near-nudists, just as did everybody el se sooner or |ater.
The one drawback to real nudismwas the fact that, unlike the marsupials, man hasn't any natura
pockets. So we conprom sed between the hair, and the need for sonmething to hold fountain pens,
nmoney, and so forth, and our traditional ideas of nodesty by adopting an up-to-date version of the
Scottish sporran.

"The wi nter was a bad one for flu, and everybody who hadn't caught it the preceding w nter
got it now, so soon a hairless person became such a rarity that one wondered if the poor fellow
had t he mange.

"In May of 1972 we finally began to get sonmewhere. Aiveira had the bright idea-which both
of us ought to have thought of sooner- of exam ning ectogénic babies. Up to now nobody had noticed
that they began to develop hair a little later than babies born the normal way. You remenber that
human ect ogenesi s was just begi nning to be worked about then; test-tube babies aren't yet
practical for |arge-scale production by a long shot, but we'll get there some day.

"Well, diveira found that if the ectogens were subjected to a really rigid quarantine
they never devel oped hair at all, at least not in nore than the normal quantities. By really rigid
quarantine, | nmean that the air they breathed was heated to 800 degrees C, and then |iquefied, and
run through a battery of cyclones, and washed with a dozen disinfectants. Their food was treated
in a conparable nmanner. | don't quite see how the poor little fellows survived such unholy
sanitation, but they did, and didn't grow hair-until they were
brought in contact with other human beings, or were injected with sera fromthe bl ood of hairy
babi es.

"Oiveira figured out that the cause of the hyperpilosity was what he'd suspected al
al ong: anot her of these dammed sel f-perpetuating protein nolecules. As you know, you can't see a
protein nolecule, and you can't do much with it chenmically because, if you do, it forthwith ceases
to be a protein nolecule. W have their structure worked out pretty well now, but it's been a slow
process with lots of inferences frominadequate data; sometines the inferences were right and
sonmetimes they weren't.

"But to do nmuch in the way of detailed analysis of the things you need a respectable
quantity of them and these that we were after didn't exist in even a disrespectabl e anmount. Then
Aiveira worked out his method of counting them The reputation he made fromthat method is about
the only permanent thing he got out of all this work

"When we applied the nethod, we found sonething decidedly screwy-an ectogen's virus count
after catching hyperpil was the same as it had been before. That didn't seemright: we knew that
he had been injected with hyperpil nolecules, and had come out with a fine nattress as a result.

"Then one norning | found Aiveira at his desk | ooking |Iike a nedieval nonk who had j ust
seen a vision after a forty-days' fast. (Incidentally, you try fasting that long and you'll see
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visions too, losts of '"em) He said, 'Pat, don't buy a yacht with your share of that neelion. They
cost too nuch to upkeep.

"Huh?' was the brightest remark | could think of.

"' Look here,' he said, going up to the blackboard. It was covered with chal k di agrans of
protein nolecules. 'W have three proteins, alpha, beta, and ganma. No al phas have exeested for
t housands of years. Now, you will note that the only deefference between the al pha and the beta is
that these nitrogens-' he pointed '-are hooked onto thees chain instead of that one. You will also
observe, fromthe energy relations weeten down here, that, if one beta is eentroduced eento a set
of aiphas, all the alphas will presently turn into betas.

"Now, we know now that all sorts of protein nolecules are being assenbl ed inside us al
the tine; nost of themare unstable and break up again, or are inert and harm ess, or |ack the
power of sel freproduction-anyway, nothing happens because of them But, be-
cause they are so beeg and conplicated, the possible forms they take are very many, and it is
possi ble that once in a lopg time some new kind of protein appears with self-reproducing
qualities; in other words, a virus. Probably that's how the various di sease viruses got started,
al | because sonething choggled an ordinary protein nolecule that was chust being feeni shed and got
the nitrogens hooked on the wong chai ns.

"'My idea is thees: The al pha protein, which | have reconstructed fromwhat we know about
its descendants beta and gamma, once exeested as a harml ess and inert protein nolecule in the
human body. Then one day sonebody heecupped as one of them was being formed, and presto! \Ve have
a beta. But the beta is not harmess: It reproduces itself fast, and it inheebits the growh of
hair on nost of our bodies. So presently all our species, wheech at the tinme was pretty apish,
catch this virus, and lose their hair. Mreover, it is one of the viruses that is transneeted to
the enbryo, so the new babies don't have hair, either

"'"\Well, our ancestors sheever a while, and then learn to cover thenselves with anim
skeens to keep warm and also to keep fire. And so, the march of ceevilizations it is comrence!
Chust theenk- except for that one original beta protein nolecule, we should probably today all be
merely a kind of goreela or cheenmpanzee-anyway, an ordi nary anthropoid ape.

"'*Now, | feegure that what has happened is that another change in the formof the nolecule
has taken place, changing it frombeta to gamma-and gamma is a harm ess and inert leetle fellow,
like al pha. So we are back where we started.

"Qur problem vyours and nmine, is to find howto turn the gammas with wheech we are al
swarm ng back into betas. In other words, now that we have become all of a sudden cured of the
di sease that was endem c in the whole race for thousands of years, we want our di sease back agai n.
And | theenk | see how it can be done.

"l couldn't get nuch nore out of him he went to work harder than ever. After severa
weeks he announced that he was ready to experinment on hinself; his nethod consisted of a
conbi nati on of a nunber of drugs-one of themwas the standard cure for glanders in horses, as |
recal | -and a hi gh-frequency el ectronmagnetic fever.

"I wasn't very keen about it, because |I'd gotten to like the fellow, and that awful dose
he was going to give hinself |ooked enough to kill a reginent. But he went right ahead.

"Well, it nearly did kill him But after three days he was nore or |ess back to nornal,
and was whooping at the discovery that the hair on his linbs and body was rapidly falling out. In
a couple of weeks he had no nore hair than you'd expect a Mexican professor of virology to have.

"But then our real surprise canme, and it wasn't a pl easant one!

"W expected to be nore or | ess swanped by publicity, and had made our preparations
accordingly. | remenber staring into Chveira's face for a full mnute and then reassuring himthat
he had trimred his nustache to exact symmetry, and getting himto straighten ny new necktie.

"“Qur epoch-nmaki ng announcenent dug up two personal calls frombored reporters, a couple of
phone interviews from science editors, and not one photographer! W did nmake the science section
of the New York Tines, but with only about twelve lines of type-the paper nmerely stated that
Prof essor Aiveira and his assistant-not named-had found the cause and cure of hyperpilosity; not
a word about the possible effects of the discovery.

"Qur contracts with the Medical Center prohibited us fromexploiting our discovery
comrercially, but we expected that plenty of other people would be quick to do so as soon as the
met hod was made public. But it didn't happen. In fact, we night have discovered a correlation
bet ween tenperature and the pitch of the bullfrog's croak for all the splash we made

"A week later Oiveira and | talked to the departnent head, Wheel ock, about the discovery.
Ohiveira wanted himto use his influence to get a dehairing clinic set up. But \Vheel ock couldn't
see it.

"We've had a couple of inquiries,' he admtted, 'but nothing to get excited about.
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Remenber the rush there was when Zi nrernan's cancer treatnent canme out? Well, there's been nothing
like that. In fact, |-ah-doubt whether | personally should care to undergo your treatnent,
surefire though it nmay be, Doctor Chiveira. I'"'mnot in the |east disparaging the renmarkabl e piece

of work you' ve done. But-ah"
-here he ran his fingers through the hair on his chest, which was over six inches |ong, thick, and
a beautiful silky white-"you know, |'ve gotten rather fond of the old pelt, and I'd feel slightly
i ndecent back in my bare skin. Also, it's a lot nore economical than a suit of clothes. And-ah-if
| may say so with due nodesty-I don't think it's bad-looking. My fam |y has always ridden nme about
my sl oppy
cl othes, but now the laugh's on them not one of them can show a coat of fur like mne 1'

"Civeira and | left sagging in the breeches a M. W inquired of people we knew, and
wote letters to a nunber of them asking what they thought of the idea of undergoing the Qiveira
treatnent. A few said they nmight if enough others did, but nmost of themrespanded in nmuch the sane
vein that Doc Wheel ock had; they'd gotten used to their hair, and saw no good reason for going
back to their forner glabrous state.

"So, Pat,' said AQivierato ne, 'it lukes as though we don't get nuch fane out of our
di scovery. But we nay steel salvage a leetle fortune. You remenber that neehion-dollar reward?
sent in mmy application as soon as | recovered fromny treatnent and we should hear fromthe
governnent any day.'

"We did. | was up at his apartnment, and we were tal king about nothing in particular, when
Ms. 0. rushed in with the letter, squeaking, 'Abre |la! Open eet, Roman!'

"He opened it without hurry, spread the sheet of paper out, and read it. Then he frowned
and read it again. Then he laid it down, very carefully took out and lit the wong end of a cork-

tipped cigarette, and said in his |levellest voice, '|I have been stupid again, Pat. | never thought
that there might be a time-leenit on that reward offer. Now it seens that some crafty sanamabi che
i n Congress poot one een, so that the offer expired on May first. You remenber, | mailed the claim

on the nineteenth, and they got it on the twenty-first, three weeks too late!"’

"I looked at Aiveira, and he | ooked at ne and then at his wife, and she | ooked at hi m and
then went without a word to the cabinet and got out two large bottles of tequila and three
tunbl ers.

"Chiveira pulled up three chairs around a little table, and settled with a sigh in one of
them 'Pat,' he said, 'l may not have a neelion dollars, but |I have sonething nore val uable by far-
a wonan who knows what is needed at a tine |ike thees!'

"And that's the inside story of the Great Change, or at |east of one aspect thereof.
That's how it happens that, when we today speak of a plati numblonde novie star, we aren't
referring to her scalp hair alone, but the beautiful silvery pelt that covers her fromcrown to
ankl e.

"There was just one nore incident. Bert Kafket had ne up to his place to dinner a few
nights later. After | had told himand his wife
about Chiveira' s and ny troubles, he asked how | had nade out on that depil atory-nmanufacturer

stock I'd bought. 'l notice those stocks are back about where they started from before the
Change,' he added.

"Didn't nake anything to speak of," | told him 'About the time they started to slide down
fromtheir peak, | was too busy working for Roman to pay nuch attention to them Wwen | finally

did ook themup | was just able to unload with a few cents' profit per share. How did you do on
those stocks you were so mnysterious about |ast year?

"Maybe you noticed nmy new car as you cane in?' asked Bert with a grin. 'That's them O
rather, it; there was only one, Jones and Gall oway Conpany.'

"What do Jones and Gal |l oway neke? | never heard of them

"They make' -here Bert's grin |looked as if it were going to run around his head and neet
behi nd-' curryconbs!"’

"And that was that. Here's Carl with the beer now It's your deal, isn't it, Hannibal ?"
LANGUAGE FOR Tl ME TRAVELERS

" CRADUALLY, the rainbow flicker of |ight died away, and Morgan Jones felt the tingle | eave his
body. The dial read 2438. Five hundred years! He opened the door of the conpartnent and clinbed
out .

"At first, he saw nothing but fields and woods. He was evidently in a farm ng country.
Nobody was in sight- No, here came a rustic along the road, trudging through the dust with his
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eyes on the ground in front of him

"'Hey there!' Jones called. 'Could you give nme sone infornmation?

"The man | ooked up; his eyes widened with astonishment at the sight of the nmachine. 'Wzza
ya sth?' he asked.

"Jones repeated his question.

"'Sy; daw geh,' said the man, shaking his head.

"Now Jones | ooked puzzled. 'l don't seemto understand you. 'Wat |anguage are you
speaki ng?'

"Wah | enksh? I nksh | enksh, coss. Wah you speak? Said, sah-y, daw geh-ih. Daw, neitha. You
fresh? Jum®?’

"Jones had an inpul se to shake his head violently, the sane feeling he always had when the
| ast word of a crossword puzzle eluded him The man had understood him partly, and the noises he
made were sonmehow vaguely like English, but no English such as Jones had ever heard. 'Inksh
| enksh' nust be 'English | anguage'; 'sah-y daw geh-ih' was evidently 'sorry, don't get it.'

"*What,' he asked, 'is a fresh jum®'

"' Nevva huddun®?' said the rustic, scorn in his tone. 'Fresh people, go Qui, oui, p-~rlez-
vous francais, va t'en, sale béte!' He did this with gestures. Then he stiffened. 'Jumms go'-he
clicked his heels together-'Achtung! Vorwarts, rn~rschl Guten Tag, neine Hen-en! Verstehen Sie
Deut sch? Fresh from Fress; Jums from Jummy. Geh ih?

"Yes, | suppose so,' said Jones. H's mind was reeling slightly-"

Thus mi ght al nost any novel on the tine-travel thene or the Rip Van Wnkl e thenme begin.
The aut hor, having landed his hero in the far future, may either ascribe telepathy to the people
of the time, or remark on how the English | anguage will have changed. The foregoi ng sel ection
shows-in somewhat nore detail than do nost of the stories-a few of the actual changes that might
take place. To be strictly consistent, | should have changed the French and German sel ection al so,
but, in the first place, | don't know enough about French and German to predict their future
evolution, and, in the second, it would have made the rustic's explanation utterly unintelligible.
It might be interesting to consider in detail just what change may occur. To do this thing right
we shall have to first take a brief |ook at the | anguage's present state and its past history.

English is a Teutonic | anguage, l|ike German, Dutch, and Swedish, with a | arge infusion-
perhaps a mgjority-of French words. Its parent tongue, Angl o-Saxon, was nore highly inflected than
its descendant-less so than Latin, but about as much so as nodern Gernman* Angl o- Saxon woul d sound
to a nodern hearer as nmuch like a foreign | anguage as German; English didn't becone what woul d be
intelligible to us until about the i6th Century. English of the 1 500s would sound to us |like sone
sort of Scotch dialect, because it had the rolled "r" and the fricative consonants heard in
German: ich, ach (that's what all those silent gh's in nodern English spelling nean-or rather
used to mean) which have been retained in Scottish English, but lost or transformed in nost other
ki nds of English. W have a fair idea of the pronunciation of Shakespeare's tinme because about
t hen peopl e began witing books on the subject. It's amusing to reflect that if Shakespeare
returned to Earth, he'd get along passably in Edi nburgh; he could nanage, with sonme difficulty, in
Chi cago- but he'd be hopel essly lost in London, whose dialect would differ nost radically from
his! So much for the "l anguage of Shakespeare"!

Aut hors are fairly safe in having the people of the future speak

* For instance, the noun end in Ang' o- Saxon had these forns:

Si ngul ar Pl ur al
Nom nati ve ende endas
CGenitive endes enda
Dative ende endum
Accusative ende eudas

Engli sh-which is very convenient for the authors. Aside fromthe fact that nobody can prove them
wong, English is, today, well on the way to beconming the world's international |anguage. It is
probably taught in the schools of nore countries than any other. In nunmber of speakers it is
exceeded only by Cantonese and Mandarin, the chief |anguages of China, each of which is divided
into a nyriad of mutually unintelligible dialects; its nearest rivals, Spanish and German, are far
behind it in nunmber of speakers. It's a concise language,* and the sinplicity of its gammar makes
it easy to learn, though its fearsone spelling is an obstacle to the student. It's a safe bet that
another century will see it as the second | anguage of every passably educated person on Earth, and
in another mllenniumit may well be the only living | anguage.

Li ke all Iiving |anguages, English is changing slowmy but constantly in pronunciation,
vocabul ary, and syntax. The first would probably cause our hero the npst trouble. It changes
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pretty rapidly, and is responsible for the fantastic irregularity of English spelling, the
spelling usually being a few centuries behind the pronunciation. The spelling of caught was
reasonabl e when the word was pronounced "kowcht,” with the "ch" as in Gernman ach. But consider the
nunber of sounds a single letter may represent today, as in odd, oft, conme, worry, old, wolf, do,
wonen, | enon. Shades of sound can't be represented exactly by ordinary spelling, because al
readers won't interpret the letters the same way; and sonme sounds sinply can't be spelled: for
i nstance, the ir part of first as often pronounced in New York City and parts of the South-a sound
hal f way between "or and "ay."

Speech sounds can be anal yzed into fundanmental units called phonenes; these nove around
like protozoa in a drop of water, and, |ike protozoa, join together and split up. For instance, a
few centuri es ago person and parson were one word, spelled person and pronounced "pairson." But
the "air" group of words split, sone like jerk joining the words Iike turn, and sonme |ike heart
joining the words like march. In this process person acquired two pronunciations with different
nmeani ngs.

~ The same passage translated into various nodern | anguages has the follow ng nunbers of

syl | abl es:
Cant onese 89 Ukr ai ni an 189
Annanese 100 Hungari an 196
Engl i sh 146 G eek 234
Spani sh Japanese 242

Much comoner is |eveling, wherein two phonenes nerge. For instance, vain, vein, and vane
were once all pronounced differently; so were right.wight:rite:wite. W can see the process at
work in the leveling, by many Anericans, of due:do and Mary:nerry:marry. The British, with their
| oss of "r" except when a vowel follows, do worse, |leveling over:ova, sort:sought, and
paw. pour : poor.

If the process goes far enough-as it has in those conci se Chi nese | anguages-| anguage
becomes a guessi ng gane between speaker and hearer, and speech is one long pun. In sone forns of
Chi nese a single spoken word nmay have as nmany as 69 distinct neanings. French is worse than
English in this respect, but neither is anything like as terrible as Chinese. In English a hearer
can usually tell, upon hearing such an anbi guous sound, which neaning is neant fromthe context.
If, as sone people do, you pronounce whale |like wail, nobody will think, hearing you speak of
har pooni ng a whale, that you really nmeant harpooning a wail. But if, as sone do, you pronounce
oral like aural, you're very likely to confuse your hearer if he doesn't know in advance what is
comi ng.

If we add together all the leveling tendencies of nbdem English, we can synthesize a
dialect in which cud, card, cowed, coward are all pronounced like cod; tarred, torrid, tied,
tired, towered are all pronounced |ike Todd; show, shore, sure are pronounced |ike show, and so
forth. This is a reasonabl e specul ation: sonme Southerners pronounce shore, sure |ike show, sone
Londoners use an "ah" sound in cud, etc. | hope it never happens, but it mght, and we should
probably manage to commruni cate-though wi th nore m sunderstandi ngs, especially over the tel ephone
Leveling seens to be an inevitable linguistic devel opnent, though literacy-a relatively new thing
for the masses-may have a countereffect. Boil and bile were once pronounced alike, but were pried
apart by the influence of spelling.

The thing that would nost conpletely bew |l der our hero woul d be another G eat Vowel Shift.
The | ast occurred in the years
1400- 1800, and resulted in changing tine, teem team tane from"teem" "tanme," "tehm" "tahni to
their present pronunciations. Al the front vowel s except those in bit, bet noved up. The top one,
"ec," being unable to go higher, becane a diphthong.* The back vowels underwent a simlar change

* If you can watch your tongue in a nmirror while saying the vowels of beet, bit,
bait, bet, bat without the "b" and the "t," you'll see why we say that beet has a high vowel and
bat a | ow one, Front and back re~fer to the part of the tongue that

There are signs that another vowel shift, alittle different fromthe last, inmpends. In
London Cockney it has practically taken place:
punt has becone sonething like pant, pant |like pent, pent |like paint, paint |like pint, and pint
like point. Call has become |ike coal, and coal something |ike cow .

| magi ne our hero's predicanent if this sort of thing beconmes general. He crawls out of his
time machine in 2438 A D., as stated at the beginning of the article, and pronptly runs afoul of
the | aw.

Hero: Beg pardon, but could you tell rme-

Cop: Hanh? Did jue sy santheng?
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Her o: Yes, you see-
Cop: Speak ap; kent mike it aht.
Hero: \Well -

Cop: Woss thowse fanny dowse? P ride?
Hero: |I'msorry, but---

Cop: Downt annersten ja; kentcha speak English?

Hero: Yes, of course--

Cop: Wy downtcha, thane? Luck loik a spicious kerracter; bayter cam'lohng to the
stytion. Jile for you, ne |ed!

Anot her factor in linguistic evolution is the influence of sounds on those precedi ng and
following them W tend to take shortcuts in getting fromone sound to another. The "k" sounds in
cool and cube differ slightly; the second is nearer "t" than the first, because of the influence
of the following "y" sound. If this process goes far enough (as it did in Latin), the "ky"
conbi nati on may becone "ty," and finally "ty" may becone "tch," as statue has changed from
"statyue" to "stat-chue." Hence our descendants may pronounce cube as "chube."

Qur weakness for shortcuts-plus plain |aziness-results in the conpl ete dropping of sounds.
Hence we often hear "prob'ly," "partic'lar," and "conf'table." The contracted forns "int'rest,"
"gen'ral" have becone nore or |ess standard; the others may follow in due course. Myt of the
"silent" letters in our spelling, as in askEd, WotE, Kni Gd, once stood for real sounds. The

British outdo us in this respect, with their Wiitehall "wittle" and mlitary "mltry."
The British have slaughtered a |large fraction of their r's; sone of them have dropped "h"
fromtheir speech. The Scotch have dealt simlarly with "I" and "v," so that in Broad Scottish

gave is "gay."

i s highest when the vowel is sounded; hence beet, etc., have front vowels while odd, all, go,
good, do have back vowels; those in above are internedi ate.

The story is told of an Aberdeenian in a dry-goods store who held up a piece of cloth and asked
the clerk, "Qo?"

"Ay, 00."

n Ah OO?II
"Ay, ah oo."
"“Ah ae 00?"
"Ay, ah ae 00."

Not to keep the reader in suspense any |onger, "Ay, ah ae 00" neans "Yes, all one wool."
(In repeating this story, renmenber that "Ay" is pronounced |ike eye.)

Qur chief victimseens to have been "t," whence we often hear posts, tests, loft, wanted
as "poce," "tess," "loff," "wanned." Sonetines we drop "in," nasalizing the preceding vowel to
make up for it, as don't, sonetines pronounced "dote" or "doh" with a nasal "0."

Let's suppose that our hero has been hailed before a magistrate. To change the assunptions

alittle, suppose that the vowels are still recognizable, but that dropping and assinilation have
been going full blast.
Magi strat e: Wahya, pridna?

Her o: Huh?

Mag: Sai d, wahya?

Her o: You mean, what's my nane?

Mag: Coss ass way | nee. Ass wah | said, in ih?

Her o: I"'msorry. It's Jones, j-o0-n-e-s, Mrgan Jones.

Mag: Origh. Now, weya fronf?

Her o: You nean, where am| fronf

Mag: Doh |ike ya attude, pridna. Try to be feh, huh woh tollay dispecfa attude. Iss a
maj race coh, ya know.

Her o: You nean, this is a magistrate's court? | don't nean to be disrespectful, but-

Mag: Weh, maybe in yooh faw. Eeah ya fahna, aw nah righ nelly. Sodge, |ock imup. Gah
geh nmel zannas dow ih, to zamis satty.

Her o: But | ook here, | don't need a nental examiner to examine ny sanity-1'mall right

mentally- It seens our tinme-traveling hero nmay be reduced to the device adopted by a man | once
knew who made a trip to Germany. Entering a hotel with a conpanion, he asked, in what he thought
was German, for two roons and bath. The clerk | ooked blank, then replied in sonething that was
evidently intended to be English, but which

conveyed no sense whatever to the Arerican. After sonme futile vocalization of this sort, the clerk

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...e%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (13 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:01 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

had an inspiration: he got out a pad and wote in the plainest of English, "What do you gentl enen
want ?" The Anmerican took the pad and wote "Two roons and bath," after which there was no nore
difficulty.

However, it's unsafe to say that English as a whole will take any particul ar course,
merely because one of its many dial ects shows signs of doing so. A phonene nay reverse its
direction of change repeatedly: in King Alfred's tinme the first vowel in after was about that of
nodem cat; by 1400 it had noved down and back to the vowel of nodern calm by i600 it had noved
back to the cat position, where it still is with the great majority of Americans (don't let the
dictionaries fool you with their "internediate 'a'"). Finally in nodern Southern British it has
nmoved back down into the cal mposition again. This sort of thing can go on indefinitely.

Sounds that have been dropped can be restored by the influence of spelling. An exanple is
the "t" in often, which was dropped long ago with the "t's" in soften, listen, castle, but which
has been revived by a few speakers, including President Franklin D. Roosevelt. Such an addition of
a sound to a word is called a spelling pronunciation and is considered incorrect when first
i ntroduced. But sonetinmes one takes hold and becones universal, after which it is "correct."
Exanpl es are the "h" in hospital and the "1" in fault, which originally (when the words were taken
over from French) weren't sounded at all

We m ght here dispose of the illusion that there is an absol ute standard of "correctness"
to which we can refer. There are no tablets of stone stating once and for all what is and isn't
correct, and dictionaries are conpiled by fallible human beings and often di sagree. The only real
standard, aside fromindividual prejudices, is the actual usage of educated people. The fact is
not that we use pronunci ations because they're correct, but that they' re correct because we-or a
| arge nunber of us-use them If a hundred mllion people pronounce after with the vowel of cat,
that's correct by definition, even though not the only correct form dictionaries to the contrary
not wi t hst andi ng.

The rate of change of pronunciation is probably dependent, to sone extent, on the state of
a civilization, and changes should take place nore rapidly in periods when illiteracy is high, and
school s and spelling have |l ess braking effect. A collapse of civilization in the
Engl i sh-speaki ng worl d woul d nake another vowel shift nore likely, and result in nore dropping and
assimlation of sounds. If our hero knows this, he night be able to nake a shrewd guess at the
vi ci ssitudes through which the world has passed even before he learns its actual history since his
tinme.

Engl i sh has nunerous dial ects, sone being beyond the range of nmutual intelligibility. A
Scotchman | once knew would testify to this:
he spent an unhappy afternoon trying to find Myrtle Avenue, Brooklyn. After asking innunerable
Br ookl ynites howto get to "Mair-rrtle Ahvenfl," one of themfinally caught on and said, "Ch, you
mean Moitle Ehvenya!"

But which dial ect nost resenmbles the English of the future? North America has four major
di al ects: those of New Engl and, New York City, the South, and General American, which includes
everything else. The British Isles have a much bigger variety; that of London and vicinity has, by
virtue of London's being the capital and the comercial netropolis of Great Britain, acquired the
prestige of a standard. Hence Londoners are wont to say that they speak true English, and anything
el se is a "bahb'rous dahlect." Oten they argue that their form of speech is the "npost beautiful,”
but that merely neans that they're accustoned to it and so like it best. One feature of Southern
British (the speech of educated Londoners and ruling-class Englishnen generally), the loss of "r
sounds except when a vowel follows, is also heard in New England, New York Cty and the South

others, such as the use of "ah" in half, last, dance, and about i ~o similar words, occur in New
Engl and but are rare el sewhere in North Ameri ca.
These dialects tend to evolve in different directions, |ike species. Unlike species, they

also nmerge into intermediate forns. Right now, the forces tending to nmerge and honopgeni ze t hem
(radio, etc.) are nuch stronger than those tending to separate and diversify them G ven our
mechani cal culture, this is likely to continue until they have all been pretty well |evel ed. Wat
will the result be?

The prestige of Southern British is high; European schools teach it. Many actors and radio
announcers in this country imtate it- though the result is often nore funny than inpressive. But
as a result of econom c forces, the comnmercial and intellectual center of gravity of the English-
speaki ng worl d seens to be shifting to this side of the Atlantic, which phenomenon shoul d cause a
decline in the
prestige of Southern British. As this happens, sone form of Anerican speech will becone a "world
standard. "

The dialects with the best chance of doing this are probably New York speech and Genera
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Anerican. The forner has the advantage of being the speech of the country's greatest metropolis
and its cultural center. The latter has the advantage of nunbers: about as many people speak it
(90 or ioo mllion) as speak all the other kinds of English conmbined. It conforns nore closely to
the spelling, so that it is easier for foreigners to learn. My noney would go on General Anerican-
but then, |ike nost people, |I'mprobably prejudiced in favor of ny native tongue. Very likely the
final result will combine features of both dialects.

Qur grammar has been sinplified about as much as it can be, so that only limted changes
are to be | ooked for therein. W still have sonme irregular plurals, such as child:children,
mouse: m ce, deeT: deer; these are hangovers from Angl o- Saxon, which had several decl ensions of
nouns formng the plural differently.* G ven enough tine, they will probably be cleaned up
brethren, for instance, has been displaced by the regular brot hens. Qur irregular verbs, such as
take :took, drink:drank, put:put are nore nurmerous and will be harder to get rid of.

I diomati ¢ word conbi nati ons such as nake at, make away wi th, nake bold, nake good, nake
Iight of, nmake off, make off with, nake out, make sure, make sure of, make up, nake up to, make up
with are the despair of foreigners |earning English, as their neanings cannot be derived froma
consi deration of their conponent words separately. The naki ngof these conbi nations goes on all the
tinme, and they are likely to cause our hero plenty of headaches.

Anot her change that nay cause himdifficulty is the dropping of understood words from
sentences, as when we say "the man | saw' for "the nan whom | saw," or "CGoing?" for "Are you
goi ng?" That's ellipsis, if you want a five-dollar word. W practice it when we wite

$ For this undiluted blessing-the loss of a multitude of cases, forns, and rules

-we are, probably, indebted to the fact that English was, for some centuries, the poor-nman's
tongue. The Normans invaded Engl and, and rmade their |anguage the tongue of all educated, refined
peopl e. For centuries, all who could wite, wote anything but English-usually Latin. The result
was that English was freed of all grammarians, conservatives, and formulists. The farnmers,

peddl ers, and country people proceeded joyfully to throw out |arge quantities of unnecessary
verbiage that got in their way. By the tine the grammari ans again |aid hands on the | anguage, a

| ot of useful pruning had been acconplished.

tel egrans or newspaper heads. As with leveling and conpression of words, we gain in speed at the
expense of clarity. | recall once being puzzled by a headline reading "Little British CGolf
Victor.” Did it nean that a horse naned "Little British Golf" had won a race? No it transpired
that a man naned Little had won a golf tournanent in England. Another read "Gold Hunt Started by
Skel etons." Alas, a reading of the article dispelled nmy first cheerful picture of a crew of

skel etons slogging off to the gold country with pick, pan, and packmule. Al that had happened was
t hat somebody had dug up sone skeletons, quite inanimate, and this discovery had caused | oca
gossi p about the possible existence of a buried cache or hoard of gold. O course, the head witer
had neant: "The Starting of a Hunt for Gold Has Been Caused by the Di scovery of Skeletons."™ He
sinply assuned that the reader would fill in all the m ssing words.

Agai n, the Chinese | anguages are a horrible exanple: one nmay say that the Chinese talk in
headl i nes. The tabl e showi ng the conparative conci seness of |anguages, in the early part of this
article, indicates the extraordi nary terseness of Cantonese; Annanese, another I|ndo-Chinese
| anguage, is second on the list. Pitkin's Hi story of Human Stupidity cites the Chinese proverb
"Shi ju pu ju shi ch'u"- literally "Mss enter not Iike mss go-out." Even a Chi nese would be
baffled by this unless he knew that it neant, "It is worse to inprison an innocent man than to
release a culprit" As far as the actual words go, it nmight as well nean the opposite.

Suppose that as a result of a prolonged diet of headlines, English is reduced to a
terseness |ike that of Cantonese. Qur hero is being exam ned by the experts for whomthe

magi strate has sent. We'll neglect changes in pronunciation-I think you'll have had enough of mny
quasi phoneti c spelling-and concentrate on changes in syntax.

Hero: Welcone to ny cell, gentlenen. Your nanes pl ease?

i st Expert: | Mack.

znd Ditto: | Sutton

Hero: Delighted; you know nmy name, of course. Wat do you want ne to do?

Mack: Fronf

Her o: What ?

Mack: No what, from

Hero: Now, let's get this straight. You want to know where |'m fron®? That's easy;
Phi | adel phi a.

Sutton: No hear.

Her o: PHI LADELPHI A.
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Sutton: No mean no hear you; hear plenty. No hear Phil adel phia.

Mack: Such pl ace?

Sutton: Maybe. Ask nore. Continent?

Hero: No, it's a city.

Sutton: No nmean no. Phil adel phia no continent, Philadel phia on continent. Six continent.
Whi ch?

Hero: | see-North Anmerica.

Mack: No North Anerica Phil adel phi a.

Sutton: Crazy. Too bad.

Mack: Yes. Word-crazy. Too nuch word

Hero: Say what is this? You two sit there |like a couple of wooden Indians, and expect ne
to understand you fromone or two words that you drop, and then you say |'ve got a verba
psychosi s-

Mack: Proof. Escape. Fingerprint. Check, sanitarium

Sutton: Right. Interest. Health. Too bad. (They go out.)

But actually, | doubt whether headlines will ever bring the |language to this sad state.
Their influence is probably confined to popularizing a few uncormon words, such as |aud, flay,
which are preferred to prai se and denounce because of their shortness.

Changes in vocabulary are difficult to foresee, though we can classify, if we can't
prophesy, them Wen we have a new neaning to express, we can do any of several things: we can
invent a new word out of whole cloth, like gas, hooey. W can conbine Latin or Greek roots to make
a word, like Onithorhynchus, telephone. W can conbine parts of existing English words, as in
brunch (Hol Il ywood slang for an el even o' clock neal). W can borrow a word from anot her nodern
| anguage, either in something like its original form as wth knout (Russian), khaki (H ndustani),
or corrupted, as with crawfish (O d French crevice), dunk (German tunken). Mst often, we pile the
new meani ng on some unfortunate existing English word, which thereafter does double, triple, etc.
duty. Thus short has acquired the neanings of a short circuit, a short story, a short novie such
as newsreel, a short shot in artillery fire, a type of defect in iron castings, etc. Next to
pronunci ati on changes, vocabul ary changes will be the nost baffling of our hero's troubles with
Twenty-Fifth Century English. Perhaps he'd better take a course in sketching before starting his
time journey: when words, both spoken and witten, fail, he can fall back on pictures!

Wrds al so become obsol ete and di sappear. Sonetines we adopt
anot her way of saying the sanme thing, because of conveni ence, fads, or reasons unknown. Were we
once said "l height Brown," we now say "I amcalled Brown" or "My nanme is Brown." (Germans stil
say "lch heisse Braun.") The ol d second-person singular pronoun thou has becone obsol ete, the
plural you being used instead.

Agai n, words may di sappear because the things they refer to disappear. Thus hacqueton is
obsol ete, because nobody has used a hacqueton (a padded shirt worn under arnor) for sone
centuries. Buggy and frigate, to nanme a couple, will probably follow hacqueton in all vocabul aries
save those of historians and specialists, unless"sonebody finds new nmeanings for them Thus
clipper has been saved by a transfer of its nmeaning to a nodern object.

It's not strictly correct to say that today's slang is tonorrow s standard English, if we
can judge fromhistory. OF our vast "floating population" of slang terns, only the nost useful few
(like nmob, originally a slang word) will be admitted to the conpany of words used in serious
speech and witing. Qur hero will find that nmost of the slang of his tinme has gone wthout a
trace, and that the people of 2438 have a whole new set of slang terns wherewith to bewi |l der him
(I"'mremnded of a tine | had occasion to explain to a South African that by "the grub is fierce"
I meant, not "the larva is ferocious," but "the food is unpalatable.")

Let's suppose that our hero has been let out of the psychopathic ward, and has convi nced
the authorities of his true origin. He's turned over to a local savant who is to act as his guide

and interpreter. This time we'll concentrate on changes in vocabul ary and idi om

Savant: Mdrning, M. Jones. |'mEinstein Mbray, who is to synbiose you for a few days
until you hoylize yourself.

Hero: i'msorry-you're going to what nme until | what nysel f?

Mobray: | mean, you're going to reside with ne until you adapt yourself. "Synbiose" is
from"synbiosis," neaning "living together"; "hoylize" is from"Hoyle," as in the old term
"according to Hoyle," "in conformity with the prevailing rules.” 1'll try to avoid terms |ike
that. | have a surprise for you: another man fromthe Early Industrial Period-about i600. Ah, here
he is- Come in, Godwin. This is Mrgan Jones, who | was telling you of. M. Jones, Godwin Hll.

Hll: Verily, '"tis a great pleasure, Sir.

Mobray: M. Hill haved a npbst narkworthy accident, whichby he was preserved fromhis tine
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to ourn. He'll tell you of it, sonme day.

Hill: Faith, when | awoke | thought | had truly gone nad. And when they told me the
date, | said, "Faugh! 'Tis a likely tale!™ But they were right, it seems. Pray, how goes your
trouble with authority, Einstein?

Mobray: The cachet's still good, but I'Il get up with the narrs yet. \Wat happened, M.

Jones, was that | was gulling ny bel cher-

Her o: Your what ?

Mobray: Oh very well, ny aerial vehicle propelled by expandi ng gasses, |like a rocket. |
was coasting it, and getted into the wong |layer, and they redded ne down. The cachet neans an
upcough and thirty days' hangi ng.

Hill: ' Sbl ood, do they hang you for that?

Mobray: Not me, ny silk. | nean, ny operating permt will be suspended for thirty days,
and 1'll have to pay a fine. But | hope to get up with them

Her o: You'll get up with then? Do you nean you'll arise at the sane time they do?

Mobray: No, no, no! | nean | expect to exert influence to have the cachet rubbered.

Hill: You- your ???

Mobray: | nmean, to have the sunmons cancel | ed.

Her o: Oh, | see! Just like fixing a ticket!

Hill: "What, M. Jones? Does that not nean "attaching an adm ssion card"?

Mobray: 1'd never neured that he neant, "repairing a public conveyance." Wat did you
mean, M. Jones?

Her o: Well, in my tinme, when a cop pinched you-

Mobray: (dials the portable tel ephone on his wist) Quick, send up six dictionaries and a
box of aspirin!
Hill: Aspirin? You nmean "aspen"? There grows a tree by that name- (CURTAIN)

Bi bl i ogr aphy

Kenyon, American Pronunciation. (The best for beginners.)
Moore, Historical Qutlines of English Phonol ogy and Morphol ogy.
Stanl ey, The Speech of East Texas.

Ward, The Phonetics of English. (British dialects.)

Janmes, Historical Introduction to French Phonetics.

G eenough & Kittredge, Wrds and Their Ways in English Speech
Mencken, The Anerican Language.

Bl oonfi el d, Language.

Fow er, Modern English Usage.

Col umbi a University Press, Anerican Speech. (Periodical)

Col unbi a University Press, Phonetic Transcriptions.

Webster's New International Dictionary, 2nd Edition

THE COVVAND

Jom~-wy BLACK took Volune ~ of the Britannica off the library shelf and opened it to "Chemistry."
He adjusted the elastic that held his spectacles and found the place where he had left off |ast
time. He worried his way through a few sentences, and then thought sadly that it was no use; he'd
have to get Professor Methuen to explain sone nore before he could go on. And he did badly want to
know al |l about chemi stry, which had made hi m what he was-had nade it possible for himto read an
encycl opedia at all. For Johnny Bl ack was not hunan.

He was, instead, a fine specinmen of black bear, Euarctos anencanus, into whose brain
Met huen had injected, a chenical that |owered the resistance of the synapses between his brain
cells, naking that conplicated electrical process called "thought" about as easy for Johnny's
little brain as for a man's big one. And Johnny, whose ruling passion was curiosity, was
determined to find out all about the process.

He turned the pages carefully with his pawhe'd tried using his tongue once, but had cut
it on the paper, and then Methuen had cone in and given himhell for wetting the pages-the nore
so, since Johnny was at that nonment indulging in his secret vice, and the Professor had visions of
Johnny' s drooling tobacco juice over his expensive books.

Johnny read the articles on "Chess" and "Chicago." His thirst for know edge satisfied for
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the nonce, he put the book away, stowed his spectacles in the case attached to his collar, and
anbl ed out.

Qutside, the island of St. Croix sweltered under a Cari bbean sun. The bl ueness of the sky
and the greenness of the hills were | ost on Johnny, who, like all bears, was colorblind. But he
wi shed that his
bear's eyesi ght were keen enough to make out the boats in Frederiksted harbor. Professor Methuen
could see themeasily fromthe Biol ogical Station, even without his glasses. H s eyesight,
together with his lack of fingers to manipul ate, and articul atable vocal organs to speak, were
Johnny's chi ef grievances against things in general. He sonetines wished that, if he had to be an
animal with a homnoid brain, he were at |east an ape-like MG nty, the chinpanzee, over there in
t he cages.

Johnny wondered about MG nty-he hadn't heard a peep out of himall norning, whereas it
was usually the old ape's habit to shriek and throw things at everybody who went by. Curious, the
bear shuffled across to the cages. The nonkeys chattered at him as usual, but no sound cane from
MG nty's cage. Standing up, Johnny saw that the chinp was sitting with his back to the wall and
staring blankly. Johnny wondered whether he was dead, until he noticed that McG nty was breat hing.
Johnny tried growing a little; the ape's eyes swng at the sound, and his linbs stirred, but he
did not get up. He nust be pretty sick, thought Johnny, who wondered whether he should try to drag
one of the scientists over. But then his rather selfcentered little soul conforted itself with the
t hought that Pabl o woul d be around shortly with the ape's dinner, and would report MG nty's
behavi or .

Thi nki ng of dinner rem nded Johnny that it was high tinme he heard Honoria's bell to sumrn
the biologists of the Station to lunch. But no bell came. The place seened unnaturally quiet. The
only sounds were those fromthe bird and nonkey cages, and the put-put-put of a stationary engi ne
fromBenm s' place, over on the edge of the Station grounds. Johnny wondered what the eccentric
bot ani st was up to. He knew that the other biologists didn't like Bems; he'd heard Methuen make
remar ks about men-especially little plunmp men-who swaggered around in riding boots when there
wasn't a horse near the Station. Bemis really didn't belong to the Station, but his financial
i nducenents had led the treasurer to let himput up his house and | aboratory there. Wth Johnny,
to wonder was to investigate and he al nost started for the place, but renenbered the fuss Bem s
had nmade | ast tine.

Well, he could still investigate the reason for Honoria's delinquency. He trotted over to
the kitchen and put his yellow sh nuzzle in the door. He didn't go farther, renenbering the cook's
unreasonabl e attitude toward bears in her kitchen. There was a snell of
burning food, and on a chair by the wi ndow sat Honoria, black and nountai nous as ever, | ooking at
not hi ng. A slight "woof!" from Johnny brought no nore reaction than he had gotten from MG nty.

This was definitely alarm ng. Johnny set out to find Methuen. The Professor wasn't in the
social room but others were. Dr. Breuker, world-fanous authority on the psychol ogy of speech, sat
in one easy chair, a newspaper across his lap. He didn't nove when Johnny sniffed at his |leg, and
when the bear nipped his ankle he nerely pulled the leg back a little. He had dropped a |ighted
cigarette on the rug, where it had burned a | arge hole before going out. Doctors Markush and
Ryerson, and Ryerson's wife, were there too-all sitting |like so many statues. Ms. Ryerson held a
phonograph record- probably one of those dance tunes she |i ked.

Johnny hunted sonme nore for his lord, and eventually found the | anky Methuen, clad in
underwear, lying on his bed and staring at the ceiling. He didn't | ook sick-his breathing was
regul ar-but he didn't nove unl ess prodded or nipped. Johnny's efforts to arouse himfinally caused
himto get off the bed and wander dreanily across the room where he sat down and gazed into
space.

An hour later Johnny gave up trying to get sensible action out of the assorted scientists
of the Biological Station, and went outside to think. He ordinarily enjoyed thinking, but this
time there didn't seemto be enough facts to go on. 'Wat ought he to do? He could take the
tel ephone off its stand, but he couldn't talk into it to call a physician. If he went down to
Frederi ksted to drag one up by main force, he'd probably get shot for his pains.

Happening to gl ance toward Bemis', he was surprised to see sonething round rise into the
sky, slowy dwi ndle, and vanish in the sky. Fromhis readi ng he guessed that this was a snmal
bal | oon; he'd heard that Benis was doing sone sort of botanical experiment that involved the use
of balloons. Another sphere followed the first, and then another, until they made a conti nuous
processi on dw ndling into nothingness.

That was too much for Johnny; he had to find out why anyone should want to fill the
heavens with balloons a yard in dianeter. Besides, he mght be able to get Bems to cone over to
the Station and see about the entranced staff.
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To one side of the Bem s house he found a truck, a lot of machinery, and two strange nen.
There was a huge pile of unfilled ball oons,
and the men were taking themone at a tinme, inflating themfroma nozzle projecting fromthe
machi nery, and rel easing them To the bottom of each balloon a snmall box was attached.

One man saw Johnny, said "Cheez!" and felt for his pistol holster. Johnny stood up and
gravely extended his right paw He'd found that this was a good gesture to reassure peopl e who
were al arned by his sudden appearance-not because Johnny cared whet her they were al arnmed, but
because they sonetines carried guns and were dangerous if cornered or surprised.

The man shouted, "Get otta deh, youse!"

Johnny, puzzled, opened his nouth and said, "Wk?" His friends knew that this neant "What
did you say?" or "What's going on here?" But the man, instead of sensibly explaining things,
jerked out his pistol and fired.

Johnny felt a stunning bl ow and saw sparks as the .38 slug glanced off his thick skull
The next instant, the gravel of the driveway flew as he streaked for the gate. He could make ~ ~
mp.h. in asprint and 30 for mles at a tine, and now he was going all out

Back at the station, he found a bathroommrror and inspected the two-inch gash in his
forehead. It wasn't a serious wound, though the inpact had given hima slight headache. He
couldn't bandage it. But he could and did turn on the faucet and hold his head under it, nop the
wound with a towel, take down the iodine bottle, extract the stopper with his teeth, and, hol ding
the bottle between his paws, pour a few drops on the wound. The sting nmade himw nce and spil
some of the solution on the floor, where, he reflected, Methuen would find it and give him hell

Then he went out, keeping a watchful eye for the tough individuals at Bems', and thought
sonme nore. Sonmehow, he suspected, these nen, the balloons, and the tranceli ke state of the people
at the Station were all connected. Had Benis gone into a trance too? O was he the real author of
t hese devel opments? Johnny woul d have liked to investigate some nore, but he had the strongest
aversion to being shot at.

It occurred to himthat if he wanted to take advantage of the scientists' malady he'd
better do so while the doing was good, and he made for the kitchen. There he had a glorious tineg,
for he had five effective natural can openers on each foot. He was pouring the contents of a can
of peaches down his throat, when a noise outside brought himto the wi ndow He saw the truck that
had been at
Bem s' back up and the two tough individuals get out. Johnny slipped noiselessly into the dining
room and listened through the door, tensing hinself to bolt if the intruders cane his way.

He heard the outside kitchen door slam and the voice of the man who had shot him "Wat's
ya nane, huh?"

The inert Honoria, still sitting in her chair, answered tonelessly, "Honoria Velez."

"Okay, Honoria, you help us carry sonme of dis food out to the truck, see? Cheez, Snoke,
| ookit de ness. Dat beh's been around here. If you see him plug him Beh steaks is good eating, |
hoi d. "

The ot her man munbl ed sonet hi ng and Johnny coul d hear the slapping of Honoria's slippers
as she noved about and presently the opening of the outside kitchen door. Still shuddering at the
i dea of becoming a steak, he pushed his door open a crack. Through the screen of the outside door
he could see Honoria, arms full of provisions, docilely obeying commands and piling the cans and
bags in the truck. The nmen sat on their running board and snoked while Honoria, |ike one
hypnoti zed, made several trips back to the kitchen. Wen they said "Dat's all," she sat down on
the kitchen steps and rel apsed into her former state. The truck drove off.

Johnny hurried out and nade for the clunp of frees on the end of the Station's property

opposite Bem s' house. The clunp crowned a little hill, making it both a good hiding place and a
vant age point. He thought, evidently the Station wasn't big enough for himand the strange nen
both, if they were going to corner the food supply and kill himon sight. Then he considered

Honoria's actions. The negress, normally a strong-ninded person of granite stubbornness, had
carried out every order without a peep. Evidently the disease or whatever it was didn't affect a
person nentally or physically, except that it deprived the victimof all initiative and will
power. Honoria had renenbered her own nane and understood orders well enough. Johnny wondered why
he hadn't been affected al so; then, renenbering the chinpanzee, concluded that it was probably
specific to the higher anthropoids.

He watched nore balloons rise and saw two nmen come out of the bungal ow and talk to the
inflators. One stocky figure Johnny was sure was Benis. |If that was so, the botanist nust be the
mast erm nd of the gang, and Johnny had at |east four enemies to deal with. How? He didn't know.
Well, he could at |east dispose of the remaining food in the Station kitchen before the plug-
uglies got it.
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He went down and nade a quart of coffee, which he could do easily enough because the pil ot
Iight of the gas stove had been left on. He poured it into a frying pan to cool, and lapped it up
simul t aneously polishing off a whole | oaf of bread.

Back in his hideaway he had difficulty sleeping; the coffee stinulated his mnd, and pl ans
for attacking the bungal ow swarned into it in clouds, until he alnost felt like raiding it right
then. But he didn't, knowing that his eyesight was especially poor at night, and suspecting that
all four of the eneny would be in.

He awoke at sunrise and watched the house until he saw the two tough ones conme out and go
to work on the balloons, and heard the little engine start its put-put-put. Making a | ong detour

he sneaked up fromthe opposite side and crawl ed under the house, which, like nost Virgin Island
bungal ows, had no cellar. He crept around until the scrape of feet on the thin floor overhead told
hi m he was under the nen within. He heard Benis' voice: ". . . Al and Shorty, and now those fools

are caught in Havana with no way of getting down here, because transportation will be tied up all
over the Caribbean by now "

Anot her voice, British, answered: "l suppose that in tinme it'll occur to themto go up to
the owner of a boat or plane, and sinply tell the chap to bring themhere. That's the only thing
for themto do, with everybody in Cuba under the influence of the nmolds by now, what? How nmany
nore bal | oons shoul d we send up?"

"Al'l we have," replied Benis.

"But | say, don't you think we ought to keep some in reserve? It wouldn't do to have to
spend the rest of our lives sending spores up into the stratosphere, in the hope that the cosncs
will give us another mutation |ike this one-"

"I said all the balloons, not all the spores, Forney. | have plenty of those in reserve,
and |"'mgrowing nore fromny nolds all the tinme. Anyway, suppose we did run out before the whole
worl d was affected
-which it will be in a few weeks? There wasn't a chance in a mllion of that first nmutation-yet it
happened. That's how | know it was a sign from above, that | was chosen to |lead the world out of
its errors and confusions, which | shall do! God gave ne this power over the world, and He will
not fail me!l"

So, thought Johnny, his mind working furiously, that was it! He knew that Benm s was an
expert on nolds. The botani st nmust have sent a load up into the stratosphere where the cosnic rays
coul d
work on them and one of the mutations thereby produced had the property of attacking the hunman
brain, when the spores were inhaled and got at the olfactory nerve endings, in such a wy as to
destroy all will power. And now Bem s was broadcasting these spores all over the world, after
whi ch he woul d take charge of the Earth, ordering the inhabitants thereof to do whatever he
wi shed. Since he and his assistants had not been affected, there nust be an antidote or
preventative of some sort. Probably Benis kept a supply handy. If there were some way of forcing
Bemis to tell where it was-if, for instance, he could tie himup and wite out a nessage denmandi ng
the information. . . - But that wouldn't be practical. He'd have to settle with the gang first,
and trust to luck to find the antidote.

One of the nmen working on the ball oons spoke: "Ten o'clock, Bert. Tine to go for the
mai | . "

"Wn't be no mail, you dope. Everybody in Frederiksted' s sitting around |ike he was
hopped. "

"Yeah, that's so. But we ought to start organizing 'em before they all croak of
starvation. W gotta have sonebody to work for us."

"All right, smart guy, you go ahead and arganize; |'lIl take a minute off for a snoke.

S pose you try to get the phone soivice woiking again."

Johnny wat ched one pair of booted |egs disappear into the truck, which presently rolled
out of the driveway. The other pair of |legs cane over to the front steps and sat down. Johnny
remenbered a tree on the other side of the house, whose trunk passed dose to the eaves.

Four mnutes |later he paddled silently across the roof and | ooked down on the snoker. Bert
threw away his cigarette butt and stood up. Instantly Johnny's ~oo steel-nuscled pounds | anded on
his back and flung himprone. Before he could fill his lungs to shout, the bear's paw | anded with
a pop on the side of his head. Bert quivered and subsided, his skull having acquired a peculiarly
| opsi ded appear ance.

Johnny |istened. The house was quiet. But the man call ed Snoke woul d be com ng back in the
truck. . . . Johnny quickly dragged the corpse under the house. Then he cautiously opened the
front screen door with his paws and stole in, holding his claws up so they wouldn't click agai nst
the floor. He |ocated the room from which Benis' voice had cone. He could hear that voice, with
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its exaggerated oratorical resonance, wafting through the door now

He pushed the door open slowy. The roomwas the botanist's |aboratory and was full of
fl owerpots, glass cases of plants, and chenical apparatus. Bem s and a young man, evidently the
Engli shman, were sitting at the far end tal ki ng ani nat edl y.

Johnny was hal fway across the room before they saw him They junped up; Forney cried,
"CGood Gad!" Bemis gave one awful shriek as Johnny's right paw, with a swift scooping notion,
operated on his abdonen in much the way that a patent ice-cream scoop works in its normal nedi um
Bemi s, now quite a horrible sight, tried to walk, then to crawl, then slowmy sank into a pooi of
hi s own bl ood.

Forney, staring at Bems' trailing guts, snatched up a chair to fend off Johnny, as he had
seen circus chappies do with Iions. Johnny, however, was not a lion. Johnny rose on his hind | egs
and batted the chair across the room where it cane to rest with a crash of glass. Forney broke
for the door, but Johnny was on his back before he had gone three steps. -

Johnny wondered how to di spose of Smpoke when he returned. Perhaps if he hid behind the
door and pounced on himas he came in, he could finish himbefore the man could get his gun out.
Johnny had a heal thy dread of stopping another bullet. Then he noticed four automatic rifles in
the unbrella stand in the hall. Johnny was a good shot with a rifle-or at |east as good as his
eyesight permtted. He partly opened the breech of one gun to assure hinself that it was | oaded,
and found a wi ndow that commanded the driveway. Wen Snhoke returned and got out of the truck, he
never knew what hit him

Johnny set out to find the antidote. Bemis should have kept sone around, perhaps in his
desk. The desk was | ocked, but, although nade of sheet steel, it wasn't designed to keep out a
determ ned and resourceful bear. Johnny hooked his claws under the | owest drawer, braced hinself
and heaved. The steel bent, and the drawer came out with a rending sound. The others responded in
turn. In the last one he found a biggish squat bottle whose | abel he made out, with his
spectacles, to read "Potassiumiodide." There were al so two hypoderm ¢ syringes.

Probably this was the antidote, and worked by injection. But how was he to work it? He
carefully extracted the bottle-cork with his teeth, and tried to fill one of the hypodernics. By
hol di ng the barrel of the device between his paws and working the plunger with his mouth, he at
| ast succeeded.

Taking the syringe in his nouth, he trotted back to the Station. He found the underwear-
clad Methuen in the kitchen, dream |y eating such scraps as had been left by his and the plug-
uglies' raids. Breuker, the psychologist, and Dr. Bouvet, the Haitian negro bacteri~ ol ogist, were
engaged |i kew se. Evidently the pangs of hunger caused themto wander around until they found
sonething edible, and their feeble instincts enabled themto eat it without having to be told to
do so. Beyond that they were utterly hel pless without orders and would sit |ike vegetables unti
they starved.

Johnny tried to inject the solution into Methuen's calf, holding the syringe crosswise in
his teeth and pushing the plunger with one paw. But at the prick of the needle the man
instinctively jerked away. Johnny tried again and again. He finally grabbed Methuen and held him
down while he applied the needle, but the nman squirnmed so that the syringe broke.

A di scouraged bl ack bear cleaned up the broken gl ass. Except possibly for the nissing Al
and Shorty, he would soon be the only thinking being Ieft on Earth with any initiative at all. He
fervently hoped that Al and Shorty were still in Cuba-preferably six feet underground. He didn't
care so nuch what happened to the human race, which contained so nany vicious specinens. But he
did have a certain affection for his cadaverous and whi nsi cal boss, Methuen. And, nore inportant
fromhis point of view, he didn't like the idea of spending the rest of his life rustling his own
food like a wild bear. Such an exi stence would be nuch too stupid for a bear of his intelligence
He woul d, of course, have access to the Station library, but there wouldn't be anybody to explain
the hard parts of chem stry and the other sciences to himwhen he got stuck

He returned to Bem s' and brought back both the bottle and the remnaining hypodernic, which
he filled as he had the previous one. He tried inserting the needle very gently into Professor
Met huen, but the biologist still jerked away. Johnny didn't dare try any rough stuff for fear of
breaking his only remaining syringe. He tried the sane tactics with Breuker and Bouvet, with no
better results. He tried it on Honoria, dozing on the kitchen steps. But she awoke instantly and
pul | ed away, rubbing the spot where she had been pricked.

Johnny wondered what to try next. He considered knocki ng one of the nen unconsci ous and
injecting him but, no, he didn't know how
hard to hit to stun without killing. He knew that if he really swung on one of them he could crack
his skull |ike an eggshell
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He waddl ed out to the garage and got a coil of rope, with which he attenpted to tie up the
agai n- sl eepi ng Honoria. Having only paws and teeth to work with, he got hinself nore tangled in
the rope than the cook, who awoke and rid herself of the coils without difficulty.

He sat down to think. There didn't seemto be any way that he could inject the solution
But in their present state the human bei ngs would do anything they were told. If sonebody ordered
one to pick up the hypodermic and inject hinself, he'd do it.

Johnny laid the syringe in front of Methuen, and tried to tell himwhat to do. But he
couldn't talk-his attenpts to say "Pick up the syringe" came out as "Fee-feek opp feef-feef." The
Prof essor stared bl ankly and | ooked away. Sign |anguage was no nore successful

Johnny gave up and put the bottle and syringe on a high shelf where the nmen couldn't get
at them He wandered around, hoping that sonething would give himan idea. In Ryerson's room he
saw a typewiter, and thought he had it. He couldn't handle a pencil, but he could operate one of
these nachines after a fashion. The chair creaked alarmi ngly under his weight, but held together.
He took a piece of typewiter paper between his lips, dangled it over the machine, and turned the
platen with both paws until he caught the paper in it. The paper was in crooked, but that couldn't
be hel ped. He'd have preferred to wite in Spanish because it was easy to spell, but Spanish
wasn't the native tongue of any of the nen at the Station, and he didn't want to strain their
faculties, so English it would have to be. Using one claw at a tinme, he slowy tapped out: "PICK
UP SI RINGE AND | NJECT SOLUTI ON | NTO YOUR UPPER ARM " The spelling of "siringe" didn't |ook right,
but he couldn't be bothered with that now.

Taking the paper in his mouth he shuffled back to the kitchen. This tine he put the
syringe in front of Methuen, squalled to attract his attention, and dangled the paper in front of
his eyes. But the biologist glanced only briefly at it and | ooked away. Growing with vexation
Johnny pushed the syringe out of harmis way and tried to force Methuen to read. But the scientist
merely squirned in his grasp and paid no attention to the paper. The longer he was held the harder
he tried to escape. Wien the bear rel eased him he wal ked across the roomand settled into his
trance again.

Gving up for the tinme being, Johnny put away the syringe and
made hi nsel f anot her quart of coffee. It was weak stuff, as there wasn't nmuch of the raw nateri al
left. But maybe it would give himan idea. Then he went out and wal ked around in the twlight,
thinking furiously. It seemed absurd-even his little bear's sense of hunor realized that-that the
spell could be broken by a sinple cormmand, that he alone in the whole world knew t he conmand, and
that he had no way of giving it. He wondered what would happen if he never did find a way out.
Wul d the whol e human race sinply die off, leaving himthe only intelligent creature on Earth? O
course such an event would have its advantages, but he feared that it would be a dull life. He
coul d take a boat fromthe harbor and head for the mainland, and then hike north to Mexico where
he woul d find others of his species. But he wasn't sure that they'd be congeni al conpany; they
nm ght, resenting his strangeness, even kill him No, that idea wouldn't do, yet.

The Station's animals, unfed for two days, were noisy in their cages. Johnny slept badly
and awoke wel| before dawn. He thought he'd had an idea, but couldn't renenber.

Wait. It had something to do with Breuker. He was a specialist on the psychol ogy of
speech, wasn't he? He did things with a portabl e phonograph recordi ng apparatus; Johnny had seen
himcatching MG nty's yells. He went up to Breuker's room Sure enough, there was the machine
Johnny opened it up and spent the next two hours figuring out how it worked. He could crank the
nmot or easily enough, and with sone patience |l earned to operate the switches. He finally adjusted
the thing for recording, started the notor, and bawl ed ~' WA-a-a-a-a-a-ah!"” into it. He stopped the
machi ne, threw the playback switch, set the needle in the outer groove of the alum num disk, and
started it. For a few seconds it scraped quietly, then yelled "Wa-a-a-a-a-ah!" at him Johnny
squeal ed wi th pl easure.

He was on the track of sonmething, but he didn't quite know what. A phonograph record of
his cry would be no nore effective in commanding the men than the original of that cry. Wll
Breuker nust have a collection of records. After some hunting, Johnny found themin a set of cases
that looked like letter files. He | eafed through themand read the labels. "Bird Cries: Red-and-
Green Macaw, Cockatoo, Mayana." That was no help. "Infant Babble: 6-9 Mnths." Al so out.
"Lancashire Dialect." He tried this disk and |listened to a nonol ogue about a little boy who was
swal l owed by a lion. From his expe
rience with little boys Johnny thought that a good idea, but there was nothing in the record that
woul d be of use.

The next was | abel ed "Anerican Speech Series, No. 7z-B, Lincoln County, Mssouri." It
started off: "Once there was a young rat who couldn't nake up his mnd. Wienever the other rats
asked himif he'd like to come out with them he'd answer, 'I don't know.' And when they said,
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"Wouldn't you like to stop at honme?' he wouldn't say yes or no either; he'd always shirk making a
choice. One day his aunt said to him 'Now | ook here! No one will ever care for you if you carry
on like this.

The record ground on, but Johnny's mnd was nade up. If he could get it to say "Now | ook
here!" to Methuen, his problemought to be solved. It wouldn't do any good to play the whole
record, as those three words didn't stand out fromthe rest of the discourse. If he could nake a
separate record of just those words.

But how coul d he, when there was only one machi ne? He needed two-one to play the record
and one to record the desired words. He squalled with exasperation. To be licked after he'd gotten
this far! He felt |ike heaving the machine out the window At least it would make a beauti ful
crash.

Li ke a flash the solution came to him He closed the recorder and carried it down to the
soci al room where there was a snmall phonograph used by the scientists for their amuserment. He put
the American Speech disk on this machine, put a blank disk on the recorder, and started the
phonograph, with a claw on the switch of the recorder to start it at the right instant.

Two hours and several ruined disks later, he had what he wanted. He took the recorder to
the kitchen, set it up, laid the syringe in front of Methuen, and started the nachine. It purred
and scraped for ten seconds, and then said sharply, "Now | ook here! Now | ook here! Now | ook here!"
and resunmed its scraping. Methuen's eyes snapped back into focus and he | ooked intently in front
of himat the sheet of paper with a single Iine of typing across it that Johnny dangl ed before his
eyes. He read the words, and without a flicker of enotion picked up the syringe and jabbed the
needl e into his biceps.

Johnny shut off the nmachine. He'd have to wait now to see whether the sol ution took
effect. As the m nutes passed, he had an awful feeling that maybe it wasn't the antidote after
all. A half-hour later, Methuen passed a hand across his forehead. His first words were barely
audi bl e, but grew | ouder like a radio set warm ng up:

"What in Heaven's nanme happened to us, Johnny? | renenber everything that's taken place in the
| ast three days, but during that tinme | didn't seemto have any desires-not enough will of ny own
to speak, even."

Johnny beckoned, and headed for Ryerson's roomand the typewiter. Methuen, who knew his
Johnny, inserted a sheet of paper for him Tine passed, and Methuen said, "I see now Wat a sweet
setup for a woul d-be dictator! The whole world obeys his orders inplicitly; all he has to do is
sel ect subordinates and tell themwhat to order the others to do. O course the antidote was
potassiumiodide; that's the standard fungicide, and it cleared the nold out of nmy head in a
hurry. Conme on, old-timer, we've got work to do. The first thing is to get the other nen around
here to inject themselves. Think of it, Johnny, a bear saving the world! After this you can chew
all the tobacco you want. I'lIl even try to get a fenale bear for you and infect her brain the way
I did yours, so that you can have some conpany worthy of you."

A week | ater everyone on St. Croix had been treated, and nmen had been sent off to the
mai nl and and the other Caribbean islands to carry on the work.

Johnny Bl ack, finding little to arouse his curiosity around the nearly deserted Biol ogica
Station, shuffled into the Iibrary. He took Volunme ~ of the Britannica, opened it to "Chemistry,"
and set to work again. He hoped that Methuen would get back in a nonth or so and would find tine
to explain the hard parts to him but neanwhile he'd have to wade through it as best he coul d.

THE MERMAN

A JovE NODS occasionally, so Vernon Brock forgot to wind his alarmclock, and as a result arrived
at his office with the slightly giddy feeling that comes of having had no breakfast but a hasty
cup of coffee.

He gl anced at the apparatus that filled half the scant space in the room thought, you'll
be fanobus yet if this works, ny lad, and sat down at his desk. He thought, being an assistant
aquarist isn't such a bad job. O course there's never enough noney or enough room or enough tine,
but that's probably the case in nost lines of work. And the office was really quiet. The chatter
and shuffle of the visitors to the New York City Aquarium never penetrated; the only sounds were
those of running water, the humof the punp notors, and the faint ticking of typewiters. And he
did love the work. The only thing that he possibly |oved better than his fish was M ss Enghol m
and for strategic reasons he wasn't telling anybody-1least of all the | ady-yet.

Then, nothing could have been sweeter than his interview with the boss yesterday. C yde
Sugden had said he was going to retire soon and that he was using his influence to have Brock
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advanced to his place. Brock had protested w thout nuch conviction that, after all, Henpl had been
there | onger than he, and so ought to have the job.

"No," the head aquarist had said. "The feeling does you credit, Vernon, but Henpl woul dn't
do. He's a good subordinate, but has no nore initiative than a lanellibranch. And he'd never sit
up all night nursing a sick octopus the way you would." And so forth. Well, Brock hoped he really
was that good, and that he wouldn't get a swelled head. But, knowing the rarity of direct praise
fromsuperiors, he was deternmined to enjoy that experience to the utnost

He gl anced at his cal endar pad. "Labeling": that neant that the |abels on the tanks were
out of date again. Wth the constant death of specinens and acquisition of new ones that
characterizes aquaria, this condition was chronic. He'd do sone |abel-shifting this evening.
"Alligator": a man had phoned and said that he was coming in to present one to the institution
Brock knew what that nmeant. Sone fatheaded tourist had bought a baby 'gator in Florida wthout the
fai ntest notion of howto keep it properly, and now he would be dunping the skinny little wetch
on the Aquariumbefore it died of starvation and the effects of well-nmeant ignorance. It happened
all the tinme. "Legislature": what the Devil? Ch, yes, he was going to wite to the Florida state
| egislature in support of a bill to prohibit the export of live alligators by nore fatheaded
tourists, while there were still sone of the unfortunate reptiles left alive in the state.

Then the nmail. Sonebody wanted to know why her guppies devel oped white spots and di ed.
Sonebody wanted to know what kind of water plants to keep in a hone aquarium and the nane of a
reliable seller of such plants in Pocatello, |daho. Sonmebody wanted to know howto tell a male
froma femal e | obster. Sonebody-this was in nearly illegible | onghand, at which Brock cursed with
mldirritation
-"Dear M. Brock: | heard your lecture last June i8th inst., on how we are dissended fromfish.
Now you nade a pretty good speech but | think if you will excuse ny frankness that you are al
wong. | got a theory that the fish is really dissended fromus. - ."

He picked up the tel ephone and said, "Please send in Mss Engholm" She cane in; they said
"Good morning" formally, and he dictated letters for an hour. Then he said w thout changing his
tone, "How about dinner tonight?" (Sonmebody m ght cone in, and he had a m|d phobia about letting
the office force in on his private affairs.)

"Fine," said the girl. "The usual place?"

"Ckay. Only I'Il be late; labeling, you know . . ." He thought, foolish man, how surprised
she'd be when he asked her to marry him That would be after his pronotion.

He decided to put in a couple of hours on his research before lunch. He tied on his old
rubber apron and soon had the bunsen burners going nerrily. Mtions were perforce acrobatic in the
confined space. But he had to put up with that until the fanous extension was finished. Then in a
coupl e of years they'd be as cranped as ever again.

Sugden stuck his white thatch in the door. "May we cone in?" He introduced a man as Dr.
Dumvill e of the Cornell Medical Center. Brock knew the physi ol ogi st by reputation and was only too
glad to explain his work.

"You're of course famliar, Doctor,” he said, "with the difference between |ung tissue and
gill tissue. For one thing, gill tissue has no nmucus-secreting cells to keep the surfaces noi st
out of water. Hence the gills dry and harden, and no | onger pass oxygen one way and carbon di oxide
the other as they should. But the gills of many aquatic organi sms can be made to function out of
wat er by keeping themnoist artificially. Some of these forms regularly come out of water for
consi derabl e periods, like the fiddler crab and the nud skipper, for instance. They're all right
as long as they can go back and noisten their gills occasionally.

"But in no case can a lung be used as a gill, to extract oxygen dissolved in water,

i nstead of absorbing it fromthe air. |'ve been studying the reasons for this for sone years;
they're partly mechanical- the difficulty of getting anything as dense as water in and out of the
spongy lung structure fast enough-and partly a matter of the different osnotic properties of the
breather cells which are each adapted to operate on oxygen of a given concentration dispersed in a
medi um of given density.

"I've found, however, that the breather cells of lung tissue can be nade to react to
certain stimuli so as to assune the osnotic properties of gill tissue. It consists mainly of a
m xture of hal ogen-bearing organi c compounds. A good dose of the vapor of that stuff in the lungs
of one of the young alligators in this tank should enable himto breathe under water, if ny theory
is correct."

"I'"d suggest one thing," said Dunville, who had been giving polite but interested "uh-

huh's,"” "which is that when you hold your alligator under water, his glottal nuscles wll
automatically contract, sealing off his lungs to keep out the water, and he'll suffocate."
"“lI'"ve thought of that, and |I'lI|l paralyze the nerves controlling those nuscles first, so
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he'll have to breathe water whether he wants to or not."

"That's the idea. Say, | want to be in on this. Wen are you going to try out your first
alligator?”

They tal ked until Sugden began clearing his throat neaningfully. He said, "There's a | ot
nmore to see, Dr. Dunville. You've got to take a | ook at our new extension. W certainly sweat
bl ood getting the
city to put up the nmoney for it." He got Dunville out, and Brock could hear his voice dying away:
“. . . it'll be nmostly for new punping and filtering machinery; we haven't half the sj~ace we need
now. There'll be two tanks big enough for the smaller cetaeca, and we'll finally have sone direct
sunlight. You can't keep nost of the anphibia without it. W had to take half the dammed ol d
buil ding apart to do it. " Brock smiled. The extension was Sugden's nonunent, and the old boy
woul d never retire until it was officially opened.

Brock turned back to his apparatus. He had just begun to concentrate on it when SamBaritz
stuck his gargoyle's face in. "Say, Vuinon, where ya gonna put the bichir? It gets in tonmorrow. "

"Mmtclear the filefish out of 43, and we'll nake up a batch of Nile water this afternoon
for it. It's too valuable to risk with other species until we know nore about it. And-oh, hell,
put the filefish in a reserve tank for the present.”

That neans anot her new | abel , he thought as he turned back to his chenicals. Wat woul d be

a good wording? "Esteened as food . . ." Yes. "Closely related to fossil forns"? Too indefinite
"Related to fossil fornms fromwhich nost nodern fish and all the higher vertebrates are
descended. " Mre like it. Maybe he could work in the words "living fossil" somehow.

In his abstraction he hadn't noticed that the flask into which the oily |iquid was
dri ppi ng had been nudged too dose to the edge of the table. The slam of a dropped plank fromthe
ext ensi on where construction was still going on nade himstart nervously, and the flask cane | oose
and smashed on the floor. Brock yel ped with di smay and anger. Three weeks' work was spread over
the floor. He took his norning paper apart and swept up glass and solution. As he knelt over the
wr eckage, the fumes nade his eyes water. In his annoyance it never occurred to himthat a man's
lungs aren't so different froman alligator's.

He answered the tel ephone. It was Hal perin, the goldfish man. "I"'mmaking a little trip
down south; do you guys want ne to pick up sone bowfin or gar?" Brock said he'd have to ask Sugden
and woul d call back. "Well, don't take too |long, Vuinon, |I'mleaving this afternoon. Be seem ya."

Brock set out on the long semcircul ar catwal k over the groundfloor tanks that |ed around
to the rear of the building and the entrance to the extension. As an old aquarium man he wal ked
wi thout faltering; he could inmagine Dunville's cautious progress, clutching
pi pes and the edges of reserve tanks while glancing fearfully into the waters bel ow.

Brock's lungs ached queerly. Miust have gotten a whiff of that gunk of mine, he thought;
that was a fool thing to do. But there couldn't have been enough to do any real harm He kept on.
The ache got worse; there was a strange suffocating sensation. This is serious, he thought. 1'd
better see a doctor after | deliver Halperin's nmessage to Sugden. He kept on

H s lungs seenmed to be on fire. Hurry-hurry-Dunville's an MD.; maybe he could fix me up
Brock couldn't breathe. He wanted water-not, oddly, in his throat, but in his lungs. The coo
depths of the big tank and the end of the semicircle were below him This tank held the sharks;
the other big tank, for groupers and other giants of the bass tribe, was across fromit.

H s lungs burned agonizingly. He tried to call out, but only nade

a faint croaking noise. The tangle of pipes seened to whirl around
him The sound of running water becane a roar. He swayed, m ssed
a snatch at the nearest reserve tank, and pitched into the shark tank. There was water in

his eyes, in his ears, everywhere. The burning

in his lungs was lessening, and in place of it came a cold feeling throughout his chest. The
bottom came up and bunped him softly. He righted hinself. That was wong; he should have fl oated
Then the reason came to him his lungs were full of water, so that his specific gravity was one
poi nt somet hing. He wondered for a confused mnute if he was already drowned. He didn't fee
drowned, only very wet and very cold inside. In any event he'd better get out of here quickly. He
ki cked hinself to the surface, reached up and grabbed the catwal k, and tried to bl ow the water out
of his lungs. It cane, slowmy, squirting out of his nmouth and nostrils. He tried inhaling some
air. He thought he was getting sonewhere when the burning sensation returned. In spite of hinself
he ducked and inhal ed water. Then he felt all right.

Everyt hi ng seened topsy-turvy. Then he renenbered the liquid he'd prepared for the
alligator; it nmust have worked on him His lungs were functioning as gills. He couldn't quite
believe it yet. Experinmenting on an alligator is one thing; turning yourself into a fish is
anot her-coni c-section stuff. But there it was. If he'd been going to drown he'd have done so by
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now. He tried a few experinental breaths under water. It was anmazingly hard work. You put on the
pressure, and your lungs slowy contracted, like a pneumatic tire with

a leak. In half a mnute or so you were ready to inhale again. The reason was the density of water
conpared with that of air, of course. But it seened to work. He rel eased the catwal k and sank to
the bottom again. He | ooked around him The tank seermed snmaller than it should be; that was the

ef fect of the index of refraction of water, no doubt. He wal ked toward one side, which seened to
recede as he approached it. A fat nurse shark lying on the bottomwaved its tail and slid forward
out of his way.

The other two nurse sharks were lying indifferently on the bottom across the tank. These
brutes were sluggish and utterly harm ess. The two sand sharks, the four-footer and the five-
footer, had ceased their intermnable cruising and had backed into far corners. Their nouths
opened and closed slowy, showing their fornidable teeth. Their little yell ow eyes seened to say
to Brock, "Don't start anything you can't finish, buddy." Brock had no intention of starting
anything. He'd had a healthy respect for the species since one of themhad bitten himin the
gl ut eus maximus while he was hauling it into a boat.

He | ooked up. It was like looking up at a winkled mrror, with a large circular hole in
it directly over his head. Through the hole he could see the reserve tanks, the pipes-everything
that he coul d have seen by sticking his head out of water. But the view was distorted and
conpressed around the edges, |ike a photograph taken with a w de-angle I ens. One of the aquariunms
cats peered down inscrutably at himfromthe catwal k. Beyond the circle on all sides the water
surface was a mirror that rippled and shivered. Over the two sand sharks were their reflections
upsi de down.

He turned his attention to the glass front of the tank. That reflected things too, as the
| anps suspended over the water nmade the inside brighter than the outside. By putting his head
close to the glass he could see the Aquariunmis interior concourse. Only he couldn't see much of it
for the crowd in front of the tank. They were staring at him in the dimlight they seened al
eyebal | s. Now and then their heads noved and their nouths noved, but Brock got only a faint buzz.

This was all very interesting, Brock thought, but what was he to do? He couldn't stay in
the tank indefinitely. For one thing, the coldness in his chest was unconfortable. And God only
knew what terrible physiological effect the gas might have had on him And this breathing water
was hard work, conplicated by the fact that unl ess watched carefully his glottis would snap shut,
stopping his breath a
together. It was like learning to keep your eyes open under water. He was fortunate in having
fallen into a tank of salt water; fresh water is definitely injurious to lung tissue, and so it
m ght have been even to the nodified tissue in his |ungs.

He sat down crossl egged on the bottom Behind himthe |arger sand shark had resuned its
shuttling, keeping well away from himand halting suspiciously every tine he noved. Two renoras,
attached to the shark by the sucking disks on top of their heads, trailed linply fromit. There
were six of these original hitchhikers in the tank. He peered at the glass front. He took off his
gl asses experinmentally and found that he could see better without them a consequence of the
different optical properties of water and air. Mdst of the Aquariuns visitors were now crowded in
front of that tank, to watch a youngish man in a black rubber apron, a striped shirt, and the
pants of a gray flannel suit sit on the bottomof a tank full of sharks and wonder how in hell he
was going to get out of this predicanent.

Overhead, there was no sign of anybody. Evidently nobody had heard himfall in. But soon
one of the small staff would notice the crowd in front of the tank and investigate. Meanwhile he'd
better see just what he could do in this bizarre environment. He tried to speak. But his voca
cords, tuned to operate in a negligibly dense medium refused to flutter fast enough to enmt an
audi bl e sound. Wl |, nmaybe he could come to the surface | ong enough to speak and duck under again.
He rose to the top and tried it. But he had trouble getting his water-soaked breathing and
speaki ng apparatus dry enough to use for this purpose. Al he produced were gurgling noises. And
while the air no I onger burned his lungs on i medi ate contact, keeping his head out soon gave him
a dizzy, suffocating feeling. He finally gave up and sank to the bottom again.

He shivered with the cold, although the water was at 65° Fahrenheit. He'd better nove
around to warm up. The apron hanpered him and he tried to untie the knot in back. But the water
had swol l en the cords so that the knot wouldn't budge. He finally wiggled out of it, rolled it
up, stuck his armout of water, and tossed the apron onto the catwal k. He thought of renmoving his
shoes too, but remenbered the sand shark's teeth.

Then he did a bit of leisurely swinmng, round and round |ike the sand sharks. They al so
went round and round, trying to keep the width of the tank between himand them The notion warned

hi m

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...e%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (26 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:02 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

but he tired surprisingly soon. Evidently the rapid netabolismof a mammual took about all the
oxygen that his inmprovised gills could supply, and they wouldn't carry much overl oad. He reduced
his swimrng to an imtation of a seal's, legs trailing and hands flapping at his sides. The
crowd, as he passed the front of the tank, was thicker than ever. Alittle man with a nose that
swerved to starboard watched himw th peculiar intentness.

A jarring sound canme through the water, and presently figures, grotesquely shortened,
appeared at the edge of the circle of transparency overhead. They grew rapidly taller, and he
recogni zed Sugden, Dunville, Sam Baritz, and a couple of other nmenbers of the staff. They
clustered on the catwal k, and their excited voices cane to himnuffled but intelligible. They knew
what had happened to him all right. He tried by sign | anguage to explain his predi canent. They
evidently thought he was in a convul sion, for Sugden barked, "Get himout!" Baritz's thick forearm
shot down into the water to seize his wist. But he wenched | oose before they had himclear of
the surface, and dove for the bottom

"Acts like he don't wannm come out," said Baritz, rubbing a kicked shin.

Sugden | eaned over. "Can you hear me?" he shouted. Brock nodded vi gorously.
"Can you speak to us?" Brock shook his head.

"Did you do this to yourself on purpose?" A violent shake.

"Acci dent ?"

Brock nodded.

"Do you want to get out?"

Brock nodded and shook his head alternately.

Sugden frowned in perplexity. Then he said, "Do you nmean you'd |like to but can't because
of your condition?"

Brock nodded.

Sugden continued his questions. Brock, growing inpatient at this feeble nmethod of
communi cati on, nade witing notions. Sugden handed down a pencil and a pocket notebook. But the
wat er i mredi ately softened the paper so that the pencil, instead of making marks, tore holes in
it. Brock handed them back

Sugden said: "Wat he needs is a wax tablet and stylus. Could you get us one, San®"

Baritz | ooked unconfortable. "Cheez, boss, what place in N yawk sells those things?"

"That's right, | suppose we'll have to make it ourselves. If we could nelt a candle onto a
pi ece of plywood-"

"It'"lIl take all day fa me to get the candle and stuff and do that, and we gotta do
somet hi ng about poor Vui non. "

Brock noticed that the en-tire staff was now |lined up on the catwal k. H's bel oved was wel |
down the line, alnost out of sight around the curve. At that angle the refraction made her |ook as
broad as she was tall. He wondered if she'd ook like that naturally after they'd been married a
while. He'd known it to happen. No, he nmeant if they got married. You couldn't expect a girl to
marry a man who |ived under water.

Wi | e Sugden and Baritz still bickered, he had an idea. But how to communicate it? Then he
saw a renora |lying below him He splashed to attract the attention of those above and sank down
slowy. He grabbed the fish in both hands and ki cked hinself over to the glass. The renora's nose-
or, to be exact, its undershot |ower jaw
-made a visible streak on the pane. He rolled over on his back and saw t hat he was under st ood,;
Sugden was calling for someone to go down to the floor and read his nessage.

Hs attenpt at witing was hanpered by the fish's vigorous efforts to escape. But he
finally got scrawl ed on the glass in large wobbly capitals: "2 WEl GHTED STEPLADDERS-i WElI GHTED
PLANK-i DRY TOVEL. "

Wi le they were getting these, he was rem nded by his stonach that he'd bad no solid food
for eighteen hours or thereabouts. He glanced at his wistwatch, which, not being waterproof, had
stopped. He handed it up, hoping that sonebody woul d have the sense to dry it out and take it to a
j ewel er.

The stepladders were lowered into the tank. Brock set thema few feet apart and placed the
pl ank across their tops. Then he lay on his back on the plank, his face a few i nches bel ow t he
surface. He dried his hands on the towel, and by cocking one leg up he could hold a pad out of
wat er agai nst his knee and wite on it.

He expl ai ned tersely about the accident and his subsequent seizure and told what had
happened chemically to his lung tissues. Then he wote: "As this is first experinment on living
organi sm don't know when effect will pass if ever. Want |unch."”

Baritz called to him "Don't you want us to take the shoks out
fuist?" Brock shook his head. The clains of his stomach were inperious, and he had a vague hope of
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solving his problemw thout disturbing the fish. Then too, though he'd have hated to adnmit it, he
knew t hat everybody knew that the sharks weren't nan-eaters, and he didn't want to seem afraid of
them Even a sensible man |ike Vernon Brock will succunb to a touch of bravado in the presence of
his wonman, actual or potential.

He rel axed, thinking. Sugden was ordering the staff back to its work. Dunville had to
| eave, but promised to be back. By and by the faithful Baritz appeared with what Brock hoped was
food. Brock's position struck himas an unconfortable one for eating, so he rolled off the plank
and stood on the bottom of the tank. Then he couldn't reach the surface with his hand. Baritz
thrust a lanmb chop on the end of a stick down to him He reached for it-and was knocked aside by a
gl anci ng bl ow from sonet hi ng heavy and sandpapery. The | anb chop was gone-or not quite gone; the
| arger shark had it over in a corner. The shark's jaws worked, and the bone sank slowy to the
bottom mnus its mneat.

Baritz | ooked hel pl essly at Sugden. "W betta not try meat again- those shok can snell it,
and they m ght get dangerous if we got them wiiked up."
"GQuess we'll have to get the net and haul them out," said Sugden. "I don't see how he

could eat mashed potat oes under water."

Brock swam up and went through the notions of peeling and eating a banana. After Baritz
had made a trip for bananas Brock satisfied his hunger, though he found that swallow ng food
wi t hout getting a stomachful of salt water required a bit of practice.

The crowd in front of the tank was larger, if anything. The little man with the wy nose
was still there. H's scrutiny nade Brock vaguely uneasy. He'd always wondered what a fish on
exhibit felt |ike, and now, by George, he knew.

If he could get out and do a few nonths' research, he might be able to find howto
counteract the effect of the lung gas. But how could he performexperinments fromwhere he was?
Maybe he coul d give directions and have sonebody else carry themout. That woul d be awkward, but
he didn't want to spend the rest of his life as an exhibit, loyal as he was to the Aquarium A
better idea might be to rig up sone sort of diver's helnet to wear out of water with the water
inside-if he couki find a way of oxygenating the water.

Baritz appeared again and put his head down close to the water. "Hey, Vuinon!" he said,
"God's comi ng down here!"

Brock was interested, though not by the theol ogical aspects of the statenent God, better
known as J. Roosevelt 'Wiitney, was the president of the New York Zool ogi cal Society, and the boss
of Mmegerode, the director of the Aquarium (in Bernuda at the nmonent). M nnegerode was Sugden's
boss. CGod, the head of this hierarchy, owned anmong other things a bank and a half, ~i %of a
railroad, and the finest walrus nustache in G eater New York.

Baritz put on his child-frightening grin. "Say, Vuinon, | just thought. W can advatise
you as the only nmuimaid in captivity!"

Brock throttled an inpulse to pull his helper into the tank, and notioned for his pad. He
wote: "The male of 'mermaid is 'nerman,' you ape!”

"Ckay, a nuiman, unless the gas changed nore than ya |lungs. Ch, good aftanoon, Msta
Whitney. Here he is in this tank. Anything |I can do, Msta \Witney?"

The fanous nustache fl oated above the water |ike a diving seagull. "How ah you, ny deah
boy? Ah you making out all right? Don't you think we'd bettah get the sharks out right away?
They're perfectly harm ess, of course, of course, but you might accidentally jostle one and get
ni pped, ha-ha."

Brock, who at thirty-two was pleased rather than irked at being called "nmy boy," nodded.

J. R started to get to his feet not noticing that one foot was planted on Brock's rolled-up
apron, while the toe of the other was caught in it. Brock received a trenendous inpact of sound
and current and through the sudden cl oud of bubbles saw J. R 's massive rear descending on him He
caught the man and shoved hi mup. As the shiny pink head cleared the surface, he heard a terrified
scream of "d ugg- bl ubb-Ch Cod, get me out! The sharks! Get ne out, | say!" Brock boosted and
Baritz and Sugden heaved. The dripping deity receded down the catwal k, to Brock's distorted vision
broadening to sonething like a Daily Wirker cartoon of Capital. He wi shed he knew whether J. R
woul d be angry or whether he'd be grateful for the boost. If he inquired about the apron it m ght
be enbarrassi ng.

The cold was biting Brock's innards, and the bananas seenmed to have turned into billiard
balls in his stomach. The little man with the nose was still there, although it was nearly closing
time. Brock clinbed onto his plank and wote directions: "Raise tenperature of
feed water slowy. Get ne thermoneter. WII| signal when tenperature is right. Should be about ~o°
F. Run nore air lines into tank to make up for |owering oxygen saturation point. Put sharks in
reserve tank for present; warnth might harmthem and | need all oxygen in tank."
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By 9 P.M all was done. The tearful M ss Enghol m had been shooed away. Baritz vol unteered
to spend the night, which proved the nobst unconfortable of Brock's experience. He couldn't sleep
because of the constant muscul ar effort required to work his lungs. He tried to think his way out
of the ness, but his thoughts becane nore and nore confused. He began to inmmgine things: that the
little man with the nose had been there for no good, for instance. Just what, he couldn't think
but he was sure it was sonet hing. Again and again he wondered what time it was. At first he
aroused Baritz to tell himat intervals, but toward 2 o' clock Samwent to sleep on the catwalk,
and Brock hadn't the heart to awaken him

God, would the night never end? Well, what if it did? Wuld he be any better off? He
doubted it. He | ooked at his hands, at the skin of his fingers swollen and winkled by soaking. A
crazy idea grewon himwith the force of an obsession. H's hands would turn into fins. He'd grow
scal es.

It was getting light. Then all these people would cone back to tornent him Yes, and the
little man with the nose. The little man would put a wormon a hook and catch him and eat himfor
supper.

Under sufficiently strange circunstances the human mnd is often thrown out of gear and
spins ineffectually without definite relationship to external things. Perhaps that is because of a
weakness in the structure of the mind, or perhaps it is a provision by nature to disconnect it to
avoid stripped gears when the load is too heavy.

Peopl e were conming in; it nmust be after 9 o' clock. People on the catwal k overhead were

tal ki ng, but he couldn't understand them H's lungs weren't working right. O rather his gill. But
that was wong. He was a fish, wasn't he? Then what could be wong with then? Al these people who
had it in for himnust have turned off the oxygen. No, the air lines were still shooting their

streans of tiny bubbles into the tank. Then why this suffocating feeling? He knew, that wasn't air
inthe air lines; it was pure nitrogen or heliumor sonething. They were trying to fool him OCh
God, if he could only breathe! Maybe he had the fish's equival ent of asthma. Fish came to the
surface and

gul ped sonetines; he'd try that. But he couldn't; his experiences of the preceding day had gi ven
hima conditioned reflex against sticking his head out, which his shattered reason was unable to
over cone.

Was he going to die? Too bad, when he had been going to marry M ss Enghol mand all. But he
couldn't have married her anyway. He was a fish. The fermale fish | ays her eggs, and then the male
fish comes along and . . . His face twisted in an insane grin at the grotesque thought that struck
hi m

He was dying. He had to get oxygen. Wy not go through the glass? But no, any intelligent
fish knew better than to try to nake holes in the glass. Then he sawthe little nman with the nose,
standi ng and staring as he had yesterday. He thought, you'll never catch ne on a hook and eat ne
for supper; you piscicide; I'mgoing to get you first. He fished out his jackknife and attacked
the pane. A long scratch appeared on it, then another, and another. The glass sang softly. The
peopl e behind the little nman were novi ng back nervously, but the little man still stood there. The
song of the gl ass rose up-up-up

The glass, with a final ping, gave and several tons of green water flung thenselves into
the concourse. For a fleeting second Brock, knife in hand, seened to be flying toward the little
man. Then the iron railing in front of the tank came up and hit his head.

He had a vague sense of lying on a wet floor, while a foot fromhis ringing head a
stranded renora fl opped hel pl essly.

He was lying in bed, and Sugden was sitting beside him snoking. The old man said: "Lucky
you didn't get a fractured skull. But nmaybe it was a good thing. It put you out during the
critical period when your |ungs were changi ng back to normal. They'd have had to dope you anyway,
out of your head as you were."

"Il say | was out of nmy head! Wait till | see your friend Dunville; I'Il be able to
descri be a brand-new psychosis to him"

"He's a physiologist," replied Sugden, "not a psychologist. But he'll want to see you just
t he sane.

"The doctor tells ne you'll be out tonmorrow, so | guess you're well enough to talk

business. J. R didn't mind the ducking, even after the exhibition he made of hinself. But there's
sonet hi ng nore serious. Perhaps you noticed a small man with a crooked nose in front of the tank
while you were there?"

“Did | notice him"

"Well, you nearly drowned hi mwhen you let the water out of the
tank. And he's going to sue us for damages-way up in five or six figures. You know what that
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means. "

Brock nodded glumy. "1'lIl say | do. It means that | don't get your job when you retire
next winter. And then | can't get ma- Never mind. Wio is this little guy? A professional accident
faker?"

"No; we investigated him He was a trapeze artist in a circus until recently; he says he
was getting too old for that work, but he didn't know any other. Then he hurt his back in a fall
and he's been on relief since. He just came in to watch you because he had nothing else to do."

"I see." Brock thought. "Say, | have an idea. Nurse! Hey, NURSE! My clothes! |I'm going
out!"

"No, you're not," said Sugden firmy. "Not till the doc says you can. That'll only be
tonorrow, and then you can try out your idea. And | hope," he added grimy, "that it's better than
the last one."

Two days | ater Brock knocked on Sugden's door. He knew that Sugden and J. R were in
there, and he coul d guess what they were tal king about. But he had no fears.

"Morning, M. Witney," he said

"Ch-ah-yes, ny deah boy. W were just tal king about this nost unfortunate-ah-"

“I'f you nmean the suit, that's off."

"What ?"

"Sure, | fixed it. M. OGscar Daly, the plaintiff, and | are going into a kind of
partnership.”

"Partners?"

"Yes, to exploit ny discovery of |lung conversion. | supply the technique so that he can
exhibit hinself in circuses as Oscar the Merman. He dopes hinself with my gas and parks in a tank
Qur only problemis the period when the effect of the gas wears off and the lungs return to
normal . That, | think, can be Iicked by the use of any of several anesthetic drugs that slow down
the netabolism So, when the human fish begins to feel funny, he injects hinself and passes out
peaceful ly, while his assistants fish himout and wing the water out of his lungs. There are a

few technical details to work out on ny alligators yet, but that'll be all right. I'll wear a gas
mask. O course,"” he added virtuously, "any nmonetary returns fromthe use of the process will go
to the Zool ogi cal Society. Oscar says to send your |awyer over any tinme and he'll sign a rel ease.”

"Why, that's fine," said Witney, "that's splendid, my boy. It makes a big difference." He
| ooked significantly at Sugden

"Thanks, " said Brock. "And now, if you'll excuse ne, Samand | have sone fish to shift. So
Il ong, cheerio, and | hope you drop in often, M. Witney." He went out, whistling.

"Ch, Vernon!" the head aquarist called after him "Tonmorrow s Sunday, and |'mdriving ny
famly out to Jones Beach. Like to come along for a sw n?"

Brock stuck his grinning head back in. "Thanks a lot, Cyde, but I'"'mafraid | m ght

carel essly take a deep breath under water. To be honest, the nmere idea gives ne the horrors. |'ve
had enough swimring to last nme the rest of ny natural life!"

EMPLOYMENT

R F. D. No.

Carriesville, Indiana
August 28, 1960

Dear Ceorge:
Thanks for your information on the State Geol ogical Survey, and for those civil service
bl anks. rye already sent themin.

If I land the job you'll probably be my boss, so you're entitled to an explanati on of why
| want to | eave a well-paying private job and go to work for the state.
As you know, | was working for Lucifer Gl in x997 when the depression hit, and pretty

quick I was out of a job, and with a fam |y to support. Through one of the journals | got in touch
with G| Platt, my present enployer, who was | ooking for an experienced geol ogi st. You've probably
heard of himhe started out in pal eontol ogy, but never worked ttp very high in that field because
he was tenperanentally unable to work under anybody. Then he took to inventing Prospecting
devices, and for twenty years he's been as busy as a cat on fly paper, devel oping and patenting
hi s gadgets and pursuing his paleo on the side. Al the noney he made in prospector royalties went
into pal eo expeditions and into litigation. In tine he accunul ated outstandi ng coll ections of
patents, lawsuits pertaining thereto, and fossils.
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About 1956 the Linvald Fund decided he'd done such good work as to deserve a little
financial el bow room and put himon their list. He'd designed a new prospector that |ooked quite
wonder ful, but that would take time and noney to reduce to practice. So those nmonthly checks from
Gsl o were wel cone.

Ms. Staples and | were sorry to leave California for Indiana, both of us being natives of
San Franci sco, but in our business you can't be finicky about where you work.

| worked with Platt for about six nonths before we were ready to try it out. |'m not
reveal ing any secrets by saying that it works by supersonic wave charting, |like the old MCann
prospector. The distinctive feature is that, by using two intersecting beans, Platt gets a
stereoscopic effect and can chart the major discontinuities at any distance underground that he
want s.

We tried it first mounted on a truck. W would set it for, say, two yards bel ow the surface and
buzz down the road to Fort Wayne- The truck purred down the outside |ane of the concrete at a
st eady

fifteen miles an hour. Car after car swung to the inside | ane and buzzed past, honki ng. Kenneth
Stapl es, at the wheel, |eaned back and shouted through the opening in the back of the cab: "Hey,
GI|! Haven't we about reached the end of that strip?"

Something in the way of an affirmative floated back into the cab. Staples ran the truck
off the concrete, stopped it, and went around to the rear. He was a big, hard-1looking, rather ugly
man, on whomthe el enents had stanped a | ook of more than his thirty-five years. Under his stiff-
bri mred engi neer's hat he was very bald. He wore a hat whenever decency pernitted. Men who go
prematurely bald have, perhaps, a slightly greater tendency than others to sel ect outdoor careers,
or to join the arnmy, where hats are kept on heads.

Inside the truck, a smaller, gray-haired man was bendi ng over a machine. The top part of
the machine included a long strip of graph paper carried over spools. Above the paper was poised a
rank of little vertical pens. Wile the truck noved, these pens dropped down at intervals to nake
dots on the paper as it was reel ed under them The dots made irregular outlines and patterns.

Glnore Platt said: "C nere, Ken, and see what you think of this. | know what it is but I
can't think."

Staples stared at the dots. "Looks to nme like the outline of a piece out of a jigsaw
puzzle."

"No. No. It isn't-1 know what it is! It's a section of a skull! One of the Felid-~,
probably FelLi atrox, fromthe size. W'Il have to dig it up!"

"That squiggle? Well, maybe. You're the pal eo man. But you
can't go digging holes in a State hi ghway just because there's a fossil lion buried under it."

"But, Ken, a beautiful thing |ike that-"

"Take it easy, GIl. This little Pleistocene overlay runs back to your place. If we run the
truck around your grounds for a few hours we ought to be able to find sone fossils."

"It's a rodent. | thought it was a bear at first fromthe size of the skull, but now | see
those front teeth."

"Right so far. But what rodent?"

Staples frowned at the little heap of bones beside the pit. "Seens to nme the only North
Anerican rodent that size was the giant beaver, Castoroides."

"Fine! Fine! 1'll nake a pal eontol ogi st out of you yet. What's this bone?"

"Scapul a."

"Right. That's easy though. This one?"

"Uh. . . humerus."”

"No, ulna. But you're doing pretty well. Too bad there isn't nore of this one. | think

we' ve about cleaned it out. Do you realize what this neans? Hitherto we' ve been confined to
surface indications in barren country. Now we can ignore the surface and |ocate all the fossils in
a given area within fifteen or twenty feet of it! Only that truck won't do. W need sonething to
carry the prospector cross country. An airplane would fly too high and too fast. | have it, a
blinmp I"

"Yeah?" Staples looked a trifle startled. "Seens to ne like a lot to spend on applying a
new device. But it's the Fund's nobney, not mne."

In due course Platt took delivery on the Goodyear Conpany's good ship Darwin. After we
| earned how to fly it, we covered nost of Indiana in a couple of nonths, and had | ocated nore
fossils than we could dig up in fifty years. W nade out a checklist of their |ocations and sent
copies to all the nuseuns and universities in the country. For the rest of the sumrer |ndiana was
one big bone hunters' convention. If you took a drive into the country, the chances were that
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you' d pass a field in which a couple of tough-looking parties were arguing with a farmer, and
you'd know that they were probably pal eontol ogists fromthe Field Miseum or the University of
California dickering with the owner of the field for permssion to dig. Though Indiana isn't a
very rich state as far as fossil ver

tebrates go. It's nostly Paleozoic with a little Pleistocene scattered around on top

A friend of Platt's, a Dr. Wlhelm of Zurich, arrived for a weekend. He was an
archeol ogi st and a dignified nan. Staples felt a certain synpathy for himbecause he had even |ess
hair than the geol ogi st.

This WI helm had been working in Anatolia, where he had found a carload of relics dating
back to Tiridates the G eat.

"You see, ny fw ends," he explained, "they were nostly vessels and such of bwonze. Here is
a picture of one as we found it. It is so corroded that it is nothing but a |unmp of oxide. Now,
here is a picture of that one after we westored it by the anode pwocess."”

"Say," said Staples, "are you sure that's the sanme one? The thing in the second picture
looks like it was just fresh out of the shop."

"Ha-ha, that is witty. Yes, it is the sane. We place it in an electwolytic bath, connected
to one of the poles, and wun a current thwough. So all the copper and tin atonms in the oxide cwaw
back to their pwoper places. It is quite wonderful to see.™

After the Swiss gentlenman had left, Platt went to Chicago for a consultation with his
patent attorney. He returned | ooking thoughtful

"Ken," he said, "let's play hooky for a few days."

Staples | ooked at himwith a wary eye. "I suppose you nean to drop the prospector and work
on your fossils for a while?"

"That's it exactly."

Thus it happened that the followi ng day found themin the shop breaking a young Hyracodon-
smal | hornless rhinoceros-out of its matrix. Staples remarked on what a dull piece the work was
froma zool ogi cal point of view, conpared to what it had been in tines past.

"To sonme extent, yes," replied Platt. "Hand nme the shellac, please. Though there may be a
few whal es I eft that haven't been turned into margarine and gun oil. We're living at the close of
one of the many periodic extinctions of the larger forns. The only places you can find a fauna
conparable with those of the Pleistocene is on a few preserves in Africa. And with our own
bl oodt hirsty species infesting the earth, it's getting worse all the tine. Hmmm The |eft
clavicle and left radius seemto be mssing." He carefully chipped slivers of sandstone away with

his needle. Being much nore of a tal ker than his assistant, he continued: "I have an idea which
if it works, may do much to relieve the drabness of our present faun~. You heard
Wlhelm tell about restoring oxidized netal by the anode process. Well, why couldn't we work
sonmething like that on fossils?"

"You nean to grow a conplete aninal, hair and all, froma skel eton?"

"Why not? You know what extraordinary things they do in nedici ne nowadays-grow ng arns and
| egs on people who have | ost their own."

"Wth all due respect, nmy dear enployer, | think you' re screwbox."

"We'| | see about that. I'mgoing to try some experinents, anyway. We'll keep themto
ourselves, of course. If they didn't work, a lot of our colleagues nmight agree with your opinion."

Platt began his work with rabbits-nodemrabbits, that is. He would kill a rabbit, renove

various parts, and hook it up in a Ringer's solution bath to a current source. To build up the
m ssing parts he used bio-charged ami no acids, which will conbine to formproteins and, in the
presence of other cells, formwhole new cells.

After many failures, he one day observed that the tissues of one of the rabbits were
bui | di ng up. He pointed the phenonenon out to Staples.

The geol ogi st protested: "But it can't be that one. | turned the juice off in that tank."

"Yes?" replied Platt. "Let's see. Ah! You thought you turned it off, but look at this
switch!™"

Stapl es saw that he had accidentally struck the open knife switch so that the bars barely
touched the contacts.

Platt said: "Now | know, we've been using too nmuch voltage. It wants sonething |ike point
oh one volts.” And the little man was off like a chipmunk with a bunch of nuts, changing the
rheostats to one calibrated for higher resistance.

They perfected their nmethods of reifying recent aninals, which |ater proved of great val ue
in surgery. Their results were not, however, so incredible when you consider that every cell in an
ani mal 's body contains a conplete set of chronmpbsones with all the genes that deternine the
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animal's form It is as if in each cell there was a conplete blueprint of the entire animal

Their first attenpt with fossils-the fragmentary renmains of the Castoroides-fail ed.
Staples wasn't sorry. He was worrying about the effect of the news of this bizarre experinent on
his professional reputation

Then at dinner one night Platt junped up and began orating. He waved his knife and fork so
that he al nost speared his daughter's boy friend, who slid below the edge of the table until the
storm had passed. "Ken!" cried the pal eontologist. "I know what to do now You' ve got to have a
Il ot of the original organic matter of which the organi smwas conposed, in the solution along with
the bones. The current mekes the original atonms resune their forner places, and they serve as a
framework for the amino acid nolecules in their building-up work. W need a fairly conplete
skel eton, with considerable organic matter in the surrounding rock-if possible, with inpressions
of the soft parts. We'll have to anal yze the rock, because if the fossil's at all old the origina
atoms will be scattered through the surrounding rock as to show no visible traces."

The next day they spent in the storehouse, unwapping the burlap fromfossils and testing
their matrices for organic material. They picked a specinen of Canis dirus enbedded in a big bl ock
of sandstone, strung the block up with a chain hoist, and dunped it into one of the tanks.

Not hi ng happened for a long tine. Then the sandstone deconposed into nud, and in its place
was a bl ob of jelly through which they could see the skeleton. The jelly becane nore and nore
opaque, and you coul d see the organs forning as the original atoms took their places, and the
others, fromthe am no acids, polypeptides, and other substances that were introduced into the
tank, lined up alongside them It was uncannily as though the atons had definite nmenories of where
they belonged in the animal's body back in the Pl eistocene.

When the nass in the tank stopped changing, it had the formof a huge wolf, about the size
of a Great Dane, but tw ce as nmuscular and ten tinmes as mean-| ooki ng.

They fished the brute out of the tank, enptied the solution out of him and applied an
electric starter to his heart. After three hours of this, the wolf shuddered and began coughing
the remai nder of the Ringer's solution out of his lungs. It occurred to the experimenters that
they had no place to keep the wolf, who would nake a rather form dable house pet. They tethered
himto a tree while they prepared a pen. But for a few days the wolf hardly noved at all. \Wen he
did, he was like a nman who has been a year in the hospital, and is having to learn to wal k al
over agai n.

But at the end of two weeks he was eating of his own accord. His hair, which had been a
mere fuzz at first-the process being effective in recreating the hair roots, but not the hairs,
whi ch are dead structures-rapidly grewto normal length. At the end of three weeks he was enough
his old self to snarl at Staples when the geol ogist entered his cage. It was a nost inpressive
snarl, sounding rather like tearing a piece of sheet iron in two.

After that | was careful about getting too near himor turning nmy back on him But he
didn't give us nuch trouble, though he never became what you'd call friendly. |I always |iked him
for one reason:

Platt's daughter had a fluffy dog that liked to bite people's ankl es-no provocati on necessary.
After one of nmy kids had been nipped, the girl and | had a real row about the excrescence. Before
we coul d have another, the dog went out one day and yapped at the dire wolf. M. Wl f sprang

agai nst his bars and grow ed-once. That was the |ast we saw of that accursed pooch

Six nmonths later, Platt and Staples hoisted out of its tank a specinen of Arctotherium
the i mense bear fromthe California Pleistocene. Staples had had the busiest six nmonths of his
life, between hel ping the preparation of patent applications and getting the reification of nore
fossils started. There had been several failures-inportant parts of the skeletons m ssing, or
insufficient organic matter in the surroundi ng rocks, or reasons unknown. This proved to be one of
the last: the bear | ooked normal enough, but refused to cone to life. Staples confessed that,
| ooking at the thing's bulk, he had been nore afraid of success than of failure. It was |later
mounted in the Anerican Miseum of Natural History, New York.

They had nmade things as easy as possible by starting with the Canis, a noderate-sized
speci es of recent date. They worked in two directions fromthere: backward in time, and upward in
size. Platt had a nunber of fossils fromthe M ocene of Nebraska. They were successful in reifying
a Stenonylus hitchcocki, a small guanacolike ancestral canel. Seeking a nore exciting specinmen,
they went to work on Platt's pride and joy, a new species of Trilophodon, the smallest and ol dest
probosci dean found in Arerica. It was probably the first nenber of the el ephant group to arrive
fromAsia. The animal turned out to be a female, rather like a large shaggy tapir, with |ong
tapering jaws and four tusks.
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After their partial failure with the Arctotheriuin, they succeeded with a bear-dog,

Di nocyon gidleyi. Wien Staples | ooked at the result his throat felt a little dry. The thing was
built on the general |lines of a polar bear, only bigger than even the Kodiak grizzly. Its large
ears gave its head a wol fish appearance, and it had a |long bushy tail. It weighed 1,978 pounds,

and it didn't like anybody. Platt was delighted. "Now if | could only get an Andrewsarchus!" he
beanmed. "That's a still bigger carnivore, an Asiatic Oigocene creodont. One skull measured thirty-
four inches."

"Yeah?" said Staples, still |ooking at the bear-dog. "You can have him | haven't | ost
him This thing we have here is quite big enough for ne."

They had hired an old circus man naned Elias to help themwith their growi ng zoo. They had
built a concrete barn for the animals with a row of cages down one side. It |ooked strong enough
until one afternoon Staples went out to investigate a racket fromthe cages. He found the bars of
t he bear-dog's cage bowed out-the | ower ends had come out of the green concrete easily-and no
Di nocyon. Staples had a horrible visioh of the bear-dog wanderi ng over Kosciusko County and eating
everyt hing he could catch

The beast was not, however, far away. He was, in fact, just around the corner |ooking for
a way to get into the Stenonylus cage. In a few seconds he reappeared. He | ooked at Staples. The
geol ogi st could have sworn that the expression in his big yellow eyes said: "Ah, dinner!" The bear-
dog grow ed like a distant thunderstorm and started for Staples.

Stapl es knew that the animal could run circles around himon | evel ground, and noreover
that if he caught himhe wouldn't be satisfied to run circles around him Staples' best idea was
to swarmup the bars around the Tril ophodon's encl osure. He couldn't have clinbed those bars
ordinarily, but he did this tine.

Arrived at the top, he couldn't stay there unless he wanted the beardog to rear up and
scoop himoff his perch. On the other hand, the inside of the cage didn't look inviting. The
"little" mastodon-standing five feet at the shoul der and wei ghing slightly over a ton-was hal f
crazed with fear. She was gal | unpi ng around the encl osure maki ng noises like a pig under a gate.
An el ephant’'s fear of dogs is not unreasonable when the el ephant and the dog are about the sane
si ze.

Just before the bear-dog arrived, Staples junped off and | anded astride the Tril ophodon's
neck. He didn't feel like a novie hero who 'unps off a balcony onto his horse. He was scafed
stiff. He got a good grip on his nmount's scalp hair and hung on desperately, know ng that he'd be
tranpled to jelly in no time if she bucked himoff.

Staples heard a rifle go off, several times, and got a glinpse of G| Platt shooting out
of the workshop doorway. The Di nocyon gave a coughing roar and went over to see about it. Staples
was too busy to watch closely, but got a few glinpses of the bear-dog running around the shop
trying to climb in the wi ndows-which were too snmall. He finally settled down to dig under the
house. Al this time Platt was poppi ng out of doors and wi ndows to fire and poppi ng back again.
Staples had time to reflect that the bear-dog' s insides nust be taking a terrible beating fromthe
soft-nosed bullets, but that such was his vitality that you could shoot holes in himall day
before he'd give up.

He made wonderful progress with his digging; he took the earth out |ike a bucket chain
St apl es renenbered that the shop had a thin wooden floor, which wouldn't offer nuch resistance if
the ani mal got under the house. They needed a .~o-caliber nmachine gun, which they didn't have.

Before it came to that, Elias clinbed out on the, roof and dropped a stick of dynamte
al ongsi de the bear-dog. That did the trick. The effect was rather like hitting a cantal oupe with a
mal l et. Staples had just gotten his aninated calliope cal ned down, and the expl osion started her
off again. It was a question of which would collapse fromexhuastion first. The geol ogi st won by a
hai r.

When he examined the remains of the Dinocyon, he asked Platt:

"Way didn't you shoot himin the head?"

"But if I'd done that |I'd have smashed the skull, and we nightn't have been able to reify
him*"

“"You mean . . . you're going to-" But Staples didn't finish. He already knew t he answer.
They gathered up the bear-dog, put himback together nore or |ess the way he had been, and hoi sted
himinto the biggest tank again. Some days later Staples was sorry to observe that the aninal was
maki ng a record recovery. But Platt had a new cage built that not even this nonster could break
out of.

But with his size and enornous appetite, Platt decided that he was too expensive and
dangerous to keep. He sold himto the Phil adel phia Zoo. After the zoo peopl e becane acquai nted
with himthey probably regretted their bargain.
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The sale attracted some attention, and the Phil adel phia Zoo for a while had a capacity
audi ence. Platt inquired about the market for nore of his reified aninmals.

A coupl e of weeks after the sale, a sunburned nan called at Piatt's. He said his nanme was
Ni vely, and that he represented the Marco Polo Co. This, he explained, included all the wld-
ani mal inporters and dealers in the country. It was a nenbership corporation instead of a stock
corporation, to get around the antitrust |aws.

Feeling that they could now afford sonme publicity, Platt and Staples showed hi mthe pl ace.
He was duly inpressed, especially with their new Di nohyus, a |ower M ocene elothere. It was a
pigli ke animal the size of a buffalo, with a nouth full of teeth |like those of a bear. It ate
practical ly anything.

Eli as was assenbling their biggest tank. Platt explained: '°That's for Proboscidea. W
haven't one big enough for them now. And out in the storehouse |'ve got a nagnificent Parel ephas
jeffersonhi. You know, the Jeffersonian mammoth. That's nuch bigger than the ordinary or woolly
manmot h that the cavenen made such pretty pictures of. The woolly mamoth was a rather snal
ani mal, not over nine feet high."

"That so?" said Nively. They were on their way back to the office. "My word! | thought al
manmot hs were huge things. | say, Dr. Platt, | have a little matter I'd like to discuss in
private."

“You can go right ahead, M. N vely. | haven't any secrets from Staples."

"Very well. To begin, is this process of yours protected?"

"Sure it is. At least, as far as you can protect any invention by patent applications.
VWhat are you getting at, M. Nvely?"

“I think the Marco Pol o m ght have a proposal that would interest you, Dr. Platt."

"Wl ?"

"We'd like to buy up your patent applications and all rights pertaining thereto."

"What do you want them for?"

"You see, our business requires considerable capital and involves a ot of risk. You | oad
six giraffes on at Jibouti, and by the tine you get to New York one of "emis alive-if you're
| ucky. Wth your proc. ess we could put the animals in cold storage at the point of shipnent, as
it were, and-what's the word you use?-reify themin this country."”

"That sounds interesting. Wuld you be interested in a nonexclusive |icense?"

"No, we want conplete control. To . . . ah. . . keep up the ethical standards of the
busi ness. "

"Sorry, but I'mnot selling.”

"Ch, cone now, Dr. Platt-"

They argued sonme nore, but N vely left without getting anywhere. A week later, just after
the rock containing the mammoth had been hoisted into its tank, he was back

"Dr. Platt," he began, "we're businessnen, and we're willing to pay a fair price-" So they
went at it again-again wthout result.

After Nively had gone, Platt said to Staples: "He nust think |'mpretty obtuse! The reason

they're after ny process is that they're afraid it'll break their nonopoly. There isn't a circus
or zoo in the country that wouldn't |ike one or two prehistoric aninmals."

The taciturn Staples opined: "I have an idea they'll get really riled when we get a couple
of the sane species and breed "em"

"By Jove, | never thought of that! Nobody buys wild |ions nowadays. It's too easy to raise
your own. That gives nme another idea. Suppose we start a race of, say, elotheres, |ike our big

piggy friend over there. And suppose civilization collapses, so that the record of our work here
is lost. Wwn't the pal eontologists of a few thousand years hence have a tine figuring how the

el ot heres di sappeared conpletely in the M ocene, and then reappeared again twenty mllion years
later, warts and all?"

"That's easy," retorted Staples. "They'll invent a sunken continent in the Pacific Ccean
where the El otherid~ hung out during the Pliocene and Pl ei stocene. And then a | and bridge was
formed, enabling themto spread over North-Hey, don't throwthat! |I'Il be good!"

Nively's third visit was sonetine |ater, when the manmot h was al nost ready to be hoisted
out of his tank. The sunburned man cane to the point right away.

"Dr. Platt," he said, "we have a big business, built up with a great deal of effort, and
we shan't sit around and watch it destroyed just because sone scientist gets a bright idea. W'll
meke you a perfectly fair offer: W buy your patent application, under an agreenent whereby you
can practice your process, provided you nane us exclusive agent for the sale of your aninals. In
that way you can conti nue
your scientific work; we retain control of the commercial field; everyone's happy. Wat do you
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say, old chap?"

"I"'msorry, M. Nively, but I"'mnot in the market for such an arrangenent. |If you want to
tal k nonexciusive licenses, | mght be willing to listen."”

"Now | ook here, Dr. Platt, you'd better think twice before you turn us down. We're a
power ful organi zati on, you know, and we can nake things very unpleasant for you."

“I'"Il take a chance on that."

"A wild-animal collection's a vulnerable piece of property, you know. Accidents-"

"M. Nively"-here Platt's col or wandered down the spectrumtoward the red end-"will you
pl ease get to hell out of here?”
Ni vel y got.

Platt, looking after him nused: "There goes ny tenper again. Perhaps | should have
stalled."

“"Maybe," agreed Staples. "He wasn't actually muttering threats when he went out, but he
| ooked as if he were thinking them"

"It's probably bluff,"” said Platt. "But | think I'll take on another nan. W need somebody
up and around all the tine."

In due season they hoisted the mammoth out of his bath and started his heart. They were
nervous, as he was by far the largest aninal they had tried the process on. Platt whooped and
threw his hat in the air when Parel aphas showed signs of life. Staples whooped, too, but he didn't
throw his hat in the air.

They naned the manmmot h Tecunt ha, after the fanpbus Shawnee chief. He stood el even feet six
i nches, which is about as big as the biggest nodern African el ephant. He had helically tw sted
tusks that al nost crossed at the tips. Wen he becane fully consci ous he nade some runpus, but
after a while calmed down |ike a nodern el ephant. During his recovery period he grew a thick coat
of short, coarse brown hair.

Platt had, as he had said he would, taken on another man to help Elias. Early one norning
Tecunt ha had a slight stomach ache. This new nman, Jake, went out to see what he was squealing
about. Jake dissolved his nedicine in an el ephant hi ghball-one bucketful, equal parts of gin and
gi nger extract-and took it in to him Tecuntha was sucking it up his trunk and gurgling happily,
and Jake had stepped out of sight, when Nively materialized. He wal ked up to the enclo
sure and shot Tecuntha through the upper part of his bead with a Birni ngham . 303.

That was a m stake. The Birm ngham .303 is nuch too light a rifle for shooting el ephants.
And t he upper part of an elephant's head is nmerely a cellular bone structure to anchor its huge
neck nmuscles. Its brain is nuch | ower down. N vely had done all his field work in South Anerica
and didn't know that about an el ephant's construction. The bullet went through Tecuntha's head,
but it nerely made himvery, very angry. He trunpeted. That is a nobst startling sound the first
time you hear it, like twenty nmen bl owi ng bugles full of spit.

Jake heard the commotion and ran out. He took one | ook at Tecumtha and made for the gate.
In his hurry he left it open. Nively took one nore shot, which went wild. Then he ran, too, wth
Tecuntha after him He had no chance to reach his car. The mammot h woul d have caught hi mri ght
there if he hadn't spotted Elias' bicycle | eaning against a tree.

The noi se brought Kenneth Staples out of bed. He got to the windowin time to see Nively
and the bicycle whirl down the driveway with Tecuntha cl ose behind, and di sappear on the hi ghway
headed for Carriesville.

Staples did not wait to dress, but ran downstairs and out to the garage. He did pause |ong
enough to snatch a hat fromthe rack in the hall. He took the truck Platt had bought for noving
| aige animals, and started after N vely and Tecunt ha.

He had not gone a mile when he was stopped by Popenoe, the | ocal state highway cop

"Ch," said Popenoe, "it's you, M. Staples. Well, what the hell do you nean by-"

"I'"mlooking for nmy mammot h," Staples told him

"Your what ?"
"My mammot h-you know, a big el ephant with hair."
"Well, I've sure heard funny excuses in ny time, but this beats anything. And in your
paj amas, too. | give up. Go ahead and chase your elephant. But I'll follow you, and he better turn

out to be real. You sure he wasn't pink, with green spots?"

The geol ogi st said he was sure, and drove on to Carriesville. He found a good part of the
town turned out around the public square, although nobody seened anxi ous to get cl ose.

Towns like Carricsville al nost al ways have a grassy spot in their
m ddl e, and on the grassy spot either a statue or a gun and a pile of cannonballs. A typical
conbination is that of a Krupp 1 s-centineter howitzer, Mdel 1916, and a pile of four-inch iron
roundshot of the vintage of 184g. Carriesville had an equestrian statue of General Philip Sheridan
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on a tall granite pedestal in front of the courthouse. The sun was just rising, and its pink rays
shone on M. Nively, who was perched on General Sheridan's hat. Tecuntha was shuffling around the
base of the statue and trying to reach Nively with his trunk

Staples |l earned |ater that one local citizen had enptied a pistol at Tecuntha, but the
manmot h hadn't even noticed it. Then sonebody shot himwith a deer rifle, which annoyed him He
took after the shooter, who went away. Nobody tried any nore shooting. Wiile Tecuntha's attention
was distracted, Nively started to clinb down, but the manmoth returned before he had a chance to
do so.

St apl es drove the truck up near the courthouse and got out. Tecumtha took a few steps
toward him Staples prepared to retreat, but the mammoth recogni zed hi m and went back to Nively.
He paid no attention to Staples' calls. He figured howto get his head agai nst the pedestal
wi t hout his tusks being in the way, and with one good heave, over went little Phil Sheridan. As
the statue toppled, Nively caught a branch of a big oak nearby and dangled |like an oriole's nest.
Tecunt ha wal t zed around underneath and nade hostile noi ses.

Stapl es drove the truck up al ongside the manmoth. He | et down the tailboard and called to
Nively to swing over so he'd land on the roof of the cab, and stay there. Nively did so. Tecuntha
tried to reach himthere, but couldn't quite nake it. He strolled around the truck. Seeing the
tail board, he ran up it into the body to get closer to Nively. Staples hoisted the tail into place
and barred it. Then he went around to the front end and clinbed up on the hood.

Ni vely was sitting on the roof of the cab, |ooking remarkably pale for such a sunburned
man. Staples foresaw difficulties in getting back to Platt's, and he couldn't go around as he was.
He thought, it's a shane to take advantage of a man who's so all in, but he has it comng to him
Al oud he said: "Lend ne your pants and your noney."

Ni vely protested. Staples was not given to |lengthy argunents. He clinbed up beside Nively
and grabbed his arm "Want to go over on top of your playmate?" he grow ed.

Ni vely was a hard man physically, but he wi nced under the geolo

gist's grip. "You . . . you extortioner!" he sputtered. "I could have you arrested!"
"Yeah? So could | have you arrested for trespass and vandalism not to nention stealing a
bi cycle. Come on, hand "emover. 1'll see that you get them back, and your car, too."

Ni vely | ooked at Tecuntha's trunk, which had crawl ed up over the front wall of the truck
body and was feeling around hopefully, and gave in. Staples |eft himenough noney to get back to
Chi cago, and he departed.

About this time Popenoe, the state policeman, and two of the town's three |ocal cops had
gotten up their courage to approach the truck. One of the latter carried a submachi ne gun

"Better get out of the way, M. Staples," he said. "That there's a dangerous wild aninal,
and we're gonna kill him"

"Ch, no, you're not," answered Staples. "He's also a val uabl e piece of property and a
scientifically inportant specinen."”

"Don't nmake no difference. Minicipal Odinance No. 486-" He was peering under the edge of
the canvas cover on the side of the truck body. He got the mammoth's | ocation, stepped back, and
rai sed his gun.

Staples did not see that sitting in the cab while his charge was filled with | ead would
serve any useful purpose. He backed the truck off the courthouse | awn and drove away. Al three
cops yelled. Staples couldn't go back the way he had conme, because the road was bl ocked by cars
and people. He took the opposite direction, toward Warsaw and Chi cago. After two bl ocks he turned
off and into a garage where he was known. Half a mnute later he had the satisfaction of seeing
two police cars shoot past the intersection with sirens going. In a few mnutes they cane scooting
back, evidently thinking that Staples had sneaked around and nmade for hone.

He tel ephoned Platt and told himwhat had happened. Platt said:

"For God's sake, don't conme back now, Ken. There's a state trooper out front waiting for you-or
rather, for Tecuntha."

"Well, what'Il | do? I've got to take care of himsonmehow. He'll be getting hungry, and he
has a coupl e of gunshot wounds that need | ooking at."

Platt paused. "I'Il tell you: Drive himup to Chicago and sell himto the zoo. The
director's name is Traphagen. The cops won't be expecting you to go that way, and if you bring
Tecunt ha back here it'll just make nore trouble."

As Stapl es hung up, the garage nan asked: "\Vho's that Tecuntha you was tal king about, M.
Stapl es?" He was | eaning agai nst the truck. At that instant the mammoth gave one of his spine.
chilling toots. Kennedy, the garage nman, junped a foot straight up

"That's Tecuntha," said Staples pleasantly. He got into the truck and drove off.

He reached Chicago about ten, and at el even asked to see Dr. Traphagen. The director's
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secretary | ooked at Staples queerly, but then, he was a queer-looking sight, with his pajana coat,
Ni vel y' s pants-six inches too short-and his bedroom sli ppers.

The girl asked Staples if he had a card. He got out his wallet and gave her one. Wen she
had di sappeared into the inner office, Staples renenbered that it was Nively's wallet and cards
t hat he had.

Presently she came out and ushered himin. He said; "Good norning, Dr. Traphagen."

"M. Staples . . . ah . . . Nwvely. . . ah . . . just take it easy; everything' s going to
be all right."

"It's all right about the card; | can explain. But ny nane's really Staples, and I-"

"Just what is it you want, M. . . . ah. . . Staples?"

"Woul d you be interested in buying a mammot h?"

"Well, ny dear sir, we're only interested in live animals. If you have a fossil, | think
the Field Museumis the place to go."

"I didn't say it was a fossil. It's very nmuch alive; a fine adult mal e of Parel ephas
jefiersonii. Wuldn't you like to take a |look at it?"

"Certainly, certainly, nmy dear sir, | shall be glad to." Traphagen started out. As Staples

wal ked through the door two keepers seized him Traphagen barked at the girl: "Quick now, call the
asylum or hospital, or whatever it is!"

Stapl es wriggled, but the keepers had handl ed tougher game than a mere hunan bei ng.
"Listen, Dr. Traphagen," he said, "you can decide |'ma nut if you like. But I wish you'd take a
|l ook at the mamrmoth first. Did you ever hear of Dr. Glnore Plattr'

"Tsk, tsk, ny dear sir, first you say your nane is Staples, then you produce a card with
"Nively' on it, and now you say you're Dr. Platt. Now just keep quiet. You're going to a nice
pl ace where you can play with all the namobths you want"

Stapl es protested sonme nore, but it got himnowhere. He was not a very articul ate nan
especially with his hat off, and he could make no headway agai nst Traphagen's repeated injunctions
to keep calm

The anbul ance arrived, and the nmen in white coats marched Staples out of the
Admi ni stration Building and down the wal k. Traphagen waddl ed behi nd. The truck was standi ng just
in front of the anbul ance. Staples yelled: "Tecuntha!" The nmamoth hoisted his trunk and
trunpeted. The horrible brassy sound so startled the internes that they let go of Staples, but to
their credit they grabbed their patient again before he could take action

Traphagen ran over and | ooked under the canvas. He cane back crying: "GCh, dear nme! Oh,
dear ne! I'mso sorry! I'mso sorry! Cone to think of it, I do know about Platt and his process.
But | never thought you were really himl mean fromhim It's all a mstake, boys, it's all a
nm stake. He isn't crazy, after all."

The internes released Staples. In a tone of injured dignity, he said: "I've been trying
for fifteen nminutes to explain who I am Dr. Traphagen, but you wouldn't let ne."

Traphagen apol ogi zed sone nore, and said: "Now, | don't knowif you still want to discuss
the sale of that animal, ny dear sir, but I'd be glad to. I'll have to | ook at our budget first,

to see what our unexpended bal ance for the quarter is-"

| was really nore anused than angry, though I didn't Iet Traphagen see that until we'd
agreed on the price. He was so enbarrassed that he gave me a good one. A few dollars of it had to
go to the Benefit Fund of the Carriesville police departnent, to square nme with them

Platt has hired sonme guards and had the place fenced properly. | don't think the Marco
Polo outfit will try anything again. After all that publicity any 'accidents would | ook
suspicious. Platt also hired another assistant, an enthusiastic young pal eontol ogi st naned
Roubi deaux. They're in Woni ng now di ggi ng di nosaurs out of the Laram e Cretaceous beds.

We have sone fine specinmens in the cages, and nore coming along in the tanks. One of the
latter is a Mastodon ameri canus, already prom sed to the Bronx Zool ogical Park in New York.

But | started out to tell you why | wanted to leave Platt. In the first place, |'ma
geol ogi st, not a wild-animal keeper. The above gives you sone idea of what working for Platt is
like. In the second, | have, as | said, a famly to support, and I want to keep my health. Last

week | got a wire fromPlatt saying they'd found a conplete Tyrannosaurus rex skeleton, fifty feet
long and with a nmouth full of
six-inch teeth. I know what that means, and | think 1'd better clear out while I"'mstill in one
pi ece.
Best personal regards to you and Georgia. See you soon, | hope. Ken.
THE GNARLY NAN
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DR. MATI LDA SADDLER first saw the gnarly nman on the evening of June ~4th, 1g~6, at Coney I sl and.
The spring neeting of the Eastern Section of the Anerican Anthropol ogi cal Associ ati on had broken
up, and Dr. Saddler had had dinner with two of her professional colleagues, Blue of Colunbia and
Jeffcott of Yale. She nentioned that she had never visited Coney and nmeant to go there that

eveni ng. She urged Blue and Jeff cott to cone along, but they begged off.

Watching Dr. Saddler's retreating back, Blue of Colunbia crackled: "The WIld Wrnan from
Wchita. Wonder if she's hunting another husband?' He was a thin man with a small gray beard and a
who-t he-Hel | -are-you-Sir expression.

"How many has she had?" asked Jeff cott of Yale.

"Three to date. Don't know why ant hropol ogi sts | ead the nost disorderly private lives of
any scientists. Must be that they study the custons and norals of all these different peoples, and
ask thenselves, 'If the Eskinobs can do it why can't we?'" |'mold enough to be safe, thank God."

“I'"'mnot afraid of her," said Jeffcott. He was in his early forties and | ooked |ike a
farmer uneasy in store-bought clothes. al~mso very thoroughly married."

"Yeah? Qught to have been at Stanford a few years ago, when she was there. It wasn't safe
to wal k across the campus, with Tuthill chasing all the females and Saddler all the males."~

Dr. Saddler had to fight her way off the subway train, as the adol escents who infest the
platformof the BBMT.'s Stillwell Avenue Station are probably the worst-mannered people on earth,
possi bly excepting the Dobu Islanders of the Western Pacific. She didn't
much nmind. She was a tall, strongly built woman in her late thirties, who had been kept in trim by
the outdoor rigors of her profession. Besides, sone of the inane remarks in Swift's paper on
occul turation anong the Arapaho Indians had gotten her fighting blood up.

Wal ki ng down Surf Avenue toward Brighton Beach, she | ooked at the concessions without
trying them preferring to watch the hunan types that did and the other human types that took
their noney. She did try a shooting gallery, but found knocking tin ows off their perch with a
.22 too easy to be nmuch fun. Long-range work with an arny rifle was her idea of shooting.

The concession next to the shooting gallery would have been called a sideshow if there had
been a main show for it to be a sideshow to. The usual lurid banner proclaimed the uni queness of
t he two-headed cal f, the bearded woman, Arachne the spider-girl, and other marvels. The piece de
resi stance was Ungo-Bungo the ferocious ape-man, captured in the Congo at a cost of twenty-seven
lives. The picture showed an enornous Ungo-Bungo squeezing a hapless Negro in each hand, while
others sought to throw a net over him

Al t hough Dr. Saddl er knew perfectly well that the feroci ous apeman would turn out to be an
ordi nary Caucasian with false hair on his chest, a streak of whinsicality inpelled her to go in
Per haps, she thought, she could have sonme fun with her coll eagues about it.

The spieler went through his |eather-lunged harangue. Dr. Saddl er guessed fromhis
expression that his feet hurt. The tattooed lady didn't interest her, as her decorations obviously
had no cultural significance, as they have anong the Pol ynesians. As for the ancient Mayan, Dr.
Saddl er thought it in questionable taste to exhibit a poor mcrocephalic idiot that way. Professor
Yogi's | egerdemain and fireeating weren't bad.

A curtain hung in front of Ungo-Bungo's cage. At the appropriate nmonent there were grow s
and the sound of a length of chain being slapped against a netal plate. The spieler wound up on a
hi gh not e:

« . ladies and gentlenen, the one and only Ungo-Bungo!" The curtain dropped.

The ape-nman was squatting at the back of his cage. He dropped his chain, got up, and
shuffled forward. He grasped two of the bars and shook them They were appropriately |oose and
rattled alarmngly. Ungo-Bungo snarled at the patrons, showing his even yellow teeth.

Dr. Saddler stared hard. This was sonething new in the ape-man
Iine. Ungo-Bungo was about five feet three, but very mmssive, with enornous hunched shoul ders.
Above and bel ow his blue swinmng trunks, thick grizzled hair covered himfromcrown to ankle. His
short stout-nuscled arns ended in big hands with thick gnarled fingers. Hs neck projected
slightly forward, so that fromthe front he seened to have but little neck at all.

H s face- Well, thought Dr. Saddler, she knew all the living races of nen, and all the
types of freaks brought about by gl andul ar nal adj ustment, and none of them had a face |ike that.

It was deeply lined. The forehead between the short scalp hair and the brows on the huge
supraorbital ridges receded sharply. The nose, though wi de, was not apelike; it was a shortened
versi on of the thick hooked Arnmenoid or "Jew sh" nose. The face ended in a long upper lip and a
retreating chin. And the yellow sh skin apparently bel onged to Ungo- Bungo.
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The curtain was whi sked up again.

Dr. Saddler went out with the others, but paid another dine, and soon was back inside. She
paid no attention to the spieler, but got a good position in front of Ungo-Bungo's cage before the
rest of the crowd arrived.

Ungo- Bungo repeated his perfornance with nechanical precision. Dr. Saddler noticed that he
linped a little as he cane forward to rattle the bars, and that the skin under his mat of hair
bore several big whitish scars. The last joint of his left ring finger was nissing. She noted
certain things about the proportions of his shin and thigh, of his forearmand upper arm and his
big splay feet.

Dr. Saddler paid a third dine. An idea was knocking at her mind sonewhere, trying to get
in; either she was crazy or physical anthropol ogy was haywi re or-sonething. But she knew that if
she did the sensible thing, which was to go hone, the idea would plague her from now on.

After the third performance she spoke to the spieler. "I think your M. Ungo-Bungo used to
be a friend of mine. Could you arrange for nme to see himafter he finishes?"

The spieler checked his sarcasm H s questioner was so obviously not a-not the sort of
dame who asks to see guys after they finish

"Ch, him" he said. "Calls hinself Gaffney-C arence Al oysius Gaff ney. That the guy you
want ?"

"Way, yes."

"Quess you can." He |l ooked at his watch. "He's got four nore turns to do before we cl ose
I"l'l have to ask the boss." He popped through a curtain and called, "Hey, Mrrie!" Then he was
back. "It's okay. Morrie says you can wait in his office. Foist door to the right."

Morrie was stout, bald, and hospitable. "Sure, sure," he said, waving his cigar. "G ad to
be of soivice, Mss Saddler. Chust a mmwhile |I talk to Gaffney's manager." He stuck his head out.
"Hey, Pappas! Lady wants to talk to your ape-nman later. | nmeant |lady. Ckay." He returned to orate
on the difficulties besetting the freak business. "You take this Gaffney, now He's the best dam
ape-man in the business; all that hair really grows outa him And the poor guy really has a face
like that. But do people believe it? No! I hear 'em going out, saying about how the hair is pasted
on, and the whole thing is a fake. It's nortifying." He cocked his head, |istening. "That runble
wasn't no rolly-coaster; it's gonna rain. Hope it's over by tonmorrow. You woul dn't believe the way
a rain can knock ya receipts off. If you drew a coive, it would be like this." He drew his finger
hori zontal ly through space, jerking it down sharply to indicate the effect of rain. "But as
sai d, people don't appreciate what you try to do for "em It's not just the noney; | think of
myself as an ottist. A creative ottist. A show like this got to have bal ance and proportion, |ike
any other ott

It nust have been an hour | ater when a slow, deep voice at the door said, "D d sonebody
want to see me?"

The gnarly man was in the doorway. In street clothes, with the collar of his raincoat
turned up and his hat brimpulled down, he | ooked nore or |ess human, though the coat fitted his
great sloping shoulders badly. He had a thick knobby wal king stick with a | eather |oop near the
top end. A small dark man fidgeted behind him

"Yeah," said Morrie, interrupting his lecture. "Clarence, this is Mss Saddl er, Mss
Saddler, this is our Mster Gaffney, one of our outstanding creative ottists."

"Pl eased to neetcha," said the gnarly man. "This is ny manager, M. Pappas."

Dr. Saddl er explained, and said she'd like to talk to M. Gaffney if she mght. She was
tactful; you had to be to pry into the private affairs of Naga headhunters, for instance. The
gnarly nan said he'd be glad to have a cup of coffee with Mss Saddl er; there was a pl ace around
the corner that they could reach w thout getting wet.

As they started out, Pappas followed, fidgeting nore and nore.

The gnarly man said, "Ch, go hone to bed, John. Don't worry about ne." He grinned at Dr. Saddl er.
The effect woul & have been unnerving to anyone but an ant hropol ogist. "Every time he sees ne

tal king to anybody, he thinks it's some other manager trying to steal ne." He spoke Genera
Anerican, with a suggestion of Irish brogue in the |Iowering of the vowels in words |ike "nan" and
"talk." "I nmade the |l awer who drew up our contract fix it so it can be ended on short notice."

Pappas departed, still |ooking suspicious. The rain had practically ceased. The gnarly man
stepped along snartly despite his linp. A wonman passed with a fox terrier on a | eash. The dog
sniffed in the direction of the gnarly man, and then to all appearances went crazy, yel ping and
slavering. The gnarly man shifted his grip on the massive stick and said quietly, "Better hang on
to him ma'am" The woman departed hastily. "They just don't like me," commented Gaffney. "Dogs,
that is."

They found a table and ordered their coffee. Wen the gnariy man took off his raincoat,
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Dr. Saddl er becane aware of a strong snell of cheap perfume. He got out a pipe with a big knobbly
bowl. It suited him just as the walking stick did. Dr. Saddler noticed that the deep-sunk eyes
under the beetling arches were |ight hazel

"Well?" he said in his runbling draw .

She began her questi ons.

"My parents were lrish," he answered. "But | was born in South Boston-let's see-forty-six
years ago. | can get you a copy of nmy birth certificate. Carence Al oysius Gaffney, May 2, 1910."
He seened to get sone secret anusement out of that statenent.
"Were either of your parents of your sonewhat unusual physical type?"
He paused before answering. He always did, it seened. "Uh-huh. Both of 'em d ands,
"Were they both born in Ireland?"
"Yep. County Sligo." Again that nysterious tw nkle.
She paused. "M . Gffney, you wouldn't mind having sonme photographs and measurenents nade,
woul d you? You coul d use the photographs in your business.”

"Maybe." He took a sip. "Quch! Gazooks, that's hot!"

suppose.

"What ?"

"l said the coffee's hot."

"l nean, before that."

The gnarly man | ooked a little enbarrassed. "Ch, you nean the ~gazooks'? Well, 1-uh---once
knew a man who used to say that."

"M. Gaffney, I'ma scientist, and I"'mnot trying to get anything out of you for ny own

sake. You can be frank with me."
There was something renote and inpersonal in his stare that gave her a slight spina

chill. "Meaning that | haven't been so far?"
"Yes. Wien | saw you | decided that there was sonething extraordi nary in your background.
I still think there is. Now, if you think I'mcrazy, say so and we'll drop the subject. But | want

to get to the bottomof this.™

He took his tinme about answering. "That woul d depend." There was anot her pause. Then he
said, "Wth your connections, do you know any really first-class surgeons?"

"But-yes, | know Dunbar."

"The guy who wears a purple gown when he operates? The guy who wrote a book on God, Man
and the Universe?"

"Yes. He's a good man, in spite of his theatrical mannerisnms. \Vhv? Wiat woul d you want of

hi n?"

"sot what youre thinking, |'msatis~ed with nmv-uh-~-unusual physical type. But | have sone
old injuries-broken bones that didn't knit properly-that I want fixed up. He'd have to be a good
man, though. | have a couple of thousand in the savings bank, but | know the sort of fees those
guys charge. If you could nake the necessary arrangenments-"

"Why, yes, I'"'msure | could. In fact I could guarantee it. Then | was right? And you'll-"
She hesit at ed.

"Cone cl ean? Unh-huh. But renmenber, | can still prove |'mdarence Aloysius if | have to."

"Who are you, then?"

Again there was a |ong pause. Then the gnarly man said, "Mght as well tell you. As soon
as you repeat any of it, you'll have put your professional reputation in ny hands, remenber.

"First off, I wasn't born in Massachusetts. | was born on the upper Rhine, near
Mommenheim and as nearly as | can figure out, about the year ~0,000 B.C."

Dr. Saddl er wondered whet her she'd stunbl ed on the biggest thing in anthropol ogy or
whet her this bizarre man was maki ng Baron Munchausen | ook |ike a piker

I-1c seenmed to cuess her thoo~ht~~. 1 can't orov~ tln~t. of course,

But so long as you arrange about that operation, | don't care whether you believe me or not."
" But - but - how?"

"I think the lightning did it. W were out trying to drive sone bison into a pit. Wll,
this big thunderstorm cane up, and the bison bolted in the wong direction. So we gave up and
tried to find shelter. And the next thing | knew | was Iying on the ground with the rain running
over nme, and the rest of the clan standing around wailing about what had they done to get the
stormgod sore at them so he made a bull's-eye on one of their best hunters. They'd never said
that about nme before. It's funny how you' re never appreciated while you're alive.

"But | was alive, all right. My nerves were pretty well shot for a few weeks, but
otherwise | was all right except for sonme burns on the soles of ny feet. | don't know just what
happened, except | was reading a couple of nears ago that scientists had | ocated the nmachinery
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that controls the replacenment of tissue in the nmedulla ohiongata. | think mavhc the lightning did
sonmething to my medulla to speed it

An'. ~va~ | never cot ~in older aftcr that. Physic~U~, that is~ And except for those
broken bones | told you about. | was thirty-three at the tinme, nore or less. W didn't keep track
of ages. | |ook older now, because the lines in your face are bound to get sort of set after a few
t housand years, and because our hair was always gray at the ends. But | can still tie an ordinary

Homo sapiens in a knot if | want to."
"Then you're-you nmean to say you're-you're trying to tell me you're-" -
"A Neanderthal nan? Honmo neanderthal ensis? That's right”

Matil da Saddler's hotel roomwas a bit crowmded, with the gnarly man, the frosty Blue, the rustic
Jeffcott, Dr. Saddler herself, and Harold McGannon the historian. This McGannon was a small nan
very neat and pi nk-skinned. He | ooked nore Ilike a New York Central director than a professor. Just
now hi s expression was one of fascination. Dr. Saddler |ooked full of pride; Professor Jeffcott
| ooked interested but puzzled; Dr. Blue | ooked bored. (He hadn't wanted to cone in the first
pl ace.) The gnarly man, stretched out in the nost confortable LhaiL and puffinc hic ever~rovu
pi pe. ~ecrmed to bc ening tiirnerl~.

McGannon was asking a question. "Well, M.-.-Gffney? | suppose that's your name as much
as any."

"You might say so," said the gnarly man. "My original name was sonething |ike Shining
Hawk. But |'ve gone under hundreds of nanes since then. If you register in a hotel as ' Shining
Hawk' it's apt to attract attention. And | try to avoid that."

"Why?" asked MeGannon.

The gnarly man | ooked at his audi ence as one mght ook at willfully stupid children. "I
don't like trouble. The best way to keep out of trouble is not to attract attention. That's why I
have to pull up stakes and nove every ten or fifteen years. People m ght get curious as to why I
never got any ol der."

"Pat hol ogical liar," nmurmured Blue. The words were barely audible, but the gnarly nman
heard them

"You're entitled to your opinion, Dr. Blue," he said affably. "Dr. Saddler's doing nme a
favor, so in return I'mletting you all shoot questions at me. And |I'manswering. | don't give a
dam whet her you believe ne or not."

MeGannon hastily threw in another question. "Howis it that you have a birth certificate,
as you say you have?"

"Ch, | knew a man named C arence Gaffney once. He got killed by an autonobile, and | took
his name."

"WAs there any reason for picking this Irish background?"

"Are you Irish, Dr. McGannon?"

"Not enough to matter."”

"Ckay. | didn't want to hurt any feelings. It's ny best bet. There are real Irishnen with
upper lips like nine."
Dr. Saddl er broke in. "I neant to ask you, Carence." She put a |lot of warnth into his

nane. "There's an argunment as to whether your people interbred with m ne, when m ne overran Europe
at the end of the Musterian. It's been thought that the "old black breed" of the west coast of
Ireland m ght have a little Neanderthal blood."

He grinned slightly. "Well-yes and no. There never was any back in the Stone Age, as far
as | know. But these long-lipped Irish are ny fault."

" How?"

"Believe it or not, but in the last fifty centuries there have been sonme wonen of your
species that didn't find nme too repulsive. Usually there were no offspring. But in the Sixteenth
Century | went to Ireland to live. They were burning too many people for witchcraft in
the rest of Europe to suit ne at that tinme. And there was a wonan. The result this tine was a
flock of hybrids-cute little devils they were. So the 'old black breed" are ny descendants.”

"What did happen to your people?" asked McGannon. 'Were they killed off?"

The gnarly man shrugged. "Sone of them W weren't at all warlike. But then the tall ones,
as we called them weren't either. Sone of the tribes of the tall ones | ooked on us as legitinate
prey, but nost of themlet us severely alone. | guess they were al nost as scared of us as we were
of them Savages as primtive as that are really pretty peaceabl e people. You have to work so
hard, and there are so few of you, that there's no object in fighting wars. That comes |ater, when
you get agriculture and livestock, so you have sonething worth stealing.

"I remenber that a hundred years after the tall ones had come, there were stil
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Neanderthalers living in nmy part of the country. But they died out. | think it was that they | ost
their ambition. The tall ones were pretty crude, but they were so far ahead of us that our things
and our custons seened silly. Finally we just sat around and |ived on what scraps we coul d beg
fromthe tall ones' canps. You might say we died of an inferiority conplex."

"What happened to you?" asked McGannon

“Ch, | was a god anobng nmy own people by then, and naturally | represented themin dealings
with the tall ones. | got to know the tall ones pretty well, and they were willing to put up with
me after all ny own clan were dead. Then in a couple of hundred years they'd forgotten all about
my people, and took me for a hunchback or something. | got to - be pretty good at flintworking, so
I could earn ny keep. Wen netal canme in | went into that, and finally into blacksmthing. If you
put all the horseshoes |'ve nade in a pile, they'd-well, you' d have a damm big pile of horseshoes

anyway. "

"Did you linp at that tine?" asked McGannon

"Uk-huh. | busted ny leg back in the Neolithic. Fell out of a tree, and had to set it
nmysel f, because there wasn't anybody around. Wy?"

"Vul can," said McGannon softly.

"Vul can?" repeated the gnarly man. "Wasn't he a G eek god or sonethi ng?"

"Yes. He was the lame blacksnith of the gods."

"You nean you think that maybe sonmebody got the idea from
me? That's an interesting idea. Little late to check up on it, though." Blue | eaned forward, and
said crisply, "M. Gaffney, no real Neanderthal man could talk as entertainingly as you do. That's
shown by the poor devel opnent of the frontal |obes of the brain and the attachnments of the tongue
nmuscl es. "

The gnarly man shrugged again. "You can believe what you like. My own clan consi dered me
pretty smart, and then you're bound to learn sonething in fifty thousand years."

Dr. Saddler said, "Tell them about your teeth, C arence."

The gnarly man grinned. "They're fal se, of course. My own lasted a long time, but they
still wore out sonewhere back in the Paleolithic. | grewa third set, and they wore out too. So |
had to i nvent soup."

"You what?" It was the usually taciturn Jeff cott.

"l had to invent soup, to keep alive. You know, the bark-dish-andhot-stones nmethod. My
guns got pretty tough after a while, but they still weren't nmuch good for chewing hard stuff. So
after a few thousand years | got pretty sick of soup and mushy foods generally. And when neta
came in | began experinmenting with false teeth. | finally made sone pretty good ones. Anber teeth
in copper plates. You mght say | invented themtoo. | tried often to sell them but they never
really caught on until around 1750 A.D. | was living in Paris then, and | built up quite a little
busi ness before I nmoved on." He pulled the handkerchief out of his breast pocket to w pe his
forehead; Blue nade a face as the wave of perfunme reached him

"Well, M. Caveman," snapped Bl ue sarcastically, "how do you |ike our machine age?"

The gnarly man ignored the tone of the question. "It's not bad. Lots of interesting things
happen. The nmain trouble is the shirts.”

"Shirts?"

"“Uh- huh. Just try to buy a shirt with a 20 neck and a 29 sleeve. | have to order 'em
special. It's alnmost as bad with hats and shoes. | wear an 8-1/2 and a 13 shoe." He | ooked at his
watch. "I've got to get back to Coney to work."

McGannon junped up. "Wiere can | get in touch with you again, M. Gaffney? There's |lots of
things 1'd like to ask you."

The gnarly man told him "lI'mfree nornings. My working hours are two to m dni ght on
weekdays, with a couple of hours off for dinner. Union rules, you know."

"You nean there's a union for you show peopl e?"

"Sure. Only they call it a guild. They think they're artists, you know. "

Bl ue and Jeffcott watched the gnarly man and the historian walking slowy toward the
subway together. Blue said, "Poor old Mac! | always thought he had sense. Looks like he's
swal | owed this Gaffney's ravings hook, line, and sinker."

"I"'mnot so sure,"” said Jeff cott, frowning. "There's something funny about the business."

"What ?" barked Blue. "Don't tell ne that you believe this story of being alive fifty
t housand years? A caverman who uses perfume? Good God!"

"N-no," said Jeffcott. "Not the fifty thousand part. But | don't think it's a sinple case
of paranoia or plain lying either. And the perfune's quite logical, if he were telling the truth."

" Huh?"
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"Body odor. Saddler told us how dogs hate him He'd have a snell different from ours.
We're so used to ours that we don't even know we have one, unless somebody goes without a bath for
a couple of nonths. But we might notice his if he didn't disguise it."

Blue snorted. "You'll be believing himyourself in a mnute. It's an obvious gl andul ar
case, and he's nade up this story to fit. Al that talk about not caring whether we believe himor
not is just bluff. Cone on, let's get sone lunch. Say, did you see the way Saddl er | ooked at him
every time she said 'Carence' ? Wnder what she thinks she's going to do with hinP"

Jeffcott thought. "I can guess. And if he is telling the truth, | think there's sonething
i n Deuteronony against it"

The great surgeon nade a point of looking |like a great surgeon, to pince-nez and Vandyke
He waved the X-ray negatives at the gnarly man, pointing out this and that.

"We'd better take the leg first,” he said. "Suppose we do that next Tuesday. Wen you've
recovered fromthat we can tackle the shoul der.™

The gnarly man agreed, and shuffled out of the little private hospital to where MGannon
awaited himin his car. The gnarly man described the tentative schedul e of operations, and
mentioned that he had nmade arrangenments to quit his job at the last minute. "Those two are the
main things," he said. "I'd like to try professional wes
thug again sonme day, and | can't unless | get this shoulder fixed so | can raise ny left arm over
my head. "

"What happened to it?" asked McGannon

The gnarly man cl osed his eyes, thinking. "Let me see. | get things mxed up sonetines.
Peopl e do when they're only fifty years old, so you can inmagine what it's like for ne.

"In 42 B.C. | was living with the Bituriges in Gaul. You renenber that Caesar shut up
Wer ki nghetorich-Vercingetorix to you-in Alesia, and the confederacy raised an arny of relief under
Caswal | on. "

"Caswal | on?"

The gnarly nman | aughed shortly. "I meant Wercaswal |l on. Caswahl on was a Briton, wasn't he?
I'"'m al ways getting those two ni xed up
"Anyhow, | got drafted. That's all you can call it; | didn't want to go. It wasn't exactly

my war. But they wanted ne because | could pull twice as heavy a bow as anybody el se

"When the final attack on Caesar's ring of fortifications came, they sent nme forward with
sonme other archers to provide a covering fire for their infantry. At least that was the plan
Actually | never saw such a hopeless nuddle in ny life. And before | even got within bowshot, |
fell into one of the Romans' covered pits. | didn't land on the point of the stake, but | fetched
up against the side of it and busted ny shoul der. There wasn't any hel p, because the Gaul s were
too busy running away from Caesar's Cerman cavalry to bother about wounded nen."

The author of God, Man, and the Universe gazed after his departing patient. He spoke to
his head assistant. "Wuat do you think of hin®"

"I think it's so," said the assistant. "I |ooked over those X-rays pretty closely. That
skel et on never bel onged to a human bei ng. "

"Hhm Hmm " said Dunbar. "That's right, he wouldn't be hunman, would he? Hm You know, if
anyt hi ng happened to him"

The assistant grinned understandingly. "OF course there's the
S.P.CA"

"W needn't worry about them Hmm " He thought, you've been slipping: nothing big in the
papers for a year. But if you published a conpl ete anatom cal description of a Neanderthal man-or
if you found out why his nedulla functions the way it does-hmm of course it would have to be
managed properly-

"Let's have lunch at the Natural H story Museum" said MeGannon. "Sone of the people there
ought to know you."

"Ckay," drawl ed the gnarhy man. "Only |'ve still got to get back to Coney afterward. This
is my last day. Tonorrow Pappas and | are going up to see our |awer about ending our contract.
It's a dirty trick on poor old John, but | warned himat the start that this m ght happen.™

"l suppose we can come up to interview you while you're-ah- conval esci ng? Fine. Have you
ever been to the Museum by the way?"

"Sure," said the gnarly nan. "I get around."

"What did you-ah-think of their stuff in the Hall of the Age of Man?"

"Pretty good. There's a little mistake in one of those big wall paintings. The second horn
on the woolly rhinoceros ought to slant forward nore. | thought about witing thema letter. But
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you know how it is. They say 'Wre you there?" and | say 'Uh-huh' and they say ' Another nut."

"How about the pictures and busts of Pal eohithic nen?"

"Pretty good. But they have sonme funny ideas. They always show us with skins wapped
around our middles. In sutmer we didn't wear skins, and in winter we hung them around our
shoul ders where they'd do sone good.

"And then they show those tall ones that you call Cro-Magnon nmen cl ean shaven. As |
remenber they all had whiskers. Wat woul d they shave with?"

"I think," said McGannon, "that they |eave the beards off the busts to-ah-show the shape
of the chins. Wth the beards they'd all ook too nmuch alike."

"I's that the reason? They m ght say so on the labels." The gnarly man rubbed his own chin
such as it was. "I w sh beards would conme back into style. | ook much nore human with a beard.
got along fine in the Sixteenth Century when everybody had whiskers.

"That's one of the ways | renmenber when things happened, by the haircuts and whi skers that
peopl e had. | renenber when a wagon | was driving in Mlan |lost a wheel and spilled flour bags
fromhell to breakfast. That nust have been in the Sixteenth Century, before I went to Irel and,
because | renenber that nost of the men in the crowd that collected had beards. Nowwait a m nute-
maybe that was the Fourteenth. There were a | ot of beards then too."

"Way, why didn't you keep a diary?" asked McGannon with a groan of exasperation

The gnarly man shrugged characteristically. aAnd pack around six trunks full of paper
every time | nmoved? No, thanks."

"l -ah-don't suppose you could give ne the real story of Richard Ill and the princes in the
Tower ?"

"Why should I? | was just a poor blacksmith or farnmer or sonething nost of the tinme. |
didn't go around with the big shots. | gave up all ny ideas of anbition a long tine before that.
had to, being so different fromother people. As far as | can renenber, the only real king | ever
got a good | ook at was Charl enagne, when he made a speech in Paris one day. He was just a big tal
man with Santa C aus whi skers and a squeaky voice."

Next norning McGannon and the gnarly man had a session with Svedberg at the Museum after
whi ch McGannon drove Gaffney around to the lawer's office, on the third floor of a seedy old
office building in the West Fifties. James Robinette | ooked sonething |ike a novie actor and
sonmething like a chipnmunk. He glanced at his watch and said to McGannon: "This won't take long. If
you'd like to stick around I'd be glad to have lunch with you." The fact was that he was feeling
just a trifle queasy about being left with this damm queer client, this circus freak or whatever
he was, with his barrel body and his funny slow draw .

When t he busi ness had been conpleted, and the gnarly nan had gone off with his rmanager to
wind up his affairs at Coney, Robinette said, "Wiew | thought he was a halfwit, fromhis | ooks.
But there was nothing halfwitted about the way he went over those clauses. You' d have thought the
damm contract was for building a subway system Wat is he, anyhow?"

McGannon tol d hi mwhat he knew.

The | awyer's eyebrows went up. "Do you believe his yarn?"

"I do. So does Saddler. So does Svedberg up at the Miseum They're both topnotchers in
their respective fields. Saddler and | have interviewed him and Svedberg's exam ned him
physically. But it's just opinion. Fred Blue still swears it's a hoax or a case of sone sort of
denmentia. Neither of us can prove anything."

"Why not ?"

"Wl | -ah-how are you going to prove that he was or was not alive a hundred years ago? Take
one case: Clarence says he ran a sawrill in Fairbanks, Al aska, in 1906 and '07, under the nane of
M chael Shawn. How are you going to find out whether there was a sawril| operator in Fairbanks at
that time? And if you did stunble on a record of a Mchael Shawn, how would you know whet her he
and C arence were the same? There's not a chance in a thousand that there'd be a photograph or a
detail ed description you could check with. And you'd have an awful tinme trying to find anybody who
remenbered himat this late date.

"Then, Svedberg poked around d arence's face, and said that no human being ever had a pair
of zygomatic arches like that. But when | told Blue that, he offered to produce photographs of a
human skull that did. | know what'l|l happen: Blue will say that the arches are practically the
same, and Svedberg will say that they're obviously different. So there we'll be."

Robi nette nmused, "He does seem dammed intelligent for an apeman."

"He's not an ape-nman really. The Neanderthal race was a separate branch of the hunman
stock; they were nmore prinmitive in sone ways and nore advanced in others than we are. Carence nmay
be slow, but he usually grinds out the right answer. | imagine that he was-ah- brilliant, for one
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of his kind, to begin with. And he's had the benefit of so nuch experience. He knows us; he sees
through us and our notives." The little pink man puckered up his forehead. "I do hope nothing
happens to him He's carrying around a lot of priceless information in that big -head of his.
Sinply priceless. Not much about war and politics; he kept clear of those as a natter of self-
preservation. But little things, about how people lived and how they thought thousands of years
ago. He gets his periods nixed up sonetines, but he gets them strai ghtened out if you give him
tinme.

“I"1l have to get hold of Pell, the linguist. Carence knows dozens of ancient |anguages,
such as Gothic and Gaulish. | was able to check himon sonme of them |I|ike vulgar Latin; that was
one of the things that convinced ne. And there are archeol ogi sts and psychol ogi sts.

“I'f only sonething doesn't happen to scare himoff. W'd never find him | don't know.

Bet ween a man-crazy fenale scientist and a publicity-mad surgeon-1 wonder how it'll work out."

The gnarly man innocently entered the waiting roomof Dunbar's hospital. He as usua
spotted the nost confortable chair and settled luxuriously into it.

Dunbar stood before him H s keen eyes gleaned with anticipation behind their pince-nez.
"There'll be a wait of about half an hour, M. Gffney," he said. "W're all tied up now, you
know. |I'Il send Mahler in; he'll see that you have anything you want." Dunbar's eyes ran lovingly
over the gnarly man's stunpy frane. What fascinating secrets nmightn't he di scover once he got
inside it?

Mahl er appeared, a healthy-1|ooki ng youngster. Was there anything M. Gaffney would |ike?
The gnarly man paused as usual to let his nassive nental machinery grind. A vagrant inmpul se noved
himto ask to see the instrunments that were to be used on him

Mahl er had his orders, but this seened a harnl ess enough request. lie went and returned
with a tray full of gleaning steel. "You see," he said, "these are called scal pels."

Presently the gnarly nan asked, "What's this?" He picked up a peculiar-Iooking instrument.

"Ch, that's the boss's own invention. For getting at the nidbrain."

"M dbrai n? What' s that doi ng here?"

"Why, that's for getting at your-that nust be there by mistake-" Little |ines tightened
around the queer hazel eyes. "Yeah?' He renenbered the | ook Dunbar had given him and Dunbar's
general reputation. "Say, could | use your phone a m nute?"

"Why-1 suppose-what do you want to phone for?"

"I want to call ny | awyer. Any objections?"

"No, of course not. But there isn't any phone here."

"What do you call that?" The gnarly nman rose and wal ked toward the instrument in plain
sight on a table. But Mahler was there before him standing in front of it.

"This one doesn't work. It's being fixed."

"Can't | try it?"

"No, not till it's fixed. It doesn't work, | tell you."

The gnarly man studi ed the young physician for a few seconds. "Ckay, then I'Il find one
that does." He started for the door.

"Hey, you can't go out now" cried Mhler

"Can't |? Just watch ne!"

"Hey!" It was a full-throated yell. Like nmagic nore nen in white coats appeared. Behind
them was the great surgeon. "Be reasonabl e,
M. Gaffney," he said. "There's no reason why you should go out now, you know. W'l| be ready for

you in alittle wiile."

"Any reason why | shouldn't?" The gnarly man's big face swng on his thick neck, and his
hazel eyes swiveled. Al the exits were blocked. "I'm going."

"Grab him" said Dunbar.

The white coats nmoved. The gnarly man got his hands on the back of a chair. The chair
whirl ed, and becane a dissolving blur as the nmen closed on him Pieces of chair flew about the
room to fall with the dry sharp pink of short | engths of wood. Wien the gnarly man stopped
swi ngi ng, having only a short piece of the chair back left in each fist, one assistant was out
cold. Another |eaned whitely against the wall and nursed a broken arm

"Go on!" shouted Dunbar when he coul d nake hinself heard. The white wave cl osed over the
gnarly man, then broke. The gnarly man was on his feet, and held young Mahl er by the ankles. He
spread his feet and swung the shrieking Mahler like a club, clearing the way to the door. He
turned, whirled Mahler around his head |ike a hammer thrower, and let the now nercifully
unconsci ous body fly. His assailants went down in a yamering tangle.

One was still up. Under Dunbar's urging he sprang after the gnarly man. The latter had
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gotten his stick out of the unbrella stand in the vestibule. The knobby upper end went whoowh past
the assistant's nose. The assistant junped back and fell over one of the casualties. The front
door slamed, and there was a deep roar of "Taxi!"

"Conme on!" shrieked Dunbar. "Get the anbul ance outl"

James Robinette sat in his office on the third floor of a seedy old office building in the
West Fifties, thinking the thoughts that |awers do in noments of relaxation

He wondered about that damm queer client, that circus freak or whatever he was, who had
been in a couple of days before with his nanager. A barrel-bodied man who | ooked like a hal fwit
and talked in a funny slow draw . Though there had been nothing halfwitted about the acute way he
had gone over those clauses. You'd think the damm contract had been for building a subway system

There was a pounding of large feet in the corridor, a startled protest from M ss Spevak in
the outer office, and the strange customer was before Robinette's desk, breathing hard.

"I"'m Gafiney," he growl ed between gasps. "Renenber ne? |
think they foll owed ne down here. They'll be up any minute. | want your help."

"They? Who's they?" Robinette winced at the inmpact of that damed perfune.

The gnarly man | aunched into his nisfortunes. He was going well when there were nore
protests from M ss Spevak, and Dr. Dunbar and four assistants burst into the office

"He's ours,"” said Dunbar, his glasses agl eam

"He's an ape-nan," said the assistant with the bl ack eye.

"He's a dangerous lunatic," said the assistant with the cut |ip.

"We've come to take himaway," said the assistant with the torn pants.

The gnarly nman spread his feet and gripped his stick like a baseball bat.

Robi nette opened a desk drawer and got out a large pistol. "One nmove toward himand |']
use this. The use of extreme violence is justified to prevent commi ssion of a felony, to wt,
ki dnappi ng. "

The five nen backed up a little. Dunbar said, "This isn't kidnapping. You can only ki dnap
a person, you know. He isn't a human being, and | can prove it."

The assistant with the bl ack eye snickered. "If he wants protection, he better see a gane
war den i nstead of a | awer."

"Maybe that's what you think," said Robinette. "You aren't a |lawyer. According to the |aw
he's human. Even corporations, idiots, and unborn children are legally persons, and he's a dam
sight nmore human than they are.”

"Then he's a dangerous lunatic," said Dunbar

"Yeah? Wiere's your conmitnent order? The only persons who can apply for one are (a) close
relatives and (b) public officials charged with the maintenance of order. You're neither."

Dunbar continued stubbornly. "He ran anuck in ny hospital and nearly killed a couple of ny
men, you know. | guess that gives us sone rights."”

"Sure," said Robinette. "You can step down to the nearest station and swear out a

" He turned to the gnarly man. "Shall we slap a civil suit on 'em Gaffney?"

“I"'mall right," said the individual, his speech returning to its normal slowness. "l just
want to make sure these guys don't pester ne anynore."

"Okay. Now |listen, Dunbar. One hostile nmove out of you and
we'll have a warrant out for you for false arrest, assault and battery, attenpted ki dnappi ng,
crimnal conspiracy, and disorderly conduct. W'll throw the book at you. And there'll be a s'uit
for danages for sundry torts, to wit, assault, deprivation of civil rights, placing in jeopardy of
life and linmb, nenace, and a few nore | may think of later."

"You'll never mmke that stick," snarled Dunbar. "W have all the w tnesses."

"Yeah? And woul dn't the great Evan Dunbar | ook sweet defendi ng such actions? Sone of the
| adi es who gush over your books m ght suspect that nmaybe you weren't such a damm knight in shining
arnor. W can neke a prize nonkey of you, and you know it."

"You're destroying the possibility of a great scientific discovery, you know, Robinette."

"To hell with that. My duty is to protect nmy client. Now beat it, all of you, before
call a cop." His left hand noved suggestively to the tel ephone.

Dunbar grasped at a last straw. "Hmm Have you got a pernmit for that gun?"

"Damm right. Want to see it?"

Dunbar sighed. "Never mnd. You would have." His greatest opportunity for fame was
slipping out of his fingers. He drooped toward the door

The gnarly man spoke up. "If you don't mind, Dr. Dunbar. | left ny hat at your place. |
wi sh you'd send it to M. Robinette here. | have a hard tine getting hats to fit me."

Dunbar | ooked at himsilently and left with his cohorts.

war r ant .
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The gnarly man was giving the lawer further details when the tel ephone rang. Robinette

answered: "Yes . . . Saddler? Yes, he's here

- Your Dr. Dunbar was going to nurder himso he could dissect him. . . Okay." He turned
to the gnarly man. "Your friend Dr. Saddler is |ooking for you. She's on her way up here."

"Herakl es!" said Gaffney. "I'm going."

“"Don't you want to see her? She was phoning fromaround the corner. If you go out now
you'll run into her. How did she know where to call?"

"l gave her your nunber. | suppose she called the hospital and ny boardi ng house, and
tried you as a last resort. This door goes into the hail, doesn't it? Wll, when she conmes in the

regul ar door 1'm goi ng
out this one. And | don't want you saying where |'ve gone. N ce to have known you, M. Robinette."

"Why? What's the matter? You' re not going to run out now, are you? Dunbar's harnl ess, and
you' ve got friends. |I'myour friend."

"You're durn tootin' I'magonna run out. There's too nmuch trouble. 1've kept alive al
these centuries by staying away fromtrouble. |I let down ny guard with Dr. Saddler, and went to
the surgeon she recommended. First he plots to take ne apart to see what nakes nme tick. |f that
brain instrument hadn't nade ne suspicious |I'd have been on ny way to the al cohol jars by now.
Then there's a fight, and it's just pure luck | didn't kill a couple of those internes or whatever
they are and get sent up for manslaughter. Now Matilda's after nme with a nore than friendly
interest. | know what it means when a woman | ooks at you that way and calls you "dear.' | wouldn't
mnd if she weren't a prom nent person of the kind that's always in some sort of garboil. That
woul d nean nore troubl e sooner or later. You don't suppose | like trouble, do you?"

"But | ook here, Gaffney, you're getting steamed up over a |l ot of dam-"

"Ssst!" The gnarly man took his stick and tiptoed over to the private entrance. As Dr.
Saddl er's cl ear voice sounded in the outer office, he sneaked out. He was cl osing the door behind
hi m when the scientist entered the inner office

Mati |l da Saddl er was a quick thinker. Robinette hardly had tine to open his mouth when she
flung herself at and through the private door with a cry of "C arence!”

Robi nette heard the clatter of feet on the stairs. Neither the pursued nor the pursuer had
waited for the creaky el evator. Looking out the window he saw Gaffney leap into a taxi. Mtilda
Saddl er sprinted after the cab, calling, "darence! Cone back!" But the traffic was light and the
chase correspondi ngly hopel ess.

They did hear fromthe gnarly man once nore. Three nmonths |ater Robinette got a letter
whose envel ope contained, to his vast astonishment, ten ten-dollar bills. The single sheet was
typed even to the signature.

Dear M. Robinette:
| do not know what your regular fees are, but | hope that the enclosed will cover your
services to nme of last July.

Since | eaving New York | have had several jobs. | pushed a hack (as we say) in Chicago,
and | tried out as pitcher on a bush-league baseball team Once | made ny living by knocki ng over
rabbits and things with stones, and | can still throw fairly well. Nor am| bad at sw nging a club

like a baseball bat. But my | aneness makes ne too slow for a baseball career
I now have a job whose nature | cannot disclose because | do not wish to be traced. You

need pay no attention to the postmark; | amnot living in Kansas City, but had a friend post this
letter
there. -

Ambi tion would be foolish for one in nmy peculiar position. | amsatisfied with a job that

furnishes ne with the essentials and allows me to go to an occasional novie, and a few friends
with whom | can drink beer and tal k.
| was sorry to | eave New York without saying good-bye to Dr. Harold McGannon, who treated

me very nicely. | wish you would explain to himwhy | had to leave as | did. You can get in touch
wi th himthrough Col unbia University.

I f Dunbar sent you ny hat as | requested, please mail it to ne, General Delivery, Kansas
Cty, Mo. My friend will pick it up. There is not a hat store in this towm where | live that can
fit ne.

Wth best wishes, | remain
Yours sincerely,
Shi ni ng Hawk

alias C arence Al oysius @Gaffney
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"REWARD OF VI RTUE"

Sir Glbert de Vere was a virtuous knight;

He succored the weak and he fought for the right
But cherished a goal that he never could sight:
He wanted a dragon to |ight.

He prayed all the night and he prayed all the day
That God woul d provide hima dragon to slay;
And CGod heard his prayer and considered a way To furnish Sir Glbert his prey.

And so, to conply with Sir Glbert's denmand But having no genui ne dragons to hand, God whisked him
away to an earlier |and,
Wth destrier, arnor, and brand.

And in the Cretaceous, Sir Glbert de Vere
Di scovered a fifty-foot carnosaur near
He dug in his spurs and he |l eveled his spear And charged wi thout flicker of fear

The point struck a rib, and the |Iance broke in twain; The knight clapped a hand to his hilt, but
in vain:
The di nosaur swal | owed t hat val orous thane, And gallant Sir Gl bert was slain.

The iron apparel he wore for his ride, However, was rough on the reptile's inside. That dinosaur
presently |lay down and di ed,
And honor was thus satisfied.

But G lbert no longer was present to care

So pester not God with your w shes. Beware!

What happens when Heaven has answered your prayer |Is your, and no other's, affair!
NOTHI NG I N THE RULES

NOT MANY SPECTATORS turn out for a neet between two mnor wonen's sw nming clubs, and this one was
no exception. Louis Connaught, |ooking up at the bal cony, thought casually that the single row of
seats around it was about half full, nostly with the usual bored-Iooking assortnment of husbands
and boy friends, and sone of the Hotel Creston's guests who had wandered in for want of anything
better to do. One of the bellboys was asking an eveni nggowned fenal e not to snoke, and she was
showing irritation. M. Santalucia and the little Santalucias were there as usual to see nmamm
perform They waved down at Connaught.

Connaught -a dark devilish-looking little man-glanced over to the other side of the pool
The girls were conming out of the shower roons, and their shrill conversation was blurred by the
acoustics of the pool roominto a continuous buzz. The air was faintly steany. The stout party in -
white duck pants was Laird, coach of the Knickerbockers and Connaught's arch rival. He saw
Connaught and booned: "Hi, Louie!"™ The words rattled fromwall to wall with a sound like a stick
being drawmn swiftly along a picket fence. Warnbach of the A. A U Conmmittee, who was refereeing,
came in with his overcoat still on and greeted Laird, but the booning reverberations drowned his
wor ds before they got over to Connaught.

Then sonebody el se cane through the door; or rather, a knot of people crowded through it
all at once, facing inward, some in bathing suits and sonme in street clothes. It was a few seconds
bef ore Coach Connaught saw what they were | ooking at. He blinked and | ooked nore closely, standing
with his nouth half open.

But not for long. "Hey!" he yelled in a voice that nade the poo
roomsound like the inside of a snare drumin use. 'Protest! PROTEST! You can't do that!"

It had been the precedi ng eveni ng when Herbert Laird opened his front door and shouted,
"Hlo, Mark, cone on in." The chill March wi nd was naking a good deal of racket but not so nuch as
all that. Laird was given to shouting on general principle. He was stocky and bal d.

Mark Vining cane in and deposited his briefcase. He was younger than Laird-just thirty, in
fact-with octagonal glasses and rather thin, severe features, which made himl ook nore serious
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t han he was.

"d ad you could cone, Mark," said Laird. "Listen, can you nmake our nmeet with the Crestons
t onorr ow ni ght ?"

Vining pursed his lips thoughtfully. "I guess so. Loom s decided not to appeal, so | don't
have to work nights for a few days anyhow. |Is sonething special up?"

Laird | ooked sly. "Maybe. Listen, you know that Ms. Santalucia that Louie Connaught has
been cleaning up with for the past couple of years? | think |I've got that fixed. But | want you
along to think up | egal reasons why ny schene's okay."

"*Way," said Vining cautiously, "what's your schene?"

"Can't tell you now. | promised not to. But if Louie can win by entering a freak-a wonman
with webbed fingers-"

"Ch, look here, Herb, you know those webs don't really help her-"

“Yes, yes, | know all the argunents. You' ve already got nore water resistance to your arns
than you' ve got nuscle to overcome it with, and so forth. But | know Ms. Santal ucia has webbed
fingers, and I know she's the best dammed woman swimer in New York. And | don't like it. It's bad
for my prestige as a coach." He turned and shouted into the gloom "lantha!"

"Yes?"

"Conme here, will you please? | want you to neet ny friend M. Vining. Here, we need sone
l'ight"

The |ight showed the living roomas usual buried under disorderly piles of boxes of
bat hi ng suits and ot her sw nmi ng equi pnent, the sale of which furnished Herbert Laird with nost of
his income. It also showed a young wonan conming in in a wheelchair.

One | ook gave Vining a feeling that, he knew, boded no good for him He was unfortunate in
bei ng a pushover for any reasonably attractive girl and at the same time being cursed with an
al nost pat ho
| ogi cal shyness where wonen were concerned. The fact that both he and Laird were bachel ors and
took their swinmmng seriously was the nmain tie between them

This girl was nore than reasonably attractive. She was, thought the dazzled Vining, a wow,
a ten-strike, a direct sixteen-inch hit. Her smooth, rather flat features and hi gh cheekbones had
a hint of Asian or Anerican Indian and went oddly with her light-gold hair, which, Vining could
have sworn, had a faint greenish tinge. A blanket was w apped around her | egs.

He cane out of his trance as Laird introduced the exquisite creature as "M ss Delfoiros."

M ss Del foiros did not seemexactly overcome. As she extended her hand, she said with a
noti ceabl e accent: "You are not fromthe newspapers, M. Vining?"

"No," said Vining. "Just a lawyer. | specialize in wills and probates and things. Not

t hi nki ng of drawing up yours, are you?"
She rel axed visibly and | aughed. "No. | 'ope | shall not need one for a long, long tine."
"Still," said Vining seriously, "you never know"

Laird bell owed: "Wonder what's keeping that sister of mine. Dinner ought to be ready.
Martha!" He marched out, and Vining heard Mss Laird's voice, sonething about "-but Herb, | had to
| et those things cool down-"

Vining wondered with a great wonder what he should say to Mss Delfoiros. Finally he said,
" Smoke?"

"“Ch, no, thank you very nuch. | do not do it."

"Mndif | do?"

"No, not at all." -

"Wher eabouts do you hail fronP" Vining thought the question sounded both brusque and
silly. He never did get the hang of tal king easily under these circunstances.

"Ch, I amfromKip-Cyprus, | nean. You know, the island."

"WII you be at this swi mmng neet?"

"Yes, | think so."

"You don't"-he | owered his voi ce-"know what scheme Herb's got up his sleeve to beat La
Sant al uci a?"

"Yes . . . no. . . | donot . . . what | neanis, | nust not tell." More nystery, thought
Vining. Wiat he really wanted to know was why she was confined to a wheel chair; whether the cause
was tenporary or pernmanent. But you couldn't ask a person right out,
and he was still frying to concoct a | eading question when Laird' s bellow wafted in: "Al'l right,
fol ks, soup's on!" Vining woul d have pushed the wheelchair in, but before he had a chance, the
girl had spun the chair around and was halfway to the dining room

Vining said: "Hello, Martha, how s the school t eachi ng busi ness?" But he was not really
payi ng nuch attention to Laird' s capable spinster sister. He was gaping at Mss Del foiros, who was

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...e%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (50 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:02 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

quite calmMy enptying a teaspoonful of salt into her water glass and stirring.

"What. . . what?" he gul ped.

"I "ave to," she said. "Fresh water makes me-|i ke what you call drunk."

"Listen, Mark!" roared his friend. "Are you sure you can be there on tine tonorrow ni ght?
There are sone questions of eligibility to be cleared up, and I'mlikely to need you badly."

"WIIl Mss Delfoiros be there?" Vining grinned, feeling very foolish inside.

"Ch, sure. lantha's our . . . say, listen, you knowthat little eighteen-year-old C ara
Havranek? She did the hundred in one-oh-five yesterday. She's chanpionship material. W'll clean
the Creston Cub yet-" He went on, loud and fast, about what he was going to do to Louie
Connaught's girls. The while, Mark Vining tried to concentrate on his own food, which was good,
and on lantha Del foiros, who was charni ng but evasive.

There seened to be sonething special about Mss Del foiros' food, to judge by the way
Mart ha Laird had served it. Vining | ooked closely and saw that it had the peculiarly dead and
clamy | ook that a dinner once hot but now cold has. He asked about it.

"Yes," she said, "I like it cold.”

"You nean you don't eat anything hot?"

She made a face. "' food? No, | do not like it. To us it is-"

“"Listen, Mark! | hear the W S. A is going to throw a postseason neet in April for

novi ces only-"

Vining' s dessert lay before hima full mnute before he noticed it. He was too busy
t hi nki ng how delightful Mss Delfoiros' accent was.

When di nner was over, Laird said, "Listen, Mark, you know sonet hi ng about these | aws

agai nst owni ng gol d? Well, | ook here-" He led the way to a candy box on a table in the living
room The box contained, not candy, but gold and silver coins. Laird handed the | awer several of
them The first one he exani ned was a silver crown, bearing the inscription "Carolus Il Dei G a"

encircling the head of
Engl and's Merry Monarch with a weath in his hair-or, nore probably, in his wig. The second was an
ei ghteent h-cent~ury Spanish dollar. The third was a Louis d' Or.

"I didn't know you went in for coin collecting, Herb," said Vifling. "I suppose these are
al | genui ne?"

"They're genuine all right. But I'mnot collecting "em You might say |'mtaking 'emin

trade. | have a chance to sell ten thousand bathing caps, if | can take paynent in those things."

"I shouldn't think the U S. Rubber Conpany would |like the idea nmuch."

"That's just the point. Wiat'll | do with "emafter | get "en? WII| the government put ne
injail for having 'enP"

"You needn't worry about that. | don't think the law covers old coins, though I'Il look it
up to make sure. Better call up the American Numi smatic Society-they're in the phone book-and they
can tell you how to dispose of them But |ook here, what the devil is this? Ten thousand bat hi ng

caps to be paid for in pieces-of-eight? | never heard of such a thing."

"That's it exactly. Just ask the little lady here.” Laird turned to | antha, who was
nervously trying to signal himto keep quiet. "The deal's her doing."

"I did - . . did-" She |looked as if she were going to cry. "Erbert, you should not have
said that. You see," she said to Vining, "we do not like to '"ave a lot to do with people. Al ways
it causes us troubles."

"Who, " asked Vining, "do you nean by 'we'?"

She shut her nouth obstinately. Vining alnost nelted, but his legal instincts cane to the
surface. If you don't get a grip on yourself, he thought, you'll be in love with her in another
five mnutes, and that night be a disaster. He said firmy:

"Herb, the nmore | see of this business, the crazier it |ooks. Whatever's going on, you

seemto be trying to get me intoit. But I'mdamed if I'Il let you unless | know what it's al
about . "

"Mght as well tell him lantha," said Laird. "He'll know when he sees you sw mtonorrow,
anyhow. "

She said: "You will not tell the newspaper nen, M. Vining?"

"No, | won't say anything to anybody."

"You prom se?"

"Of course. You can depend on a | awer to keep things under his hat."

"Under his- | suppose you nmean, not to tell. So, |ook." She reached down and pulled up the
| ower end of the bl anket.
Vi ning | ooked. Where he expected to see feet, there was a pair of horizontal flukes, like

t hose of a porpoise.
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Loui s Connaught's having kittens, when he saw what his rival coach had sprung on him can
thus be easily explained. First he doubted his own senses; then he doubted whether there was any
justice in the world.

Meanwhil e, Mark Vining proudly pushed | antha' s wheel chair in among the cluster of judges
and timekeepers at the starting end of the pool. lantha herself, in a bright green bathing cap
hel d her bl anket around her shoul ders, but the slate-gray tail with its flukes was plain for al
to see. The skin of the tail was snmooth and the flukes were horizontal; artists who show nernmaids
with scales and a vertical tail fin, like a fish's, sinply do not know their zool ogy.

"Al'l right, all right," bellowed Laird. "Don't crowd around. Everybody get back to where
they bel ong. Everybody, please."

One of the spectators, |eaning over the rail of the balony to see, dropped a fountain pen
into the pool. One of Connaught's girls, a Mss Black, dove in after it.

Qgden Wanmbach, the referee, poked a finger at the skin of the tail. He was a wel | -groomned,
gray- hai red man.

"Laird," he said, "is this a joke?"

"Not at all. She's entered in the back stroke and all the free styles, just |like any other

club menber. She's even registered with the

"But . . . but. . . | nean, is it alive? Is it real?"

| ant ha spoke up. "Wy do you not ask me those questions, M. . . . M. . . . | do not know
you-"

"CGood grief," said Wanbaeh. "It talks! I'mthe referee, Mss-"

"Delfoiros. lantha Delfoiros."

"My word. Upon ny word. That neans-let's see-Violet Porpoise-tail, doesn't it? Deiphis
pl us oura-"

"You know Greek? Oh, 'ow nice!" She broke into a string of dinotiki.

Wanmbach gulped a little. "Too fast for ne, I'mafraid. And that's nodern Geek, isn't it?"

"Why, yes. | am nodern, am | not?"

"Dear me. | suppose so. But is that tail really real? | nmean, it's not just a piece of
costunmery?"

"Ch, but yes." lantha threw of f the bl anket and waved her flukes. Everyone in the poo

seened to have turned into a pair of eyeballs to which a body and a pair of |egs were vaguely
att ached.

"Dear me," said Ogden Wanbach. "\Were are ny gl asses? You understand, | just want to nake
sure there's nothing spurious about this.™

Ms. Santal ucia, a nuscular-looking lady with a visible nustache and fingers webbed down
to the first joint, said, "You nean | gotta sw m agai nst her?"

Loui s Connaught had been sizzling |like a dynanmite fuse. "You can't do it!" he shrilled.
"This is a woman's neet! | protest!"

"So what?" said Laird

"But you can't enter a fish in a wonan's swi mii ng neet! Can you, M. Wanbach?"

Mar k Vi ni ng spoke up. He had just taken a bunch of papers clipped together out of his
pocket and was running through them

"M ss Delfoiros," he asserted, "is not a fish. She's a mammal ."

"How do you figure that?" yelled Connaught.

"Look at her."

"Un-rn-rn," said Oyden Wanmbach. "I see what you nean."

"But,"” howl ed Connaught, "she still ain't human!"”

"There is a question about that, M. Vining," said Wanbach.

"No question at all. There's nothing in the rules against entering a nmernaid, and there's

not hi ng that says the conpetitors have to be human."

Connaught was hoppi ng about |ike an overw ought cricket. He was now waving a copy of the
current A, A U swimmng, diving, and water polo rules. "I still protest! Look here! Al through
here it only tal ks about two kinds of neets, nen's and wonen's. She ain't a woman, and she
certainly ain'"t a nman. If the Union had wanted to have neets for nernaids they'd have said so."

"Not a worman?" asked Vining in a manner that juries |earned neant a rapier thrust at an
opponent. "l beg your pardon, M. Connaught. | |ooked the question up." He frowned at his sheaf of
papers. "Wbsters's International Dictionary, Second Edition, defines a wonan as 'any fenale
person.' And it further defines 'person' as 'a being characterized by consci ous apprehension
rationality, and a noral sense.'" He turned to Wanbach. "Sir, | think you'll
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agree that M ss Delfoiros has exhibited consci ous apprehension and rationality during her
conversation with you, won't you?"

"My word. . . | really don't know what to say, M. Vining. . . | suppose she has, but |
couldn't say-"

Horwi tz, the scorekeeper, spoke up. "You might ask her to give the multiplication table."
Nobody pai d himany attention

Connaught exhi bited synptons of apopl exy. "But you can't- '\WWat the hell you talking about-
consci ous ap-ap-"

"Pl ease, M. Connaught!" said Wanbach. "Wen you shout that way | can't understand you
because of the echoes."

Connaught nastered hinself with a visible effort. Then he | ooked crafty. "How do | know
she's got a noral sense?"

Vining turned to lan tha. "Have you ever been in jail, lan tha?" |lantha |aughed. "Wat a
funny question, Mark! But of course, | have not."

"That's what she says," sneered Connaught. "How you gonna prove it?"

"W don't have to," said Vining loftily. "The burden of proof is on the accuser, and the
accused is legally innocent until proved guilty. That principle was well established by the tine
of King Edward the First."

"Ch, damm King Edward the First," cried Connaught. "That wasn't the kind of noral sense
meant anyway. How about what they call noral turp-turp- You know what | nean."

"Hey," growl ed Laird, "what's the idea? Are you trying to cast- Wat's the word, Mark?"

" Asper si ons?"

"-cast aspersions on one of nmy swimers? You watch out, Louie. If | hear you be- \Vhat's
the word, Mark?"

"Besnirching her fair nanme?"

"-besnmirching her fair name, I'lIl drown you in your own tank."

"And after that," said Vining, "we'll slap a suit on you for slander."

"Gentl| enen! Gentlenen!" said Wanbach. "Let's not have any nore personalities, please. This
is a swnmng neet, not a lawsuit. Let's get to the point."

"W've made ours," said Vining with dignity. "W've shown that [antha Delfoiros is a
woman, and M. Connaught has stated, hinmself, that this is a woman's neet. Therefore, Mss
Del foiros is eligible.

Q E D"
"Ahem " said Wanbach. "I don't quite know 1|l never had a case |like this to decide before."
Loui s Connaught al nost had tears in his eyes; at |east he sounded as if he did. "M,
Wanbach, you can't let Herb Laird do this to ne. I'll be a |aughingstock."

Laird snorted. "How about your beating me with your Ms. Santalucia? | didn't get any
synpat hy from you when peopl e | aughed at nme on account of that. And how rmuch good did it do ne to
prot est agai nst her fingers?"

"But," wailed Connaught, "if he can enter this Mss Delfoiros, what's to stop sonebody
fromentering a trained sea lion or sonething? Do you want to nake conpetitive swinming into a
circus?"

Laird grinned. "Go ahead, Louie. Nobody's stopping you fromentaring anything you like.
How about it, Ogden? |Is she a woman?"

"Well. . . really. . - oh, dear-"

"Please!"” lantha Delfoiros rolled her violet-blue eyes at the bew | dered referee. "I
should so like to swmin this nice pooi with all these nice people!™

Wanbach sighed. "All right, ny dear, you shall!"

"Whoopee! " cried Laird, the cry being taken up by Vining, the nmenbers of the Knickerbocker
Swi mming Club, the other officials, and lastly the spectators. The noise in the encl osed space
made sensitive eardruns w nce.

"Wait a mnute," yel ped Connaught when the echoes had died. "Look here, page 19 of the
rul es. 'Regul ation Costune, Wnen:

Suits nust be of dark color, with skirt attached. Leg is to reach-' and so forth. Right here it
says it. She can't swimthe way she is, not in a sanctioned neet." -

"That's true," said Wanbach. "Let's see-"

Horwitz | ooked up fromhis little score-sheet-littered table. "Maybe one of the girls has
a halter she could borrow," he suggested. "That woul d be sonething."

"Hal ter, phooey!" snapped Connaught. "This neans a regular suit with legs and a skirt, and
everybody knows it."

"But she hasn't got any legs!" cried Laird. "How could she get into-"
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"That's just the point! If she can't wear a suit with legs, and the rules say you gotta
have | egs, she can't wear the regulation suit, and she can't conpete! | gotcha that tinme! Ha-ha,
I'"'msneering!"

“I"'mafraid not, Louie," said Vining, thunbing his own copy of
the rule book. He held it up to the light and read: "Note.-These rules are approximate, the idea
being to bar costumes which are i modest, or will attract undue attention and comment. The referee
shal |l have the power'-et cetera, et cetera. If we cut the legs out of a regular suit, and she
pulled the rest of it on over her head, that woul d be npdest enough for all practical purposes.
Wouldn't it, M. 'Wanbach?"

"Dear ne-l don't know | suppose it would."

Laird hissed to one of his pupils, "Hey, listen, Mss Havranek! You know where ny suitcase
is? Wll, you get one of the extra suits out of it, and there's a pair of scissors in with the
first-aid things. You fix that suit up so lantha can wear it."

Connaught subsided. "I see now," he said bitterly, "why you guys wanted to finish with a
300-yard free style instead of a relay. If 1'da" known what you were planni ng-and, you, Mark
Vining, if | ever get inajam I|'Il go to jail before I hire you for a | awer, so help ne!"

M's. Santal ucia had been glowering at lantha Del foiros. Suddenly she turned to Connaught.
"Thissa no fair. | swi magainst people. | no-gotta swi m agai nst nermaids."

"Pl ease, Maria, don't you desert nme," wailed Connaught.

"I no swimtonight."

Connaught | ooked up appealingly to the balcony. M. Santalucia and the little Santal uci as,
guessi ng what was happening, burst into a chorus of: "Go on, manmma! You show t hem mammal "

"Aw right. I swimone, maybe two races. If | see | no got a chance, | no swmno nore."

"That's better, Maria. It wouldn't really count if she beat you anyway." Connaught headed
for the door, saying sonething about "tel ephone” on the way.

Despite the delays in starting the meet, nobody |left the pooi roomthrough boredom In
fact, the enpty seats in the balcony were full by this time and peopl e were standing up behind
them Wbrd had gotten around the Hotel Creston that sonething was up

By the tinme Louis Connaught returned, Laird and Vining were pulling the altered bathing
suit on over lantha's head. It did not reach quite so far as they expected, having been designed
for a slightly slimrer swinmrer. Not that lantha was fat. But her human part, if not exactly plunp,
was at | east confortably uphol stered, so that no bones showed. |antha squirned around in the suit
a good deal and threw a | aughing remark in Greek to Wanbach, whose ex
pressi on showed that he hoped it did not nean what he suspected it did.

Laird said, "Now listen, lantha, renenber not to nove till the gun goes off. And renenber
that you swmdirectly over the black line on the bottom not between two lines."
"Are they going to shoot a gun? Ch, | amafraid of shooting!"

"It's nothing to be afraid of; just blank cartridges. They don't hurt anybody. And it
won't be so loud inside that cap.”

"Herb," said Vining, "won't she lose tine getting off, not being able to nake a flat dive
like the others?"

"She will. But it won't matter. She can swima nile in four mnutes, without really
trying."

Ritchey, the starter, announced the fifty-yard free style. He called:

"Al'l right, everybody, line up."

lantha slithered off her chair and crawl ed over to the starting platform The other girls
were all standing with feet together, bodies bent forward at the hips and arns pointing backward.
| antha got into a curious position of her own, with her tail bent under her and her weight resting
on her hand and fl ukes.

"Hey! Protest!" shouted Connaught. "The rules say that all races, except back strokes, are
started with dives. What kind of a dive do you call that?"

"Ch, dear," said 'Wanbach. "What-"

"That," said Vining urbanely, "is a nernaid dive. You couldn't expect her to stand upright
on her tail."

"But that's just it!" cried Connaught. "First you enter a nonregul ation swimer. Then you
put a nonregul ation suit on her. Then you start her off with a nonregulation dive. Ain't there
anyt hi ng you guys do |ike other people?"

"But," said Vining, |ooking through the rule book, "it doesn't say
-here it is. '"The start in all races shall be made with a dive.' But there's nothing in the rules
about what kind of dive shall be used. And the dictionary defines a dive sinply as 'a plunge into
water.' So if you junp in feet first holding your nose, that's a dive for the purpose of the
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di scussion. And in nmy years of watching swi nming neets, |'ve seen sone funnier starting dives than
Mss Delfoiros'.7

"I suppose he's right," said Wanbach

"Ckay, okay," snarled Connaught. "But the next tinme | have a neet with you and Herb,
bring a | awyer along too, see?"

Ritchey's gun went off. Vining noticed that lantha flinched a little
at the report and was perhaps slowed down a trifle in getting off by it. The other girls' bodies
shot out horizontally to snack the water loudly, but lantha slipped in with the snooth, unhurried
nmotion of a diving seal. Lacking the advantage of feet to push off with, she was several yards
behi nd the other swimers before she really got started. Ms. Santalucia had taken her usual |ead,
foam ng along with the slow strokes of her webbed hands.

laritha did not bother to come to the surface except at the turn, where she had been
specifically ordered to cone up so that the judge of the turns would not raise argunments as to
whet her she had touched the end, and at the finish. She hardly used her arms at all, except for an
occasional flip of her trailing hands to steer her. The sw ft up-and-down flutter of the powerful
tail flukes sent her through the water |ike a torpedo, her wake appearing on the surface six or
ei ght feet behind her. As she shot through the as yet unruffled waters at the far end of the poo
on the first leg, Vining, who had gone around to the side to watch, noticed that she had the power
of closing her nostrils tightly underwater, like a seal or a hippopotanus.

Ms. Santalucia finished the race in the very creditable time of 29.8 seconds. But | antha
Delfoiros arrived, not nmerely first, but inthe tine of 8.0 seconds. At the finish she did not
reach up to touch the starting platformand then hoist herself out by her arnms the way human
swimers do. She sinply angled up sharply, left the water like a | eaping trout, and came down with
a noi st smack on the concrete, al nost bowling over a tinekeeper. By the time the other contestants
had conpleted the turn she was sitting on the platformw th her tail curled under her. As the
girls foaned | aboriously down the final leg, she smiled dazzlingly at Vining, who had had to run
to be in at the finish.

"That,"” she said, "was nuch fun, Mark. | amso glad you and 'Erbert put me in these
races. "

Ms. Santalucia clinbed out and wal ked over to Horwitz's table. That young man was staring
in disbelief at the figures he had just witten.

"Yes," he said, "that's what it says. Mss lantha Delfoiros, 8.0; Ms. Mria Santal ucia,
29.8. Please don't drip on ny score sheets, lady. Say, Wanbach, isn't this a world' s record or
sonet hi ng?”

"My word!" said Wanbach. "It's less than half the existing shortcourse record. Less than a
third, maybe; I'd have to check it. Dear ne! I'll have to take it up with the Conmttee. | don't
know
whether they'd allowit; | don't think they will, even though there isn't any specific rule
agai nst mermai ds. "

Vi ni ng spoke up. "I think we've conplied with all the requirenments to have records
recogni zed, M. Wanbach. M ss Delfoiros was entered in advance like all the others."

"Yes, yes, M. Vining, but don't you see, a record' s a serious matter? No ordinary human
being could ever cone near a tinme like that."

"Unl ess he used an outboard nmotor," said Connaught. "If you allow contestants to use tai
fins like Mss Delfoiros, you oughta et "emuse propellers. | don't see why these guys shoul d be
the only ones to be let bust rules all over the place, and then think up |lawer argunents why it's

okay. |'mgonna get ne a | awer, too."

"That's all right, Ogden," said Laird. "You take it up with the Conmittee, but we don't
really care rmuch about the records anyway, so long as we can lick Louie here." He sniled
i ndul gently at Connaught, who sputtered with fury.

"I no swim" announced Ms. Santalucia. "This is all crazy business. | no got a chance."

"Now, Maria," said Connaught, taking her aside, "just once nore, won't you please? My
reputation-" The rest of his words were drowned in the general reverberation of the pool room But
at the end of themthe redoubtable fenal e appeared to have given in to his entreaties.

The hundred-yard free style started in nuch the sane manner as the fifty-yard. lantha did
not flinch at the gun this time and got off to a good start. She ski med al ong just bel ow the
surface, raising a wake like a tuna clipper. These waves confused the swinmrer in the adjacent
| ane, who happened to be Mss Breitenfeld of the Creston Club. As a result, on her first return
leg, lantha nmet Mss Breitenfeld swinm ng athwart her-lantha's-1ane, and rammed the unfortunate
girl amdships. Mss Breitenfeld went down wi thout even a gurgle, spew ng bubbles.

Conn aught shrieked: "Foul! Foul!" although in the general uproar it sounded |ike "Ww
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Ww " Several swinmmers who were not racing dove in to the rescue, and the race came to a stop in
general confusion and pandenmonium Wen Mss Breitenfeld was haul ed out, it was found that she had
nmerely had the wi nd knocked out of her and had swal | owed consi derabl e water.

Mark Vi ning, |ooking around for lantha, found her holding on to
the edge of the pool and shaking her head. Presently she craw ed out, crying:

"I's she "urt? Is she '"urt? OCh, | amso sorree! | did not think there would be anybody in
my lane, so | did not |ook ahead."

"See?" yelled Connaught. "See, Wanbach? See what happens? They ain't satisfied to walk
away with the races with their fishwonan. No, they gotta try to cripple nmy swimers by butting
their slats in. Herb," he went on nastily, "why dontcha get a pet swordfish? Then when you ramed
one of ny poor girls she'd be out of conpetition for good!"

"Ch," said lantha, "I did not nean-it was an accident!"
"Accident ny foot!"
"But it was. M. Referee, | do not want to bunp people. My 'cad 'urts, and my neck al so.

You think | try to break nmy neck on purpose?’ lantha's altered suit had craw ed up under her
arnpits, but nobody noticed particularly.

"Sure it was an accident,"” bellowed Laird. "Anybody could see that. And listen, if anybody
was fouled it was Mss Delfoiros."

"Certainly," chimed in Vining. "She was in her own | ane, and the other girl wasn't."

"Ch dear me," said Wanbach. "I suppose they're right again. This'|l have to be re-swum
anyway. Does M ss Breitenfeld want to conpete?”

M ss Breitenfeld did not, but the others lined up again. This time the race went off
wi t hout untoward incident. |antha again nmade a spectacular |eaping finish, just as the other three
swi nmers were hal fway down the second of their four |egs.

Wen Ms. Santalucia energed this tine, she said to Connaught:

"I no swmno nore. That is final."

"Ch, but Maria-" It got himnowhere. Finally he said, "WIIl you swmin the races that she
don't enter?”

"I's there any?"

“I think so. Hey, Horwitz, Mss Delfoiros ain't entered in the breast stroke, is she?"

Horwitz | ooked. "No, she isn't," he said.

"That's sonething. Say, Herb, how conme you didn't put your fishwoman in the breast
stroke?"

Vi ning answered for Laird. "Look at your rules, Louie. 'The feet shall be drawn up
si mul t aneously, the knees bent and open,' et cetera. The rules for back stroke and free style
don't say anything
about how the | egs shall be used, but those for breast stroke do. So no |l egs, no breast stroke. W
aren't giving you a chance to make any legitinmte protests.”

"Legitimte protests!" Connaught turned away, sputtering. 'Wile the dives were being run
of f, Vining, watching, becane aware of an ethereal nelody. First he thought it was in his head.
Then he was sure it was conmng fromone of the spectators. He finally |ocated the source; it was
| antha Del foiros, sitting in her wheel chair and singing softly. By |eaning nearer he coul d nake
out the words:

"Di e schoenste Jung frau sitzet
Dort ober wunderbar;

| hr goi dnes Geschnei de blitzet;
Si e kaemmt i hr gol denes Haar."

Vi ning went over quietly. "lantha," he said. "Pull your bathing suit down, and don't
sing."

She conplied, |looking up at himwith a giggle. "But that is a nice song! | learn it froma
w ecked German sailor. It is about one of ny people.” -

"I know, but it'll distract the judges. They have to watch the dives closely, and the

place is too noisy as it is."

"Such a nice nan you are, Mark, but so serious!" She giggled again.

Vi ning wondered at the subtle change in the nermaid s manner. Then a horrible thought
struck him

"Herb!" he whispered. "Didn't she say sonething | ast night about getting drunk on fresh
wat er ?"

Laird | ooked up. "Yes. She- My God, the water in the pool's fresh! | never thought of
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that. |Is she showi ng signs?"

"I think she is."

"Listen, Mark, what'll we do?"

"I don't know. She's entered in two nore events, isn't she? Back stroke and 300-yard free
styl e?"

"'Yes."

"Well, why not withdraw her fromthe back stroke, and give her a chance to sober up before
the final event?"

"Can't. Even with all her firsts, we aren't going to win by any big margin. Louie has the
edge on us in the dives, and Ms. Santal ucia'l
win the breast stroke. In the events lantha's in, if she takes first and Louie's girls take second
and third, that neans five points for us but four for him so we have an advantage of only one
point. And her world's record time don't give us any nore points."

"CQuess we'll have to keep her in and take a chance," said Vining gluny

| ant ha' s demeanor was sober enough in lining up for the back stroke. Again she lost a
fraction of a second in getting started by not having feet to push off with. But once she got
started, the contest was even nore one-sided than the free-style races had been. The hunan part of
her body was practically out of water, skinmmng the surface like the front half of a speedboat.
She nmade paddling nmolions with her arms, but that was nmerely for technical reasons; the power was
all furnished by the flukes. She did not iunp out on to the starting platformthis time; for a
flash Vining' s heart al nbst stopped as the emeral d-green bat hing cap seened about to crash into
the tiles at the end of the pool. But |antha had judged the distance to a fraction of an inch, and
braked to a stop with her flukes just before striking.

The breast stroke was won easily by Ms. Santal ucia, although her slow, plodding stroke
was | ess spectacul ar than the butterfly of her conpetitors. The shrill cheers of the little
Sant al uci as coul d be heard over the general hubbub. Wen the w nner clinbed out, she gl owered at
I ant ha and said to Connaught:

"Louie, if you ever put me in a neet wit' mernmaids again, I no swmfor you again, never.
Now | go hone." Wth which she marched off to the shower room

Ri tchey was just about to announce the final event, the 300-yard free style, when
Connaught plucked his sleeve. "Jack," he said, "wait a second. One of ny swimers is gonna be
del ayed a coupla mnutes." He went out a door

Laird said to Vining: "Wnder what Louie's grinning about. He's got something nasty, |
bet. He was phoning earlier, you renenber."

"We'll soon see- What's that?" A hoarse bark wafted in from somewhere and rebounded from
the walls.

Connaught reappeared carrying two buckets. Behind himwas a little round nman in three
sweaters. Behind the little round man gallunmped a glossy California sea lion. At the sight of the
gently rippling, jade-green pool, the animl barked joyously and skidded into the water, swam
swi ftly about, and popped out on the | anding plat
form barking. The bark had a peculiarly nerve-racking effect in the echoing pool room

Ogden Wanbach seized two handfuls of his sleek gray hair and tugged. "Connaught!" he
shouted. "What is that?"

"Ch, that's just one of ny swinmrers, M. Wanbach."

"Hey, listen!" runbled Laird. "W're going to protest this time. Mss Delfoiros is at
| east a woman, even if she's a kind of peculiar one. But you can't call that a woman."

Connaught grinned |ike Satan | ooki ng over a new shi pnment of sinners. "Didn't you just say
to go ahead and enter a sea lion if | wanted to?"

"l don't renenber saying-"

"Yes, Herbert," said Wanbach, | ooking haggard. "You did say iL There didn't used to be any
trouble in deciding whether a swimMmer was a woman or not. But now that you' ve brought in M ss
Del foiros, there doesn't seemto be any place we can draw a line."

"But | ook here, Ogden, there is such a thing as going too far-"

"That's just what | said about you!" shrilled Connaught. Wanbach took a deep breath.
"Let's not shout, please. Herbert, technically you nay have an argunent. But after we all owed M ss
Delfoiros to enter, | think it would be only sporting to let Louie have his seal. Especially after
you told himto get one if he could.”

Vi ni ng spoke up. "Ch, we're always glad to do the sporting thing. But I'"'mafraid the sea
lion wasn't entered at the beginning of the neet as is required by the rules. W don't want to
catch hell fromthe Conmittee-"

"Ch, yes, she was," said Connaught. "See!" He pointed to one of Horwitz's sheets. "Her
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nane's Alice Black, and there it is."

"But," protested Vining, "I thought that was Alice Black." He pointed to a slimdark girl
in a bathing suit who was sitting on a wi ndow | edge.
"It is," grinned Connaught. "It's just a coincidence that they both got the sane nane."

"You don't expect us to believe that?"

"l don't care whether you believe it or not. It's so. Ain't the sea lion's nane Aice
Bl ack?" He turned to the little fat man, who nodded.

"Let it pass," npaned Wanbach. "W can't take time off to get this animal's birth
certificate.”

"Wrel |, then," said Vining, "how about the regulation suit? Maybe you'd like to try to put
a suit on your sea |lion?"

"Don't have to. She's got one already. It grows on her. Yah, yah, yah, gotcha that tine."

"l suppose,” said Wanbach, "that you could consider a natural seal skin pelt as equival ent
to a bathing suit."

"Sure you could. That's the point. Anyway, the idea of suits is to be nodest, and nobody
gi ves a damm about a sea lion's npdesty."

Vining nade a final point. "You refer to the animal as 'her,' but how do we knowit's a
fermal e? Even M. Wanbach wouldn't | et you enter a nale sea lion in a wonen's neet."

Wanmbach spoke: "How do you tell on a sea |lion?"

Connaught | ooked at the little fat nan. "Well, maybe we had better not go into that here
How would it be if |I put up a ten-dollar bond that Alice is a female, and you checked on her sex
| ater?"

"That seens fair," said Wanbach.

Vining and Laird | ooked at each other. "Shall we let 'emget away with that, Mrk?" asked
the latter.

Vi ning rocked on his heels for a few seconds. Then he said, "I think we mght as well. Can
| see you outside a mnute, Herb? You people don't mnd holding up the race a couple of mnutes
nmore, do you? We'll be right back."

Connaught started to protest about further delay but thought better of it. Laird presently
r eappear ed, | ooking unwontedly cheerful

"' Erbert!" said Iantha.

"Yes?" he put his head down.

“"I''"'mafraid-"

"You're afraid Alice might bite you in the water? Wll, | wouldn't want that-"

"Ch, no, not afraid that way. Alice, poof! If she gets nasty | give her one with the tail
But | amafraid she can swimfaster than ne."

"Listen, lantha, you just go ahead and swi mthe best you can. Twelve | egs, renmenber. And
don't be surprised, no matter what happens."”

"Wrhat you two sayi ng?" asked Connaught suspiciously.

"None of your business, Louie. Watcha got in that pail? Fish? | see how you' re going to
work this. Wanta give up and concede the neet now?"

Connaught merely snorted.

The only conpetitors in the 300-yard free-style race were |antha
Del foiros and the sea lion, allegedly naned Alice. The normal nenbers of both clubs declared that
not hi ng woul d i nduce themto get into the pooi with the animal. Not even the inportance of
collecting a third-place point would nove them

| antha got into her usual starting position. Beside her, the little round nan naneuvered
Al'ice, holding her by an inprovised | eash made of a length of rope. At the far end, Connaught had
pl aced himsel f and one of the buckets.

Ritchey fired his gun; the little man slipped the |eash and sai d:

"Go get 'em Alice!" Connaught took a fish out of his bucket and waved it. But Alice, frightened
by the shot, set up a furious barking and stayed where she was. Not till |antha had al nost reached
the far end of the pool did Alice sight the fish at the other end. Then she slid off and shot down
the water like a streak. Those who have seen sea lions nerely | oafing about a pool in a zoo or
acquarium have no conception of how fast they can go when they try. Fast as the nmernmaid was, the
sea lion was faster. She made two bucking junps out of water before she arrived and oozed out onto
the concrete. One gulp and the fish had vani shed.

Alice spotted the bucket and tried to get her head into it. Connaught fended her off as
best he could with his feet. At the starting end, the little round man had taken a fish out of the
ot her bucket and was waving it, calling: "Here Alice!"

Alice did not get the idea until lantha had finished her second | eg. Then she nade up for
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| ost tine.

The sane trouble occurred at the starting end of the pool; Alice failed to see why she
should swimtwenty-five yards for a fish when there were plenty of thema few feet away. The
result was that, at the hal fway-mark, |antha was two | egs ahead. But then Alice caught on. She
caught up with and passed lantha in the niddle of her eighth |l eg, droozling out of the water at
each end | ong enough to gulp a fish and then speeding down to the other end. In the niddle of the
tenth [ eg, she was ten yards ahead of the mernuaid.

At that point, Mark Vining appeared through the door, running. In each hand he held a bow
of goldfish by the edge. Behind himcanme M ss Havranek and M ss Tufts, also of the Knickerbockers,
both simlarly burdened. The guests of the Hotel Creston had been nildly curious when a dark
severe-| ooking young nman and two girls in bathing suits had dashed into the | obby and nade off
with the six
bow s. But they had been too well-bred to inquire directly about the rape of the gol dfish

Vining ran down the -side of the pool to a point near the far end. There he extended his
arms and inverted the bows. Water and fish cascaded into the pool. Mss Havranek and M ss Tufts
did |i kewi se at other points along the edge of the pool

Results were i medi ate. The bowl s had been | arge, and each had contai ned about six or
eight fair-sized goldfish. The forty-odd brightcolored fish, terrified by their rough handling,
darted hither and thither about the pool, or at |least went as fast as their inefficient build
woul d pernmit them

Alice, in the mddle of her ninth [ eg, angled off sharply. Nobody saw her snatch the fish
one second it was there, and the next it was not. Alice doubled with a swirl of flippers and shot
di agonal Iy across the pool. Another fish vani shed. Forgotten were her nmaster and Louis Connaught
and their buckets. This was nuch nore fun. Meanwhile, lantha finished her race, narrowy avoiding
a collision with the sea lion on her last |eg.

Connaught hurled the fish he was holding as far as he could. Alice snapped it up and went
on hunting. Connaught ran toward the starting platform yelling: "Foul! Foul! Protest! Protest!
Foul ! Foul!'"

He arrived to find the ti mekeepers conparing watches on Jantha's swim Laird and Vining
doing a kind of war dance, and Ogden Wanbach | ooking |like the March Hare on the twenty-ei ghth of

February.

"Stop!" cried the referee. "Stop, Louie! If you shout like that you'll drive ne mad! |'m
al rost nmad now | know what you're going to say.”

"Well . . . well . . . why don't you do sonething, then? \Vhy don't you tell these crooks
where to head in? Wiy don't you have 'em expelled fromthe Union? Wiy don't you-"

"Rel ax, Louie," said Vining. "W haven't done anything illegal."

"What ? Way, you dirty-"

"Easy, easy." Vining |ooked speculatively at his fist. The little man followed his gl ance
and qui eted sonmewhat. "There's nothing in the rules about putting fish into a pool. Intelligent
swinmers, |like Mss Delfoiros, know enough to ignore themwhen they're swimring a race.”

" But - what - why you-"

Vini ng wal ked off, | eaving the two coaches and the referee to fight it out. He | ooked for
| antha. She was sitting on the edge of the pool, paddling in the water with her flukes. Beside her
were four feebly flopping goldfish laid out in a rowon the tiles. As he approached, she picked
one up and put the front end of it in her mouth. There was a flash of pearly teeth and a spasnodic
flutter of the fish's tail, and the front half of the fish was gone. The other half foll owed
i medi atel y.

At that instant Alice spotted the three remaining fish. The sea lion had cl eaned out the
pool and was now slithering around on the concrete, barking and | ooking for nore prey. She
gal I unmped past Vining toward the mernaid.

Jant ha saw her coming. The mernaid hoisted her tail out of the water, pivoted where she
sat, swung the tail up in a curve, and brought the flukes down on the sea lion's head with a | oud
spat. Vining, who was twenty feet off, could have sworn he felt the wind of the bl ow.

Alice gave a squawk of pain and astoni shnent and slithered away, shaking her head. She
darted past Vining again, and for reasons best known to herself hobbled over to the center of
argunent and bit Ogden Wanbach in the I eg. The referee screeched and clinbed up on Horwitz's
tabl e.

"Hey," said the scorekeeper. "You' re scattering nmy papers!"”

"I still say they're publicity-hunting crooks!" yelled Connaught, waving his copy of the
rul e book at Wanmbach.

"Bunk!" bellowed Laird. "He's just sore because we can think up nore stunts than he can
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He started it, with his web-fingered wonan."
"Dam your conplaints!" screaned Wanbach. "Dam your sea |ions! Damm your papers! Dam

your mermai ds! Damn your webfingered wonen! Damm your swi mm ng clubs! Dam all of you! |'m going
mad! You hear? Mad, nmad, nmad! One nore word out of either of you and 1'll have you suspended from
t he Union!"

"Ow, ow, ow" barked Alice.

I antha had finished her fish. She started to pull the bathing suit down again; changed her
mnd, pulled it off over her head, rolled it up, and threw it across the pool. Halfway across it
unfol ded and fl oated down onto the water. The mernaid then cleared her throat, took a deep breath,
and, in a clear ringing soprano, |aunched into the heart-wenching strains of:

"Rhein gold' Reines Gold, We lauter und hell Leuchtest hold du uns! timdich, du kiares-"

"What is it, Markee?" she giggl ed.
"I said, it's getting tine to go hone!"
"Ch, but | do not want to go home. | am having nuch fun

"] ant ha!

"Nun wir kl agen!
Gebt uris das Gold-"

"No, really, lantha, we've got to go." He laid a hand on her shoul der. The touch made his
blood tingle. At the sane tine, it was plain that the remains of |antha's carefully husbanded
sobriety had gone. That last race in fresh water - had been |ike three oversized Manhatt ans.
Through Vining's head ran a paraphrase of an ol d song:

"What shall we do with a drunken nermaid
At three o' clock in the norning?"

"Ch, Markee, always you are so serious when people are 'aving fun. But if you say please |
will come.”

"Very well, please cone. Here, put your armaround ny neck, and I'Il carry you to your
chair."

Such, indeed was Mark Vining's intention. He got one hand around her wai st and anot her
under her tail. Then he tried to straighten up. He had forgotten that lantha's tail was a good
deal heavier than it looked. In fact, that [ong and powerful structure of bone, muscle, and
cartilage ran the nermaid's total weight up to the surprising figure of over two hundred and fifty
pounds. The result of his attenpt was to send hinself and his burden headl ong into the pool. To
the spectators it | ooked as though he had picked lantha up and then deliberately dived in with
her .

He came up and shook the water out of his head. |antha popped up in front of him

"So!" she gurgled. "You are '"aving fun with lantha! | think you are serious, but you want
to play games! All right, | show you!" She
brought her pal mdown smartly, filling Vining's nouth and nose with water. He struck out blindly

for the edge of.the pool. He was a powerful swi mer, but his street clothes hanpered him Another
spl ash cascaded over his |uckless head. He got his eyes clear in tine to see lantha's head go down
and her flukes up.

"Mar keeee! " The voice was behind him He turned, and saw Lantha hol ding a | arge bl ack
bl ock of soft rubber. This object was a plaything for users of the Hotel Creston's pool, and it
had been left lying on the bottomduring the neet.

"Catch!" cried lantha gaily, and let drive. The block took Vining neatly between the eyes.

The next thing he knew, he was |lying on the wet concrete. He sat up and sneezed. Hi s head
seermed to be full of ammonia. Louis Connaught put away the smelling-salts bottle, and Laird shoved
a glass containing a snort of whiskey at him Beside himwas lantha, sitting on her curled tail
She was actually crying.

"Ch, Markee, you are not dead? You are all right? Ch, | amso sorry! | did not nean to "it

you.
“I'"'mall right, | guess," he said thickly. "Just an accident. Don't worry."

"Ch, | amso glad!" She grabbed his neck and gave it a hug that made its vertebrae creak
al arm ngly.
"Now, " he said, "if |I could dry out ny clothes. Louie, could you- "Sure," said Connaught, hel ping
himup. "We'Il put your clothes

on the radiator in the nen's shower room and | can lend you a pair of pants and a sweatshirt
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while they're drying."
When Vining cane out in his borrowed garnments, he had to push his way through the throng
that crowded the starting end of the pool room He was relieved to note that Alice had
di sappeared. In the crowd, |antha was holding court in her wheel chair. In front of her stood a
large man in a dinner jacket and a black cloak, with his back to the pooi
"Permit me," he was saying. "I am Joseph Clenent. Under ny managenent, nothing you w shed
in the way of a dramatic or nusical career would be beyond you. | heard you sing, and | know that
with but little training, even the doors of the Metropolitan would fly open at your approach."”
"No, M. Cenent. It would be nice, but tonorrow | 'ave to |eave for 'one." She giggl ed.
"But ny dear M ss Del foiros-where is your home, if | may presune to ask?"

"Cyprus."

"Cyprus? Hhrmmlet's see, where's that?"

"“You do not know where Cyprus is? You are not a nice man. | do not like you. Go away."
"Ch, but ny dear, dear Mss Del-"

"Go away, | said. Scram'

" But - "

lantha's tail cane up and | ashed out, catching the cloaked man in the sol ar plexus.

Little Mss Havranek | ooked at her teammate M ss Tufts, as she prepared to nmake her third
rescue of the evening. "Poisonally," she said, "I amgetting damm sick of pulling dopes out of
this pool ."

The sky was just turning gray the next norning when Laird drove his huge old |inousine out
into the driveway of his house in the Bronx. The wind was driving a heavy rain al nost
hori zontal ly.

He got out and hel ped Vining carry lantha into the car. Vining got in the back with the
nmermai d. He spoke into the voice tube:
"Jones Beach, Chauncey."

"Aye, aye, sir," cane the reply. "Listen, Mark, you sure we renenbered everythi ng?"

"I made a list and checked it." He yawned. "I could have done with sonme nore sleep | ast
night. Are you sure you won't fall asleep at the wheel ?"

"Listen, Mark, with all the coffee | got sloshing around in ne, | won't get to sleep for a
week. "

"We certainly picked a nice tinme to | eave."

"I know we did. In a coupla hours, the place' |l be covered six deep with reporters. If it
weren't for the weather, they mght be arriving now Wen they do, they'll find the horse has

stolen the stabl e door
-that isn't what | nean, but you get the idea. Listen, you better pull down sonme of those curtains
until we get out on Long Island."

"Righto, Herb."

| ant ha spoke up in a snmall voice. "WAs | very bad | ast night when |I was drunk, Mark?"

"Not very. At least, not worse than I'd be if | went swimmng in a tank of sherry."

"I amso sorry-always | try to be nice, but the fresh water gets ne
out of ny head. And that poor M. Cenent, that | pushed in the water-"

"Ch, he's used to tenperanmental people. That's his business. But | don't know that it was
such a good idea on the way home to slick your tail out of the car and biff that cop under the
chin with it."

She giggled. "But he | ooked so surprised!"

“I"lIl say he did! But a surprised cop is sonetinmes a tough custoner."

"WIl that make trouble for you?"

"I don't think so. If he's a wise cop, he won't report it at all. You know how the report
woul d read: 'Attacked by nernmaid at corner Broadway and Ninety-eighth Street, ii :~ P.M' And
where did you | earn the unexpurgated version of 'Barnacle Bill the Sailor'?"

"A Greek sponge diver I nmet in Florida told ne. "Eis a friend of us ner-folk, and he
taught me ny first English. 'E used to joke nme about ny Cypriot accent when we talked Geek. It is
a pretty song, is it not?"

“I don't think '"pretty' is exactly the word I'd use."

"'Co won the neet? | never did 'ear."

"Ch, Louie and Herb talked it over, and decided they'd both get so nmuch publicity out of
it that it didn't much matter. They're leaving it up to the AA. A U, who will get a first-class
headache. For instance, we'll claimwe didn't foul Alice, because Louie had already disqualified
her by his calling and fish-waving. You see that's coaching, and coaching a conpetitor during an
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event is illegal

"But | ook here, lantha, why do you have to | eave so abruptly?"

She shrugged. "My business with 'Erbert is over, and | prom sed to be back to Cyprus for
my sister's baby being born."

"You don't |lay eggs? But of course you don't. Didn't | just prove |last night you were
mamual s?"

"Markee, what an idea! Anyway, | do not want to stay around. | like you and I Iike
"Erbert, but | do not like living on land. You just imagine living in water for yourself, and you
get an idea. And if | stay, the newspapers cone, and soon all New York knows about nme. We ner-folk
do not believe in letting the | and nen know about us."

"\ 2"

"We used to be friends with them sonmetinmes, and always it made trouble. And now they 'ave
guns and go around shooting things a mle away, to collect them M great-uncle was shot in the
tail last year by sone aviator nman who thought he was a porpoi se or sone-
thing. We don't |ike being collected. So when we see a boat or an airplane com ng, we duck down
and swi m away quick."

"l suppose,” said Vining slowy, "that that's why there were plenty of reports of ner-folk
up to a few centuries ago, and then they stopped, so that now people don't believe they exist."

"Yes. W are smart, and we can see as far as the land nen can. So you do not catch us very
often. That is why this business with 'Erbert, to buy ten thousand bathing caps for the mer-folk,
'as to be secret. Not even his company will know about it. But they will not care if they get
their noney. And we shall not 'ave to sit on rocks drying our "air so nuch. Maybe | ater we can
arrange to buy sonme good knives and spears the same way. They woul d be better than the shel
t hi ngs we use now. "

"l suppose you get all these old coins out of wecks?"

"Yes. | know of one just off-no, | nust not tell you. If the |Iand nmen know about a weck,
they come with divers. O course, the very deep ones we do not care about, because we cannot dive
down that far. W "ave to conme up for air, -like a whale."

"How di d Herb happen to suck you in on that sw mm ng neet?"

"Ch, | prom sed hi mwhen he asked-when | did not know 'ow nmuch what-you-call-it fuss there
woul d be. Wen | found out, he would not let ne go back on nmy pronmise. | think he 'as a conscience
about that, and that is why he gave ne that nice fish spear."

"Do you ever expect to get back this way?"

"No, | do not think so. W "ad a conmittee to see about the caps, and they chose ne to
represent them But now that is arranged, and there is no nore reason for nme going out on |and
again."

He was silent for a while. Then he burst out: "Damm it all, lantha, | just can't believe
that you're starting off this nmorning to swmthe Atlantic, and |I'Il never see you again."

She patted his hand. "Maybe you cannot, but that is so. Remenber, friendships between ny
fol k and yours al ways nmake people un' appy. | shall renmenber you a long tinme, but that is all there

will ever be toit."

He grow ed sonething in his throat, |ooking straight in front of him

She said: "Mark, you know | like you, and |I think you like ne. 'Erbert 'as a noving-
pi cture machine in his house, and he showed me sone pictures of 'ow the land folk live.

"These pictures showed a custom of the people in this country,
when they |i ke each other. It is called-kissing, | think. |I should like to learn that custom"”

"Huh? You nean ne?" To a man of Vining' s tenperanent, the shock was al nost physically
pai nful. But her arns were already sliding around his neck. Presently twenty firecrackers, six
Roman candl es, and a skyrocket seemed to go off inside him

"Here we are, folks," called Laird. Getting no response, he repeated the statenent nore
loudly. A faint and unenthusiastic "Yeah" cane through the voice tube.

Jones Beach was bl eak under the |lowering March clouds. The wind drove the rain against the
car w ndows.

They drove down the beach road a way, till the tall tower was lost in the rain. Nobody was
in sight.

The nen carried | antha down on the beach and brought the things she was taking. These
consi sted of a boxful of cans of sardines, with a strap to go over the shoulders; a simlar but
snal | er container with her personal bel ongings, and the fish spear, with which she night be able
to pick up lunch on the way.

| ant ha peel ed off her |and-wonman's clothes and pulled on the enerald bathing cap. Vining,
wat ching her with the skirt of his overcoat whipping about his legs, felt as if his heart was

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...e%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (62 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:02 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

runni ng out of his danp shoes onto the sand.

They shook hands, and Jantha ki ssed them both. She squirned down the sand and into the
wat er. Then she was gone. Vining thought he saw her wave back fromthe crest of a wave, but in
that visibility he couldn't be sure.

They wal ked back to the car, squinting against the drops. Laird said: "Listen, Mark, you
|l ook as if you'd just taken a right to the button."”

Vining nmerely grunted. He had gotten in front with Laird and was drying his glasses with
hi s handkerchief, as if that were an inportant and delicate operation

"Don't tell me you're hooked?"

"So what ?"

"Well, | suppose you know there's absolutely nothing you can do about it."

"Herb!" Vining snapped angrily. "Do you have to point out the obvious?"

Laird, synmpathizing with his friend' s feelings, did not take offense. After they had
driven a while, Vining spoke on his own initiative.

"That," he said, "is the only woman |'ve ever known that nade ne feel at ease. | could talk to
her . "

Later, he said, "I never felt so damm mixed up in ny life. | doubt whether anybody el se
ever did, either. Maybe | ought to feel relieved it's over. But | don't."

Pause. Then: "You'll drop ne in Manhattan on your way back, won't you?"

"Sure, anywhere you say. Your apartnent?"

"Anywhere near Tinmes Square will do. There's a bar there I like." So, thought Laird, at

|l east the normal male's instincts were functioning correctly in the crisis.
THE HARDWOOD PI LE

Tins is a world wherein virtue often goes unrewarded. If R B. WIcox had not been such a nora
man, he m ght have gotten the true story of the haunted woodpile for his book on the |lore and

| egends of upstate New York. M. WIlcox's norals, alone, were not responsible for his failure to
get the inside dope. There was also the fact that carroty-red hair did not appeal to him

The hair belonged to Mss Aceria Jones, the hostess at The Pines. This was a self-styled
tea roomin the village of Gahato, county of Herkimer, State of New York. The Pines, despite the
m sl eadi ng sobriquet of "tea room" served liquor of all degrees of hardness and had a passabl e
dance orchestra. Not the least of its attractions was M ss Aceria Jones. She was an uncomonly
pretty girl, looking rather |ike a plane hostess.

R B. Wlcox had | anded at The Pines in the course of his prow around the country -after
lore and | egends. After dinner he tried to collect sonme material. The restaurateur, a M. Ear
Del acroi x, was out; so the witer tackled M ss Jones. She gave hima little lore on the theory and
practice of hostessing in an Adirondack sawm || town, but nothing that could be called a | egend.
To his gquestions about the haunted woodpile, she replied that she paid no attention to such silly
stories.

In the hope of squeezing a little usable copy out of his charm ng questionee, WIlcox tried
praise: "lI'msurprised that you live up here in the sticks. | should think with your |ooks you
could get ajob in the city."

"You nean Utica?"

"New York."

"No, | would not like that. No trees.”

"You're crazy about trees?"

"Well, some trees. If there was a job in a place with a Norway maple in front of it, |
woul d take it at once."

"A what in front of the place?"

"A Norway mapl e- Acer pl atanoides. Do you know of a place that has one such?"

"\Vhy. . . uh. . . no. But I don't know rmuch about trees. Is that a native species?”

"No, a European.”

"Woul dn't anot her species do?"

"No; it must be that. | cannot explain. But, M. WIlcox, it would nmean nuch to ne." She
rolled her large eyes neltingly at him
Wl cox's norals began to assert thenselves. He said stiffly: "I'"'mafraid | don't know what

I could do for you."
"You could find a nice, clean place that has a job open, and a Norway maple growing in
front of it. If you did, I would like you very, very nuch." Another roll of the optics.
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At the second "very," WIlcox could fairly feel his nmorals tugging himtoward the door. He,
or rather his norals, may have been doing Mss Jones an injustice. But he did not stay to
investigate this nel ancholy redhead' s passion for Norway naples, or her definition of "very." He
paused only | ong enough to assure M ss Jones that he would let her know if he heard of anything.
Then he passed out of the restaurant and out of this tale.

To get a proper perspective, we nust go back to 1824. In that year there | anded in New
York a dark, paunchy, dignified man who said he was August Rudli of Zurich, Switzerland. He was,
he said, a nmenber of an old Swiss banking fam |y, and also related to the Wttel sbachs, so that he
was about forty-third in line for the Bavarian throne. He had been a col onel under Napol eon-he had
a medal to prove it-and, finding the banki ng business too stuffy, had taken his share of the
famly fortune and come to Anerica.

But it nmust be recorded that Herr Rudli's story contained one or two inexactitudes. He was
related neither to the Wttel sbhachs nor to any famly of bankers. He had seen no mlitary service;
the medal was a phony. He had been in the banking business, but not in the way he had said. He had
risen by sheer nerit to the post of cashier. Thereupon, on a dark and storny night, he had wal ked
off with all the assets not securely nailed down.

As people were seldomif ever extradited across the Atlantic in those days, at |east for
enbezzl ement, Herr Rudli might have enjoyed the fruits of his enterprise for years, if he had not
fallen in with an even slicker article. This article, one John A Spooner, separated Rudli from
nost of his cash for a "country estate" consisting of several thousand acres of granite ridges,
bog holes, and black flies in the Adirondacks. Rudli spent nost of the rest in having a road run
in, a biggish house built, and gewgaws inported from Europe to furnish the house. Anpong the nore
puzzling inportations were two young Norway maples, which were planted in front of the house.
Rudli's tract was already covered by a dense m xed forest consisting partly of sugar maple, red
mepl e, and silver maple, the first of which grow at |east as |arge and as fast as any European
mapl e. But Rudli had his own ideas about being a country gentlenan, and the planting of inported
trees evidently forned part of them

Rudl i never |earned how t horoughly he had been roodl ed. He died of pneunpnia in the mddle
of the first winter he attenpted to spend in his new house.

After Rudli's death, the tract went through various hands. Sone of it ended up as the
property of the International Paper Co.; sone went to the State of New York; the piece on which
Rudli's house had stood went to a man naned Del ahanty. After a century of neglect, all that could
be seen of the house was a broad, |ow nound covered with |eaf nold, fromwhich one stone chi mey
stuck up. The clearing in which the house had stood and nost of the road leading to it were
conpletely grown up. O the two Norway mapl es, one had died in infancy. The other was now a fi ne,
big tree.

Del ahanty the el der sold his pul pwood stunpage in 1903. Thirtyfive years |ater, Delahanty
t he younger sold the hardwood on the tract. In went the |unberjacks through the snow, and down
cane the beeches, birches, and hard maples. Down, too, came Rudli's surviving Norway naple,

m staken for a sugar nmaple, the "hard" maple of the | unbernman.

In due course, the two [ogs that had been cut fromthis tree arrived in the hot pond of
Dan Pringle's sawri ||l at Gahato. The nanme of the village is Mohawk for "log-in-the-water"; very
appropriate for a sawm ||l town. In the spring, they were haul ed up the jacker chain and sawn into
about nine hundred feet of one-inch boards. These were put in Pile No. 1027, which consisted of
one-inch FAS hard
mapl e. FAS-Firsts and Seconds-is the highest hardwood cl assification

The foll owi ng summer, Pringle got a hardwood order from Hoyt, his whol esal er, that
i ncluded twenty thousand feet of one-inch FAS hard maple. The yard crew | oaded the top hal ves of
Piles No. ior7 and 1040 into a box car. The foreman, Joe Larochelle, ordered themto transfer the
remaining half of Pile 1027 to Pile 1040. So Henri M chod | owered hinself fromthe hardwood
tramnay to the top of Pile No. 1027. He picked up a board and handed it to d af Bergen, who turned
and plunked it on a lunber truck, which stood on the tramway with its wheels chocked. Bergen took
his pi pe out Iong enough to spit-aining between the tramway and the pile-steered the pipe back
through the nossy curtain of yellow hair that hung from his upper |ip, grabbed the next board, and
so forth. "Wien M chod had finished the topnbst course of boards, he gathered up the stickers-the
one-by-two's that keep the courses apart-piled themon the trammay, and went on to the next
cour se.

That was all very well. But when Mchod started on the fourth course, the pile began to
sway. First it swayed east and west, then north and south, then with a circular motion. It also
set up a dismal nmpani ng and squeaki ng as board and stickers rubbed together.
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O af Bergen stared in childish wonder at the phenonenon. "Hey, Henri, what the Holy
Junpi ng Judas you doing with that pile?"

"Me?" cried the harassed M chod. "I don't do nothing. It does it. Earthquake, maybe.
think I get the hell off." He junped off the pile on a lower one with a clatter

"Can't be no earthquake," Bergen called down to him "You don't see the other piles actin
up, do you?"

"' ~0."

"Well, if it was an earthquake, the other piles would have swayed, too, wouldn't they? So
there wasn't no earthquake. Stands to reason, don't it?"

"Yeah? Then what nmkes the pile sway?"

“"Nothin'. An earthquake's the only thing that could, and there wasn't no earthquake. So
the pile didn't sway. Now get back up and gi me sone nore boards."

"So the pile didn't sway, huh? Les nuts, M. Bergen. | know better. And, by damm, | don't
get back up there.”

"Aw, cone on, Henri. Stands to reason it nust have been your inmagination."

"Al'l right, you stand on the pile then. |I take the trammay." M chod swarned up onto the
trestle. Bergen, Jooking confident, junped down onto No. 1027

But No. 1027 had its own ideas, if lunber piles can be said to have ideas. The pile began
to sway again. Bergen, staggering to keep his bal ance, perforce had to sway, too. And with each
sway his chinablue eyes got bigger

The notion was not a very unpleasant or difficult one; in fact, it was rather |ike that of
the deck of a ship in a stiff breeze. But that did not calmd af Bergen. The trouble was that this
| unber pile was not the deck of a ship. Lunber piles do not, nornally, act that way. A pile that
does so is unnatural, perhaps unholy. O af Bergen wanted no part of such a pile; not even a
splinter.

So he shrieked: "The dam thing's haunted!" and tunbled off even nore quickly than M chod
had done. There was a brief swi shing of his work shoes through the weeds, and the |unber yards
knew himno nore, at |east not that day.

Henri M chod sat down on the tramway and took out a pack of cigarettes. He would have to
report this singular occurrence to Joe Larochelle, but that was no reason for not relaxing a
little first.

Then he heard Larochelle's quick footsteps com ng down the trammay and put away his
cigarettes. Nobody wal ked quite so fast as Larochelle. He always arrived places slightly out of
breath, and when he tal ked his sentences fell over one another. By these neans he created an
illusion of being an intensely busy man, passionately devoted to his enployer's interests. Medium
si zed, bal di sh, and snaggl et oothed, he trotted up and gasped: "Wi-where . . - where's O e?"

"Ode?" replied Mchod. "He's gone hone."

"You nean to say that |ousy guy went home wi thout saying anything to me and here |'ve got
three cars of grain-door board to get loaded in tine for the noon freight?"

"That's it, Joe."

"Was he sick?"

"Maybe. He got kind of upset when this pile began to sway under him"

"Well, of all the lousy tricks! You wait here; 1'll send Jean Canaret over fromthe pine
tram What the hell kind of a place does he think this is, anyhow?"-and Larochelle was of f again.

Presently Jean Camaret appeared. He was ol der and even beefier than Henri M chod, who was
pretty beefy hinself. Between them
sel ves t hey spoke Canuck French, which is not quite the same as French French. Mre than one
Frenchman has indignantly denied that it is French at all.

Camaret got on Pile No. 1027. Before he had tine to do nore, the pile began to sway again.
Canaret |ooked up. "lIs it that | amdizzy, or is it that this sacred pile shakes hersel f?"

"The pile shakes herself, | think. It is a thing nbst extraordinary. It is not the w nd,
and it is not the earthquake. But it nmakes nothing. Gve nme a board just the sane.”

Camaret was, through no desire of his own, giving a first-rate imtation of areed in a
gal e, but anyone could see that his heart was not in the part. He was not suited to it. There was
not hi ng reedli ke about him He spread his feet to brace hinself, made a funbling effort to pick up
a board, then turned a large, red joyless face up to M chod.

"l cannot nove," he said. "This unhappy pile gives ne the sickness of the sea. Aid me to
mount, ny old."

His old hel ped himon the tramway. He sat down, put his head in his hands, and groaned
like a soul in purgatory.

M chod grinned unsynpathetically. At this rate, he would get a day's pay for doing no work
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at all. He started to take out his cigarettes again, but Joe Larochelle bustled down the trammay.
"Wawhat. . . what's the matter with Jean? Is he sick or something?"
Camaret groaned again, nore horribly. "I have the sick to the stonach. The pile goes eonme

ci-conmre ca."

"\ Vhaddya nean the pile goes this way and that way? What the hell's the matter with you?
Scared because a pile sways a little?"

"This pile is different. You get on and see."

"Huh! Never thought |I'd see a grown man |ike you scared of a little pile. Wat the hell
I'"'mnot scared-" And Larochelle hopped off the tramnay. The pile began its rocking-chair act.
Larochel | e yel ped and scranbl ed back on the trestle.

"Anybody can see that pile ain't safe!" he baw ed. "Mist be the foundation beans are gone
all to hell. Wiy the hell didn't you tell me sooner, Henri? Want us to break our necks?"

Henri M chod knew better than to argue. He grinned cynically and shrugged.

Larochel | e concl uded: "Well, anyway, you guys go over and help on the pine tram Cone back
here at one.”

When Canmaret and M chod returned to Pile No. 1027 after the
noon hour, they saw that Larochelle had tied it to the neighboring piles with a half-inch rope. He

expl ai ned: "The foundation beans are okay; | don't see what the hell's wong unless the supports
are high in the niddle so she's-whatcha call it?-unstable. But she ought to hold still with al
this guying."

Nei t her yard worker showed any ent husiasm for getting back on the pile. Finally Larochelle
shouted: "Dam it, Henri, you get on that pile or I'lIl put you on the soda tank!"

So M chod got, albeit sullenly. Larochelle referred to the tank of preserving solution in
whi ch freshly sawn pine planks were dunked. In pulling boards out of this tank, one had to nove
quickly to keep the next board fromhitting one, and the solution made one's hands crack after a
day. Larochelle's favorite nmethod of settling arguments was to threaten to put a nan on the
di sagreeable tank job out of his regular turn

They | oaded the truck, pushed it down to Pile No. 1040, and unloaded it. Wen this had
been done twi ce, Larochelle put another man on the job, to stand on the edge of the pile and pass
boards up. No. 1027 groaned and creaked a good deal, but the guying kept it fromdoing its hula.

The new man, Edward Gallivan, picked up a board and handed it to M chod, who passed it up
to Camaret. Gallivan had picked up another board, when the first board twi sted itself out of
Canmaret's hands. It flew back down, |anding on Gallivan's board. Thus Camaret found hinself
boardl ess, while Gallivan had two boards.

Now Edward Gallivan liked mll-yard work well enough, but not to the point of collecting
hard- napl e planks for the fun of it. He cried:

"Hey, Frenchy, watch what you're doin'! You danm near took the head off nme with that
thing."

Camaret muttered sonet hi ng apol ogetic and | ooked puzzled. M chod passed the errant board
up again. Again it twisted itself away from Camaret and returned to the pile with a clatter

Canmaret | ooked down with an expression of perplexity, suspicion, reproach, and grow ng
alarm That is, he would have | ooked that way if the hunman face were capabl e of expressing so many
enotions at once. "Henri," he said, "did you grab that board away from nme?"

"Why woul d | go grabbing boards away fromyou? | got enough boards already."

"I don't ask that. Did you snatch her?"

"No, by dam, | didn't. | ain't no board-snatcher."”
"Now, boys," said Gallivan, "we ain't getting nowheres arguin' like this. You do it over
and I'll watch."

So M chod passed the board up a third tinme. 'Wen Camaret took it, it swng wildly and
twisted like a live thing. Camaret released it to keep frombeing pulled off the tramnay, and it
floated gently back to the place fromwhich Gallivan had picked it. "Saints preserve us!" cried
Gallivan. "l don't like that."

M chod folded his arns triunphantly. "You satisfied, Jean? | didn't have nothing to do
with that."

Camaret replied hollowy: "Me, | amsatisfied. | amsatisfied too nmuch. | get the sick to
the stomach when | think of that. You tell Joe | go. | go hone, get drunk, beat ny wife, forget
all about these damm boards."

Joe Larochelle blew up when the state of affairs was explained to him Ned Gallivan sniled
paternal ly, and Henri M chod shrugged. Larochelle had recently turned in a certain credit slip for
ei ght hundred feet of No. i Conmmon Birch, of which the | ocal custoner had not returned all the
al | egedly unused | unber. Maybe it was a bona fide m stake; nmaybe Larochelle had not split the
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proceeds of the discrepancy with the custonmer. But Gallivan and M chod knew about the slip and
were pretty sure of their own positions in consequence.

Finally Larochelle yelled: "Al right, all right! 1'll show you how to handl e t hese
junpi ng boards. You wait here-" Wen he returned he carried a double-bitted ax. "Now, " he said,
"Henri, you hand a board to Ned."

When Gallivan took the board, it apparently tried to pull himoff the trestle. Larochelle,
standi ng beside him snmacked the board with the flat of the ax. It quivered a bit and subsi ded.

"Quch!" said Gallivan. "You're making ny hands sting."

"Never mind that, it's the way to handle "em |I'mthe guy who has to figure everything out-
Larochel | e's expedi ent seened to have cowed the boards, tenporarily at |east. They went up
wi t hout protest.

M chod thought, that was just |ike the stupid, pretending that nothing was wong. Anybody
coul d see that here was sonething of the nost extraordinary. That was the way of the world. The
stupids like Larochelle had the authority, while the intelligents like hinself

This reverie was interrupted by another singular occurrence. M -
chad carel essly shot a board up to Gallivan when the latter was busy fishing his eating tobacco
out of his pants pocket. Gllivan nade a one-handed grab and missed. It did not nuch matter, for
the board kept right on going. It described a graceful arc and settled cozily into its appointed
pl ace on the truck.

"Hey!" yelled Larochelle. "Don't go throwi ng those boards; you're liable to hit sonebody."

M chod kept silent, not wanting to disillusion the others about his strength and
adroitness. @Gl livan caught the next board; it hoisted hima foot into the air before he stopped
it.

"What the hell are you trying to do, Henri?" cried the surprised Gallivan

It was all very well to get credit for the nmill yard equival ent of tossing the caber, but
to be blaned for all the vagaries of these athletic boards was sonething else. So M chod spoke up

"I"'mnot trying to do nothing, by damm. I-" He was interrupted by finding his hands
unexpectedly full of board. But the board did not stay there. It ripped his mttens inits
eagerness to get up into Gallivan's hands, and thence on the truck

Larochel l e shrieked: "Stop it! Stop them" As well try to stop a nestful of hornets by
readi ng Jean Jacques Rousseau to them All over the pile, boards were bouncing into Mchod's
uneager grasp, then flinging thenselves up to Gallivan and on the truck. The | oad grew by | eaps
and even a bound or two. Wien they stopped, the truck was pil ed dangerously high. The |ast board
took time out to thwack Joe Larochelle in passing. The foreman toppled fromthe tramnay. As he did
so he grabbed Gl livan for support. Both |anded on the unfortunate Mchod with a great clatter

They picked thensel ves up to see the truck noving down the track of its own accord.
Larochel l e, who anong his very nodest |ist of virtues certainly counted energy, scranbled back
onto the trammay in pursuit. The truck stopped in front of No. 1040, and its | oad cascaded
crashingly off.

"Hey, |ook down!" said M chod.

The three men got down on their knees and peered over the edge of the trestle. A board had
fallen off the truck during its trip and gone down between the tramway and the piles. It was now
craw ing after the fashion of an i nchwormthrough the weeds. Arriving at No. 1040, it began to
hunp itself up the pile's side. Now and then it would be jerked upward without visible effort on
its part. Its notions
were like those of a rather obtuse puppy whose owner is trying to teach it tricks and putting it
through them by force majeure when it fails to get the idea. Finally, it left the stepboards on
the side of the pile and swooped up on the disorderly tangle on top of No. 1040.

Joe Larochelle did not acknow edge defeat easily. No matter how red-handed one caught him
ina bit of grafting, he was as firmas an early Christian martyr and as plausible as a street map
in his denials. But now he said:

"It's too much for ne. You boys can go hone; | gotta see the boss."

Joe Larochelle repaired to Pringle's office, which was downstairs in his hone. He told his
story.

Dan Pringle was a small, plunp man with a large watch chain decorated with an incisor
tooth of Cervus canadensis-the wapiti. He asked: "You been drinking lately, Joe?"

"No, M. Pringle. |I ain't touched a thing."

Pringle got up and sniffed. -"Well, | guess nmaybe not. Do you suppose a union organizer
was back of this?"
"No, there ain't been any around. | been watching for them"

"Did you | ook between the piles and under the tramvays?"
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"Sure, | |ooked everywhere."
"Well, maybe. They're apt to sneak in no matter how careful you are, you know. Suppose you
come back after supper and we'll take a look at these fancy boards. And bring a flashlight. We'll

| ook around for union organizers, just in case."

Pringle and Larochelle arrived at the |unber yard as the sun was sliding down behind
Gahat o Mountain. Pringle insisted on creeping around the piles with his flashlight as if he were
pl ayi ng gangsters and G nen. He was, he expl ained, hoping to surprise a |urking union organizer
At Pile No. 1040 Larochelle said:

"That's her. See them boards lying in a heap on top?"

Pringle saw the boards. He al so saw a young wonan sitting on the edge of the pile,
swi ngi ng her sandal ed feet. Her green dress had obviously seen better days. About her hair, the

ki ndest comrent would be that it | ooked "nonchal ant" or "carefree." It had apparently been red,
but it had been singed off. It had grown out again but was still black at the ends and presented a
di stressi ng aspect.

"Good evening," said the young wonan. "You are M. Pringle, the owner of the sawrll, are
you not ?"

"Why- uh- maybe, " said Pringle suspiciously. "Wo-I nmean, what can | do for you?"

"Huh?" said a puzzled voice at his side. "Wiat do you nean, M. Pringle?" Joe Larochelle
was | ooking at him ignoring the girl, whose feet were a few feet away on a level with his face.

"Why-1 was tal king-"

"You are the owner, M. Pringle? | have heard the men tal king about you,"” said the girl.

"Just thinking out |oud?" said Larochelle.

"Yes- | mean naybe," said the confused Pringle. "She just asked ne-"

"Wrho's 'she' ?" asked Larochelle.

"That young | ady."

"What young | ady?"

Pringl e decided that his foreman was sinply dithering and asked the girl: "You're not a
uni on organi zer, are you?"

The girl and Larochell e answered sinultaneously: "I don't know what that is. | don't think
so." "Who, ne? Aw, cone on, M. Pringle, you oughta know | hate 'em as nuch as you-"

"Not you, Joe!" cried Pringle. "Not you! | was just asking her-" Larochelle's patience

began to wear thin. "Andl been asking you who 'her' is?"
"How should | know? |'ve been trying to find out nyself.
"I think we're kinda m xed up. Here you tal k about sone skirt and I ask who and you say
you don't know. That don't nmke sense, does it?"
Pringle wi ped his forehead.

The girl said: "I would Iike to see you, M. Pringle, only without this Msieu
Larochelle."
"MTe'll see, miss," said Pringle

Larochel |l e spoke: "Say, M. Pringle, are you feeling well? Damed if you don't sound |ike
you was tal king to sonebody who ain't there."

Pringle began to feel like a rat in the hands of an experinental psychol ogist who is, with
the best of notives, trying to drive it crazy. "Don't be ridiculous, Joe. |I sound as though | were
tal king to sonebody who is there."

"I know, that's just the trouble."

"What's the troubl e?"

"There ain't anybody there, of course!"

This statement, despite its alarning inplications, gave Pringle a feeling of relief.
Theretofore, this maddeni ng di spute had been |ike fighting blindfolded with broadswords at sixty
paces. Now he had a solid point of disagreenent. He said sharply: "Are you sure you'ra feeling
well, Joe?"

"Sure, of course, I'mwell."

"Do you, or don't you, see a girl in a green dress sitting on the edge of the pile?"

"No. | just said there ain't anybody there."

"Didn't ask you whet her anybody was there, but whether you saw anybody there."

"Well, if there was anybody there |I'd see "em wouldn't |? Makes sense, don't it?"

"We'l | waive that."

"Wave what? This green dress |I'm supposed to see that ain't there?"

Pringl e danced distractedly on his short |egs. "Never mnd, never m nd! Have you heard a
wonman' s voi ce coming fromthat pile?"

"No, of course not. \What gives you the idea-"
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"All right, all right, that's what | wanted to know. You can run along hone now I|'Il do
the rest of the investigating nmyself. No"-as Larochelle started to protest-"I nean that."

"Ch, all right. But |ook out the union organizers don't get you." Larochelle grinned
maliciously and trotted off. Pringle winced visibly at the last words but bravely faced the pile.

"Now, young lady," he said grimy, "are you sure you're not a union organizer?"

"Wuld | know if | was, M. Pringle?"

"You bet you would. | guess you aren't one, maybe. Mre likely an hallucination."

"M. Pringle! I did not ask to see you so you could call ne bad nanes."

"No of fense meant. But sonething's very funny around here. Either Joe or | are seeing
t hi ngs. "

"I'f you have good eyes, you al ways see things. Wiat is wong with that?"

"Not hi ng, when the things are there. Wiat I'mtrying to find out is, are you real or am|l
i magi ni ng you?"

"You see ne, no?"

"Sure. But that doesn't prove you're real."

"VsThat do | do to prove | amreal ?"

“I"'mnot just sure nyself. You could put out your hand," he said doubtfully. The girl
reached down, and Pringle touched her hand. "Feels real enough. But maybe |I'm i magining the feel
How conme Joe didn't see you?"

"I did not want himto."

"Ch, just like that, eh? You don't want himto, so he |ooks right through you."

"Naturally."
“I't may be natural to you. But when | ook at sonebody | generally see him Let's forget
that question for a while. Let's not even think about it. If I'mnot nuts already, | will be soon

at this rate. Just what is all this funny business?"
“I don't think it is funny to have ny home broken up."

" Huh?"

"You broke up ny hone."

"I broke up your honme. | broke up your honme. Young |ady- Wat's your nane, by the way?"
"Aceria."

"M ss Aceria, or Aceria sonething?"
"Just Aceria."

"Ch, well, skip it. | used to consider nyself a pretty intelligent man. Not any parl or-
pink intellectual, you understand, but a good, conpetent American businessman. But |'m not sure
anynore. Nothing seenms to nake sense. What in the name of the great horn spoon do you nean, |'ve
broken up your honme? Did | |ead your husband astray, maybe?"

"Ch, not like that. Like that!" She pointed to the tangle of boards behind her. "That was
ny home. "
"Those boards? Conme on, don't try to tell me some man of mine tore your house down and

sneaked the boards onto the pile."

"Well, yes and no. Those boards were ny tree."
"Your what ?"
"My tree. | lived init."
"l suppose you'll say next you were responsible for that comotion today?"
"I amafraid yes."
"Well." Ohers had testified to the occurrence of the commotion. O had Pringle inagined

that Joe Larochelle had told that story-
No, no, no! He wasn't going to think about that anynore. "Wat was the idea?"

"I wanted to keep ny honme together. First | tried to keep the men from novi ng the boards.
When | could not, | hurried the [ast ones up to get themtogether again."

"What are you? Sone kind of spook?"

"I am a sphendammi ad. That is a kind of wood nynph. Sonme people would say dryad, but that
is not just right. They are oak spirits. | ama maple spirit. A nman brought ny tree from Austria
nmore than a hundred years ago. Last winter your men cut my tree down. | could not stop them
because | was hibernating, | think you call it, and by the time | woke up it was too late. That is
how ny hair got burned, when the nen burned the branches and tops. It has grown out, but | know it
| ooks terrible. | cannot |eave nmy home on weekdays to go to the hairdresser, for fear the nen wll
nmove the boards.”

"You nean those aren't real hard mapl e?" snapped Pringle with sudden al erthess. He clinbed
the side of the pile with an agility remarkable in a nan of his age and girth. He | ooked at the
boards with his flashlight. "Yeah, the grain isn't quite the sane. Let's see; if they fooled the
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grader. . . | guess maybe they can go out with the rest on Tuesday."
"You nean you are going to sell these boards?"
"Sure. Just got a big order from Hoyt."
"What will happen to then?"

“Dunno. They'll be nmade into desks and bureau drawers and things, maybe. Depends on who
buys them from Hoyt."
"But you must not do that, M. Pringle! My honme, it will be scattered. | will have no

pl ace to live."

"Can't you set up housekeeping in another tree?"

“I can only live in Norway naples, and there are no nore around here."

"Well, do you want to buy then? I'lIl let you have them at eighty dollars a thousand, which
is less than | could get in the open market."

"l have no noney."

"Well then, they'll have to go out with the rest. Sorry if it inconveniences you, but the
sawni || costs alone are over seven dollars a thousand, counting insurance and depreciation."
"I do not know about such things, M. Pringle. | know you wil]l

break up my hone so | can never get it together again. You would not do that, yes? | would |ike
you so much if you did not."
She | ooked appealingly at him a tear trickling clown one cheek. If she had done this

earlier, while it was still light, it mght have worked. But all Pringle could see of her face was
a dim pale oval in the darkness; so he snapped:

"You bet I'd do that! This is business, young lady. If I let sentinment interfere with
busi ness, |I'd have gone broke | ong ago. Anyway, |'m not convinced that you exist. So why should I
gi ve away | unber | paid good noney for to sonebody who's a nere hallucination, maybe?"

"You are a bad, wicked man. | will never let you send these boards away."

"Ch," he grinned through the dark. "It's to be a fight, huh? Nobody ever accused Dan
Pringle of running away from a good, honest business fight. W'll see. Good night, Mss Aceria."

Pringle was as good as his word. Monday norning, he called in Larochelle and told himto
|l oad the lunber in Pile No. 1040 that day, instead of Tuesday as pl anned.

M chod, Camaret, Gallivan, and Bergen all |ooked sol enm when they saw they were to work on
No. 1040. But Larochelle forestalled any objections by nention of the soda tank.

So they set up the rollers. These were objects that | ooked like iron |adders, except that
on what would be the rungs were nounted steel sleeves rotating on ball bearings. The rollers were
mount ed end to end on sawhorses so that they could carry boards across the tramway and across the
tops- of the two |ow piles between the trammay and the railroad spur.

Fassler, the inspectoi turned the first board over with the sharpened T-piece on the end
of his flexible lunber rule and nade a note on his tally sheet. Gllivan, wondering if he hadn't
been several kinds of fool for taking the job on Pile No. 1040, picked up the board and gave it to
M chod. M chod put it on the nearest roller and shoved. Zing! went the rolls and away went the
board.

In the normal course of events, the board should have continued its way to the box car
where Canmaret and Bergen awaited it. Their nmittens were outstretched to seize it, when it sl owed
down, stopped, and reversed its notion. Zing! went the rolls, but this tine in reverse. M chod
stared at it dunbly as it shot past under his nose, left
the end of the Iine of rollers, and slanmed down on the top of the pile.

Aceria had not been caught nappi ng.

But Fassl er knew not hi ng about Aceria, except for sone vague talk, which he had
di scount ed, about junping boards. Since the tramway was between himand the box car, he could not
see what had happened and assuned that sonmebody had pushed the board back up the rollers. He said
so, with enbellishnents. He was a very profane man, though a slight, stoop-shoul dered, harm ess-
| ooki ng one. People liked to play jokes on himso that they could stand around and adnire his
profanity.

Gl livan grinned at him "Hey, Archie, will you say sone nore? Sure, it's as good as an
education for a man to listen to you."

But the others were not so amused. Canaret and Bergen canme up fromthe car. Camaret said:
"I begin to get the sick to the stomach again."

Bergen said: "lI'mdamed if 1'll work in a yard that's full of spooks." -

M chod cocked a skeptical eyebrow. "You don't believe in those things, O e?"

"Well, not exactly. But there's a powerful |ot of queer things you don't know about."
"Al'l right. You argue. | take a rest." And M chod sat down to enjoy a snoke.

The others explained to the incredul ous Fassler. Finally, not knowi ng what else to do,
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they went back to work. M chod undertook to conduct the next board personally down to the box car
It went along reluctantly; just before they arrived, it shot forward, in one door of the car and
out the other into the weeds before Camaret and Bergen could stop it.

So Joe Larochelle presently found his workers sitting on the tramway and settling the
affairs of the universe. He yelled:

"You get back there and |oad that stuff or, by jeepers, you can start |ooking for another
job!™"

Gallivan grinned. "Sure, now, wouldn't that be a terrible thing?' He | owered his voice.
"And wouldn't it be terrible, Joe, if the boss found out about that credit slip you turned in for
Jack Sneed?"

"I dunno what you're tal king about," said Larochelle. "But, anyway, | guess there's sone
ot her stuff you can pile."”

So nothing nore was done to Pile No. 1040 that day. Larochelle,
if he had a soul, westled with it mghtily. He had definite orders fromPringle, but he could not
adopt the usual nmethod of enforcing them because of the delicate credit slip situation.~ By
Tuesday ni ght he worked up enough courage to report to Pringle.

Pringl e snapped: "Sounds like they're getting pretty dammed i ndependent. Maybe a union
organi zer got next to them after all. Let's see. I'll think of something by tonorrow, maybe."

Nei t her was al t oget her candid. Larochelle obviously could not explain why he could not get
tougher with the yard crew, and Pringle could not explain about Aceria for fear of having people
tap their foreheads. He was not too sure about his sanity hinself. He thought of going down the
line to Uica to be | ooked over, but he was afraid to do that for fear the doctor would find
sonmet hing wwong with his cl ockwork.

Wednesday norning, Pringle wandered down to the sawnill. There he saw sonethi ng that
filled himw th di smay and apprehension. It was nothing nore than an elderly, dried-up man | ooking
at a box car standing on the end of the spur. That seens |ike a harm ess enough combination. But
the elderly man was the New York Central freight agent, and the car was one that had arrived with
a carload of line some nonths before. Pringle had not had any place to store the |ine, had not
wanted to build a shed, and had not wanted to pay denurrage on the car. So he had had the car
jacked down to the end of the spur and hidden with brush. There it had stood, serving as free
storage space, while Pringle unloaded at his |leisure and the Central wondered vaguely what had
become of their car. Now the canoufl age had been renoved.

"W been wondering where that car was," accused Adans, the agent.

"I guess nmaybe it just slipped ny mnd," replied Pringle |anely.

"Mebbe. Looks like you owe us about three nonths' dernurrage. I'Il get the bill out first
thing tonorra'." And Adanms wal ked of f unconprom singly.

Later, Pringle grated to Larochelle: "If | find who took that brush away, I'll kill the-"

When Larochell e departed, a worman's voice said: "I took the branches away from the car
M. Pringle." There she was, standing between a couple of piles.

"You-" sputtered Pringle. He got a grip on hinself. "I suppose nmaybe you think you're

smart, young | ady?"

"Ch, but | know | amsmart,"
car hidden all by nyself."

"Well, if you think it's going to make any difference about those boards, you can change
your idea. They're going in spite of hell or high water."

"Yes? W will see, as you said that night." And she vani shed.

Pringle yelled after Larochelle: "Hey, Joe! Spot a car for No. 1040 right away. If the
har dwood gang don't want to work on it, get sone nmen fromthe pine gang." He nuttered to hinself:
"I''l'l show this wood spook! Thinks she can scare ne-"

But the nen fromthe pine gang fared no better than the hardwood gang. They fared rather
worse, in fact. The boards sl ewed crosswise on the rollers, junped off the pile, paddled the men,
and finally hit one man, Dennis Ahearn, over the head. He required two stitches in his scalp, and
there were no nore attenpts to |oad the car that day.

As Ahearn hinself explained: "It may be the spooks, or it nay be the wood, or it may be
the sap runnin', but the divil himself won't get ne to touch another of them damm |ive boards.
What you need, M. Pringle, is a crewof lion taners."

Pringl e was angry enough over his failure to get the car |oaded. But he was a shrewd nan;
he woul d not have lasted so long as he had in the precarious Adirondack | unber business otherw se.
He suspected that Aceria would try sone devilment or other in retaliation for his |atest attenpt
to load the car. Maybe there woul d be an accident in the mll-so he ordered extra guard rails
installed around the saws. O, he thought, he mght find some norning that all the |unber trucks

she replied innocently. "I thought out that you wanted the
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were at the bottom of the Mbose River. True, they weighed over three hundred pounds apiece, but he
was not taking any chances with Aceria's supernatural powers, whatever they were. So he hired sone
of the workers overtine as ni ght watchnen.

But Aceria was not exactly stupid either. Uninforned, perhaps, as a result of living in
the woods for so nany centuries, but she learned quickly. So her next attack was in a quarter that
Pringle had not thought of.

Ms. Pringle, a waspish wonan, was due back at Pringle's home froma visit to sone
relatives. There was not much pl easurabl e anticipation of the reunion on either side. The
corrosive effect of Helen Pringle's disposition, applied over a period of thirty years, had seen
to that. But whatever Helen Pringle expected, she did not expect to
find a conely young wonan sitting at her dressing table, in her bedroom calmy drying a head of
freshly shanpooed carroty-red hair.

Aceria |l ooked up with a quick snmile at Ms. Pringle's gasp. "Yes?" she said politely.

Ms. Pringle's nmouth moved soundl essly. Then she said: "Gug."

"I"'msorry."

"You. . . you. - . what. . . what are you doing in ny roon®"

It was the first tinme since she had been five years old that words had fail ed-or al npst
failed-Ms. Pringle. But then, the fact that Aceria was not wearing her green dress m ght have had
sonmething to do with it.

Aceria, still polite, remarked: "Your roon? Ch, | see, you are Ms. Pringle! This is
enbarrassing. It was stupid of Danny not to send nme away before you cane back, no? But if you wll
leave me for a mnute, I will be gone like a flash."

Thus it came to pass that Pringle found the reunion nore exciting, if no nore pleasant,
than he had expected. Hel en descended on him and denmanded to know, in a voice |ike a band saw
going through a twenty-four-inch pine log-with knots in it-who that creature was, and didn't he
have sense enough to know t hat nobody would want an old fool like himfor anything but his noney,
and if he had to make a fool of hinself couldn't he have the decency to keep his follies out of
his wife's sight, and it was a good thing she hadn't unpacked because she was | eaving forthwth.
Whi ch she did.

Through this tirade, Pringle was nerely bew |l dered until the end. As Helen slamed the
door behind her he saw the |ight and dashed upstairs. There was nobody there, of course.

Dan Pringle started for the nmll, intending to denounce Aceria up one side and down the
other. But he cooled off on the way. He began to grin and arrived feeling like a triunmpha
processi on.

He | ooked around to see that nobody was within hearing, and called softly: "Acerial"

There she was, between two piles. Pringle accused: "I suppose it was you who appeared to
my wife just now?"
"I amafraid yes. | do not like to interfere in the affairs of nortals. But | had to teach

you not to try to nove ny boards."”

Pringle grinned. "That's okay, little lady. Don't give it a thought. You did ne a favor.
If I can count on ny wife staying away awhile, naybe | can really enjoy life. So better not try
any nore stunts, or they're liable to backfire."

"You are still deternmined to break up ny hone?"

"Yep. M ght have gotten soft-hearted if you hadn't pulled all these stunts. But now that
| unber's going out if it's the last thing | do."

"I warn you, M. Pringle. | have sone nore stunts, as you call them"

"Such as?"

"You will see."

Pringle's pride-at least, the quality that his conpetitors called his orneriness-prevented
himfromgiving in. He could not let things go on as they were; the turmoil at the nmill was
costing himnoney every day, and he operated on a slimmargin of profit. So next day he called al
his mll workers together. They assenbled in a silence nade obtrusive by the |ack of the band
saw s shriek. Pringle called for volunteers for a risky job.

Those who had not experienced the athletic boards had heard about them and were not too
anxious to learn nmore firsthand. But Pringle offered tinme and a half, and they had to eat. Twenty-
one responded. Pringle had deci ded agai nst the use of rollers. Mst of the gang would sinply sit
on Pile No. 1040 to hold the boards down, and four nen would carry each board across the
intervening piles to the box car

The boards tugged and wiggled a bit first, but Larochelle hit themw th his ax and they
went along. All went well until the car had been partly filled. Then there was an outbreak of
yells fromthe car. Seconds |later M chod and a man naned Chi shol m popped out of it, scranbled up
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the nearest pile to the tranway, and raced along the trestle. After themflew a short |ength of
board. It swng this way and that, exactly as if sonebody were chasing the two nen and trying to
hit themwith it.

Pringle knew very well who was on the rear end of that piece of board, but he could not
think of anything to do. Wiile he watched, the board dropped lifeless to the tramway. Then there
was a mghty clatter fromthe car, and nost of the |load of one-inch FAS maple spilled out the open
car door on the side away fromthe piles. The boards, instead of being nice and rigid, like
respectabl e mapl e pl anks, were withing like a nestful of |oathsone |arvae. As they flopped out
onto the cinders, they bent into senmicircles |ike bows, then straightened out with a snap, and
soared off toward the woods

"After 'em" yelled Pringle. "You, Joe! Two bits a board for every one that's brought
back!"

He scranbl ed down and set out after his |lunber as fast as his short |egs would carry him
Larochell e foll owed. The crew s nerves, already shaken by the sight of the unnatural pursuit of
M chod and Chi sholm were now conpletely denoralized. But a few nen followed Pringle and
Lar ochel | e.

They ran and they ran, tripping over logs and falling into brooks. Eventually Aceria ran
out of ectoplasm or sonething, and the boards ceased their bounding flight. They were gathered up
in arnfuls and brought back. They were piled on No. 1040 again. The nen flatly refused to enter
the box car with them where there would be no roomto dodge. It took all Pringle' s authority and

gifts of |leadership to get themto go back to work at all; the screamof the saw did not ring out
over hill and pond again until after the noon hour

After lunch, Pringle hopped about the mill yard nervously, awaiting the counterattack
whi ch he was sure was coning. It canme soon enough. A nmll like Pringle's, which is not equipped

for turning out little things like chessnen, accunul ates a vast anmount of waste. Some of the sl|abs
and edgi ngs can be used as boiler fuel; some can be sold locally as firewod. But there is a
surplus and also a |l ot of useless sawdust. On the edge of the nmill yard stood a pile of sawdust
twenty feet high, waiting to be fed into the waste burner, a huge sheet-iron incinerator

Presently this pile of sawdust did a curious thing. It swirled up into a whirling, top-
shaped cloud, as if a whirlwind had settled on its apex. The cloud grew until there was no nore
sawdust on the ground, and the cloud was as big as a house. Then it swooped hither and thither
about the yard. It hid the workers fromeach other and stung their faces. They were not encouraged
when one of them pointed out that, while the cloud itself seened to be borne on a mniature
tornado, the far-off trees stood stiff in still air. They stanpeded, yelling, into the sawm||.
The engi neer, hearing the tunult, prudently shut down the engine, and again the band saw and the
edging, trimmng, and slashing saws fell silent. Nobody else was silent. Pringle, rubbing sawdust
out of his bl oodshot eyes, could not nake hinself heard at all

The cloud nade a couple of tentative rushes at the mll. But Aceria' s powers were
apparently not equal to getting it in a |lot of
separate doors and wi ndows and reforming it inside. It hovered, teetering and swooshi ng
menaci ngly, about the yard.

Many people did not |love Dan Pringle, but they admtted that he bad what it takes. He got
t he sneezing and bl aspheni ng Larochell e and Fassler aside and sent themon an errand. They went
out and ran to Fassler's car. The cloud swooped after them but they junped in and cranked up the
wi ndows, and of f they went.

When they cane back, they had two boxes full of colored sunglasses with little netal
shi el ds that nmade passabl e goggl es out of them Fassler said: "That's all there are of these
thi ngs around here. W went clear up to A d Forge and cl eaned out the stores. And ny car stopped
just before we got back. Sawdust in the carburetor."”

Pringle yelled for attention. He put on a pair of the goggles, tied a handkerchief over
the I ower part of his face, turned up his shirt collar, pulled his hat down over his ears, and
sai d:

"Now, if you guys have got any guts, you'll do like me and go out there and get back to
wor k. The sawdust can't hurt you. I'mgoing out if | have to |oad the dam cars nyself. Wo's with
me? Time and a half as long as that cloud' s around.”

Nobody said anything for a mnute. Then Edward Gallivan nmunbl ed sonething and put on a
pair of goggles. Mdst of the others did |likew se. They were, after all, a strong, tough lot, and
the sight of their fat and agi ng boss preparing to face the cloud al one nay have shaned t hem

So, masked and goggl ed, they went back down the tramnays, clutching at the piles for
support as the whirlwi nd buffeted them and t he sawdust stung every exposed inch of skin. Pringle
gri nned behind his handkerchi ef as he watched themget slowy on with their work, while Aceria's
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top shrieked about their ears. So, the wood spook still thought she could lick hin? If this was
her last stunt, he'd won, by jeepers. O at least it was still a draw
- But it was not Aceria's last stunt. The cloud rose up and up until it |ooked no bigger than a

mar bl e. Everybody thought it was | eaving for good, although they continued to gl ance up nervously
at it.

Then it started down again. As it cane near, they saw that it was a lot smaller and nore
opaque than when it had gone up. As it approached, it resolved itself into sonething that night be
i magi ned by a paleontologist with the d.t.'s. It |ooked somewhat |ike a pterodactyl, sonewhat |ike
an octopus, and somewhat |ike Fafner in "Siegfried."

It had huge batlike wings and six long tentacular linbs with hands on their ends.

The shouts that had sounded on previ ous occasions about the yard were but as the chirp of
canaries conpared with the yells that now arose. As the thing glided over the yard, workers,
foreman, inspectors, everybody went away. They went in straight radial lines, like droplets of
mercury when a gob falls on a table top, only nuch faster. They junped fences and waded neck- deep
across the Moose River. Those inside the nmll |ooked out to see what was up. They saw, and they
went, too.

Pringl e danced on the trammay. "Cone back!" he screaned. "It can't hurt you. It's only
sawdust! Look!" The nonster was bobbing up and down in front of him noving its horrid yell ow
jaws. He strode up to it and punched it. His fist went right through the sawdust, which swirled
out in little puffs around his wist. The hole rmade by his fist closed up as soon as he drew his
arm back. For it was, as he surnised, nmerely the sane cloud of animted sawdust, sonewhat
condensed and nolded into this horrifying form

"Look here! It's not a real thing at all! Conme on back!" He passed his hand right through
one of its groping linbs, which joined together again i mediately.

But there was nobody to appreciate this display of nerve. Across the river, Pringle could
see the rear elevation of a couple of small figures in drab work clothes, getting smaller every
m nute. As he watched, they disappeared into the forest. The formfloated | ow over the site of the
sawdust pile and collapsed. The pile was back where it had been, and Pringle was al one.

The thing that perhaps annoyed Pringle the nost was that this tine the engi neer had run
of f without shutting down the engines, so that all the saws were whirling nmerrily in the enpty
mll. Pringle had to go down and turn the valve hinself.

It was al nbst dark when Pringle and Larochell e appeared at the sawnmill. They | ooked odd.
Pringl e was wearing, anong other things, a catcher's mask and chest protector. Larochelle wore an
old football helnet, several sweaters, and a |unber yard worker's heavy | eather apron. Pringle
carried a flashlight; Larochelle, a five-gallon can of kerosene and a gasoline bl oworch

"What are you going to do, M. Pringle?" asked Aceria. She was sitting on No. 1040.
Larochel |l e had gone off to start the water punp and uncoil the fire hose.

"CGoing to have a little fire."

"You are going to bumny home?" "Maybe." -
"Wn't you burn up the whol e yard?”

"Not if we can help it. W're going to wet down the neighboring piles first. It's taking a
chance, but what the hell?"

"Why are you so determ ned to destroy ny hone?"

"Because, damm it," Pringle's voice rose, "l've had all | can stand of this business! It's
cost me a hundred tinmes the value of those boards. But | won't give in to you, see? You won't |et
me | oad the boards. Ckay, they're no good to ne. So | mght as well burn "emup and end this
nonsense for good. And you can't stop ne. Your boards are tied down so you can't craw inside
and aninate 'em Joe and | are protected, so it won't do you any good to get rough with us. And
your sawdust nonsters won't have a chance against this blowtorch."

Aceria was silent for a while. The only sounds were the hum of insects, the slap of
Pringle's hand as he hit a punkie on his cheek, the whir of an autompbile on the state highway,
and Joe Larochelle's distant footsteps.

Then she said: "I do not think you will burn ny hone, M. Pringle."

"Who's going to stop ne?"

“I am You were very clever and very brave about facing nmy magi cs, no? And now you say,
'Ho-ho, | have beaten all Aceria's tricks.""

"Yep." Pringle had been naking a heap of edgings and bark, well away fromthe pile. A |loud
swish in the dark showed that Joe had begun his wetting down. "Now, Joe," Pringle called, "you
catch the other end of this rope. W want to tighten up on the pile as soon as we pull a couple of
boards out, so the rest can't get |oose."

"Okay, M. Pringle. Here goes." There were sounds in the semdark as the two nen noved

em
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around the pile, making sure that their enterprise would suffer neither from spreading of the
flanes nor unwonted activity on the part of the boards.

"Very clever,"” continued Aceria, "but | should have renmenbered sooner that it is not
al ways the nost conplicated magic that is the nost effective.”

"Uh," said Pringle. He splashed kerosene over his pile of kindling and lighted it. It
flared up at once into a big, cheerful flame. "No
wind," said Pringle, "so | guess she's safe enough. Al right, Joe, let's haul the first board
out."

Aceria seened not to mnd being ignored so pointedly. As Pringle and Larochelle |aid hands
on the board, she said:

"You were only so-so afraid of the boards when | went into them and nade them alive, no?
And you stood up to nmy nonster. But there is sonmething you are nore afraid of than the boards or
the nonsters.”

Pringle just grinned. "lIs there? Al right, Joe, heave! Don't pay any attention if | seem
to be talking to nyself."

"Yes. Union organizers," said Aceria.

"Huh?" Pringle stopped pulling on the board.

"Yes. You would like it, no, if |I organi zed your nen."

Pringle's mouth dropped open.

"I could do it. | have been listening to themtalk, and | know sonethi ng about unions. And
you know ne. | appear, | disappear. You could not keep me away, |ike you do those nmen fromthe
A F.L. and the C.1.0 OCh, | would have a nice revenge for the burning of ny hone."

For the space of thirty seconds there was no sound but the breathing of the two nen and
the crackle of the flames. Wen Pringle nade a noise, it was a ghastly strangling sound, |ike the
death rattle of a man dying of thirst in the desert.

"You-" he said. And again, "You-"

"You sick, M. Pringle?" asked Larochelle.

"No," said Pringle, "I"mdying."

"Wl | ?" spoke Aceri a.

Pringle sat down heavily in the muck, took off his wire nmask, and buried his face in his
hands. "Go away, Joe," he said, and would listen to no renonstrances fromthe alarned Larochelle.

Pringle said: "You win. What do you want ne to do with the damm boards? W can't just
| eave "emsit here until they rot."

"I would like themput in some nice dry place. | do not mnd having themsold, if they are
kept together until | can find another tree of the right kind."

"Let's see," said Pringle. "Earl Del acroix needs a new dance floor in his joint. But
Earl's so tight he'll wait till somebody falls through the old one. Maybe if | offered himthe

boards at half price-or even a quarter-"

So it came to pass that, three weeks later, Earl Del acroix surprised those who knew his
penurious habits by installing a new dance floor in The Pines. He surprised them sonewhat |ess by
hiring a luscious, red-haired girl as hostess. He hinself was not too pleased over that
i nnovation. But Pringle had brought the girl in personally and given her the strongest
recommendati on. Del acroi x's nmental eyebrows had gone up a bit. Hadn't Pringle's wife left hima
whil e before? Ch, well, it was none of his business. If Pringle, who owned nost of the town,
want ed a-friend-enployed, it was a good idea to enploy the friend, w thout asking too many
questi ons.

Del acroi x had been particularly intrigued when the girl gave her name as Aceria; then
when he asked her full nane, a whispered consultation between the girl and Pringle produced the
surnanme of Jones. Jones, eh? Heh, heh

Since then, Aceria has worked at The Pines. For appearance's sake, she has a roomin the
boar di ng house next door. But its bed is never slept in. Her |andl ady does not know that, every
night, Aceria returns to the restaurant. It is dark then, and nobody is there to see her do
what ever she does to nerge herself with the floorboards. Probably she just fades out of sight. On
these nocturnal trips, she always wears her old green dress. O rather, it was green, but with the
comng of fall it gradually turned a rich orange-yellow

She dances divinely, and the |ocal boys like her but find her a little odd. For instance,
sooner or |later she asks every acquai ntance whet her he knows of a place where a Norway nmaple
grows. She is still asking, and if you know of one |I am sure she would be grateful if you would
informher. - .

THE RELUCTANT SHAMAN
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FINE July day, a tourist took his small boy into a shop in Gahato, New York. The sign over
the shop read:

CH EF SOARI NG TURTLE
I ndi an Bead- Wor k- Pottery

I nside, a stocky, copper-colored man stood anmidst a litter of burntleather cushions,
Navaj o bl ankets made in Connecticut, and simlar truck

"Have you got a snall bow and-arrow outfit?" the tourist asked. "Ugh," said the Indian. He
runmaged and produced a snmall bow and six arrows with rubber knobs for heads.

"Are you a real Indian?" the boy asked.

"Ugh. Sure. Heap big chief."

"Where are your feathers?"

"Put away. Only wear urn for war dance."

The tourist paid and started out. At that instant, a copper-colored boy of fifteen years
entered fromthe back

"Hey, Pop, one of the kittens just et the other!" he called loudly. The Indian lost his
barbari c inpassiveness. "Wat? Jeepers Cripus, what kind of mink farner do you call yourself?
told you to shift "emto separate cages yesterday, before they began to fight!"

“I"'msorry, Pop. | guess | forgot."

"You'd better be sorry. That be good noney throwed down the sewer.”

The tourist's car door slanmed, and as the car noved off, the thin voice of the tourist's
little boy was wafted back:

"He tal ks just |ike anybody el se. He don't sound like a real Indian to ne."

But Virgil Hathaway, alias Chief Soaring Turtle, was a real Indian. He was a Penobscot
from Mai ne, forty-six years old, a highschool graduate, and-except that he did not bathe as often
as some peopl e thought he shoul d-a nodel citizen

Shortly after the departure of the tourist, another man canme in. This visitor had
Hat haway' s di stinctive nmuddy col ori ng and Mongol oid features, though he was fatter, shorter, and
ol der than Hat haway.

"Morning," he said. "You're Virgil Hathaway, ain'tcha?"

"That's who | be, mster."

The man smiled so that his eyes disappeared in fat. "Pleased to know you, M. Hathaway.
I"mCharlie Catfish, of the Senecas."

"That so? dad to know you, M. Catfish. How about stopping over for sone grub?"

"Thanks, but the fol ks want to nake Bl ue Mountain Lake for lunch. Tell you what you can
do. | got eight stone throwers with nme. They was | et conme up here providing they behaved. | got
enough to do without dragging themall over, so if you don't nmind I'll [eave "emin your charge."

"Stone throwers?" repeated Hat haway bl ankly.

"You know, Gczhunga. You can handl e 'em even though you' re Al gonquin, being as you're a
descendant of Dekanaw da."

"l be what ?"

"A descendant of H awatha's partner. W keep track-" A horn blast interrupted him "Sorry,
M. Hathaway, gotta go. You won't have no trouble."” And the fat Indian was gone.

Hat haway was | eft puzzled and uneasy. It was nice to be descended from Dekanaw da, the
great Huron chief and cof ounder of the Iroquois League. But what were Gahunga? H s smattering of
the Iroquoi an dial ects included no such term

Then there was anot her custoner, and after her Harvey Pringle |ounged in, wearing a sport
shirt that showed off his strength and beauty.

"Hi, Virgil," he drawled. "How s every little thing?"

"Pretty good, considering." Hathaway felt a sudden urge to bring his accounts up to date.
Young Pringle could waste nore tine in one hour than nost nmen could in three.

"I finished nmy ragweed pulling for today."

"Huh?" said Hat hawnay.

"Yeah. The old man got shirty again about nmy not doing anything. | said, why take a job
away from sone poox~ guy that needs it? So | appointed nyself the county's one-man ragweed

committee. | pull the stuff up for one hour a day, heh-heh! Babs been in?"
"No," replied Hat haway.
"Ch, well, she knows where to find ne." Harvey Pringle yawned and sauntered out. Hathaway

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry...e%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (76 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:03 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

wonder ed what Barbara Scott could see in that useless hulk. Then he listened to the noise.

It was like a quick, faint druming, queerly nuffled, as though the drumwere half full of
wat er. Hat haway | ooked out the screen door; no parade. Tinothy weeds nodded peacefully in the
breeze, and fromthe Mose River cane the faint screamof old man Pringle's sawm||.

The noi se seened to be behi nd Hat haway, in the shop, |ike the sound of a small Del co pl ant
in the cellar. The noise increased. It waxed, and eight figures nmaterialized on the rug. They
| ooked like Iroquois warriors two feet tall, conplete with noccasins, buckskin |eggings, and

scal ps shaven except for stiff crests on the crown. One squatted and tapped a three-inch drum The
other seven circled around him occasionally giving the loon cry by slapping the hand agai nst the
mouth while uttering a long, shrill yell

"Hey!" barked Hat haway. The drunmi ng stopped. "Wo the devil be you?"

The drunmer spoke:

" Adenl ozl akst engen agoi yo-"

"Whoa! Don't you speak English?"

"Ayuh, mster. | -thought if you was a nedicine man, you'd talk |roquois-"

"I'f I was what?"

"Medi cine man. Charlie said he was gonna | eave us with one while he went to Canada."

"Be you the stone throwers?"

"Ayuh. I'mchief, name of Gaga, from Cattaraugus County. Anything you want us to do?"

"Yeah. Just disappear for a while." The Gahunga di sappeared. Hathaway thought that Charlie
Catfish had played a dirty trick on himto spring these aboriginal spooks w thout explanation

He brightened when Barbara Scott entered, trim dark, and energetic. Hathaway approved of
energy in other people.

"Have you seen Harvey, Virgil?" she asked. "I had a lunch date with him"

"Uh- huh, " said Hathaway. "Prob'ly sleeping on sonebody's lawn." M ss Scott stiffened.
"You're as bad as the rest, Virgil. Nobody's fair to poor Harvey."

"Forget it," said Hathaway with a hel pl ess notion of his hands. 'Wen a girl toward whom
you felt a fatherly affection seemed bent on nmarrying the worthless son of the town's |eading
busi nessman, who was al so your landlord, there wasn't nuch a noderate man could do. "You still be
havi ng that séance tonorrow ni ght?"

“"Yep. Dan Pringle's comng."

"What ? He swears you're a fake."

"I know, but naybe 1 can win himover."

"Look here, Babs, why does a nice girl like you do all this phony spook busi ness?"

"Money, that's why. Being a secretary and notary won't get me through ny |ast year of
col l ege. As for being phony, how about that ug-wtzg dialect you use on the tourists?"

"That be different."

"Ch, that be different, be it? Here's Harvey now, so long."

The ei ght Gahunga reappear ed.

"What you want us to do for you, mister?" asked Gaga. "Charlie told us to be hel pful, and
by | uskeha, we're gonna be."

"Don't exactly know," Hathaway cautiously replied.

"I's there anything you want?"

"Well," said Hathaway, "I got a good breeding female mink | w sh sonebocly'd offer nme five
hundred bucks for."

The Gahunga muttered together.

"I"'mafraid we can't do anything about that," Gaga said finally. "Anything el se?"

"Well, | wish nore customers would cone in to buy ny Indian junk."

"Whoopee! U-u-u-u!" shrilled Gaga, drunmm ng. "Cone on!"

The seven pranced and stanped for a few seconds, then vani shed. Hathaway uneasily waited
on a custoner, wondering what the Gahunga were up to.

Earl Del acroi x, owner of The Pines Tea- Shoppe, was passing on the other side of the
street, when he | eaped and yell ed. He cane down rubbing his shoul der and | ooki ng about
resentfully. As soon as he started to walk, there was a flat spat of a hi gh-speed pebble
striking his clothes, and he junped again. Spat! Spat! The bonbardnent continued until he hurled
hinself into Chief Soaring Turtle's shop

"Sonebody's shooting nme with an air riflel" he gasped.

"Bad busi ness," agreed Hat hawnay.

There was another yell, and Hat haway | ooked out. Leon Buttolf was being driven inexorably
down the street to the shop. As soon as he was inside, the bonbardnment overtook Ms. Camaret, wife
of a worker in Pringle's mll.
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By the tinme she had been herded in, the streets were deserted.

"Sonmebody ought to go to jail for this," Buttoif said.

"That's right," said Delacroix. He | ooked keenly at Hathaway. "Wnder how everybody gets
chased in here?"

"I'f I sink you have somesing to do wiz zis, Virgil, | tell nmy Jean," Ms. Canaret said.
"He conme, beat you up, stonp you into a leetle jelly!™

"Jeepers Cripus!" protested Hathaway. "How should | nake a BB shot fly out in a circle to
hit a man on the far side? And nmy boy Calvin's out back with the mnk. You can go |ook."
we ain't suspecting you," said Buttolf.

“I"1l walk with you wherever you be going, and take ny chance of getting hit,"'

Hat haway
sai d.

"Fair enough," said Delacroix. So the four went out and wal ked down the street a way.

Del acroi x turned into his restaurant, and the others went about their business. Hathaway hurried
back to his shop just as a pebble hit Wallace Downey in the seat of the pants.

"Gaga!" Hat haway yelled in desperation. "Stop it, blast your hide!"

The bonbardnent ceased. Downey wal ked off with a | ook of deep suspicion. Wen Hat haway
entered his shop, the Gahunga were sitting on the counter

Gaga grinned infuriatingly.

"W help you, huh, mster?" he said. "Want sonme nore custoners?"

"No!" shout ed Hat haway. "I don't want your help. | hope | shan't ever see you again!"

The inps exchanged startled gl ances. Gaga stood up.

"You don't want to be our boss no nore?"

"No! | only want you to | eave ne al one!"

Gaga drew hinmself to his full twenty-five inches and fol ded his arnms.

"Ckay. W& hel p sonebody who appreciates us. Don't |ike Al gonquins anyway." He drumed, and
the ot her seven Gahunga did a sol enm dance down the counter, disappearing as they canme to the pile
of miniature birch-bark canoes.

In a few nminutes Hathaway's relief was replaced by a faint unease. Perhaps he had been
hasty in dismissing the creatures; they had dangerous potentialities.

"Gagal! "

Not hi ng happened. Cal vin Hathaway put in his head.

"Did you call ne, Pop?"

"No. Yes, | did. Ask your maw when di nner's gonna be ready."

It had been a m stake; what would he tell Catfish?

After dinner, Hathaway left his wife in charge of the shop while he went for a walk, to
think. In front of Tate's hardware store he found a noi sy group consisting of old nman Tate,
Wal | ace Downey, and a state trooper. Tate's wi ndow was broken, and he was accusi ng Downey of
breaking it and stealing a fishing rod. Downey accused Tate of throwing the rod at hi mthrough the
wi ndow. Each produced witnesses.

"l was buying sone filmfor nmy canera in the store when bingo! away goes the winda," a
Wi tness said. "M. Tate and ne, we | ook around, and we see Wally making off with the rod."

"Did you see Downey inside the wi ndow?" asked the trooper

"No, but it stands to reason-"

"What's your story?" the trooper interrupted him as he turned inquiringly at Downey.

"1 was sitting on the steps of the bank havin' a chaw, when Wally cones al ong carrying
that reel, and zowi e! out cones the rod through the winda, with busted glass all over the place.
If old man Tate didn't throw it at himsonebody nusta."

Puzzl ed, the trooper scratched his head. Finally, since Tate had his rod back and the
wi ndow was i nsured, he persuaded the two angry men to drop the matter

"Hello, Virgil," said Downey. "Wy does everything screwy have to happen in this town?
Say, do you know anythi ng about those BB shot? You yelled sonething, and they quit."

"I don't know nahthing," said Hathaway innocently. "Sone kid with an air rifle, | suppose.
What was all this run-in with Tate?"

"I went down to the river to fish," explained Downey. "I had a new tackle, and |I no sooner
dropped it off the bridge than | got a strike that busted the rodright off short. Mista been the
bi ggest bass in the river. Wll, | saved the reel, and I was bringin" it back home when old man

Tate shies a newrod at me, right through his w ndow. "

Hat haway coul d see how the Gahunga were responsible for these events; they were being
"hel pful." He |l eft Downey and sauntered down Main Street, passing the Adirondack Association
of fice. Barbara Scott nmade a face at himthrough the glass. Hathaway thought she needed to be
spanked, either on account of the seances, or her infatuation with Harvey Pringle, or both.
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Returning to his shop, the m ddl e-aged Indian noted that the Gahato Garage seened to have
an unusually brisk trade in the repair of tires. The cars included the trooper's Ford with al
four tires flat. Bill Bugby and his nechanics were working on tires |ike maniacs.

The trooper who had handl ed the Tate-Downey incident was wal ki ng about the street, now and
then stooping to pick up sonething. Presently he came back

"Hey, Bill!" he shouted, and conferred in | ow tones with Bugby, who presently raised his
voice. "You're crazy, Mark!" he cried. "I ain't never done a thing like that in all the years |
been here!"

"Maybe so," said the trooper. "But you got to admt that sonebody scattered bright new
nails all over this street. And if you didn't, who did?"

Hat haway prudently wi thdrew. He knew who had scattered the nails.

Newconb, the ganme warden, |ounged into Chief Soaring Turtle's shop and spread his el bows
along a counter. Hathaway asked hi mwhat he was | ooking so sad about.

The warden expl ai ned.

"I was wal ki ng by the bank this afternoon, when a big car drives up and a young man gets
out and goes in the bank," he said. "There was a canvas bundl e on the back of the car. | didn't
think anything of it, only just as | get past it the canvas conmes tearing off the bundle, Iike
sonmebody is pulling it, and there on the bunper is tied a fresh-killed fawn."

"You don't say so?"

"Three nonths out of season, and no nmore horns than a pussycat. 'Well, you know and | know
there's some of that all the tine. | run
"emin when | catch "em and if it nakes ne unpopular that's part of nmy job. But when this young
man cones out and | ask himabout it, he admits it-and then it turns out he's Judge Dusenberry's
son. Half the village is looking on, so | got to run young Dusenberry in."

"WII that get you into trouble?"

"Don't know, depends on who wins the election next fall. Now, Virgil, |I'mnot
superstitious nyself. But sonme of these people are, especially the Canucks. There's talk of your
putting a hoodoo on the town. Some have had rocks thrown at 'em or something, and Wal | ace Downey
is saying you stopped them |f you can stop it, why can't you start it?"

"I don't know a thing about it," said Hathaway.

"Of course, you don't-| realize that's all nonsense. But | thought you ought to know what
fol ks are saying." And Newconb sl ouched out, |eaving behind hima much worried |ndian.

The next day, Hathaway left his wife in charge of the shop and drove towards Uica. As he
was turning on to the state highway, Barbara Scott wal ked past and cal |l ed good norni ng. He | eaned
out .

"Hi, Barbara! Be you still going to have your spook hunt?"

"You bet, Chief Wart-on-the-Nose."

"What' Il you do if old man Pringle gets up and denounces you as a fake?"

"I don't tell my victims I'mnot a fake. | say they can watch and judge for thensel ves.

You don't believe in spirits, do you?"

"Never did. Until alittle while ago, that is."

"What the devil do you nmean by that crack, Virgil?"

"Ch, just sonme funny things that happened.”

Barbara tactfully refrained frompressing for details.

"I never did either, but lately I've had a feeling | was being foll owed," she said. "And
this morning I found this on nmy dresser.” She held out a slip of paper on which was scraw ed:

"Don't you worry none about Daniel Pringle that old sower-puss. W will help you against
himG"

"I got an idea who sent this, but it won't do no good to explain now " Hathaway nused.
"Only I'd like to see you before your séance. G by."

Three hours | ater, Hathaway gave up his search through the stacks of the Utica Public
Li brary, having gone through every volunme on anthropol ogy, folklore, and allied subjects. He had
| earned that the stone throwers belonged to the genus of sprite known to the Iroquois
as Dzhungeun. They all lived in the southwest part of the state and conprised the stone-throw ng
Gahunga, the fertijity-produci ng Gendayah, and the hunting and burrowi ng Chdowa. But, although it
was intimated in several places that the Iroquois shamans had known how to control these spirits,
nowhere did it tell how

Hat haway t hought a while. Then he left the library and wal ked al ong Genesee Street to a
pay tel ephone. He grunted with pain when he | earned the cost of a call to the vicinity of Buffalo,
but it couldn't be helped. He resolved, if he ever caught up with Charlie Catfish, to take the
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noney either out of the Seneca's pocket or out of his hide.

"G ve nme the Tonawanda Reservation," he said.

When he got the reservation, he asked for Charlie Catfish. After a long wait, during which
he had to feed the coin box, he was told that Catfish woul d not be back for weeks.

"Then give nme Chief Cornplanter.”

Anot her pause. Then: "He's gone to Buffalo for the day."

"Listen," said Hathaway. "Have you got any nedici ne nen, hexers, spook nediuns, or such
peopl e anmobng you?"

"Who wants to know?"

"I be Virgil Hathaway, of the Penobscots, nenber of the Turtle clan and descendant of
Dekanawi da. "

He explained his difficulties. The voice said to wait. Presently an aged voi ce, speaking
badly broken English, cane fromthe receiver

"Wait, please," said Hathaway. "I got to get me a pencil. My Seneca ain't so hot. . -

When Hat haway was driving back to Gahato, he attenpted to pass a truck on one of the
narrow bridges over the Mbose River at McCintock. The truck driver m sjudged his clearance, and
Hat haway' s car stopped with a rendi ng crunch, wedged between the truck and the bridge girders.
When t he garage people got the vehicles untangled and towed to the garage, Hathaway | earned that
he faced a four-hour, fifty-dollar repair job before he could start noving again, |et alone have
his fenders straightened. And the afternoon train north had just left Mdintock

That evening, Barbara Scott had collected the elite of Gahato for her séance: Doe Lenoir
and his wife; Levi Macdonald, the bank cashier, and his better half; the Pringles, father and son
and a couple of other persons. Dan Pringle greeted Barbara with a polite but
cynical smle. He was plunp and wheezed and had sel dom been worsted in a deal

Bar bara sat her guests- in a circle in sem darkness to await the arrival of her
"influences." Wien Harvey Pringle had fallen asleep, she got out her paraphernalia. She sat on a
chair in the cabinet, a thing like a curtained tel ephone booth, and directed the nen to tie her
securely to the chair. Then she told themto drop the curtain and put out the lights. She warned
them not to risk her health by turning on the lights wi thout authorization. It was not an
absol utely necessary warning, as she could control the lights herself by a switch inside the
cabi net .

On the table between the cabinet and the sitters were a dinner bell, a trunpet, and a
slate. The chair on which Barbara sat cane apart easily. Concealed in the cabinet was a quantity
of absorbent cotton for ectoplasm There was al so a | ong-handl ed graspi ng device, painted bl ack
Her own contribution to the techniques of this venerable racket was a systemof small |ights which
woul d warn her if any of the sitters left his chair.

Soon, Barbara gave the right kind of squirm and the trick chair cane apart. The | oose
bonds coul d now be renoved. Barbara npaned to cover the sounds of her preparations and chanted a

fewlines fromthe Iliad in Geek. She intended to have Socrates as one of her controls this tine.
She was still peeling rope when she was astoni shed to hear the dinner bell ring. It wasn't

alittle ting such as would be made by sonmeone's accidentally touching it, but a belligerent

cl angor, such as would be nade by a cook calling mle-away farnmhands. The little signal lights

showed all the sitters to be in their seats. The bell rang this way and that, and the trunpet
began to toot.

Barbara Scott had been séancing for several years and had cone to | ook upon darkness as a
friend, but now childish fears swarnmed out of her. The cabi net began to rock. She screamed. The
cabi net rocked nore violently. The door of the false side flew open; the cotton and the grasper
were snatched out. The curtain billowed. The table began to rock too. Fromthe darkness canme an
angry roar as the grasper tweaked Doe Lenoir's nose.

From somewhere canme the nuffled beat of a drumand a |long, ululating |oon-cry:

"U u-u-u-u-u-u-ut"

The cabi net tipped over against the table. Barbara fought herself
out of the weckage. She remenbered that her private light switch was in series with the roonm s
main switch, so that the lights could not be turned on until the secret switch had beéen thrown.
She felt for it, pushed it, and struggled out of the remmins of the cabinet.

The terrified sitters were blinded by the lights and dunb at the spectacle of the nedium
swat hed in | oose coils of rope with her hand on the switch, her dress torn, and the beginni ngs of
a bl ack eye. Next they observed that the bell, slate, grasper, and other objects were swooping
about the room under their own power.

VWen the lights came on, there was a yell and a conmand i n an unknown | anguage. The sl ate
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smashed down on Dan Pringle's head. While he stood blinking, glasses dangling fromone ear and the
frane of the slate around his neck, other articles went sailing at him He stunbled over his
overturned chair and bolted for the door. The articles followed.

When Pringle reached the street, pebbles began picking thensel ves up and throw ng
t hensel ves after the mll owner. It took about three tries to get his range. Then a pebble no
bi gger than the end of one's thunb, traveling with air-rifle speed, hit the back of his thigh with
a flat spat. Pringle yelled, staggered, and kept running. Another glanced off his scalp, draw ng
bl ood and naki ng hi m see stars.

The inhabitants of Gahato were entertained by the unprecedented sight of their |eading
busi nessman panting down the main street and turning purple with effort. Every now and then there
woul d be the sound of a pebble striking. Pringle would make a bucking junp and cone down
runni ng. harder than ever.

H s eye caught a glinpse of Virgil Hathaway letting hinself into his shop, and a faint
menory of silly talk about the Indian's supernatural powers stirred his mnd. He banked and
gal | oped up the porch steps of Soaring Turtle's establishment just as Hat haway cl osed the screen
door behind him Pringle went through the door w thout bothering to reopen it.

"Jeepers Cripus!" exclained Hathaway mldly. "Wat be the matter, Dan?"

"L-1-isten, Virgil! Are you a medicine man?"

"Aw, don't pay no attention to superstitious talk |like that-"

"But | gotta have hel p! They're after nmel!" And he told all

"Wl I!'" said Hat haway doubtfully. "I'll see what | can do. But
they' re Iroquoi s spooks, and don't think much of us Al gonquins. Got sone tobacco? Al right, pull
down t he shades."

Hat haway t ook Pringle's tobacco pouch and opened his shattered screen door. He threw a
pi nch of tobacco into the dark and chanted in bad Seneca:

| give you tobacco, Dzhungeun
Wanderers of the nountains.

You hear ne and will cone.

| give you tobacco.

| have done my duty towards you.
Now you nust do yours.

I have finished speaking.

Al'l eight Cahunga inps materialized on the |lawn. Hathaway sternly ordered themto cone
i nsi de. Wien they were in, he gquestioned them

"What have you little twerps been up to now?"

Gaga squirned. "We was only trying to do Mss Scott a favor," he said. "She wants to put
on a good spook show. So we help. She don't like this old punkin Pringle. Al right, we throw a
scare into him W wasn't going to hurt himnone."

"You know you was | et cone up here for your vacations only if you didn't use your stone-
throwi ng powers," Hathaway said. "And you know what Eitsinoha does to little inps who don't

behave."

"Ei tsinoha?" cried Gaga. "You wouldn't tell heTr'

"Dunno, yet. You deserve it."

"Pl ease, mister, don't say nothing! W won't throw even a sand grain! | swear by |uskeha
Let us go, and we'll head right back to Cattaraugus!"

Hat haway turned to the quivering Pringle. "Changed your mind about raising my rent, Dan?"

"I"1l lower it! Five dollars!"

"Ten?"

"Seven and a hal f!"

"Ckay. Gaga, you and your boys can di sappear. But stick around. And don't do anyt hing-
understand?-unless | tell you to." The Gahunga vani shed.

Pringl e recovered some of his usual self-assurance and said:

"Thanks, Virgil! Don't know what |I'd have done w thout you."

"That's all right, Dan. You better not say anything about this, though. Renmenber, being a
medi cine man is a kind of joke anong us Indians, |like being the H gh Exalted Potentate of one of
t hose there | odges."

"I understand. So they were doing her a favor, huh? It would be bad enough to have ny son
marry a phony medium but | can see where a real one would be worse. No sale, and you can tell her
| said so. And Harvey'|ll do what | say, because he has to in order to eat."”
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"But-" said Hathaway. He wanted to defend Barbara Scott; to tell Pringle that even if she
was a crooked nediumin a nmld way, she was still better than that no-count son of his.

"What ?" said Pringle.

"Naht hi ng. " Hat haway reconsi dered; everything was working out fine. Barbara would get over
her crush on that big | oafer, finish her college, and be able to drop the nedi umracket. Wiy stir
t hi ngs up? "Good ni ght, Dan."

He hadn't done badly, thought Hathaway as he | ocked up, considering that he had only been
in the nedicine-man busi ness a couple of days. He nust take a trip out to Tonawanda in the fal
and l ook up Charlie Catfish. Maybe the thing had commercial possibilities.

THE | NSPECTOR S TEETH

A.D. 2054-2088

WORLD MANAGER CHAGAS sat waiting for the Gsirian anbassador, nentally practicing the brisk
handshake and the glassy smile. Across the conference table the First Assistant to the Mnager,
\'Vu, chai nsnoked, while the Mnister of External Affairs, Evans, filed his nails. Al though the
faint rasp annoyed Chagas, he gave no sign, inperturbability being one of the qualities for which
he was paid. The indirect lighting threw soft highlights fromthe silver skulicaps covering the
shaven crania of the three.

Chagas said: "I shall be glad when | can let ny hair grow again like a civilized man."

"My dear Chagas," said Wi, "with the hair you have, | don't see what difference it makes."

Evans put away his nail file and said: "Gentlenen, when | was a kid a century ago,
wondered what it would be Iike to be on the inside of a great historical nonent. Now |['min on
one, | find it queer I'mthe sanme old Jefferson Evans, and not Napol eon or Caesar." He | ooked at
his nails. "Wsh we knew nore Gsirian psychol ogy .

Wi said: "Don't start that Neo-Paretan nonsense agai n about Osirians being guided by
sentiments, so we need only know which one to play on, like pressing a button. GCsirians are
rati onal people; would have to be to invent space travel independently of us. Therefore will be
gui ded by their econonmic interests alone.”

"Neo- Mar xi st tapioca!" snapped Evans. "Sure, they're rational, but also sentinental and
capricious |like us. There's no contradiction-"

"But there is!" said Wi excitedly. "Environnent makes the man, and not the contrary."

"Do not start that, | beg," said Chagas. "This ~s too inmportant to get your systens ful
of adrenalin over theory. Thank God | ama plain man who tries to do his duty and does not worry
about sociological theories. If he takes our terns, the Althing will ratify the treaty and we
shal |l have an Interplanetary Council to keep peace. If he insists on the terns we privately think
he is entitled to, the Althing will not ratify. Then we shall have separate sovereignties, and it
will be the history of our poor Earth all over again."

"You borrow trouble, chief," said Wi. "There are no serious di sputes between our system
and the Procyonic. Even if there were, there is no econom c advantage to a war at such di stance,
even though Gsirians have capitalistic econony |ike Evans's country .

"Who said wars are always fought for econonic advantage?" said Evans. "Ever hear of the
Crusades? O the war that was fought over one pig?"

Wi said: "You nean the war sone sentinmental historian w thout grasp of social and econonic
factors thought was fought for pig-"

"Stop it!" said Chagas.

"Ckay," said Evans. "But I'lIl bet you a drink, Wi, that the Gsirian takes our offer as it
stands. "

"You are on," said W.

A bell chined, bringing the men to their feet.

As the Gsirian cane in, they advanced with outstretched hands, uttering polite platitudes.
The Gsirian set down his bul ging briefcase and shook their hands. He | ooked |like a small dinosaur
a head taller than a man-one of the little ones that ran about on its hind legs with its tai
stuck out behind to balance. A conplex pattern of redand-gold paint decorated his scal es.

The Gsirian took the backless chair that had been provided for him "A kreat pleashure,
chentl enen," he said slowy in an accent they could barely understand. This was natural
considering the difference between his vocal organs and theirs. "I haff stuttiet the offer of the
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Wrlt Fetteration and reached ny tecishion."

Chagas gave hima neani ngl ess di plomatic smile. "Well, sir?"

The anbassador, whose face was not built for smles, flicked his forked tongue out and
back. Wth irritating deliberation he began ticking off points on his claws:

“"On one hant, | know political conditions in the Solar System and
on Earth in particular. Hence | know why you hat to ask me the things you dit. On the other, ny
people will not |ike some of these things. They will consitter many of your demants unchust. |
could go ofer the grounts of opchection one py one. Howeffer, since you airetty know t hese
opchections, | can nake ny point better py tellink you a little story.”

W1 and Evans exchanged a qui ck glance of inpatience.

The forked tongue flicked out again. "This is a true story, of the old tays when the
mesoni ¢ drive had first enapled you to fly to other stars and put your systemin touch with ours.
Pefore there was tal k apout gal actic government, and pefore you learnt to guart akainst our little
hypnotic powers with those pretty silfer hats. Wen a younk Sha' akhfa, or as you say an Gsirian,
hat come to your Earth to seek wi stom

"When Herbert Lengyel, a junior, proposed that they bid Hithafea, the Gsirian freshman

the lota Gamma Qrmicron's council was thrown into turmoil. Herb persisted, glasses flashing:
"He's got everything! He's got noney, and he's smart and good-natured, and good conpany,
and full of college spirit. Look how he got el ected yell-Ieader when he'd been here only a few

weeks! O course it would be easier if he |ooked less like a fugitive fromthe reptile house in
the zoo, but we're civilized people and should judge by the personality inside-"

"Just a mnute!" John Fitzgerald, being a three-letter man and a senior, threw nuch wei ght
in the council. "W got too many queer types in this fraternity already."

He | ooked hard at Lengyel, though Herb, who would |like to have punched his handsone face,
was nerely a sober and serious student instead of a rah-rah boy. Fitzgerald went on

"Who wants the lotas to be a haven for all the canmpus freaks? Next thing you'll find a
thing Iike a bug, a praying nantis a couple of meters high sitting in your chair, and you'll be
told that's the new pl edge from Mars-"

"Ridi cul ous!" interrupted Lengyel. "Martians can't stand Earthly gravity and humidity for

| ong-"

"That's not the point. | was speaking generally, and for ny noney a young di nosaur's not
much i nprovenent on a Martian-"

"“Anot her thing," said Lengyel. "\Ve have an antidiscrimnation
clause in our charter. So we can't bar this man-this student, | should say-"

"Ch yes we can," said Fitzgerald, stifling a yawmm. "That refers only to the races of
mankind; it don't apply to nonhuman beings. We're still a club of gentlemen-get that, gentle-nen-
and H thafea sure ain't no man."

"Principle's the same,"” said Lengyel. "Why d' you think Atlantic's one of the few

universities left with fraternities? Because the frats here have uphel d the denocratic tradition
and avoi ded snobbery and discrimnation. Now"

"Nuts!" said Fitzgerald. "It isn't discriminatory to pick folks you think will be
congenial. It wouldn't be so bad if Herb had nmerely proposed sonme guy from Kri shna, where they
| ook nore or |ess human-"

"There aren't any Krishnans at Atlantic this year,

"-but no, he has to foist a shuddery scaly reptile-"

"John's got a phobia agai nst snakes," said Lengyel

"So does every nornmal person-"

"Nuts to you, Brother Fitzgerald. It's merely a neurosis, inplanted by-"

"You're both getting away fromthe subject,” said Brother Brown, president of the chapter

They went on like that for sone tine until a vote was called for. Since Fitzgerald
bl ackbal | ed Hithafea, Lengyel blackballed Fitzgerald s young brother

"Hey!" cried Fitzgerald. "You can't do that!"

"Says who?" said Lengyel. "I just don't |like the young Ilout."

After further wangling, each withdrew his veto against the other's protege.

On his way out, Fitzgerald punched Lengyel in the solar plexus with a thunb the size of a
broonstick end and said: "You' re taking Alice to the gane tonorrow for ne, see? And be sure you
gi ve her back in the sane condition as you got her!"

"Ckay, Stinker," said Lengyel, and went to his roomto study. Al though they did not |ike
each other, they managed to get along. Lengyel secretly admired Fitzgerald for being the perfect
movi e i dea of Joe College, while Fitzgerald secretly envied Lengyel's brains. It anused Fitzgerald

muttered Lengyel
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to turn over his coed to Lengyel because he re
garded Herb as a harm ess gl oop who wouldn't dare try to nake tinme with her hinself.

Next day, the last Saturday of the 2054 football season, Atlantic played Yale on the hone
field. Herb Lengyel led Alice Hoiminto the stands. As usual, when he got near her his tongue got
glued to the roof of his nouth. So he studied the pink card he found thunbtacked to the back of
the bl eacher seat in front of him On this were listed, by nunber, the things he was supposed to
do with a big square of cardboard, orange on one side and black on the other, when the cheerl eader
gave the command, in order to present a letter, nunber, or picture to the opposite side of the
stadi um

He finally said: "D 1 tell you we decided to bid H thafea? Speak it not in Gath, though
it's confidential."

“I won't," said Alice, |ooking very blonde and | ovely. "Does that nean that when John
takes ne to your dances Hithafea will ask to dance with ne?"

"Not if you don't want himto. | don't know if he dances."

"I''"l'l try not to shudder. Are you sure he didn't use his nysterious hypnotic powers to
make you propose hi n?"

"Fooey! Professor Kantor in psych says all this talk about the hypnotic powers of the

Gsirians is bunk. If a man's a naturally good hypnotic subject he'll be hypnotizable, otherw se
not. There aren't any mysterious rays the Gsirians shoot fromtheir eyes."
"Well," said Alice, "Professor Peterson doesn't agree. He thinks there's something to it,

even though nobody has been able to figure out howit works- Ch, here they come. Hithafea nakes a
divine yell-1leader, doesn't he?"

Al t hough the adjective was perhaps not well chosen, the sight of Hithafea, flanked by
three pretty coeds on each side, and pranci ng and wavi ng his negaphone, was certainly
unforgettable. It was nmade even nore so by the fact that he was wearing an orange sweater with a
big black A on the chest and a freshman beanie on his head. H s | oconotive-whistle voice rose
above the general uproar:

"Atlan tic! A-T-L-A-N. . ."

At the end of each yell Hithafea flung out his arms with tal ons spread and | eaped three
meters into the air on his birdlike | egs. He got nuch nore kick out of the rooters' reaction to
his yell-leading than the players did, since they were busy playing football. Hthafea hinself had
had hopes of going out for intercollegiate athletics, preferably track, until the coach had broken
it to himas gently as poss
bl e that nobody woul d conpete agai nst a being who could broad junp twelve nmeters without drawing a
deep breath.

As both teans were strong that year, the score at the end of the first quarter still stood
0-0. Yale conpleted a pass and it |ooked as if the receiver were in the clear until John
Fitzgeral d, the biggest of the fourteen right tackles of the Atlantic varsity, nailed him
Hi t haf ea screaned

"Fitzcheralt! Rah, rah, rah, Fitzcheralt!"”

A drunken Yal e senior, returning to his seat after visiting the gentlenen's room under the
stands, got turned around and showed up on the grass strip in front of the Atlantic side of the
stadium There he tranped up and down and bunped into people and fell over the chairs of the
Atlantic band and made a general nuisance of hinself.

At | ast Hithafea, observing that everybody el se was too much interested in the game to
abate this nuisance, caught the man by the shoul der and turned hi maround. The nman | ooked up at
Hi t hafea and shrieked: "I got '"em | got 'em"” and tried to break away.

He might as well have saved his trouble. The Sha' akhfi freshman held himfirmy by both
shoul ders and hi ssed sonmething at him Then he I et him go.

I nstead of running away, the man threw off his hat with its little blue feather, his furry
overcoat, his coat and vest and shirt and pants. Despite the cold he ran out onto the field in his
underwear, hugging his bottle under one armand pretending it was a football.

Before he was finally taken away, the man had caused Yale to be penalized for having
twel ve men on the field during a play. Luckily the Yale rooters were too far away on the other
side of the stadiumto understand what was happeni ng, or there night have been a riot. As it was,
they were pretty indi gnant when they found out later, feeling that sonebody had pulled a fast one
on them Especially as the gane ended 2 1-20 favor of Atlantic.

After the gane Hithafea went to his nailbox in the Admi nistration Building. Al the other
frosh were eagerly pushing around the pigeonholes to get theirs, for this was the day when
fraternity bids were distributed. When Hithafea softly hissed: "Excuse ne, please," they nade
pl enty of roomfor him
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He took three little white envel opes fromhis box and scooted for his roomin the freshman
dorm He burst in to find his roommate, Frank Hodi ak, studying his one bid. Hithafea sat down on
hi s bed
with his tail curling up against the wall and opened his envelopes, slitting themneatly along the
edge with his claws.

"Frank!" he cried. "They want me!"

"Hey," said Hodiak, "what's the natter with you? You're drooling on the rug! Are you
si ck?"

"No, | amcryink."

"What ?"

"Sure. That is the way we Sha' akhfi cry."

"And why are you crying?"

"Pecause | am so happy! | amofercone with enmotion!"

"Well for goodness' sake," said Hodiak unfeelingly, "go cry in the sink, then. | see you
got three. Wich you gonna take?"

"I think the lota Ganma Om crons."

"Why? Some of the others got nore prestige."

"I do not care. | amtakink them anyway, for sentinental reasons."

"Don't tell me a cold-blooded reptile Iike you is sentinmental!"

"Sure. Al we Sha' akhfi are. You think we are not pecause we do not show our feelinks in
our faces."

"Well," persisted Hodiak, "what are these sentinental reasons, huh?”

"First," (H thafea counted on his claws) "pecause Herp Lengyel iss one. He was the first
man on the canpus to treat ne like a fellow beirik. Second, pecause the kreat de Canmara was an
| ota when he attendet Atlantic nany years ako."

"Who's this guy de C~nara?"

"Dit you neffer know? My, sonme of you echucated Earthnmen are iknorant of your own history!
He was one of the great space-pioneers, the founter of the Viagens Interplanetarias, and the first
Earthman to set foot on Gsiris."

"“Ch. Another Brazzy, eh?"

"Yes. It wass de Camara who prought the false teeth of our Chief Inspector Ficesagha back
to Earth fromGsiris, and gafe themto Atlantic when they presented himw th an honorary degree.
Pefore | leat yells at a gane, | go up to the nmuseum and gaze upon those teeth. Their sentinental
associations inspire ne. | amfery sentinental apout Senhor de Canara, although some of our people
claimhe stole those teeth and other thinks as well when he left our planet."

At the first pledge neeting, Hithafea squatted down hunbly
anong his fell ow pl edges, who | ooked at himwith traces of distaste or apprehension. Wen the
prospective nmenbers' duties had been explained to them Fitzgerald and a couple of the other
brot hers undertook to have a little fun of the sadistic sort associated with initiations. They
brought out a couple of wooden paddl es, like ping-pong racquets but heavier, and fired nonsensica
questions at the freshnen. Those who failed to answer glibly were paddl ed for ignorance, whereas
t hose who answered glibly were paddl ed for being fresh.

By and by Hithafea said: "WII| nopody pattle nme?"

"Why, Monster?" said Fitzgerald. "D you wanna be?"

"OfF course! It is part of peink a pletch. It would preak ny heart if | were not pattled
the sane as the others.™

The brothers | ooked at each other with expressions of bafflenent. Brother Brown,
indicating Hithafea's streanlined stern, asked:

"How t he hell can we? | nean, where's his-uh-1 nmean, where shall we hit hin®"

"Ch, anywhere!" said Hithafea.

Brot her Brown, |ooking a bit unhappy about the whole thing, hauled off with his paddle and
whacked Hithafea's scaly haunch. He hit again and again, until Hithafea said:

"I do not efen feel it. Are you sure you are not goink easy on ne on purpose? It would
wound ny feelinks if you dit."

Brown shook his head. "M ght as well shoot an el ephant with a peashooter. You try, John."

Fitzgeral d swung his nassive armand dealt Hithafea a swat that broke the paddle. He wung
hi s hand, | ooked at the other brothers, and said:

"Quess we'll have to consider you constructively paddled, Hithafea. Let's get on to
busi ness. "

The ot her pledges grinned, evidently glad to escape any further beating. As the brothers
had been made to feel a little foolish, the fun seened to have gone out of paddling for the tine
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bei ng. The brothers sternly conmanded t he pl edges to show up at the house the follow ng night for
t he Thanksgi vi ng dance, to do the serving and nmesswork. Mreover they were told to bring three
cats each to the next pledge neeting the foll owi ng week

Hi t haf ea as usual showed up an hour early for his duties at the dance, wearing a black bow
tie around his scaly neck in deference to the fornmality of the occasion. John Fitzgerald, of
course, brought Alice Holm while Herbert Lengyel canme stag and hovered uneasily,
trying by an air of bored superiority to nmask the fact that he would have liked to bring her
hi nsel f.

When Hithafea stalked in bearing a fray of refreshnents, some of the girls, who were not
Atlantic coeds and so had never seen himbefore, shrieked. Alice, mastering her initial revulsion
sai d:

"“Are you dancing, Hithafea?"

H thafea said: "Alas, Mss Holm | could not!"

"Ch, | bet you dance divinely!"

"It is not that. At home on Gsiris | performthe fertility tance with the pest of them
Put look at my tail! | should fleet the whole floor to nyself, |I fear. You have no idea how nmuch
trouple a tail is in a worlt where peinks do not normally have them Every tine! try to go through
a swi ngi nk door-"

"Let's dance, Alice," said Fitzgerald abruptly. "And you, Monster, get to work!"

Alice said: "Wy John, | think you're jeal ous of poor Hithafea! | found himsweet!"

"Me jealous of a slithery reptile? Hal" sneered Fitzgerald as they spun away in the
gymastic nmeasures of the Zul u.

At the next pledge neeting a great yow ing arose when the pl edges showed up with three
cats apiece, for which they had raided alleys and their friends' houses and the city pound.

Br ot her Brown sai d:
"Where's Hithafea? The Mnster's not usually late-"

The doorbell rang. Wen one of the pledges opened it he | ooked out, then | eaped back with
the alacrity if not the grace of a startled fawn, neanwhile making a froglike noise in his throat.
There on the doorstep stood Hithafea with a full-grown |lioness on a | eash. The cats franticafly
raced off to other parts of the fraternity house or clinbed curtains and nantel pi eces. The
brothers | ooked as if they would have done likewi se if they had not been afraid of |osing face
bef ore the pl edges.

"Coot evenink," said Hthafea. "This is Tootsie. | rented her. | thought if | prought one
cat bik enough it would do for the three | was tolt to pring. You like her, | trust?"

"A character," said Fitzgerald. "Not only a nonster, but a character."

"Do | get pattled?" said Hthafea hopefully.

"Paddling you," said Fitzgerald, "is like beating a rhinoceros with a flyswatter." And he
set to work with a little extra vimon the fundanents of the other pledges.

When the pl edge neeting was over, the brothers went into conference. Brother Broderick
said: "l think we'll have~to give 'em sonething nore original to do for next tine. Specially
Hi t hafea here. S pose we tell himto bring-ah-how about that set of false teeth belonging to that
guy-that enperor or whatever he was of Gsiris, in the nuseun?"

Hi t hafea said: "You nean the teeth of our great Chief |nspector, Ficesagha?"

"Yeah, Inspector Fish-well, you pronounce it, but that's what | nean."

"That will be a kreat honor," said Hithafea. "Pefore we go, M. Fitzcherald, may | speak
to you al one for a nmoment?"

Fitzgerald frowned and said: "Ckay, Mnster, but hurry it up. | got a date.” He foll owed
t he Sha' akhfa out, and the other brothers heard Hithafea hissing sonething to himin the corridor

Then Hithafea stuck his head in the doorway and said: "M. Lengyel, may | speak to you
too, now?" And the sane thing happened to Lengyel

The other brothers did not listen to the conversation between Lengyel and Hithafea because
they were nore interested in what was happening in the parlor. John Fitzgerald came through, al
slicked up in his best clothes, and the |ioness tackled himand tried to westle with him The
nore he tried to get away the nore vigorously she westled. He finally gave up and | ay on his back
whil e Tootsie sat on his chest and licked his face. As having your face licked by alion is
sonething like having it gone over with coarse sandpaper, Fitzgerald was sonewhat the worse for
wear by the tine Hi thafea cane back into the roomand pulled his pet off.

"I amfery sorry,” he told them "She is playful."

The ni ght before the next pledge neeting, shadows noved in the shrubbery around the
museum The front door opened and a shadow cane out-unm stakably that of a big, broad-shoul dered
man. The shadow | ooked about, then back into the darkness whence it had cone. Sounds cane fromthe
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darkness. The shadow trotted swiftly down the front steps and whi spered: "Here!"

Anot her shadow rose from among the shrubs; not that of a man, but of something out of the
Mesozoi c. The hunman shadow tossed a package to the reptilian shadow just as the museum s wat chman
appeared in the doorway and shout ed:

"Hey, you!"

The human shadow ran like the wind, while the reptilian shadow faded into the bushes. The
wat chman yel l ed again, blew on a police whistle, and ran after the human shadow, but gave up
puffing, after a while. The quarry had di sappear ed.

"Be goddammed, " muttcred the watchman. "Cotta get the cops on this one. Let's see, wh'
canme in late this afternoon, just before closing? There was that little Italian-looking girl, and
that red-haired professor, and that big football-type guy.

Frank Hodi ak found his roommate packing his few sinple bel ongi ngs, and asked:

"\ Vhere you goi ng?"

"I amgettink retty to |leave for the Christnas vacation," said Hthafea. "I got permni ssion
to leafe a few tays aheat of the rest." He shut his small suitcase with a snap and said: "Coot -
pye, Frank. It is nice to have known you,"

"Good~bye? Are you going right now?"

"Yes."

"You sound as if you weren't coning back!"

"Per haps. Sone tav. Sahaci khthaséf, as we say on GCsiris."

Hodi ak said: "Say, what's that funny-Iooking package you put in

But before he finished, Flithafea was gone.

\'Vhen t he next pledge neeting was called, Hithafea, hitherto the outstandi ng eager beaver
anong the pl edges, was absent. They called the dornmitory and got in touch with Frank Hodi ak, who
said that Hithafea had shoved off hours previously.

The other curious fact was that John Fitzgerald had his right wist bandaged. Wen the
brot hers asked hi m why, he said:

"Damm'f | know. | just found nyself in ny roomwith a cut on nv wist, and no idea how it
got there."

The neeting was well underway and the paddl es were descendi ng, when the doorbell rang. Two
men came in: one of the canmpus cops and a regul ar muni ci pal policenan

The former said: "Is John Fitzgerald here?"
"Yeah," said Fitzgerald. "I'"'mhim"

"Get ~our hat and coat and cone with us."
“\ Vhaf f or ?"

wanna ask you a few questions about the di sappearance of an exhibit fromthe nuseum"™

"I don't know anything about it. Run along and peddl e your papers."

That was the wong line to take, because the city cop brought out a piece of paper with a
lot of fancy printing on it and said: "Okay, here's a warrant. You're pinched. Come-" and he took
Fitzgerald by the arm

Fitzgerald cut |loose with a swing that ended, splush, on the cop's face, so that the
policeman fell down on his back and lay there, noving a little and noani ng. The other brothers got
excited and seized both cops and threw them out the front door and bunpety-bunp down the stone
steps of the fraternity house. Then they went back to their pledge neeting.

In five mnutes four radio patrol cars stopped in front of the frathouse and a dozen cops
rushed in.

The brothers, so belligerent a few m nutes before, got out of the way at the sight of the
cl ubs and bl ackj acks. Hands reached out of blue-clad sleeves toward Fitzgerald. He hit another cop
and knocked hi m down, and then the hands fastened onto all his linbs and held himfast. \Wen he
persisted in struggling, a cop hit himon the head with a bl ackjack and he stopped.

VWhen he canme to and cal mred down, on the way to the police station, he asked: "Wuat the

hell is this all about? I tell you, | never stole nothing froma nuseumin ny whole life!"

"Ch yes you did,"” said a cop. "It was the false teeth of one of themthings from anot her
planet. ORiley, | think they call it. You was seen going into the nuseum around closing tine, and
you |l eft your fingerprints all.over the glass case when you busted it. Boy, this tine we'll sure

throw the book at you! Damm col |l ege kids, think they're better than other folKks.
Next day Herbert Lengyel got a letter

Dear Her b:
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When you read this | shall be enroute to Gsiris with the teeth of Chief Inspector
Fi césagha, one of our greatest heroes. | nmanaged to get a berth on a ship leaving for Pluto,
whence | shall proceed to nmy own systemon an Gsirian interstellar |iner

When Fitzgerald suggested | steal the teeth, the tenptation to recover this relic,

originally stolen by de Cénara, was irresistible. Not being an experienced burglar, | hypnotized
Fitzgerald into

doing the deed for nme. Thus | killed three birds with one stone, as you Earthnmen say. | got the
teeth; | got even with Fitzgerald for his insults; and | got himin Dutch to give you a clear

field with Mss Holrn.

| tell you this so you can save himfrom being expelled, as | do not think he deserves so
harsh a penalty. | also gave you the Gsirian hypnosis to renmove sone of your inhibitions, so you
shall be able to handle your end of the project.

I regret not having finished nmy course at Atlantic and not being finally initiated into
lota Gamma Omicron. However, ny people will honor ne for this deed, as we adnire the refined
sentinments.

Fraternally,
Hi t haf ea

Lengyel put the letter away and | ooked at hinself in the mirror. He now understood why he
had felt so light, daring, and selfconfident the |ast few hours. Not like his old self at all. He
grinned, brushed back his hair, and started for the house phone to call Alice.

"So, chentlemen," said Hithafea, "now you unterstant why | have decidet to sign your
agreenent as it stants. | shall perhaps be criticized for giffink in to you too easily. But you
see, | amsoft-heartet apout your planet. | have been on nany planets, and nowhere have | peen
taken in and nate to feel at hone as | was py the lota Ganma Oricron fraternity many years ago."

The anbassador began to gather up his papers. "Have you a menorantum of this neetink for
me to initial? Coot." Hithafea signed, using his claw for a pen. "Then we can have a fornma

si gni nk next week, eh? Wth canmeras and speeches? Sonme thy if you feel |like erecting a nonunment to
the founders of the Interplanetary Council, you mght erect it to M. Herbert Lengyel."
Evans said: "Sir, I'mtold you Gsirians like our Earthly al coholic drinks. Wuld you care

to step down to the Federation bar

"I amso sorry, not this tine. Next tine, yes. Now | nust catch an airplane to Baltinore,
US A"

"What are you doing there?" said Chagas.

"Why, Atlantic University is giving me an honorary degree. How | shall bal ance one of
those funny hats with the tassel on ny crest | do not yet know. But that was another reason I
agreet to your terms.
You see, we are a sentimental race. What is the matter with M. WI? He | ooks sick."

Chagas said: "He has been watching his l|ifelong philosophy crunble to bits, that is all

Cone, we will see you to your aircraft.”
As Wi pulled himself together and rose with the rest, Evans grinned wyly at him saying
"After we've dropped the anmbassador, | think I'll make it a chanpagne cocktail!"

THE GUI DED MAN

"ALL YOU DO, " said the sal esman for the Tel agog Conmpany, "is flip this switch at the begi nning of
the crisis. That sends out a radio inpulse, which is picked up here and routed by the nonitor to
the proper controller.”

Ovid Ross peered past the salesman at the man seated in the booth. Glbert Falck, he
understood the man's nanme to be, but nobody woul d know hi m under that helnmet, from which a thick
cabl e passed in a sagging curve to the control board before him

"So he takes over?" said Ross.

"Exactly. Suppose you've let yourself in for a date where there'll be dancing, and you
don't know how?"

"l do, kind of," said Ovid Ross.

“\\Tell, let's suppose you don't. W have in the booth, by prearrangenent, our M. Jerone
Bundy, who's been a ballet dancer and a ballroom danci ng teacher-"

"Did sonebody call me?" said a man, putting his head out of another control booth into the
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corridor behind the row of booths.

"No, Jerry," said the sal esman, whose nane was Nye. "Just using you as an example. Aren't
you still on?"

"No, he gave ne the over-and-out."

"See?" said the salesnan. "M. Bundy is controlling a nan-needl ess to say we don't nention
our clients' nanes-who's trying to beconme a professional ballet dancer. He's only so-so, but with
Jerry running himby renote control he puts on the finest tour-jeté you ever saw. O suppose you
can't swim"

"Shucks, " said Ovid Ross, staring at his knuckles. He was a | ong, big-boned young man with
hands and feet large even in proportion to the rest of him and knuckl es oversized for even such
hands. "I
can swi m and dance, kind of, and nost of those things. Even play a little golf. My trouble is-
well, you know. "

"Wrel | ?"

"Here | am just a big hick fromRattl esnake, Mdntana, trying to get on anong all these
slick operators in New York, where everybody's born with his hand in sonmebody el se's pocket. Wen
| go up against themit scares the behooligers out of nme. | get enbarrassed and trip over ny big
feet."

"I'n such a case," said Nye, "we choose controllers specializing in the rol es of
sophi sticate, man-of-the-world, and so forth. Qur M. Faick here is experienced in such parts. So
are M. Abrans and M. Van Etten. M. Bundy is what you might call a second-string sophisticate
When he's not controlling a man engaged in dancing or athletic sports, he relieves one of the
others | mentioned."

"So, if I sign up with you, and tonmorrow | go see this publisher guy who eats horseshoes
and spits out the nails, to ask for a job, you can take over?"

"Easiest thing in the world. Qur theory is: no man is a superman! So, when faced with a
crisis you can't cope with, call us in. Let a specialist take control of your body! You don't fill
your own teeth or nmake your own shoes, do you? Then why not |et our experts carry you through such
crises as getting a job, proposing to a girl, or making a speech? Wiy not?" Nye's eyes shone.

"I dunno why not," said Ross. "But that reminds ne. | got-1've got girl trouble too. Can
you really take care of that?"

"Certainly. One of the controllers is the former actor Barry Wentworth. During his youth,
he was the idol of frustrated wonen throughout the nation, and he succeeded in acquiring nine real -

life wives as well as innunerable | ess formal romances. We'll do the courtship, the proposal, and
everything for you."
Ross | ooked suspiciously at the salesman. "Dunno as | like that 'everything.'"

Nyc spread his hands. "Only at your request. W have no thought of controlling a client
beyond his desires. Wiat we do is to conpel you to do what you really wish to do, but |ack the
skill or the nerve to do."

"Say, here's another thing."

"Yes?"

"I's there any carry-over effect? In other words, uh, if a controller
puts ne through sone act like swimring, will | learn to do that better from having the controller
do an expert job with ny carcass?"

"W believe so, though the psychol ogists are still divided. We think that eventually
tel egog control will be accepted as a necessary part of all training for forns of physica
dexterity or skill, including such things as singing and speech-nmaking. But that's in the future."

"Anot her thing," said Ross. "This gadget would give a controller a wonderful chance for-uh-
practical jokes. Say the controllee was a preacher who hired you to carry himthrough a tough
sernmon, and the controller had it in for him or maybe just had a | ow sense of hunor. What woul d
stop the controller frommaking the preacher tell stag-party stories fromthe pul pit?"

The sal esman's face took on a | ook of pious horror. "Nobody in this organization would
think of such a thing! If he did, he'd be fired before he could say ' hypospatial transnission.'
This is a serious enterprise, with profound future possibilities."

Ross gave the sigh of a man making a fateful decision. "Okay, then. Guess |I'll have to go
wi thout lunch for a while to pay for it, but if your service does what you say, it'll be worth it.
Gve nme the forms."

When Ross had signed the contract with the Tel agog Conpany, the sal esnan said: "Now, we'l]l
have to deci de which class of telagog receiver to fit you with. For full two-way comrunication you
use this headset with this hypospatial transmtter in your pocket. It's fairly Conspicuous.
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"Too nmuch so for me," said Ross

"Then we have this set, which | ooks |like a hearing aid and has a smaller pocket contro
unit. This doesn't |et you conmmuni cate by hypospatial broadcast with the controller, but it does
incorporate an off-switch so you can cut off the controller. And, if you have to comrmunicate with
him you can wite a note and hold it up for himto see with your eyes."

"“Still kind of prominent. Got 'ny others?"

"Yes, this last kind is invisible for practical purposes." The sal esnan held up a
I enticul ar object about the size of an eyeglass lens but thicker, slightly concave on one face and
thin around the edge. "This is nmounted on top of your head, between your scalp and your skull."

"How about control s?"

"You can't cut off the controller, but you can conmunicate by
clicks with this pocket wireless key. One click neans 'take over,' two is 'lay off but stand by,’
and three is 'over and out,' or '"that's all until the next schedule.' If you want to arrange a
ni ore el aborate code with your controller, that's up to you."

"That | ooks like ne," said Ross. "But have you got to bore holes in ny skull for the
wires?"

"No. That's the beauty of this Nissen netal. Although the wires are only a few nol ecul es
thick, they're so strong that when the receiver is actuated and their coils are rel eased they
shoot right through your skull into your brain w thout naking holes you can see except under the
strongest nicroscope.”

"Ckay," said Ovid Ross.

"First we'll have to fit you and install the receiver. You'll take a |ocal anesthetic,
won't you?"

"l guess so. \Watever you say."

"Then you'd better have a practice session with your controllers. They have to get used to
your body, you know. "

"Rather," said G lbert Faick, taking off his helmet. He was a smallish blond young man
about Ovid Ross's age. "You wouldn't want to knock your coffee cup over because your armis | onger
than mne, would you?"

The gold lettering on the frosted-glass part of the door said:

1026

HOOLI HAN PUBLI CATI ONS
THE GARMENT GAZETTE

Ovid Ross had stood in front of this door for fifteen awful seconds with his hand
outstretched but not quite touching the knob, as if he feared an electric shock. God al m ghty, why
did one have to be young and green and enbarrassabl e? And from Rattl esnake, Mntana? Then he
renenbered, reached into his pocket, and pushed the sw tch-button, once.

He renmenbered what he had been taught: as the controller took over, relax gradually. Not
too suddenly, or you might fall in a heap on the floor. That would not nmake a good inpression on a
prospective enpl oyer.

The feeling of outside control stole over himwith an effect |ike that of a heavy slug of
hard |iquor. He relaxed. A power outside his body was seeing with his eyes and sensing with his
other senses. This power reached his arm Qut and briskly opened the door. Wthout volition on his
part, he realized that he had stridden in and said to the girl at the sw tchboard behind the hole
in the glass window, in friendly but firmand confident tones:

"WIl you please tell M. Sharpe that M. Ross is here to see hin? |'m expected."

Ross thought that al one he would have stunbled in, goggled wordlessly at the girl
stuttered, and probably ended by slinking out w thout seeing Sharpe at all. The control was not
really conplete- sem automatic acts |ike breathing and wal king were still partly under Ross's
control -but Falck had taken over all the higher functions.

Presently he was shaki ng hands wi th Addi son Sharpe, the nanaging editor, a small man with
steel -ri med gl asses. Ross amazed hinsel f by the glibness with which his tongue threw off the
correct pleasantries:

"A very nice plant you have, sir . . . I'msure | shall enjoy it.
Yes, the salary nentioned by the agency will be satisfactory, though | hope eventually to convince
you |'mreally worth nore. . . References? M. Maurice Vachek of The Clothing Retailer; M. Joseph
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McCue of A S. dickman Fabrics.

Not a word to indicate that this sanme McCue had pounded his desk and shouted, when firing
Ovid Ross: "And here you are, a college man, who couldn't sell bed warmers to Eskinos!~ What the
hell good's your fancy education if it don't teach you nothing useful ?"

Luckily, MCue had pronised to give hima good reference- provided the job were anything
but selling. Ross was pleased to observe that his body's deportnent under Falck's control, while

much i nmproved, was not altered out of all recognition. He still spoke his nornmal General Anerican
instead of with Falck's nore easterly accents.
Addi son Sharpe was saying: "You'll find working conditions here a little unusual."

"So?" said Fal ck-Ross.

"For one thing, M. Hoolihan |ikes neathess. That neans everybody cl eans his desk
conpl etely before he goes home at night. Every. thing but the tel ephone, the cal endar, the
ashtray, and the blotter pad has to be out of sight."

Ross felt his controller start a little. No wonder! This would be Ovid Ross's third trade
journal, and never before kad he cone across such a ruling. Nornally, staff witers and editors
were allowed to build mares' nests of paper on their desks to suit thenselves, so |long as they
del i vered t he goods.

"For another," continued Sharpe, "M. Hoolihan di sapproves of his enployees' fraternizing
with each other outside of working hours. He considers it bad for discipline."

At this outrageous ukase, Ross felt Falck jerk again.

"Finally," said Sharpe, "M. Hoolihan has a very acute sense of time. He takes it nuch
anmss if his enployees show up so nmuch as one mnute late, so the rest of us nake a habit of
arriving fifteen mnutes early in the norning to allow for delays. Al so, | advise you not to get
in the habit of taking your newspaper down to the men's roomto read, or ducking out for a
m dnor ni ng cup of coffee. The staff witer you re replacing thought he couldn't Iive without his
teno' cl ock coffee. That's why you're here and he isn't."

Ross had an urge to ask 110w you got to be a trusty. However, he had no control over his
vocal organs, and Falck was too well-trained for any such breaks.

"Now, " said Sharpe, "we'll go in to see M. Hoolihan."

The tyrant overflowed his swivel chair: a big stout red-faced nan with a fringe of graying
hai r around his pink donme of a scalp and great bushy eyebrows. Tinothy Hool i han extended a paw and
w ung Ross's hand. He made Ross's bones creak, despite the fact that Ross had gotten his start in
life by pitching hay and throw ng cal ves around.

"dad to have you!" barked Hoolihan in a staccato voice like a burst of machi ne-gun fire.
"You do as we tell you, no reason we can't get along. Here! Read this! Part of every new
enpl oyee' s indoctrination. Ever hear of Frederick Wnslow Tayl or? Should have! Hundred years old
and still makes sense."

Fal ck- Ross gl anced down at the brochure: a reprint of an ancient honily by Taylor on the
duties of an enpl oyee.

"Now, you hang around a couple of days, reading the files, getting oriented, and we'll put
you on a definite assignnent. Good |uck! Take hi maway, Addison!"

Overawed by this human dynanb, Ross was conscious of Fal ck's making some glib but
respectful rejoinder and directing his body out of the office.

For the first time since he had entered the office suite occupied by The Garnment CGazette,
Ross began to try to regain control. He urged his right hand toward the pocket in which reposed
the little clicker key by which he communicated with Fal ck. Evidently Faick realized what he was
up to, for he relaxed control |ong enough for Ross to get his hand into that pocket and press the
knob, twice.

At once Falck's control ceased. Ross, not catching hinself quite in time, stunbled and
recovered. Sharpe turned his head to give himan owish stare. The managi ng editor took hi m around
and introduced himto a hal f-dozen other people: staff witers (called "editors" on this paper),
an advertising nanager, and so forth. Then Sharpe showed Ross a cubicle with a desk.

"Yours," he said. "Say, are you feeling all right?"

"Sure. Why?"

“I don't know. When we canme out of M. Hoolihan's office your manner seened to change.
You're not sick, are you?"

"Never felt better."

"Heart all right? W wouldn't like you to conk out on us before you've worked | ong enough
to pull your weight."

"No, sir. My heart was good enough for ne to be a practicing cowboy, so | guess this won't
hurt it."
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Ross settled down at his new desk to read the Taylor article, the burden of which seened
to be that to get ahead one shoul d practice abject submission to one's enployer's slightest whim
Wil e he was absorbing the enm nent engineer's advice, one of the girls canme in and placed on his
desk a big ring binder containing | ast year's accunulation of file copies of The Garnent Gazette,
whi ch he read.

What M. Hoolihan really needed, he thought, was a multiple tel agog set by which he could
control all his enployees all at once and all the tine.

During the [unch hour, Ovid Ross tel ephoned the Tel agog Conpany and asked for G| bert
Fai ck. After sonme delay a voice said:

"Fal ck speaking."

"This is Ross, Ovid Ross. Say, it worked! | got the job!"

"Ch, | knowthat. | nmonitored you for a half-hour after you shut ne off, and cut in on you
at odd mnutes |ater."

"Ch. But say, | just wanted to tell you how much | appreciated it. Uh. It's wonderful
Could I-could | blow you to a drink this evening after work?"

"V, Tait till | look at my schedule. . . Okay, five to six is free. Drop by on your way

fromwork, eh?"

Ovid Ross did. He found Falck, in line with ~his role as professional man-of-the-world,
cordial but not unduly inpressed by his acconplishrment in getting Ross a job. Wen the first pair
of drinks had been drunk, Faick bought a second round. Ross asked:

"What | don't see is, how on earth do you do it? | have a hard enough time managi ng things
like that for nyself, let alone for sonme other guy."

Fal ck made an airy notion. "Experience, ny lad, practice. And balance. A certain nenta
coordi nation so you automatically roll with the punch and shoot for every opening. |'ve got rather
a tough case coming up tonorrow. Client wants to put over a nerger, and it'll take all ny savoir
faire to see himthrough it." He sipped. "Then, too, the fact that it's not my job or ny business
deal or mnmy dame helps. Gves ne a certain detachnent | mightn't have about ny own affairs.”

"Li ke surgeons don't usually operate on their own ki nfol k?"

"Exactly."

Ovid Ross did sone nental calculations, subtracting the enploynent agency's fee and the
charges of the Telagog Conpany from his assets, and decided that he could afford to buy one nore
round. By the tine this had been drunk, he was in excellent spirits. He told Fal ck of Hoolihan's
qui rks. Fal ck comment ed

"Why, the damed little Napoleon! If he said that to ne, I'd tell himwhere to stick his

job." Falck glanced at his watch. "Wat's next on your agenda?"

“I don't think I'lIl need any control for the next day or two, but as soon as | get
oriented they're liable to send ne out on an interview So you better stand by."

"Ckay. Try to call me a little in advance to brief ne. | want to cut Bundy in on your

sensory circuits in case he has to substitute for ne.
When he got to the Y_.MC A where he lived, Ovid Ross tel ephoned a Wiite Plains nunber and
got an answer in a strong Russian accent:
"Who is cullink, pliz?"
"M. Ross would like to-ub-speak to Mss La Mtte."
"Ch. Vait." Then after a | ong pause: "lIs that you, Ovid?"
"Uh. Sure is. Know what? | got the job!"
"Spl endi d!' Are you wor ki ng now?"
"Yeah. It's a high-powered place as trade journals go. | only hope | can stick the boss."
"Don't you l|ike hinP"
"No, and neither does anybody else. But it's noney. Say, Claire!l"

"Yes?"

"I met a swell guy. Name of Falck. A real man-of-the-world. Knows his way around."
"Good. | hope you see nore of him"

"How are the wild Russi ans?"

"“About the same. | had a terrible row with Peshkova."

"Yeah? How come?"

"I was teaching the boys American history, and she clainmed | wasn't putting enough
dialectical materialisminto it. | should have explained that the Anerican Revolution was a pl ot
by the American bourgeoisie to acquire exclusive exploitation of the nasses instead of having to
share it with the British aristocracy. And | said a few things about if even the Russians had
given up that line, why should | teach it? W were yelling at one another when Peshkov cane in and
made peace."
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"Has he made any nore passes?" asked Ross anxiously.

"No, except to stare at ne with that hungry expression all the tine. It gives nme the
creeps."

"Wl |, soneday . Ross's voice trailed off. He wanted to say sonething |ike: "Soneday
I"l'l marry you and then you won't have to tutor an exiled ex-conm ssar's brats anynore."

But, in the first place, he was too shy; in the second, he did not know Claire La Mtte
wel | enough; and, in the third, he was not in a position to take on costly conmtnents.

"Did you say sonething?" inquired daire.

"No-that is-uh-I wondered when we'd get together again.”

"I know Are you busy Sunday?"

"Nope. "

"Then come on up here. The Peshkovs wi |l be gone all weekend, and the hired couple are
goi ng down to Coney. Bring your friend M. Falck, and his girl friend if he has one."

"Uh? Swell idea! I'lIl ask him™"

Claire La Motte gave Ross directions for reaching the estate which the Peshkovs had bought
in Westchester County. After they had
hung up, Ovid Ross sat staring at the tel ephone. He had been hoping for such an invitation. Ever
since he had met Claire the previous winter, she had prom sed to have himto the Peshkovs' place
in May or June, and now June was al most over. The Peshkovs had never absented thensel ves | ong
enough.

Then his old fear of enbarrassnent-erythrophobia, a psychol ogist had told himrose up to
pl ague him Suppose Fal ck rebuffed his invitation? The thought gave himshivers. If only he could
tender the invitation while under telagog control! But since Falck was his regular controller, he
could hardly work it that way. And, having pronised Claire, he would have to go through with this
proj ect.

Thr ough Wednesday and Thursday, orientation continued at The
Garment Gazette. Ross read proof, hel ped Sharpe wth makeup, and
wr ot e heads: AUSTRALI AN WOOL DOWN;, FALL FASHI ONS
FEATURE FUCHSI A; | LGMJ ELECTS KATZ. Friday norning
Addi son Shar pe sai d:

"We're sending you out this afternoon to interview Marcus Ballin."

"The Qutstandi ng Knitwear nman?"

"What about? Anything special ?"

"That's what you're to find out. He called up to say he was planning sonething new in
shows. First he talked to M. Hoolihan, who got nmad and passed the call on to nme. Ballin asked if
we'd like to run a paragraph or two on this show, so | said |I'd send a man

Heffernan's out so you'll have to take care of it."
“I'"ll do nmy best," said Ross.
Sharpe said: "It's about tine we ran a feature on Marcus anyway. Quite a versatile and

pi cturesque character."

"What's his specialty?"

"Ch, he plays the violin. He once went on an expedition he financed hinmself to find some
bug in South America. Take the portrait Leica along and give himthe works. His place is at i~
West Thirty-seventh Street."

Ovid Ross tel ephoned the Tel agog Conpany and made a | uncheon date with G| bert Fal ck
During lunch he told what he knew of his inmpending ordeal. Falck found a spot on his schedul e when
he coul d take charge of the interview.

Ross al so screwed up his nerve to pass on Claire's proposal for the weekend to Fal ck, who

sai d:
"Thanks, rather. | shall be glad to. Shall we go in your car or mine?"
"M ne, since | made the invitation."
"Fine. I'Il get a girl."
"Hey!" said Ross. "If you conme along to Westchester you can't be in your booth controlling

me if | run into an enbarrassing situation.”
Fal ck raised his blond eyebrows. "Wat's enbarrassi ng about a picnic with your best girl?"
"Ch, you know. "
"No | don't, unless you tell ne.

Ross twisted his fingers. "I don't know her awfully well, but | think she's-she's-nh-well,
| suppose you'd say | was nuts about her. And-and | always feel like |I'mmaking a fool of nyself."
Fal ck | aughed. "Ch, that. Jerry Bundy's on Sunday, so I'Il tell himto nonitor you and be
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ready to take over."

Ross said: "You should call yourselves the John Al den Company.
your Priscilla, and we'll bundl e her for you.',

They parted, and Ross plunged back into the swarm ng garnent district. He killed tineg,
wat chi ng sweati ng shipping clerks push hand tntks | oaded with dresses, until his controller
returned to his booth and canme on the hypospace. Then Ross sent in the signal

Marcus Ballin (Qutstanding Knitwear: sweaters, T-shirts, bathing suits) was a nedi umsized
man with sparse gray hair and sonewhat the air of one of the nore am abl e Ronman enperors. Ovid
Ross soon | earned that his trepidations about having the man insult himor clamup had been
needl ess. Marcus Ballin loved to talk, he was a fascinating talker, and best of all he |oved
tal ki ng about hi nsel f.

Over the background noise of the knitting nmachines in the suite of lofts that conprised
his empire, Ballin, with el oquent gestures of his cigar, poured into Fal ck-Ross's ears the story
of his many activities. He told of his travels, his fun with his airplane and his violin, his
charitable and settlenent work, until Ross, a prisoner for the nonce in his own skull, wondered
how this man of parts found tine to be al so one of the nbst successful garnent nmanufacturers in
New Yor k.

Fai ck- Ross said: "But, sir, how about that special show?"

"Ch, that." Ballin chuckled. "Just a little stunt to help nmy fall line. I"'mputting on a
show for the buyers with a contest."

"A contest?"

"Absol utely. To choose the nost beautiful bust in Anerica."”

"What? But M. Ballin, won't the cops interfere?"

Fal ck smiled. "Bring on

Ballin laughed. "I wasn't intending to parade the girls in the nude. Nobody in the garnent
trade woul d encourage nudism he'd be ostracized. They'll all be wearing Qutstandi ng sweaters."

"But how can you be sure sone of 'emaren't-ah-boosting their chances by artificial
means?"

"Not this time. These sweaters will be so thin the judges can tell."

"Who are the judges?"

“"Wll, I"'mone, and | got the scul ptor Joseph Aldi for the second. The third | haven't
pi cked out. | called that stuffed-shirt publisher of yours, but he turned ne down. Let ne see.

"M. Ballin," Ross to his horror heard hinself say, "lI'msure | should nake a good judge."

Ovid Ross was horrified for three reasons: first, to judge so intimate a matter in public
woul d enmbarrass himto death; second, he thought it would inmpair his standing with Claire La Mtte
if she found out; finally, he would never, never cone right out and ask anybody for anything in
that crass way. He struggled to get his hand on the switch, but G lbert Faick kept the bit in his
teeth.

"Yeah?" said Ballin. "That's an idea."

"I've got good eyesight," continued Faick, ignoring the mental squirnings of Ross, "and no
private axes to grind. "

Fai ck continued his line of sales chatter until Ballin said: "Okay, you're in, M. Ross."

"When is it to be?"

"Next Thursday. |'ve already got over thirty entries, but next year if | repeat it there
ought to be a lot nore. W'd have to set up sone sort of prelimnary screening."

Fal ck wound up the interview and took Ross's body out of the Qutstanding Knitwear offices.
Ross heard his body say:

"Well, Ovid old boy, there's an opportunity nost nen would fight tooth and nail for
Anything to say before | sign off? Wite it on your pad."

As Fal ck rel eased control, Ross wote a couple of dirty words on the pad, adding: "You got

me into this; you'll have to see me through."”
Fal ck, taking over again, |laughed. "Rather! | have every intention of doing so, |laddie."
Back at the Gazette, Addi son Sharpe whistled when he heard Ross's story. He said:
"I don't know how the boss will |ike your getting in on this fool stunt. He turned Ballin

down in no uncertain terns."
“I'd think it would be good publicity for the paper,"
funny ideas; quite a Puritan. You wait while | speak to him"
Ross sat down and wote notes on his interview until Sharpe said:
"This way, Ovid."
The managing editor led himinto Hoolihan's office, where the advertising nmanager was
al ready seated. Hoolihan barked:
"Ross, call up Ballin and tell himit's no go! At once! | won't have ny clean sheet m xed

said Ross. "Well, M. Hoolihan has
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up in his burlesque act!"
"But, M. Hoolihan!" wailed the advertising manager. "M . Ballin has just taken a whole

page for the Cctober issue, and if you insult himhe'll cancel it! And you know what our
advertising account |ooks like right now "

"Ch?" said Hoolihan. "I don't let advertisers dictate ny editorial policies!"

"But that's not all. Mke Ballin, his brother-or rather one of his brothers-is the bigshot

at the Pegasus Cutting Machi ne Conmpany, another advertiser."

"Hm That's another story."

As the great man pondered his problens, the advertising nanager added slyly: "Besides, if
you don't let Ross judge, Ballin will sinply get sonebody from The Clothing Retailer or Wnen's
Wear or one of the other sheets, and they'|ll get whatever benefit-"

"I see," interrupted Hoolihan. "Ross! You go through with this act as planned, but heaven
help you if you bring us any unfavorable notoriety! Keep yourself in the background. Play it close
to your chest. No stunts! Get me? Al right, back to work!"

"Yes, M. Hoolihan," said Ovid Ross.

"Yes, M. Hoolihan," said Addi son Sharpe.

"Yes, M. Hoolihan," said the advertising manager

Ovid Ross spent nost of Saturday shining up his small m ddl eaged convertibl e and touching
up the nicks in the paint. He had to journey up to the Bronx to get to it, because autonobile
storage fees had becone prohibitively high in Manhattan

Sunday norning, the sky was so overcast that Ross had doubts about his party. The paper
however, said fair, warm and hum d. By
the tine he went all the way up again by subway, got the car, and drove back to Manhattan to pick
up Falck and his girl, the sun was burning its way through the overcast.

Fal ck directed Ross to drive around to a brownstone front house in the west seventies to
get the girl, whomhe introduced as a M ss Dorothea Dunkel berg. She was a plunp girl, very young-
| ooki ng, and pretty in a round-faced bovine way. She was the kind whomtheir elders describe as
"sweet" for want of any nore positive attribute.

They spun through a hot, humi d forenoon up the Westchester parkways to the Peshkov estate
near White Plains. As they turned in the driveway between the stone posts, Faick said:

"These Russkys rather did all right by thenselves, didn't they?"

"Yeah," said Ross. "When they liquidated all the Conmries in the revolution of '79, Peshkov
was Conmi ssar of the Treasury or something and got away with a couple of trunkloads of foreign
securities.”

"And he's been allowed to keep thenf"

"The new Russi an Conmonweal th has been trying to get hold of that dough ever since, but
Peshkov keeps it hidden away or tied up in |legal knots."

"And your Mss La Motte tutors his kids?"

"That's right. She doesn't like 'emmuch, but it's noney."

"Why, what sort of fol ks are they?"

"Well, to give you an idea, Peshkov's idea of a jolly evening is to sit all alone in his
living roomwith a pistol on the table beside him drinking vodka and staring into space. Caire
tells ne he's been getting noodier and noodi er ever since those anti-Conmuni st Russians tried to
assassi nate himlast year."

A tremendous barking broke out. Around the corner of the house streaked a hal f-dozen
Russi an wol f hounds with | ong snaky heads thrust forward and | ong | egs punping |ike steel springs.
The dogs rushed to where the autonphbile was slowly crunching up the wi nding gravel driveway and
began racing around it like Indians circling a prairie schooner

"Do we have to fight our way through those?" said Dorothea Dunkel berg. "They scare ne."

"Claire will handle '"em" said Ross with nore conviction than he felt. "She says they're
friendly but dunb."”

The sun glinted on red hair as a figure in a playsuit appeared beside the mansion. Caire
La Motte's voice cane shrilly:

“"I'lyal! A ga! Cone here! Here, Dmitri! Behave yourself, Anastasia!" The dogs | oped off
toward the house, where the girl seized a couple by their collars and dragged them out of sight
around the corner. The others followed. Presently, Claire appeared again and waved an armtoward
the parki ng space. Ross parked and got out.

As Claire La Mtte approached the car, Ovid Ross reached into his pocket and pressed his
swi tch button, once. Now, he hoped,, he would show up all right in conparison with his slick
friend Fal ck!

He felt Jerone Bundy take over his body and stride it toward the approaching Caire.
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Behi nd him he heard a faint wol fwhistle from Fal ck. Instead of formally shaki ng hands with her and
munbl i ng somet hi ng banal while his ears pinkened and his knuckl es seenmed to swell to the size of
basebal | s, Ross heard his body bell ow

"H there, beautiful!"

Then it clanmped its hands around Claire's small wai st and hoisted her to armis | ength
overhead. He let her slip back into his arns, briefly hugged the breath out of her, and dropped
her to the ground. As he did so he thought he caught a snothered nurnur:

"Why, Ovid!"

At |east, thought Ross, he was glad that Bundy hadn't nade him kiss her or spank her
behind. It was all very well for his controller to take an attitude of hearty famliarity, but
that sort of thing could easily be carried too far. Popular nythology to the contrary
notwi t hstanding, nmany girls really disliked caveman tactics.

Ross's body then affably introduced Claire La Motte to his new friends. Claire said:

"I thought we'd take a wal k around the grounds and then eat a picnic lunch on the edge of
the pool. Then later we can take a swm?"

"Ch," said Bundy-Ross. "G |, grab the suits and towels."

Fal ck brought these objects out of the rear seat of the car and wal ked after the others.

"Over that way," said Claire, pointing over the trees, "is the Untereiner estate. The
Wckman estate used to be beyond it, but now they're putting up apartnent houses on it."

There were the conventional murnurs about the never-ending growth of New York's
commut er shed, both in size and in population. Caire continued:

"And over that way is the MacFadden estate, only the Miutual Fl-
delity bought it as a club for their enployees. And in that direction is the Heliac Health C ub."
"What's that?" said Dorothea Dunkel berg. "A nudist canp."

"Ch. | thought they weren't allowed in this state?"

"They aren't, but it's becone so popular the law s not enforced anynmore. On the other
hand, it can't be repeal ed because the legislators are afraid the religious groups would raise a
fuss.”

They started toward the pool when another outbreak of barking halted them Caire wail ed:

"Ch, goodness, they got out again! Dmitri has learned to work the latch with his paw"

The borzois boiled around the corner of the mansion as if pursuing the biggest wolf in
Siberia. One made a playful fifteen-foot spring with its forepaws against G| bert Faick, sending
the tel egog controller rolling on the greensward. Towels and bathing suits flew about, to be
snat ched up by the dogs and borne off fluttering. Caire screaned:

“Yel ena! |gor! Behave yourselves!"

No attention did they pay. A couple raced off having a running tug-of-war w th Dorothea
Dunkel berg's suit, while another amused itself by throwi ng one of the bath towels into the air and
catching it again.

"Playful little fellows," said Falck, getting up and brushing the grass off his pants.

"Very," said Claire, and started to apol ogi ze until Faick stopped her

"Not your fault, lassie. Don't give it a thought." Faick w ped a drop of sweat fromhis

nose. "I'mgoing to mss those suits, rather. If you find themin the woods, not too badly
tattered, you mght send 'em back to us."
"Sticky, isn't it?" said Claire. "Anyway we still have the |unch."

"What's to keep these Hounds of the Baskervilles fromraiding our food?" asked Ross's
body.

"I don't know, until | can get themshut up again and tie the gate cl osed."

Dorothea said in her faint squeak: "Maybe we could sit in a row on the springboard. They'd
be scared to conme out over the water, wouldn't they?"

And so it was done. The snell of food attracted the dogs, who
lined up on the edge of the pool and whined until Claire, with the men's help, collared themtwo
at a tine and led them back to their kennels.

G | bert Falck w ped his hands on his paper napkin and said: "Excuse ne, people. | just
renenbered a phone call. May | use the Peshkov phone, d aire?"

He followed Claire into the Peshkovs' palatial living room where a life-sized portrait of
Stalin hung on the wall. As she was pointing out the tel ephone, Falck casually captured her hand
and sai d:

"I say, Claire, that sofa | ooks rather confortable. Wiy don't we sit down and get better
acquai nt ed?"
Claire slipped her hand out of his and said: "You make your call, GI. | have ny other
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guests to entertain.”

Fal ck sighed and call ed the Tel agog Conpany. He got Jerome Bundy on the line and said:

"Jerry, your control is laying an egg again. He does all right while you control him but
the mnute you let go he just sits staring at the dame with an expression like a hungry wol f."

"Wl ?"

"I rather thought the next tine you take over you'd better give hima nore aggressive and
uni nhi bited pattern. The poor jerk will never get anywhere under his own steam"

"I don't know," said Bundy dubiously. "I .thought | was giving himan aggressive pattern.
I don't want to queer his pitch by-"

"Don't worry about that. His girl just confided to ne she wi shes he weren't such a stick.
Gve himthe works."

"Ckay, " said Bundy.

Fal ck wal ked out with a knowing grin. Wen he cane in sight of the other three he called:

"Di d sonebody say sonething about tennis?"

Ovid Ross inmediately switched his control back to Bundy. He had no illusions about his
ganme: a powerful serve and a bulletlike forehand drive, but no control to speak of.

They nade it m xed doubles, Ross and Claire against the other two. To his amazenent, Ross
found his smashes going, not into the net or the wire as usual, but into the corners of the other
court where nobody could touch them Caire was pretty good, Dorothea rather poor, but Gl bert
Fal ck excellent, with a catlike agility that
nmore than made up for his lack of Ross's power. The first set got up to ~ then 6-s, then 6-6, then
7-6.

Dor ot hea Dunkel berg wailed: "I can't anynore GI. |I'll pass out in this heat."

"Ckay," said Falck smoothly. "No | aw says we have to. Boy, | rather wi sh we had those
bathing suits. Claire, the Conmies wouldn't have sone spares, would they?"

"I don't think so; they never keep old clothes. They say in Russia nothing was too good
for them and they expect to have it that way here."

They trailed down the little hill fromthe tennis court and stood | ooking longingly at the
clear, pale-green water in the pool. Ross was aware that Bundy was wi ping his forehead for him
Thoughtful of him. . . But then Ross was horrified to hear his controller say in that nasterfu

way':

"Who wants bat hing suits? Come on, boys and girls, take your clothes off and junp in!"

"What ?" squeal ed Dor ot hea.

"You heard me. Of with "em"”

"Well, | have a suit-" began Cdaire, but Bundy-Ross roared:

"No you don't! Not if the rest of us-"

The next few mnutes were, for Ovid Ross's inpotent psyche, a tinme of stark horror. How he
got through them w thout dying of an excess of enotion he never knew He frantically tried to
regain control of his right armto reach his switch, but Bundy would not let him Instead Bundy
took of f Ross's sportshirt and shorts, wadded theminto a ball, and threw them under the
springboard, nmeanwhile exhorting the others to do |likewi se and threatening to throw themin clad
i f they refused.

They were sitting in a row on the edge of the pool, breathing hard with drops stream ng
of f them and splashing the water with their feet. Ross caught a glinpse of Fal ck |ooking at him
with a curious expression, between displeasure and curiosity, as if sonething he had carefully
pl anned had gone awy. The controller was showing a tendency to play up to Caire nore than Ross
li ked so that poor Dorothea was rather ignored. Ross heard Bundy say with his vocal organs:

"W want to be careful not to get that white strip around our mddles burned."

"How about finishing that set now?" said Fal ck

They got up and wal ked up the slope to the court. Bundy-Ross, whose serve it was, was just
getting his large knobby toes lined up on the backline for a snmash when a fresh outburst of
barking made all turn. Claire cried:

"Damm! |'Ill bet they've gotten | oose again."

“"Isn't that a car?" said Dorothea

"Ch, gosh!" said Claire as the sun flashed on a w ndshield down the driveway. "It's the
Peshkovs! They weren't supposed to be here till this evening! Wiat'll we do?"

"Make a dash for our clothes," said Fal ck

"Too late," said Claire, as the purr of the car, hidden behind the nansion, grew | ouder
and then stopped. "Run for the woods!"

She ran into the woods, the others trailing. There were ouches and grunts as bushes
scratched their shins and their unhardened soles trod on tw gs. Dorothea said:
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"Isn'"t that poison ivy?"

Fal ck | ooked. "I rather think it's Virginia creeper, but we'd better not take chances."
"Ch, dear! | hope we don't find a hornets' nest."
Bundy- Ross said: "It would be nore to the point to hope a nest of hornets doesn't find

us.

They cane to a wire fence. Ross heard Bundy say: "That's easy to clinb over. Hook your
toes over the wire, like this."

"Quch," said Dorothea. "Wat's on the other side?"

"The Heliac Health Club," said Caire.

"Rather a bit of luck," said Falck, clinbing. "The one place in Wstchester County where
we're dressed for calling.”

Ross thought desperately of the switch that would return control of his body to him The
switch was in the right side pocket of his shorts, and his shorts, along with his other clothes
and those of his conpanions, lay in a heap under the springboard at the edge of the pool

"Have you ever been here, O aire?" asked Dorot hea.

"No, but | have an idea of the layout. This way."

They straggl ed agai n through the woods. Presently they found a trail. Dorothea shrieked at
the sight of a garter snake.

Claire led themalong the trail, until they cane out of the woods on to a grassy field. On
this field stood, in irregular rows, forty-odd canvas-covered platforns about the size and hei ght
of beds. On over half these platfornms, the guests of the Heliac Club sat or sprawed in
the costume of their avocation, reading, talking, cardplaying, or dozing.

One schol arl y-1 ooki ng man, unadorned save for a pipe and pi ncenez, sat on the edge of his
cot with a portable typewiter in his | ap. Beyond, sone people played volleyball and others
tennis. On the right rose the rear of an old ex-mansion; on the left, a row of dil apidated-I| ooking
one-room cabi ns coul d be seen

As his eyes, under Bundy's control, took in the scene, Ovid Ross observed several things
about the nudists. There were three or four times as nmany nmen as wonen. Mbst of the people were
m ddl e-aged. They were certainly not there to show off their beauty, for many of the nen were
paunchy and the wonen pendul ous.

After the initial shock had passed off, Ross becanme conscious of the white equatorial
bands of hinself and his conpani ons, conpared to the uniform brownness of the sun worshippers. A
few of the latter, however, though well-browned el sewhere, displayed an angry red on the areas
that gl eamed white on his own party: the parts normally covered by shorts and halters.

"Good afternoon,"” said a voice. Ross saw a severe-| ooki ng grayhai red wonan, deeply and
uni formy browned, confronting them "Have you people registered and paid your grounds fee?"

"No, but . . ." said Falck, then stunbled for words despite his professional suavity.

"Have you references?" said the wonan. "We |ike to know who our guests are."

Ross expected his controller to step into the breach, but even the self-possessed Bundy
appeared unable to cope with this situation.

Claire La Motte took the wonman asi de and expl ai ned their predi canent. Ross saw the wonan's
face melt into a smle, then a | augh. Bundy turned Ross's head away to survey the rest of the
scene.

Near at hand, on one of the platforns, a well-built middl e-aged man with sparse gray hair
and the air of an affable Roman enperor snoked a cigar and read a newspaper. Ross was sure that he
had seen the man before. The sane thought mnust have occurred to his controller, for Ross's eyes
stopped roving with the man right in the center of the field. The man | ooked up as if consci ous of
scrutiny. His gaze froze as it rested on Ross as if he, too, thought that he recogni zed Ross.

Ross heard his voice say: "Wy hello, M. Ba-"

"Pl easel" said Marcus Ballin, with so earnest a gesture that Bundy stopped in the mddle
of the nane.

"Everybody goes by first nanes only here,"” continued Ballin. "I'm Marcus, you're-uh-what
was that first nane of yours?"

"Ovid."

"Ckay, Ovid. Cone a little closer, please." Ballin |owered his voice. "For nme it would be
particularly bad if this got out. |1'd be considered a traitor to ny trade. 'Wy, even the garnent-

trade nagazi nes, yours for instance, run editorials knocking nudism"

"I shouldn't think they'd take it so seriously as that."

"No? Well, you're not old enough to renenber when there was a straw hat industry. \Were is
it now? Gone, because nmen don't wear hats in sumrer anynore. And wonen used to wear stockings in
sumrer too. |f everybody. " Ballin spread his hands.
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"What woul d happen if the word got around?" asked Bundy-Ross. "Wuld the cutters and
operators and pressers line up in a hollow square while the head buyer at Sachs' cut off your
butt ons?"

"No, but I'd be ostracized at least. It would even affect ny business contacts. And ny
particul ar branch of the industry, sumer sportswear, feels the nost keenly about it of any. So
you'll keep it quiet, won't you?"

"Sure, sure," said Bundy-Ross, and turned to his conpanions. The gray-haired woman was
goi ng away. O aire expl ai ned:

"She's gone to get a playsuit to lend me so | can go back and pick up our clothes."

Bundy- Ross i ntroduced his conpani ons by given nanes to Ballin, who said: "You' ve got nice
taste in girls, Ovid. Caire should be a nodel. Did you ever try that, Caire?"

"l thought of it, but I'mnot |ong and skinny enough for a clothes nodel and not short and
fat enough for an artists' nodel."

"Anyway, Claire's too well educated,” put in Falck

"To me you look just right," said Ballin. "Say, Ovid, why couldn't she be entered in ny
contest? The local talent"” (he indicated the rest of the club by a notion of an eyebrow) "isn't
too prom sing."

"V/ hat contest?" said Claire

Ballin started to explain, then changed his nmind. "Ovid will tell you. | think you'd have
an excellent chance, and there's a nice little cash prize. Three prizes, in fact."

"You certainly nake nme curious," said Caire.

Bundy- Ross said: "If she's a friend of mne, and |"ma judge, wouldn't it | ook kind of
funny?"

"No, no. If Aldi and I thought you were favoring her, we'd outvote you. Anyway, it's ny
contest, so |l can run it as | please. 'Wen you can, take her aside and tell her about it."

The gray-haired woman returned with a playsuit. Claire departed at a trot. A few ninutes
| ater, she was back with a bundle of clothes.

Ross, as soon as he got his shorts on, strained to get his right hand into his pocket.
Bundy | et himdo so and he pressed the button tw ce.

Under his own power, Ross wal ked back along the trail. He | agged behind Fal ck and Dor ot hea
so that he could begin an el aborate and groveling apol ogy:

"Uh. Caire."

"Yes?"

"I"muh-awfully sorry. | don't-uh-know . ."

"Sorry about what ?"

"All this. This afternoon. | don't know what got into ne."

"For heaven's sake don't apol ogize! | haven't had so nuch fun in years."

"You haven't?"

"No. |I've had the time of ny life. | didn't know you had it in you. By the way, what is
this contest?"

Alittle confused, Ross told her about the contest to select the nost beautiful bust. He
expected her to spurn the suggestion with righteous wath and outraged propriety. Instead, she
sai d:

"Way, that was sweet of him |I'mvery nuch flattered." She glanced down at her exhibits.
"Tell himl1'll be glad to enter if | can arrange to get off early enough Thursday."

Wonen, thought Ovid Ross, have no shame. As he clinbed the fence, he revised the intention
he had held to drop in at the offices of the Tel agog Conpany, knock M. Jerone Bundy's bl ock off,
and demand that the conpany renove the receiver fromhis craniumforthwi th. Bizarre though the
actions of his controller mght seem they seemed to have added up to a favorabl e inpression on
Claire.

Moreover, this infernal contest still |ooned ahead of him Wile he could no doubt beg off
fromBallin, such a cowardly act would lower himin Claire' s eyes. He'd better plan for tel agog
control during this crisis at |east.

Back on the Peshkovs' grounds, as he neared his autonobile, he
was intercepted by a stocky man with an expressionl ess moonface. The man wore an ol d-fashi oned
dark suit and even a necktie. Claire introduced the man as Conmi ssar Peshkov-Bogdan | politovich
Peshkov.

Behi nd the man hovered anot her of sinilar appearance, wearing a derby hat. From what he
had heard, Ross took this to be Fadei, the chauffeur-bodyguard. Peshkov extended a |inp hand.

"dad to mit you, Conrade," he said in a nmournful voice. "I hup you had a nice tine."

Ross shook the hand, collected his party, and drove off.
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Early Thursday norning, Glbert Falck entered the offices of the Tel agog Conpany when
nobody el se was present. There was not even a single controller carrying a client through an early-
nmorning crisis. Wthout hesitation, the young man got to work on the nechani smof his contro
booth and Jerone Bundy's next to it.

Wth a screwdriver he renoved the panel that covered the wiring at the front of the booth.
He traced the wiring until he found a place where the return notor |eads of his booth and Bundy's
ran side by side. Wth wire cutters he cut both wires and installed a doubl epol e doubl e-t hr ow
knife switch. Wen the switch was down the controls would operate as usual; when it was up, he
woul d control Bundy's client while Bundy controlled his. However, as the sensory circuits were not
af fected, each would continue to see, hear, and feel the sensations of his own client.

Fal ck did not consider hinself a heel. But he had fallen heavily in love with Claire La
Motte and deened all fair in love. His effort to have Ross di sgrace hinself by uninhibited
behavi or in Wstchester had backfired, so that Ross had ended up nore solid with Claire than ever

Ross, while he had not exactly conplained to the conpany about the paces that Bundy had
put himthrough, had asked themto go easy. This request had caused Fal ck's and Bundy's supervi sor
to gl ower suspiciously and to warn the two controllers not to try stunts. Therefore, Falck did not
dare to undertake any direct bollixing of his client's actions or to ask Bundy to. He nust work by
a nore subtle method.

He had already tried to date Claire by tel ephone. She, however, was free only on weekends
and had been dated up solidly for the next two by Ross. After this afternoon's contest, sone of
those dates night no | onger be so solid.

Fal ck neasured the panel. Wth a hand auger, he drilled two tiny holes in it. Then he
| ooped a length of fishline around the crosspiece of the knife switch and pushed both ends back
t hrough the upper hole in the panel fromthe back. He did |likewi se with another |length of |ine
through the I ower hole, screwed the panel back into place, and tautened the |ines.

Now he had only to pull hard on the upper double length of fishline to pull the switch
fromthe down to the up position. Then, if he released one end of the Iine and reeled in the
other, he would renmove the line entirely fromthe works and could stuff it into his pocket.
Simlar operations with the lower line would return the switch to its original position

Later, when the excitenent had di ed down, he would renpove the panel again and take out the
switch. There was a chance, of course, that the electricians would come upon the switch in
checking for trouble, but Glbert Falck was no man to boggle at risks.

About ten on Thursday norning, Ross's tel ephone in the Gazette offices rang.

"Ovid? This is Claire. You won't have to neet ny train after all."

"Why not ?"

"Because Peshkov's driving ne down."

"That guy! Is he planning to attend the contest?"

"So he says. Wwuld M. Ballin nind?"

"Hm | don't think so, but 1'll call himand straighten it out. | got
-1"ve got influence with him |s Peshkov coning al one?"

"Well, he wouldn't let his family be contaninated by this exanple of bourgeois frivolity,
but he wants to bring Fadei."

"The goon? No sir! Tell himhe'll be welconme (I think) but no bodyguards."

Ross call ed the Qutstandi ng Knitwear Conpany and persuaded a dubi ous Marcus Baumto |et
Peshkov attend the show ng.

The contest took place in Marcus Ballin's showoom directly underneath his lofts. Despite
the swank decor of the showroom the noise and vibration of the knitting nmachines cane faintly
through the ceiling. The show oom had been fixed up sonmething like a nightclub, with a stage a
foot high on one side and little round tables spread around in a doubl e horseshoe.

There were over three hundred spectators present, including representatives from The
Clothing Retail er and other garment-trade nmagazi nes. These distributed thensel ves around the
tables, to which a
group of hardworking servitors brought trayl oads of cocktails and small edible objects on
t oot hpi cks.

Wil e Ivory Johnstone's band from Harl em entertai ned the audi ence, Ballin and Ross |ined
up the contestants behind scenes. Each of the lovely |adies wore a |ightweight Qutstanding
sweat er .

These sweaters were so sheer that to Ross they seened practically nonexistent, follow ng
every contour of their wearers' bodies with inplacable fidelity. Under nornmal conditions, this
spectacl e woul d have reduced Ross to a state of stuttering enbarrassnent. But as G | bert Fal ck was
now operating his body, he could give no outward sign of his feelings.
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Wth a worried frown, Ballin said: "Say, Ovid, where's that little redhead of yours?"

“"I"1l look." Ross put his head around the end of the backdrop to | ook over the audience.

Claire La Motte and Bogdan Peshkov were just conming in, the latter the only man in the
room wearing a coat. Peshkov said sonmething that Ross could not catch over the distance and
hubbub, patted Claire's arm waved her toward the stage, seated hinself at one of the tables, and
haughtily beckoned a waiter. Claire started uncertainly toward the stage, then sighted Ross and
wal ked qui ckly to where he stood.

Ballin said: "All right, Mss La Motte, here's your sweater. This is the third judge, Joe
Aldi." He indicated a swarthy, muscul ar young man with a dense gl ossy-bl ack beard who stood by
with his hands on his hips. "Just step behind that curtain to put it on. Nothing under it, you
know. "

Wth these sweaters, thought Ross, it nmade little difference where she put it on. In
| ooki ng over the talent, Falck-Ross had already elimnated many of the girls. He had al so picked
several whom he expected to place high. Arong these were (according to the badges pinned to their
wai st) Mss Loretta Day (née Weniawski), the noted burl esque queen; and Mss Shirley Archer, a
nodel fromthe Towers agency. Claire, the unknown amateur, would find stiff conpetition

"Line up, girls," said Baum "Look at the girls next to you to nake sure you're in
al phabetical order. The A's are at this end."

A femal e voi ce down the |ine said: "Does M cone before or after N?"

Ballin continued: "You introduce themfirst time around, Ovid. Here's the list. As you
call each one I'll send her out. Make it snappy, so one's coning out while the previous one's
goi ng. "

Ballin strolled out upon the stage, waited for applause to die down, and gave a little
speech: "So glad to see you all here this fine sumer day . " (It was drizzling outside.)
our new line of fall sportswear . . . the preenminent position of the Qutstanding Knitwear
Conpany - . . an assortment of fine, healthy upstanding Anerican beauties . . . will be introduced

by one of the judges, M. Ovid Ross of The Garnent Gazette."

Ross cane out in his turn. During the first few steps, his spirit quailed within him
After that he found that he did not mind. In fact, if Falck had not been controlling him he
t hought that he would be able to manage the act as well as Fal ck

As the girls came out he called their nanes: "Mss WInm Abbott
- .. Mss MriamAnter. . . Mss Shirley Archer. . ."

The spectators appl auded each one-all but the ex-conm ssar. Bogdan Peshkov sat al one, his
potbel Iy bul ging out over his thighs, drinking down cocktails with great gul ps, staring sonberly
at the scene and occasionally gl ancing nervously over his shoul der.

Ballin stood just out of sight of the spectators with a duplicate list in his hand,
checking the girls' nanmes as they filed past himso that there should be no m x-ups.

Then all forty-six girls came out and lined up on the stage in a double rank. Ballin and
Al di came out, too. The three judges paraded back and forth. The plan was that any judge who
thought that any girl had a good chance should tap her on the shoul der, the idea being to reduce
the contestants to a nere dozen or so. Falck-Ross tapped Claire La Motte, Mss Archer, Mss Day,
and a couple of other |ovelies.

The contestants filed off again. As soon as they were off the stage, a couple of those who
had not been chosen dissolved into tears, causing their eye nakeup to run. Claire La Mdtte paused
near Ross to nurnur:

"Ovid, I don't like the | ook on Peshkov's face. He's drinking hinmself stiff, and he | ooks
the way he did the night he shot all the panes out of the picture w ndow. "

"Ch," said Fal ck-Ross.

"Can't you hurry this thing through before he gets worse?"

"It'1l take half or three-quarters of an hour yet, but I'lIl do ny best."
Ross went back on the stage. The thirteen girls remaining in the contest paraded as before
whi |l e Fal ck- Ross introduced them "Mss Shirley Archer. . . Mss Loretta Day. . . Mss Mary

Fer guson .

It did, as he had foreseen, take a lot of tinme, during which Peshkov's pudding-face stared
at himw th unnerving bl ankness between cocktail s.

After consultation, the judges eliminated all but three contestants:
Shirley Archer, Loretta Day, and Claire La Mitte. These paraded one by one as before, then |lined
up on the stage. Fal ck-Ross began a whi spered consultation with Baumand Aldi. Left to hinself,
Ross woul d have had troubl e choosing anong the three girls. He thought that, aside from persona
sentinments, Mss Day had perhaps a slight edge.

Marcus Ballin, whose taste ran to cones, preferred Mss Archer. Joseph Aldi, whose bent
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lay in the direction of hemi spheres, argued as stoutly for Mss Day. Fal ck- Ross spoke up for M ss
La Motte on the ground that, presenting an intermedi ate or spheroconoidal form she enbodied the
gol den nean.

Ballin and Aldi would not be budged. At last Ballin whispered:

"Put down your second and third choices. W can't stand here arguing all afternoon."

When the choices for the | esser places were witten down, it was found that both Ross and
Ballin had named M ss Day for second.

"Ckay," said Ballin. "Ovid and | will go along with you, won't you, Ovid? Day it is. Now
we'll pick second and third prizes. I'd give La Mdtte second. "

As C aire was chosen second, M ss Archer took third. Baum stepped to the edge of the stage
with his arns up and cried:

"Ladi es and gentl enen: By unani nmous opi nion of the judges, first prize in this great and
uni que CQutstandi ng Knitwear Conpany bustbeauty contest is awarded to Mss Loretta Day-"

"Stop!" said a voice

"What was that?" said Ballin.

"I said stop!" It was Peshkov, erect and weaving. "De best-looking girl is obvious M ss
Claire La Motte. To give de first prize to anodder one is obvious capitalistic injostice. | order
you to change your decision. Oddervise, to de penal canps of Siberial"

"What -what -" sputtered Ballin. Then he pulled hinmself to-
get her and assuned an air as regal as that of the ex-conmm ssar. He gestured to a couple of
wai t ers.

"Renove this man!"

At that nonent, in a control booth of the Tel agog Conpany, G | bert Fal ck reached down,
felt around until he had | ocated his upper fishline, and pulled. Wen he had drawn the Iine as far
as it would go, he let go one end and pulled on the other until he had the whole thing in his
hands. He stuffed the string into his pants pocket. Now he was controlling Bundy's ballet dancer
whi | e Bundy, unknowi ng in the next booth, was controlling his trade-journal staff witer.

In a dance studi o, where the ballet dancer was perform ng hopefully under the eyes of a
troupe manager in the expectation of being hired, he suddenly fell to the floor. Questions and
shaking failed to rouse him He lay where he had fallen, staring blankly and maki ng odd wal ki ng
motions with his legs and arns as if he were still erect.

At the sane instant, while the waiters designated by Ballin as bouncers were staring
apprehensively at their quarry, Ovid Ross took off in a trenendous |eap fromthe stage and began
boundi ng around the showoom |eaping high into the air to kick his heels together and flinging
his arns about. Ross, inprisoned in his skull, was as astoni shed as anyone. He thought Fal ck nust
have gone nad.

Ross' s astoni shnment changed to terror as he saw that he was bearing down on Bogdan
Peshkov. The ex-conmi ssar took a pistol fromunder his coat and waved it, shouting in Russian

Bang! G ass tinkled. Ross took off in another |eap that brought himdown right on top of
Peshkov. Hi s body slamed into that of the ex-conmi ssar. The two crashed into Peshkov's table.
They rolled to the floor in a tangle of |inbs and broken glass and table |egs.

Ross found that his body was still kicking and flapping its arnms. A kick accidental ly sank
i nto Peshkov's paunch and reduced the Miuscovite to a hal f-conmatose condition

Then the seizure left Ross's body. He rose to his feet, fully under his own control
Everybody was tal king at once. Several nen gripped Peshkov while another gingerly held his pistol
Spectators crawl ed out from under tables.

Ross | ooked around, took a deep breath, and wal ked to the stage. Ballin was flapping his
hands while M ss Archer had hysterics.

Ross faced the disorgani zed audi ence and bel | owed: "Attention, everybody! Al but those
hol di ng M. Peshkov take your seats. W will now go on with the contest. Waiters, nop up the
spilled Iiquor.

See that everybody has what he wants. M. Ballin was announcing the final results when he was
interrupted. He will continue fromthere on."

So successful was Ross in restoring order that hardly a ripple of excitenent was caused by
the arrival of policenmen to take Peshkov away.

After it was over, Ballin said: "You sure handled that, Ovid. How did you have nerve to
junp on a man with a gun? That was reckless."

Ross made a deprecating novenent. "Shucks, just an inpulse, | guess. Too bad your show got
ki nd of beat up, though."

"That's all right. We got the publicity."

"The only thing that worries ne," said Ross, "is that M. Hoolihan's apt to think |I got

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harr...%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (102 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:03 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

entirely too nmuch publicity and fire ne. Maybe you as a big advertiser could bring a little-uh-
nmor al pressure?”

Ballin drew on his cigar and | ooked sharply at Ross. He said:

"Ovid, I've been thinking. The way things stand, you'll be tenpted to try a little gentle
bl ackmai | on me because of the Heliac Cub."

As Ross started to protest, Ballin held up a hand. "The only way to nake sure you don't,
as | see it, is to make your interests identical with ny own."

"Yes?"

"I"'ve got a little venture capital lying | oose, and |I've been thinking of starting a new
trade journal, sonething |like The Garnent Gazette but specializing in sportswear."

"You nmean a house organ?"

"God forbid! Nothing's duller than house organs. This woul d be a regul ar general -
circulation journal, run independently of the Qutstandi ng Knitwear Conpany. The managi ng editor
woul d have a free hand to call his shots as he saw them How would you like the job?"

When Ross got his breath back he could only say: "Gosh, M. Ballin!"

"However, your first assignnent will have nothing to do with the nmagazine at all."

"Huh? \What then?"

“I't will be to acconpany ne to the Heliac Health Club for a
weekend of healthful relaxation. After that, we'll be in the same boat!"

The followi ng nmorning, Ovid Ross turned in His story and pictures on the bust-beauty
contest and gave notice. Tinothy Hoolihan grunped about Ross's pay having been wasted, since he
had not been on | ong enough to becone useful

"But M. Hoolihan!" said Ross. "Look at the opportunity! If | asked M. Baumto wait a
month, he'd find sonebody else. And didn't the Taylor article say to try to pl ease your enployer
inall things? And isn't he ny future enpl oyer?"

"Huh," snorted Hoolihan. "Suppose so. Damm it, | don't know what's the matter with this
firm We have the highest turnover of any trade journal | know of. No sooner get 'em broken in
than off they go!"

Ross coul d have told Hoolihan that his violent power conplex nmight have sonething to do
with it. But he forebore. It would only lead to an argurment, and he might want a reference from
Hool i han sone day.

Then Ross wal ked across town to the Tel agog Conpany and told the receptionist: "Uh-send in
that sal esman, that M. Nye."

The sal esman cane in full of apol ogies: and whil e of course you wai ved danages in
your contract, we are so anxious to please you that we're offering a one-year free extension of
your three-nonths' trial telagog subscription. Mreover, M. Falck is no |onger in our enploy."

"What happened?”

“Qur M. Bundy, whose wires were crossed with M. Falck's, suspected sonething and cane in
early this norning to find Falck taking out that switch he installed behind his panel. Fal ck
knowi ng how conplicated hypospatial circuits are, had figured the electricians would get down to
tracing the crossover this afternoon. Now about that extension-"

"Never mnd. Just take this gadget out of nmy head, will you?"

“You nmean you don't want any nore telagog control ?"

"That's right. | found | can do well enough by nyself."

"But you don't know. Your erythrophobia may take you unawares-"

"I'"l'l worry about that when the tinme cones. Right now!l feel that, with all |'ve been
through in the past week, | can never be enbarrassed again."

Nye | ooked dubi ous. "That's not psychol ogically sound."

“I don't care. That's the way it is."

"We're pretty busy today. Couldn't you conme in again next week?"

"No. I'mgetting married tonorrow and | eaving on a two weeks' trip, and starting a new job
when | get back."

"Congratulations! Is it that Mss La Mdtte that Bundy and Fal ck were tal ki ng about ?"

"Yes."

"They said she was a pip. How did you nanage it with your shyness?"

"When | wal ked her to the train, | just asked her, and she said yes. Sinple as that."
"Fine. But after all, you know, a man's weddi ng day and the night following it constitute

a crisis of the first magnitude. Wth one of our experts at your personal hel myou need not fear-"

"No!" shouted Ovid Ross, smiting the chair armwith his fist. "By gosh, there's sone
things I'mgonna do for nyself! Now get that neurosurgeon out of his office and get to work!"
"THE AMEBA'
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An aneba, grown too portly,
El ongates itself and shortly
Parts itself into amebae twain. Now, this formof reproduction Has its points, if your
construction
Lets you split yourself without a pain. It avoids the conplications
That beset our copul ations,
VWhich we try to regulate in vain.

Thus a piece of protoplasm
Under goes bipartite spasm
As it did in Eozoic cline;
Each ameba, now exi sting,
Is a unit, yet persisting,
Whi ch has flourished since the dawn of tine. In this neat and sober fashion
Unbetrayed by human passion, Miultiplies this deathless bit of sline.
Still, there nust be something missing To a life that knows no kissing,
Nor the other ganes the sexes play. Surely, Solonon and Sheba
Had nore fun than that aneba E er will know forever and a day.
So |I'd rather |Iove ny |lassie
Than to be a little, glassy,
Prot opl asm c speck and live for ay.
JUDGMVENT DAY

IT TOOK ME a long tinme to decide whether to let the earth live. Sone nmight think this an easy

decision. Wll, it was and it wasn't. | wanted one thing, while the nores of nmy culture said to do
t he ot her.

This is a decision that few have to make. Hitler mght give orders for the execution of
ten mllion, and Stalin orders that would kill another ten million. But neither could send the

world up in a puff of flanme by a few marks on a piece of paper.

Only now has physics got to the point where such a decision is possible. Yet, with due
nmodesty, | don't think nmy discovery was inevitable. Sonebody mi ght have cone upon it later-say, in
a few centuries, when such things might be better organized. My equation was far from obvious. Al
the I ast three decades' developnents in flu. clear physics have pointed away fromit.

My chain reaction uses iron, the last thing that would nornmally be enpl oyed in such a
series. It's at the bottomof the atom ¢ energy curve. Anything else can be nade into iron with a
rel ease of energy, while it takes energy to make iron into anything el se.

Real | y, the energy doesn't come fromthe iron, but fromthe-the other elements in the
reaction. But the iron is necessary. It is not exactly a catalyst, as it is transmuted and then
turned back into iron again, whereas a true catal yst remai ns unchanged. But the effect is the
same. Wth iron so common in the crust of the earth, it should be possible to blowthe entire
crust off with one big poof.

| recall how !l felt when I first saw these equations here in ny office last nonth. | sat
staring at nmy name on the glass of the door, "Dr. Wade Ornont," only it appears backwards fromthe
inside. | was sure | had made a m stake. | checked and rechecked and cal cul ated and recal cul at ed.

I went through nmy nucl ear equations at | east
thirty times. Each time ny heart, ny poor old heart, pounded harder and the knot in ny stonmach
grew tighter. | had enpugh sense not to tell anybody else in the departnent about ny discovery.

| did not even then give up trying to find sonmething wong with ny equations. | fed them
t hrough the conputer in case there was sonme glaring, obvious error | had been overlooking. Didn't
that sort of thing-a minus for a plus or sonething-once happen to Einstein? I'mno Einstein, even
if | ama pretty good physicist, so it could happen to ne.

However, the conputer said it hadn't. | was right.

The next question was: what to do with these results? They would not help us toward the
| aboratory's objectives: nore powerful nuclear weapons and nore efficient ways of generating
nucl ear power. The routine procedure would be to wite up a report. This would be typed and
phot ost ated and stanped "Top Secret." A few copies would be taken around by nessenger to those who
needed to know about such things. It would go to the AEC and the others. People in this business
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have | earned to be pretty close-nouthed, but the know edge of mny discovery would still spread,
even though it nmight take years.

I don't think the governnent of the United States would ever try to blow up the world, but
others mght. Hitler mght have, if he had known how, when he saw he faced inevitable defeat. The
present Commies are pretty col d-bl ooded cal culators, but one can't tell who'll be running their
show in ten or twenty years. Once this know edge gets around, anybody with a reasonabl e store of
nucl ear facilities could set the thing off. Mdst would not, even in revenge for defeat. But sone
m ght threaten to do so as blackmail, and a few would actually touch it off if thwarted. Wat's
the proportion of paranoids and other crackpots in the world' s population? It nust be high enough
as a good fraction of the world's rulers and | eaders have been of this type. No governnent yet
devi sed- nonarchy, aristocracy, theocracy, tinocracy, denocracy, dictatorship, soviet, or what have
you-wi | | absolutely stop such people fromcoming to the top. So long as these tribes of hairless
apes are organi zed into soverei gn nations, the nuclear Ragnarok is not only possible but probable.

For that matter, am|l not a crackpot nyself, calmy to contenplate blowi ng up the world?

No. At least the psychiatrist assured me ny troubles were not of that sort. Aman is not a
nut if he goes about gratifying his desires in
a rational manner. As to the kind of desires, that's nonrational anyway. | have adequate reasons
for wishing to exterm nate ny species. It's no high-flown, farfetched theory either; no religious
mani a about the sinful ness of nman, but a sinple, wholesonme lust for revenge. Christians pretend to
di sapprove of vengeance, but that's only one way of |ooking at it. Many other cultures have deened
it right and proper, so it can't be a sign of abnormality.

For instance, when | think back over ny fifty-three years, what do | renenber? Well, take
the day | first entered school

| suppose | was a fearful little brute at six: skinny, stubborn, and precociously
intellectual. Because nmy father was a professor, | early picked up a sesqui pedalian way of
speaki ng (which has been defined as a tendency to use words |ike "sesquipedalian"). At six | was
sprinkling ny conversation with words |ike "theoretically" and "psychoneurotic." Because of
illnesses | was as thin as a famine victim wth just enough nuscle to get nme fromhere to there

Wiile | always seened to nyself a frightfully good little boy whom everyone pi cked on, ny
ol der relatives in their last years assured me | was nothing of the sort, but the mpbst intractable
creature they ever saw. Not that | was naughty or destructive. On the contrary, | meticulously
obeyed all formal rules and regulations with a zeal that would have gl addened the heart of a
Prussian drill sergeant. It was that in those situations that depend, not on formal rules, but on
accommodati ng oneself to the wi shes of others, | never considered any w shes but ny own. These
pursued with fanatical singlemndedness. As far as | was concerned, other people were sinply
inanimate things put into the world to minister to ny wants. 'Wat they thought | neither knew nor
cared.

Well, that's nmy relatives' story. Perhaps they were prejudiced too. Anyway, when | entered
the first grade in a public school in New Haven, the fun started the first day. At recess a couple
grabbed nmy cap for a gane of "siloochee." That nmeant that they tossed the cap fromone to the
other while the owner leaped this way and that |ike a hooked fish trying to recover his headgear.

After a fewmnutes | lost nmy tenper and tried to brain one of nmy tornentors with a rock.
Fortunately, six-year-olds are not strong enough to kill each other by such sinple nmeans. | raised
a lunp on the boy's head, and then the others piled on ne. Because of ny
weakness | was no match for any of them The teacher dug ne out fromthe bottomof the pile.

Wth the teachers | got on well. | had none of the normal boy's spirit of rebellion
against all adults. In ny precocious way | reasoned that adults probably knew nmore than I, and
when they told nme to do sonething | assumed they had good reasons and did it. The result was that
| becane teacher's pet, which nade ny life that nuch harder with ny peers.

They took to waylaying ne on ny way hone. First they would snatch ny cap for a gane of
sil oochee. The game woul d develop into a full-fledged baiting session, with boys running fromne

in front, jeering, while others ran up behind to hit or kick nme. | nust have chased themall over
New Haven. \Wen they got tired of being chased they would turn around, beat nme (which they could
do with absurd ease), and chase ne for a while. | screanmed, wept, shouted threats and abuse, made

grow i ng and hi ssing noises, and indulged in pseudofits like tearing my hair and foam ng at the
mouth in hope of scaring themoff. This was just what they wanted. Hence, during nost of ny first

three years in school, | was let out ten mnutes early so as to be well on ny way to ny home on
Chapel Street by the tinme the other boys got out.
This treatnment accentuated my booki shness. | was digging through MIIlikan's The El ectron

at the age of nine.
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My father worried vaguely about ny troubles but did little about them being a w thdrawn,
booki sh man hinmself. Hi s |line was nmedi eval English literature, which he taught at Yale, but he
still synpathized with a fellowintellectual and I et nme have nmy head. Sonetines he made funbling
efforts to engage ne in ball-throwing and simlar outdoor exercises. This had little effect, since
he really hated exercise, sport, and the outdoors as nmuch as | did, and was as clunsy and
uncoordinated as |, to boot. Several times | resolved to force nyself through a regul ar course of
exerci ses to make nyself into a young Tarzan, but when it came to executing ny resolution | found
the calisthenics such a frightful bore that | always let them | apse before they had done ne any
good.

I''mno psychol ogi st. Like nost followers of the exact sciences, | have an urge to describe
psychol ogy as a "science," in quotes, inmply. ing that only the exact sciences |ike physics are
entitled to the nane. That may be unfair, but it's how many physicists feel

For instance, how can the psychol ogists all these years have treated sadi smas sonething
abnormal , brought on by sone stupid parent's stopping his child from chopping up the furniture
with a hatchet, thereby filling himwith frustration and insecurity? On the basis of ny own
experience | will testify that all boys-well, perhaps ninety-nine percent-are natural-born
sadi sts. Myst of them have it beaten out of them Correct that: nost of them have it beaten down
into their subconscious, or whatever the headshrinkers call that part of our mnds nowadays. It's
still there, waiting a chance to pop up. Hence crinme, war, persecution, and all the other ills of
society. Probably this cruelty was evol ved as a useful characteristic back in the Stone Age. An
ant hropol ogi cal friend once told ne this idea was fifty years out of date, but he could be wong
al so.

| suppose | have ny share of it. At least | never wanted anything with such passionate

intensity as | wanted to kill those little fiends in New Haven by lingering and horrible tortures.
Even now, forty-five years after, that wish is still down there at the bottomof ny nind
festering away. | still remenber themas individuals and can still work nyself into a frenzy of
hatred and resentnment just thinking about them | don't suppose | have ever forgotten or forgiven
an injury or insult innmy life. I"'mnot proud of that quality, but neither am| ashaned of it. It
is just the way | am

O course | had reasons for wishing to kill the little bastards, while they had no
l egitimate grudge against nme. | had done nothing to them except to offer an inviting target, a
butt, a punching bag. | never expected, as | pored over MIlikan's book, that this would put ne on
the track of as conplete a revenge as anybody coul d ask

So nuch for boys. Grls I don't know about. | was the middle one of three brothers; ny
not her was a masterful character |acking the qualities usually thought of as femi nine; and | never
dated a girl until | was nearly thirty. | married late, for alimted time, and had no chil dren.
It would neatly have solved ny present problemif | had found how to blow up the male half of the
human race while sparing the female. That is not the desire for a superharem either. | had enough

troubl e keepi ng one worman satisfied when | was married. It is just that the fenale half has never
gone out of its way to make life hell for ne, day after day for years, even though one or two
wonen, too, have done ne dirt. So, in a nmild, detached way, | should be sorry to destroy the wonen
along with the nen.

By the time I was eleven and in the sixth grade, things had got
worse. My not her thought that sending ne to a mlitary acadeny would "make a man of nme." | should
be forced to exercise and mix with the boys. Drill would teach me to stand up and hold ny
shoul ders back. And | could no | onger slouch into ny father's study for a quiet session with the
encycl opedi a.

My father was disturbed by this proposal, thinking that sending me away from hone woul d
worsen mmy | ot by depriving me of nmy only sanctuary. Also he did not think we could afford a
private school on his salary and small private incone.

As usual, my nother won. | was glad to go at first. Anything seened better than the
tornent | was enduring. Perhaps a new crowd of boys would treat ne better. If they didn't, our
time would be so fully organized that nobody woul d have an opportunity to bully ne.

So in the fall of 1927, with some fears but nore hopes, | entered Rogers Mlitary Acadeny
at Waukeegus, New Jersey.

The first day, things |ooked pretty good. | admred the gray unifornms with the little
brass strip around the edge of the visors of the caps.

But it took me only a week to learn two things. One was that the school, for all its
uniforms and drills, was | oosely run. The boys had plenty of tinme to think up mschief. The other
was that, by the nysterious sense boys have, they imedi ately picked ne as fair game.
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On the third day sonebody pinned a sign to ny back, reading CALL ME SALLY. | went around
al |l day unconscious of the sign and puzzled by being called "Sally." "Sally" | remained all the
time | was at Rogers. The reasOn for calling me by a girl's nane was nmerely that I was snall
ski nny, and unsocial, as | have never had any tendenci es towards sexual abnornality. Had | had, |
could easily have indul ged them Rogers being |ike other boys' boarding schools in this regard.

To this day | wince at the nane "Sally." Sonme years ago, before | nmarried, matchmaking
friends introduced me to an attractive girl and could not understand why | dropped her like a hot
brick. Her nane was Sally.

There was much hazing of new boys at Rogers; the teachers took a fatalistic attitude and
| ooked the other way. | was the favorite hazee, only with me it did not taper off after the first
few weeks. They kept it up all through the first year. One norning in March, 1928, | was awakened
around five by several boys seizing ny arns and | egs and
hol di ng ne down while one of themforced a cake of soap into my nouth.

"Look out he don't bite you," said one. "Castor oil would be better."

"We ain't got none. Hold his nose; that'll nake hi mopen up."
"We shoul d have shaved the soap up into little pieces. Then he'd have foaned better."
"Let me tickle him that'll make himthrowa fit."
"There, he's foanming fine, like a old geyser."
"Stop hollering, Sally," one of them addressed nme, "or we'll put the suds in your eyes."
"Put the soap in '"emanyway. It'll nake a red-eyed nonster out of him You know how he
gl ares and shrieks when he gits nad?"
"Let's cut his hair all off. That'll reely nake himl ook funny."

My yell's brought one of the masters, who sharply ordered the tornmentors to cease. They
stood up while | rose to a sitting position on ny bunk, spitting out soapsuds. The naster said:

"What's going on here? Don't you know this is not allowed? It will mean ten rounds for
each of you!"

"Rounds" were Rogers' form of discipline. Each round consisted of marching once around the
track in uniformw th your piece on your shoul der. (The piece was a Springfield 1903 arny rifle
with the firing pin renoved, |est sone student get .30 cartridges to fit and bl ow sonmebody's head
off.) | hoped ny tornmentors would be at |east expelled and was outraged by the |ightness of their
sentence. They on the other hand were indignant that they had been so hardly treated and protested
with the air of outraged virtue:

"But M. Wlson, sir, we was only playing with him"

At that age | did not know that private schools do not throw out paying students for any
but the nobst heinous offenses; they can't afford to. The boys wal ked their ten rounds and hated ne
for it. They regarded ne as a tattletal e because ny hows had drawn M. WIlson's attention and
devot ed thensel ves to thinking up new and i ngeni ous ways to nmake ne suffer. Now they were nore
subtle. There was nothing so crude as forcing soap down nmy throat. Instead it was hiding parts of
my uniform putting horse manure and ot her undesirable substances in nmy bed, and tripping ne when

I was drilling, so nmy nine-pound Springfield and | went sprawling in the dirt.
| fought often, always getting |icked and usually being caught and
gi ven rounds for violating the school's rules. | was proud when | actually bl oodi ed one boy's

nose, but it did ne no lasting good. He laid for me in the swi nmng pooi and nearly drowne&re. By
now | was so terrorized that | did not dare to nane ny attackers, even when the masters revived ne
by artificial respiration and asked ne. W/I son said:

"Ornont, we know what you're going through, but we can't give you a bodyguard to foll ow
you around. Nor can we encourage you to tattle as a regular thing; that'll only make nmatters
wor se. "

"But what can | do, sir? | try to obey the rules.

"That's not it."

"What, then? | don't do anything to these kids; they just pick on nme all the tine."

"Well, for one thing, you could deprive them of the pleasure of seeing you yelling and
maki ng wild swings that never land . " He drummed on his desk with his fingers. "W have this
sort of trouble with boys like you, and if there's any way to stop it | don't know about it. You-
let's face it; you're queer."

" How?"

"Ch, your |anguage is much too adult-"

"But isn't that what you're trying to teach us in English?"

"Sure, but that's not the point. Don't argue about it; I'mtrying to help you. Then
anot her thing. You argue about everything, and nost of the tinme you're right. But you don't
suppose people |ike you for putting themin the wong, do your
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"But peopl e ought-"

"Precisely, they ought, but they don't. You can't change the world by yourself. If you had
muscl es |i ke Denpsey you could get away with a good deal, but you haven't. So the best thing is to
adopt a protective coloration. Pay no attention to their attacks or insults. Never argue never
conpl ain; never criticize. Flash a glassy snle at everybody, even when you feel |ike nurdering
them Keep your |anguage sinple and agree with what's said whether you feel that way or not. |
hate to give you a counsel of hypocrisy, but | don't see any alternative. If we could only make
some sort of athlete out of you..."

This was near the end of the school year. In a couple of weeks | was hone. | conpl ai ned
about the school and asked to return to public school in New Haven. My parents objected on the
ground
that | was getting a better education at Rogers than |I should get locally, which was true.

One day sone of ny old pals from public school caught ne in a vacant |ot and gave ne a
real beating, so that nmy face was swollen and marked. | realized that, terrible though the boys at
Rogers were, they did not include the nost fearful kind of all: the dimvtted nuscul ar | out who
has been | eft behind several grades in public school and avenges his boredom and envy by
tornenting his puny classmates. After that | did not conplain about Rogers.

Peopl e tal k of "School days, school days, dear old golden rule days . ." and all that
rubbi sh. Psychol ogi sts tell nme that, while children suffer sonewhat, they renmenber only the
pl easant parts of childhood and hence idealize it later

Both are wong as far as | amconcerned. | had a hi deous chil dhood, and the nmenory of it
is as sharp and painful forty years later as it was then. If | want to spoil ny appetite, | have
only to reninisce about my dear, dead chil dhood.

For one thing, | have always hated all kinds of roughhouse and horseplay, and chil dhood is
full of themunless the child is a cripple or other shut-in. | have always had an acute sense of
my own dignity and integrity, and any japery or ridicule fills ne with nurderous resentnent. |
have always hated practical jokes. Wen |'masked "Can't you take a joke?" the truthful answer is

no, at least not in that sense. | want to kill the joker, then and for years afterwards. Such
humor as | have is expressed in arch, pedantic little witticisnms which amuse ny academic friends
but whi ch nean nothing to nost people. | night have got on better in the era of duelling. Not that

I should have nade rmuch of a duellist, but | believe men were nore careful then how they insulted
others who m ght chall enge them

| set out in nmy second year at Rogers to try out WIlson's advice. Nobody will ever know
what | went through learning to curb nmy hot tenper and proud, touchy spirit, and literally to turn
the other cheek. Al that year | sat on ny inner self, a mass of boiling fury and hatred. Wen
was teased, nocked, ridicul ed, poked, pinched, punched, hair-pulled, kicked, tripped, and so on, |
pretended that nothing had happened, in the hope that the others would get tired of punching a
Iinp bag.

It didn't always work. Once | cane close to killing a teaser by hitting himover the head
with one of those | ong wi ndow openers wth
a bronze head on a wooden pole with which every classroomwas equi pped in the days before air-
conditioned schools. Luckily I hit himwith the wooden shaft and broke it, instead of with the
bronze part.

As the year passed and the next began, | made nyself so colorless that sonetines a whole
week went by wi thout nmy being baited. O course | heard the hated nicknane "Sally" every day, but
the boys often used it without nalice fromhabit. |I also endured incidents |like this: Everybody,
ny father, the masters, and the one or two ol der boys who took pity on nme had urged nme to go in
for athletics. Now, at Rogers one didn't have to join a team One had conpul sory drill and
cal i st henics, but beyond that things were voluntary. (It was, as | said, a loosely run school.)

So | determined to try. One afternoon in the spring of 1929 | wandered out to the athletic
field to find a group of ny classmates getting up a game of baseball. | quietly joined them

The two sel f-appointed captains squared off to choose their teans. One of them | ooked at
me incredul ously and asked: "Hey, Sally, are you in on this?"

"Yeah."

They began choosing. There were fifteen boys there, counting the captains and ne. They
chose until there was one boy left: nme. The boy whose turn it was to choose said to the other
captain:

"You can have him"

“"Naw, | don't want him You take him"

They argued while the subject of their mutual generosity squirned and the boys already
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chosen grinned unsynpathetically. Finally one captain said:

"Suppose we let himbat for both sides. That way, the guys the side of he's on won't be
any worse off than the other.™

"Ckay. That suit you, Sally?"

"No, thanks," | said. "I guess | don't feel good anyway." | turned away before visible
tears disgraced a thirteen-year-old.

Just after | started nmy third year, in the fall of 1929, the stock market fell flat. Soon
my father found that his small private incone had vani shed as the conpanies in which he had
i nvested, such as New York Central, stopped paying dividends. As a result, when | went hone for
Christmas, | learned that | could not go back to Rogers. Instead | should begin again with the
February senester at the l|ocal high school

In New Haven ny 'possumtactics were put to a harder test. Many boys in ny class had known
me in former days and were delighted to take up where they had left off. For instance.

For decades, boys who found study hail dull have enlivened the proceedi ngs with rubber
bands and bits of paper folded into a V shape for missiles. The trick is to keep your mssile
weapon pal ned until the teacher is |ooking el sewhere, and then to bounce your wad off the neck of
sone fellow student in front of you. Perhaps this was tane conpared to nowadays, when,
under stand, the students shoot ball bearings and knock the teacher's teeth and eyes out, and carve
himwi th switchblade knives if he objects. Al this happened before the foll owers of Dewey and
Watson, with their |unacies about "permissive" training, had nade classroonms into a senbl ance of
the traditional cannibal feast with teacher playing the role of the edible m ssionary.

Ri ght behind me sat a small boy nanmed Patrick Hanrahan: a wiry, red-haired young hellion
with a South Boston accent. He used to hit nme with paper wads fromtine to time. | paid no
attention because | knew he could lick me with ease. | was a head taller than he, but though |I had
begun to shoot up I was as skinny, weak, and clunmsy as ever. If anything | was clunsier, so that |
could hardly get through a nmeal wi thout knocking over a gl ass.

One day | had been peppered with unusual persistence. My selfcontrol slipped, as it would

under a determ ned enough assault. | got out ny own rubber band and paper mssiles. | knew
Hanr ahan had shot at nme before, but of course one never saw the boy who shot a given wad at you.
When a particularly hard-driven one stung ne behind the ear, | whipped around and | et

Hanr ahan have one in the face. It struck just below his left eye, hard enough to nmake a red spot.
He | ooked astoni shed, then furious, and whispered:
"What you do that for?"

"You shot mne," | whispered back

"I did not! I'Il git you for this! You neet ne after class and I'll beat the out of
you! "

"You did too-" | began, when the teacher barked: "Onont!" | shut up

Per haps Hanrahan really had not shot that |last nmissile. One could argue that it was not
more than his due for the earlier ones he had
shot. But that is not how boys' m nds work. They reason like the speaker of Voltaire' s |ines:

Cet aninmal est tr~s néchant;
Quand on | "atta qua, ii se defend!

I knew if | met Hanrahan on the way out | should get a fearful beating. Wen | saw him
standing on the marble steps that led up fromthe floor of study hall to the main exit, | wal ked
quietly out the rear door.

I was on my way to the gymwhen | got a kick in the behind. There was Paddy Hanrahan
sayi ng: "Cone on, you yellow dog, fight!"

"Hello there," | said with a sickly grin. He slapped ny face.
"Having fun?" | said.
He kicked me in the |eg.
"Keep right on," | said. "I don't mnd."

He sl apped and ki cked ne again, crying: "Yellow dog! Yellow dog!" | wal ked on toward the
gymasium as if nothing were happening, saying to nyself: pay no attention, never criticize or
conpl ain, keep quiet, ignore it, pay no attention. . . . At last Paddy had to stop hitting and

kicking nme to go to his own next class.

| felt as if | had been dipped in manure. Nothing woul d have given ne nore pl easure than
the sight of the whole school burning up with all the pupils trapped inside, scream ng as they
were broil ed.

Next day | had a few brui ses where Hanrahan had struck ne-nothing serious. Wen he passed
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me he snarled: "Yellow dog!" but did not renew his assault. | have wasted much tine in the forty
years since then, imagining revenges on Paddy Hanrahan. Hanrahan conming into ny office in rags and
pl eading for a job, and my having himthrown out . . . Al that nonsense. | never saw himagain

after | finished school in New Haven.

There were a few nore such incidents during that year and the foll owi ng one. For instance
at the first class neeting in the autum of 1930, when the student officers of ny class were
el ected for the senester, after several adol escents had been nom nated for president, sonebody
pi ped up: "I nom nate Wade Ornmont!"

The whol e class burst into a roar of |aughter. One of the teachers
pounced on the nom nator and hustled himout for disturbing an orderly session by nmaking frivol ous
nom nati ons. Not knowi ng how to decline a nomination, |I could do nothing but stare stonily ahead
as if | hadn't heard. | need not have worried; the teachers never even wote nmy nane on the
bl ackboard with those of the other nom nees, nor did they ask for seconds. They just ignored the
whol e thing, as if the nom nator had naned Julius Caesar.

Then | graduated. As nmy nmarks put me in the top one percentile in scientific subjects and
pretty high in the others, | got a scholarship at MI.T. Wthout it |I don't think ny father could
have afforded to send ne.

VWen | entered MI.T. | had devel oped ny protective shell to a good degree of
effectiveness, though not so perfectly as later: the automatic, insincere, glassy snle turned on
as by a switch; the glad hand; the subdued, nodest nanner that never takes an initiative or
advances an opinion unless it agrees with sonebody else's. And | never, never showed enotion no

matter what. How could |, when the one enotion inside me, overwhelnming all others, was a bl azing
hom cidal fury and hatred, stored up fromall those years of tornment? If | really let nyself go
shoul d kill sonebody. The incident with the wi ndow opener had scared me. Mich better never to show

what you're thinking. As for feeling, it is better not to feel-to viewthe world with the
detachnent of a visitor at the zoo.

MI1.T. was good to ne: it gave nme a sound scientific education w thout pulverizing nmy sou
in a nortar every day. For one thing, nmany other undergraduates were of my own introverted type.
For another, we were kept too busy grinding away at heavy schedules to have tinme or energy for
horsepl ay. For another, athletics did not bulk large in our program so nmy own physica
inferiority did not show up so glaringly. | reached nedi um hei ght - about five-eight-but remined
thin, weak, and awkward. Except for a slight m ddl e-aged bulge around the nmiddle |I amthat way
yet.

For thousands of years, priests and phil osophers have told us to | ove manki nd w t hout
gi ving any sound reason for loving the creatures. The nass of themare a | ot of cruel
treacherous, hairless apes. They hate us intellectuals, |onghairs, highbrows, eggheads, or
doubl edones, despite (or perhaps because) without us they would still be running naked in the
wi | derness and turning over flat stones for their nmeals. Love then? Hah!

Oh, | admit | have known a few of my own kind who were friendly. But by the tinme | had
|l earned to suppress all enotion to avoid baiting, | was no |onger the sort of man to whom many
feel friendly. A bright enough physicist, well-mannered and seeningly poi sed, but inpersonal and
al oof, hardly seeing ny fell ow nen except as creatures whom | had to manipulate in order to live.
| have heard ny col | eagues describe others of ny type as a "dry stick" or "cold fish," so no doubt
they say the sanme of nme. But who made ne that way? | night not have becone a fascinating hon
vivant even if | had not been bullied, but | should probably not have become such an extrene
aberrant. | mght even have been able to like individuals and to show normal enotions.

The rest of ny story is routine. | graduated fromMI.T. ifl 1936, took nmy Ph.D. from
Chicago in 1939, got an instructorship at Chicago, and next year was scooped up by the Manhattan
Engi neer District. | spent the first part of the war at the Argonne Labs and the last part at Los
Al anps. More by good luck than good nmanagenent, | never cane in contact with the Comruni sts during
the bright pink era of ~ If I had, | mght easily, with ny underdog conpl ex and ny store of
resentment, have been swept into their net. After the war | worked under Law ence at Berkel ey.

I've had a succession of such jobs. They think I'ma sound rman, perhaps not a great
creative genius like Ferm or Teller, but a bear for spotting errors and judging the likeliest
line of research to follow It's all part of the objective, judicious side of nmy nature that |
have long cultivated. | haven't tried to get into adninistrative work, which you have to do to
rise to the top in bureaucratic setups like this. | hate to deal with people as individuals.
could probably do it
-1 have forced nyself to do many things-but what woul d be the purpose? |I have no desire for power
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over ny fellows. | nake enough to live on confortably, especially since ny wife left ne.
Oh, yes, ny wife. |I had got ny Ph.D. before | had ny first date. | dated girls
occasionally for the next decade, but in ny usual reserved, formal manner. | didn't even try to

kiss them let alone lay them Wy? Not religion. To ne that's nerely the sort of puerile
superstition one woul d expect of a tribe of hairless apes. But | knew | should be awkward in
maki ng approaches, and perhaps be rebuffed or |aughed at. The strongest drive in ny life has been
to put nyself in a position where, and to nmold ny own personality so that, |I shall not be |aughed
at .

Wiy did | | eave Berkeley to go to Colunbia University, for instance? | had a hobby of
noti ng down people's conversation in shorthand when they weren't noticing. | was collecting this
conversation for a statistical analysis of speech: the frequency of sounds, of words, conbinations
of words, parts of speech, topics of conversation, and so on. It was a purely intellectual hobby
with no gainful objective, though | nmight have witten up ny results for one of the |earned
peri odi cals. One day ny secretary noticed what | was doing and asked ne about it. In an incautious
monment | expl ai ned. She | ooked at nme bl ankly, then burst into | aughter and sai d:

"My goodness, Dr. Ornont, you are a nut!"”

She never knew how cl ose she canme to having her skull bashed in with the inkwell. For a
few seconds | sat there, gripping ny pad and pencil and pressing nmy |ips together. Then | put the
paper quietly away and returned to ny physics. | never resunmed the statistical study, and | hated
that secretary. | hated her particularly because | had had ny own doubts about my mental health
and so could not bear to be called a nut even in fun. | closed ny shell nore tightly than ever.

But | could not go on working next to that secretary. | could have franed her on sone
manuf actured conplaint, or just told the big boss | didn't |ike her and wanted another. But |
refused to do this. | was the objective, inpersonal nan. | would never |et an enotion nmake ne
unjust, and even asking to have her transferred would put a little black mark on her record. The
only thing was for me to go away. So | got in touch with Col unbia.

There | found a superior job with a superior secretary, CGeorgia Ehrenfels, so superior in
fact that in 19~8 we were married. | was already in ny forties. She was twel ve years younger and
had been married and divorced once. God knows what she saw in ne.

I think it took her about six nonths to realize that she had nade an even bi gger m stake
than the first tine. | never realized it at all. My nmind was on ny physics, and a wife was a nice
conveni ence but nobody to open up one's shell for. Later, when things began to go bad, | tried to
open ny shell and found that the hinges were stuck

My wife tried to make nme over, but that is not easy with a m ddl eaged nman, even under the

nost favorable conditions. She pestered ne to get a house in the country until | gave in. | had
never owned a house and proved an inefficient householder. |I hated the tinkering, gardening, and
other mnutiae of suburban life. Georgia did nost of

the work. It brought on a miscarriage the only time she ever got pregnant. | was sorry then, but

what could | do? A few nonths later | came hone fromwork to find her gone and a note beginning:

Dear \Wade:

It is no use. It is not your fault. You are as you are, as | should have realized at the
begi nni ng. Perhaps | am foolish not to appreciate your many virtues and to insist on that human
warm h you do not have

Wel |, she got her divorce and married another acadenic man. | don't know how they have got
on, but the last | heard they were still married. Psychol ogi sts say people tend to repeat their
marital mistakes rather than to learn fromthem | resolved not to repeat nmine by the sinple
expedi ent of having nothing nore to do with wonen. So far | have kept to it.

This breakup did disturb me for a time, nore than Iron Man Ornmont would care to admt. |
drank heavily, which | had never done. | began to nake mistakes in ny work. Finally | went to a
psychiatrist. They night be one-third quackery and one-third unprovabl e specul ati on, but to whom
el se could one turn?

The psychiatrist was a nice little man, stout and squarebuilt, with a subdued manner-a
rather negative, colorless personality. | was surprised, for I had expected sonmething with a
poi nted beard, Viennese gestures, and aggressive garrulity. Instead he quietly drew ne out. After
a few nonths he told ne:

"You're not the |east psychotic, Wade. You do have what we call a schizoidal personality.
Such peopl e always have a hard time in personal relations. Now, you have found a solution for your
problemin your pose of good-natured indifference. The trouble is that the pose has been practiced
so long that it's beconme the real Dr. Ornont, and it has raised up its own difficulties. You
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practiced so long and so hard suppressing your enotions that now you can't let them go when you
want to. "

There was nmore of the same, much of which | had already figured out for nyself. That part
was fine; no disagreenent. But what to do about it? | |earned that the chances of inprovenent by
psychoanal ytical or simlar treatment go down rapidly after the age of thirty, and over forty it
is so small as hardly to be worth bothering
with. After a year of spending the psychiatrist's time and nmy noney, we gave up

| had kept ny house all this tine. | had in fact adapted nyself intelligently to living in
a house, and | had accunul ated such masses of scientific books, magazi nes, panphlets, and other
printed matter that | could no | onger have got into an ordinary apartnment. | had a maid, old and
ugly enough so that sex should not raise its head. Otherwise | spent ny tine away fromthe office
alone in ny house. | learned to plant the lot with ground cover that required no nowing and to
hire a gardener a fewtines a year so as not to outrage the nei ghbors too nuch.

Then | got a better job here. | sold ny house on Long Island and bought another here,
which | have run in the sane style as the last one. | let the neighbors strictly alone. If they
had done likewi se | mght have had an easier time deciding what to do with ny discov. cry. As it
is, many suburbanites seemto think that if a nman |lives alone and doesn't wi sh to be bothered, he
must be sone sort of ogre.

If I wite up the chain reaction, the news will probably get out. No anpbunt of security
regul ations will stop people fromtalking about the inpending end of the world. Once having done
so, the know edge wi |l probably cause the bl owi ng-up of the earth-not right away, but in a decade
or two. | shall probably not Iive to see it, but it wouldn't displease ne if it did go off in ny
lifetime. It would not deprive me of nuch

I"'mfifty-three and | ook older. My doctor tells me I'mnot in good shape. My heart is not
good; ny blood pressure is too high; | sleep badly and have headaches. The doctor tells nme to cut
down on coffee, to stop this and stop that. But even if | do, he can't assure nme a full decade
nmore. There is nothing sinple wong with ne that an operati on would hel p; just a poor weak body
further abused by too intensive nental work over nost of ny life.

The thought of dying does not nmuch affect nme. | have never got nuch fun out of life, and
such pl easures as there are have turned sour in recent years. | find nyself getting nore and nore
indifferent to everything but physics, and even that is becom ng a bore.

The one genuine enotion | have left is hatred. | hate mankind in general ina mld
noderate way. | hate the nmale half of nmankind nore intensely, and the class of boys nost bitterly
of all. | should

love to see the severed heads of all the boys in the world stuck on spikes.

O course | am objective enough to know why | feel this way. But knowi ng the reason for
the feeling doesn't change the feeling, at |least not in a hardened old character |ike ne.

| also know that to wi pe out all mankind would not be just. It would kill mllions who
have never harnmed ne or, for that matter, harnmed anybody el se.

But why in hell should | be just? Wen have these gl abrous primtes been just to nme? The
headshrinker tried to tell me to let ny enotions go, and then perhaps | could | earn to be happy.

Well, | have just one real enotion. If I let it go, that's the end of the world.

On the other hand, | should destroy not only all the billions of bullies and sadists, but
the fewvictins like nmyself. | have synpathized with Negroes and ot her downtrodden peopl e because
I knew how they felt. If there were sone way to save themwhile destroying the rest. . . But ny

synmpathy is probably wasted; nobst of the downtrodden woul d persecute others too if they had the
power .

| had thought about the matter for several days w thout a decision. Then cane M schi ef
Night. This is the night before Hall oween, when the local kids raise hell. The follow ng night
they go out again to beg candy and cookies fromthe people whose wi ndows they have soaped and
whose garbage pails they have upset. If we were allowed to shoot a few of the little bastards, the
rest mght behave better

Al'l the boys in ny neighborhood hate me. | don't know why. It's one of those things like a
dog's sensing the dislike of another dog. Though | don't screamor snarl at them and chase them
they somehow know I hate them even when | have nothing to do with them

I was so buried in nmy problemthat | forgot about M schief N ght, and as usual stopped in
town for dinner at a restaurant before taking the train out to nmy suburb. Wien | got hone, | found
that in the hour of darkness before ny arrival, the |l ocal boys had given ny place the ful
treatment. The soaped wi ndows and the scattered garbage and the toil et paper spread around were
bad but endurable. However, they had also burgled nmy garage and gone over ny little British two-
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seater. The tires were punctured, the upholstery slashed, and the wiring ripped out of the engine.
There were ot her damages |i ke uprooted shrubbery.
To nmake sure | knew what they thought, they had lettered a | ot of
shirt cardboards and | eft them around, reading: OLD LADY ORMONT IS A NUT! BEWARE THE MAD
sCl ENTI ST! PSYCOPATH (sic) oRWMONT! ORMONT IS A FAIRY!
That decided nme. There is one way | can be happy during ny remaining years, and that is by

the know edge that all these bastards will get theirs soneday. | hate them | hate them | hate
everybody. | want to kill mankind. 1'd kill themby slowtorture if | could. If I can't, blow ng
up the earth will do. | shall wite my report.

A GUN FOR DI NOSAUR

No, I"'msorry, M. Seligman, but | can't take you hunting Late Mesozoi c di nosaur

Yes, | know what the advertisement says.

Why not? How rmuch d' you wei gh? A hundred and thirty? Let's see; that's under ten stone,
which is ny lower Iimt.

| could take you to other periods, you know. I'll take you to any period in the Cenozoic.
I"1l get you a shot at an entel odont or a uintathere. They've got fine heads.

['I'l even stretch a point and take you to the Pleistocene, where you can try for one of
the manmot hs or the nastodon.

"Il take you back to the Triassic where you can shoot one of the smaller ancestra
dinosaurs. But | will jolly well not take you to the Jurassic or Cretaceous. You're just too
smal | .

What's your size got to do with it? Look here, old boy, what did you think you were going
to shoot your dinosaur wth?

Oh, you hadn't thought, eh?

Well, sit there a minute. . . . Here you are: ny own private gun for that work, a
Continental .600. Does |ook |like a shotgun, doesn't it? But it's rifled, as you can see by | ooking
through the barrels. Shoots a pair of .600 Nitro Express cartridges the size of bananas; weighs
fourteen and a half pounds and has a nuzzle energy of over seven thousand foot-pounds. Costs
fourteen hundred and fifty dollars. Lot of noney for a gun, what?

| have sone spares | rent to the sahibs. Designed for knocking down el ephant. Not j ust
woundi ng them knocki ng them base-overapex. That's why they don't nake guns like this in Anerica,
though | suppose they will if hunting parties keep going back in tine.

Now, |'ve been guiding hunting parties for twenty years. Quided
"emin Africa until the ganme gave out there except on the preserves. And all that time |'ve never
known a nman your size who could handl e the six-nought-nought. It knocks 'em over, and even when
they stay on their feet they get so scared of the bloody cannon after a few shots that they
flinch. And they find the gun too heavy to drag around rough Mesozoic country. VWars 'em out.

It's true that | ots of people have killed el ephant with Iighter guns:
the .500, ~ and .465 doubles, for instance, or even .375 maghum repeaters. The difference is, with
a .375 you have to hit sonething vital, preferably the heart, and can't depend on sinple shock
power .

An el ephant weighs-let's see-four to six tons. You' re proposing to shoot reptiles wei ghing
two or three tinmes as nmuch as an el ephant and with nmuch greater tenacity of life. That's why the
syndi cate decided to take no nore people dinosaur hunting unless they could handle the .600. W
| earned the hard way, as you Anericans say. There were sone unfortunate incidents.

"1l tell you, M. Seligman. It's after seventeen-hundred. Tinme | closed the office. Wy
don't we stop at the bar on our way out while | tell you the story?

It was about the Raja's and ny fifth safari into tinme. The Raja? Ch, he's the Aiyar half
of Rivers and Aiyar. | call himthe Raja because he's the hereditary nonarch of Janpur. Means
not hi ng nowadays, of course. Knew himin India and ran into himin New York running the Indian
tourist agency. That dark chap in the photograph on ny office wall, the one with his foot on the
dead sabert oot h.

Well, the Raf a was fed up with handi ng out brochures about the Taj Mahal and wanted to do
a bit of hunting again. | was at |oose ends when we heard of Professor Prochaska's tinme nmachi ne at
Washi ngton University.

Were's the Raja now? Qut on safari in the Early Oigocene after titanothere while | run
the of fice. We take turn about, but the first fewtimes we went out together.
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Anyway, we caught the next plane to St. Louis. To our nortification, we found we weren't
the first. Lord, no! There were other hunting guides and no end of scientists, each with his own
idea of the right way to use the machine.

We scraped off the historians and archeol ogists right at the start. Seens the ruddy
machi ne won't work for periods nore recent than
i 00, 000 years ago. It works fromthere up to about a billion years. Wy? Ch, |I'mno four-

di nensi onal thinker; but, as | understand

it, if people could go back to a nore recent time, their actions would affect our own history,
whi ch woul d be a paradox or contradiction of facts. Can't have that in a well-run universe, you
know.

But, before ioo,000 B.C., nore or less, the actions of the expeditions are lost in the
stream of tine before human history begins. At that, once a stretch of past tinme has been used,
say the month of January, one million n.c., you can't use that stretch over again by sending
anot her party into it. Paradoxes again.

The professor isn't worried, though. Wth a billion years to exploit, he won't soon run
out of eras.

Another limtation of the machine is the matter of size. For technical reasons, Prochaska
had to build the transition chanber just big enough to hold four nen with their personal gear, and
t he chanmber wal |l ah. Larger parties have to be sent through in relays. That neans, you see, it's
not practical to take jeeps, |launches, aircraft, and other powered vehicles.

On the other hand, since you' re going to periods w thout human beings, there's no
whi stling up a hundred native bearers to trot along with your gear on their heads. So we usually
take a train of asses- burros, they call them here. Mst periods have enough natural forage so you
can get where you want to go

As | say, everybody had his own idea for using the machine. The scientists | ooked down
their noses at us hunters and said it would be a crime to waste the machine's time pandering to
our sadistic amusenents.

We brought up another angle. The machine cost a cool thirty mllion. | understand this
came fromthe Rockefeller Board and such people, but that accounted for the original cost only,
not the cost of operation. And the thing uses fantastic anpbunts of power. Mst of the scientists'
projects, while worthy enough, were run on a shoestring, financially speaking.

Now, we guides catered to people with noney, a species with which Amrerica seens well
stocked. No offense, old boy. Mdst of these could afford a substantial fee for passing through the
machi ne into the past. Thus we could help finance the operation of the machine for scientific
pur poses, provided we got a fair share of its time. In the end, the guides forned a syndicate of
ei ght nmenbers, one
menber being the partnership of Rivers and Aiyar, to apportion the nmachine's tine.

We had rush business fromthe start. Qur wives-the Raja's and mine-raised hell with us for
a while. They'd hoped that, when the big gane gave out in our own era, they' d never have to share
us with lions and things again, but you know how wonen are. Hunting's not really dangerous if you
keep your head and take precautions.

On the fifth expedition, we had two sahibs to wet-nurse; both Arericans in their thirties,
bot h physically sound, and both solvent. Qherwi se they were as different as different can be.

Courtney James was what you chaps call a playboy: a rich young man from New York who'd
al ways had his own way and didn't see why that agreeable condition shouldn't continue. A big
bl oke, alnpbst as big as | am handsone in a florid way, but beginning to run to fat. He was on his
fourth wife and, when he showed up at the office with a blond twist with "nodel"” witten all over

her, | assumed that this was the fourth Ms. Janes.

"Mss Bartram" she corrected me, with an enbarrassed gi ggle.

"She's not ny wife," Janmes explained. "My wife is in Mexico, | think, getting a divorce.
But Bunny here would like to go al ong-"

"Sorry," | said, "we don't take ladies. At least, not to the Late Mesozoic."

This wasn't strictly true, but |I felt we were running enough risks, going after a little-
known fauna, wi thout dragging in people's donmestic entangl ements. Nothi ng agai nst sex, you
understand. Marvelous institution and all that, but not where it interferes with ny |iving.

"Ch, nonsense!" said James. "If she wants to go, she'll go. She skis and flies ny
ai rpl ane, so why shouldn't she-"
"Against the firms policy," | said.
"She can keep out of the way when we run up agai nst the dangerous ones," he said.
"No, sorry."
"Damm it!" said he, getting red. "After all, |'m paying you a goodly sum and |'mentitled
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to take whoever | please.”

"You can't hire nme to do anything against ny best judgnent," | said. "If that's how you
feel, get another guide."

"All right, I will,"” he said. "And 1'Il tell all ny friends you' re a God-damed-" Well, he
said a lot of things | won't repeat, until | told himto get out of the office or 1'd throw him

out .

| was sitting in the office and thinking sadly of all that |ovely
money Janmes woul d have paid nme if | hadn't been so stiff-necked, when in canme ny other |anb, one
August Holtzinger. This was a little slimpale chap with gl asses, polite and formal: Holtzinger
sat on the edge of his chair and said:

"Uh-M. Rivers, | don't want you to think |I'm here under false pretenses. |I'mreally not
much of an outdoorsman, and |'I| probably be scared to death when | see a real dinosaur. But |I'm
determ ned to hang a di nosaur head over ny fireplace or die in the attenpt."”

"Most of us are frightened at first," | soothed him "though it doesn't do to showit."

And little by little | got the story out of him

Wi | e Janes had al ways been wallowing in the stuff, Holtzinger was a | ocal product who'd
only lately cone into the real thing. He'd had a little business here in St. Louis and just about
made ends neet when an uncle cashed in his chips sonewhere and left little Augie the pile.

Now Hol t zi nger had acquired a fiancée and was buil ding a big house. Wen it was finished,
they'd be married and nove into it. And one furnishing he demanded was a ceratopsi an head over the

fireplace. Those are the ones with the big horned heads with a parrot-beak and a frill over the
neck, you know. You have to think twi ce about collecting them because if you put a seven-foot
Triceratops head into a small living room there's apt to be no roomleft for anything el se.

We were tal king about this when in came a girl: a small girl in her twenties, quite
ordi nary | ooking, and crying.

"Augie!" she cried. "You can't! You mustn't! You'll be killed!" She grabbed himround the
knees and said to ne:

"M. Rivers, you nustn't take him He's all I've got! He'll never stand the hardships!"”

"My dear young lady," | said, "I should hate to cause you distress, but it's upto M.
Hol t zi nger to deci de whether he wi shes to retain my services."

"It's no use, Claire," said Holtzinger. "I'mgoing, though I'Il probably hate every mnute

of it."

"What's that, old boy?" | said. "If you hate it, why go? Did you | ose a bet, or
sonet hi ng?”

"No," said Holtzinger. "It's this way. Uh-1'ma conpl etely undi stingui shed ki nd of guy.

I"mnot brilliant or big or strong or handsone. |I'mjust an ordinary Mdwestern small busi nessman
You never even notice ne at Rotary luncheons, | fit in so perfectly.

"But that doesn't say |I'msatisfied. |'ve always hankered to go to far places and do big
things. I'd like to be a gl anorous, adventurous sort of guy. Like you, M. Rivers."

"Ch, cone,"” | said. "Professional hunting may seem gl anorous to you, but to nme it's just a
living."

He shook his head. "Nope. You know what | nean. Well, now I've got this |egacy, | could

settle down to play bridge and golf the rest of ny life, and try to act like | wasn't bored. But
I'"mdetermned to do something with sonme color in it, once at least. Since there's no nore rea

bi g-game hunting in the present, |I'm gonna shoot a dinosaur and hang his head over nmy mantel if
it'"s the last thing | do. I'Il never be happy otherw se."
Well, Holtzinger and his girl argued, but he wouldn't give in. She nade ne swear to take

the best care of her Augie and departed, sniffling.

When Holtzinger had left, who should cone in but nmy vile-tenpered friend Courtney Janmes?
He apol ogi zed for insulting nme, though you could hardly say he grovel ed.

"I don't really have a bad tenper," he said, "except when people won't cooperate with me.
Then | sometines get mad. But so long as they're cooperative I'mnot hard to get along with."

| knew that by "cooperate" he neant to do whatever Courtney Janmes wanted, but | didn't
press the point. "How about Mss Bartran?" | asked.

"W had a row," he said. "I'mthrough with wonen. So, if there's no hard feelings, let's
go on fromwhere we left off."

"Very well,"” | said, business being business.

The Raja and | decided to make it a joint safari to eighty-five mllion years ago: the
Early Upper Cretaceous, or the Mddl e Cretaceous as sone Anerican geologists call it. It's about
the best period for dinosaur in Mssouri. You'll find sone individual species a little larger in

the Late Upper Cretaceous, but the period we were going to gives a w der variety.
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Now, as to our equipnent: The Raja and | each had a Continental .600, |ike the one
showed you, and a few smaller guns. At this time we hadn't worked up rmuch capital and had no spare
.600s to rent.

August Hol tzi nger said he would rent a gun, as he expected this to be his only safari, and
there's no point in spending over a thousand dollars for a gun you'll shoot only a few tines. But,
since we had no
spare .600s, his choice | ay between buying one of those and renting one of our smaller pieces.

We drove into the country and set up a target to let himtry the .600. Holtzinger heaved
up the gun and let fly. He m ssed conpletely, and the kick knocked himflat on his back

He got up, looking paler than ever, and handed ne back the gun, saying: "Uh-I think I'd
better try sonething smaller."

When hi s shoul der stopped hurting, | tried himout on the smaller rifles. He took a fancy
to my Wnchester 70, chanbered for the ~ magnum cartridge. This is an excellent all-round gun-
perfect for the big cats and bears, but a little light for elephant and definitely Iight for
di nosaur. | should never have given in, but | was in a hurry, and it mght have taken nonths to
have a new . 600 nade to order for him Janes already had a gun, a Holland & Holl and . 500 doubl e
express, which is alnost in a class with the . 600.

Bot h sahi bs had done a bit of shooting, so | didn't worry about their accuracy. Shooting
dinosaur is not a natter of extreme accuracy, but of sound judgnment and snooth coordination so you
shan't catch twigs in the nechanismof your gun, or fall into holes, or clinb a snall tree that
t he di nosaur can pluck you out of, or blow your guide's head off.

Peopl e used to hunting mammal s sonetines try to shoot a dinosaur in the brain. That's the
silliest thing you can do, because di nosaur haven't got any. To be exact, they have a little |unp
of tissue the size of a tennis ball on the front end of their spines, and how are you going to hit
that when it's inbedded in a six-foot skull?

The only safe rule with dinosaur is: always try for a heart shot. They have big hearts,
over a hundred pounds in the | argest species, and a couple of .600 slugs through the heart wll
slow themup, at least. The problemis to get the slugs through that nountain of neat around it.

Wl |, we appeared at Prochaska's |aboratory one rainy norning:
James and Holtzinger, the Raja and |, our herder Beauregard Bl ack, three hel pers, a cook, and
twel ve j acks.

The transition chanber is a little cubbyhole the size of a small lift. My routine is for

the men with the guns to go first in case a hungry theropod is standing near the machi ne when it
arrives. So the two sahibs, the Raja, and | crowded into the chanber with our guns and packs. The
operator squeezed in after us, closed the door, and fiddled
with his dials. He set the thing for April twenty-fourth, eighty-five nmillion B.C., and pressed
the red button. The lights went out, |leaving the chanber lit by a little battery-operated |anp.
Janes and Hol tzi nger | ooked pretty green, but that nmay have been the lighting. The Raja and | had
been through all this before, so the vibration and vertigo didn't bother us.

The little spinning black hands of the dials slowed down and stopped. The operator | ooked
at his ground-level gauge and turned the handwheel that raised the chanber so it shoul dn't
mat eri al i ze underground. Then he pressed anot her button, and the door slid open

No matter how often | do it, | get a frightful thrill out of stepping into a bygone era.
The operator had rai sed the chanber a foot above ground level, so |I junped down, nmy gun ready. The
ot hers came after

"Right-ho," | said to the chanber wallah, and he cl osed the door. The chanber di sappeared,

and we | ooked around. There weren't any dinosaur in sight, nothing but |izards.

In this period, the chanber nmaterializes on top of a rocky rise, fromwhich you can see in
all directions as far as the haze will let you. To the west, you see the armof the Kansas Sea
that reaches across Mssouri and the big swanp around the bayhead where the sauropods |ive.

To the north is a low range that the Raja naned the Janpur Hills, after the Indian ki ngdom
his forebears once ruled. To the east, the land slopes up to a plateau, good for ceratopsians,
while to the south is flat country with nore sauropod swanps and | ots of ornithopod:
duckbi I I and i guanodont .

The finest thing about the Cretaceous is the climte: balmnmy |like the South Sea Isl ands,
but not so nuggy as nost Jurassic climates. It was spring, with dwarf magnolias in bloomall over

A thing about this landscape is that it conbines a fairly high rainfall with an open type
of vegetation cover. That is, the grasses hadn't yet evolved to the point of forming solid carpets
over all the open ground. So the ground is thick with laurel, sassafras, and other shrubs, with
bare earth between. There are big thickets of palnettos and ferns. The trees round the hill are
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nostly cycads, standing singly and in copses. You' d call 'em palns. Down towards the Kansas Sea
are nore cycads and willows, while the uplands are covered with screw pine and gi nkgoes.
Now, |'m no bl oody poet-the Raja wites the stuff, not ne-but | can appreciate a beautifu

scene. One of the hel pers had cone through the machine with two of the jacks and was peggi ng them
out, and | was | ooking through the haze and sniffing the air, when a gun went off behi nd ne-bang
bang!

I whirled round, and there was Courtney Janmes with his .500, and an omithomime |legging it
for cover fifty yards away. The ornithom mes are nmedi um si zed runni ng di nosaurs, slender things
with long necks and legs, like a cross between a lizard and an ostrich. This kind is about seven
feet tall and weighs as nuch as a nan. The beggar had wandered out of the nearest copse, and Janes
gave himboth barrels. M ssed.

| was upset, as trigger-happy sahibs are as nuch a nenace to their party as theropods. |
yelled: "Dam it, you idiot! | thought you weren't to shoot w thout a word from nme?"

"And who the hell are you to tell me when I'Il shoot nmy own gun?" he said.

W had a rare old row until Holtzinger and the Raja got us cal ned down. | explai ned:

"Look here, M. Janes, |'ve got reasons. If you shoot off all your ammunition before the
trip's over, your gun won't be available in a pinch, as it's the only one of its caliber. If you
enpty both barrels at an uninportant target, what woul d happen if a big theropod charged before
you could reload? Finally, it's not sporting to shoot everything in sight, just to hear the gun go
of f. Do you understand?”

"Yeah, | guess so," he said.

The rest of the party canme through the machine, and we pitched our canp a safe di stance
fromthe nmaterializing place. Qur first task was to get fresh neat. For a twenty-one-day safari
like this, we calculate our food requirenments closely, so we can make out on tinned stuff and
concentrates if we rmust, but we count on killing at |east one piece of nmeat. Wen that's
but chered, we go off on a short tour, stopping at four or five canping places to hunt and arriving
back at base a few days before the chanber is due to appear.

Holtzinger, as | said, wanted a ceratopsian head, any kind. Janmes insisted on just one
head: a tyrannosaur. Then everybody'd think he'd shot the nbst dangerous gane of all tine.

Fact is, the tyrannosaur's overrated. He's nore a carrion eater than an active predator
though he'll snap you up if he gets the chance. He's |ess dangerous than sone of the other
t her opods-the fl esh
eaters, you know such as the smaller Gorgosaurus fromthe period we were in. But everybody's read
about the tyrant lizard, and he does have the biggest head of the theropods.

The one in our period isn't the rex, which is later and a bit bigger and nore specialized.

It's the trionyches, with the forelinbs not quite so reduced, though they're still too snall for
anyt hing but picking the brute's teeth after a meal.
When canp was pitched, we still had the afternoon. So the Raja and | took our sahibs on

their first hunt. We had a map of the local terrain fromprevious trips.

The Raja and | have worked out a systemfor dinosaur hunting. W split into two groups of
two men each and wal k parallel fromtwenty to forty yards apart. Each group has a sahib in front
and a guide following, telling himwhere to go. W tell the sahibs we put themin front so they
shall have the first shot. Well, that's true, but another reason is they're always tripping and
falling with their guns cocked, and if the guide were in front he'd get shot.

The reason for two groups is that if a dinosaur starts for one, the other gets a good
heart shot fromthe side

As we wal ked, there was the usual rustle of lizards scuttling out of the way: little
fellows, quick as a flash and colored like all the jewels in Tiffany's, and big gray ones that
hiss at you as they plod off. There were tortoises and a fewlittle snakes. Birds with beaks ful
of teeth flapped off squawking. And al ways there was that marvelous nild Cretaceous air. Mikes a
chap want to take his clothes off and dance with vine leaves in his hair, if you know what | nean

Qur sahi bs soon found that Mesozoic country is cut up into mllions of nullahs-gullies,
you'd say. Walking is one long scranble, up and down, up and down.

We' d been scranbling for an hour, and the sahibs were soaked with sweat and had their
tongues hangi ng out, when the Raja whistled. He'd spotted a group of bonehead feedi ng on cycad
shoot s.

These are the troodonts, small omnithopods about the size of men with a bulge on top of
their heads that makes them | ook al nost intelligent. Means nothi ng, because the bulge is solid
bone. The mal es butt each other with these heads in fighting over the fenules.

These chaps woul d drop down on all fours, nunch up a shoot, then stand up and | ook around.
They're warier than nost dinosaur, because they're the favorite food of the big theropods.
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Peopl e sonetines assunme that because di nosaur are so stupid,
their senses nust be dim too. But it's not so. Sone, |like the sauropods, are pretty di msensed,
but nost have good snell and eyesight and fair hearing. Their weakness is that having no ninds,
they have no nenories. Hence, out of sight, out of mnd. Wien a big theropod conmes slavering after
you, your best defense is to hide in a nullah or behind a bush, and if he can neither see you nor
snell you he'll just wander off.

We skul ked up behind a patch of palnetto downwi nd fromthe bonehead. | whispered to Janes:

"You' ve had a shot already today. Hold your fire until Holtzinger shoots, and then shoot
only if he msses or if the beast is getting away wounded."

“Uh-huh," said Janes.

We separated, he with the Raja and Holtzinger with me. This got to be our regular
arrangenent. Janes and | got on each other's nerves, but the Raja's a friendly, sentinental sort
of bl oke nobody can hel p Iiking.

We crawl ed round the palmetto patch on opposite sides, and Holtzinger got up to shoot. You
daren't shoot a heavy-caliber rifle prone. There's not enough give, and the kick can break your
shoul der.

Hol t zi nger sighted round the last few fronds of palnmetto. | saw his barrel wobbling and
wavi ng. Then he |l owered his gun and tucked it under his armto w pe his gl asses.

Of went Janes's gun, both barrels again.

The bi ggest bonehead went down, rolling and thrashing. The others ran away on their
hindlegs in great |eaps, their heads jerking and their tails sticking up behind.

"Put your gun on safety,” | said to Holtzinger, who' d started forward. By the tinme we got
to the bonehead, Janes was standing over it, breaking open his gun and blowi ng out the barrels. He
| ooked as smug as if he'd come into another million and was asking the Raja to take his picture
with his foot on the gane.

| said: "I thought you were to give Holtzinger the first shot?"

"Hell, | waited," he said, "and he took so long |I thought he nust have gotten buck fever.
If we stood around | ong enough, they'd see us or snell us."

There was sonething in what he said, but his way of saying it put ny nonkey up. | said:
"I'f that sort of thing happens once nore, we'll |eave you in canp the next tinme we go out."

“"Now, gentlenen," said the Raja. "After all, Reggie, these aren't experienced hunters."

"What now?" said Holtzinger. "Haul him back ourselves or send out the men?"

"We' || sling himunder the pole," | said. "He weighs under two hundred."

The pole was a telescoping alumniumcarrying pole I had in ny pack, with padded yokes on
the ends. | brought it because, in such eras, you can't count on finding saplings strong enough

for proper poles on the spot.

The Raja and | cl eaned our bonehead to lighten himand tied himto the pole. The flies
began to light on the offal by thousands. Scienlists say they're not true flies in the nodern
sense, but they |l ook and act like flies. There's one huge four-wi nged carrion fly that flies with
a distinctive deep thrumm ng note.

The rest of the afternoon we sweated under that pole, taking turn about. The lizards
scuttled out of the way, and the flies buzzed round the carcass.

We got to canp just before sunset, feeling as if we could eat the whol e bonehead at one
meal . The boys had the canp running smoothly, so we sat down for our tot of whiskey, feeling |ike
| ords of creation, while the cook broil ed bonehead steaks.

Hol tzi nger said: "Un-if | kill a ceratopsian, how do we get his head back?"

| explained: "If the ground pernits, we lash it to the patent alumniumroller franme and
sled it in."

"How nmuch does a head |ike that wei gh?" he asked.

"Depends on the age and the species,” | told him "The biggest weigh over a ton, but nost
run between five hundred and a thousand pounds."

"And all the ground's rough like it was today?"

"Most of it," | said. "You see, it's the conbination of the open vegetation cover and the
noderately high rainfall. Erosion is frightfully rapid."

"And who hauls the head on its little sled?"

"Everybody with a hand," | said. "A big head woul d need every ounce of muscle in this
party. On such a job there's no place for side."
"Ch," said Holtzinger. | could see he was wonderi ng whet her a ceratopsi an head woul d be

worth the effort.
The next coupl e of days we trekked round the nei ghborhood. Nothing worth shooting; only a
herd of ornithom nes, which went bounding off |like a lot of ballet dancers. Qherwi se there were
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only the usual lizards and pterosaurs and birds and insects. There's a big |lace-winged fly that
bites di nosaurs, so, as you can imagine, its beak makes nothing of a human skin. One nade
Hol t zi nger |l eap and dance |ike a Red Indian when it bit himthrough his shirt. James joshed him
about it, saying:

"What's all the fuss over one little bug?"

The second night, during the Raja's watch, Janes gave a yell that brought us all out of
our tents with rifles. Al that had happened was that a dinosaur tick had crawled in with him and
started drilling under his arnpit. Since it's as big as your thumb even when it hasn't fed, he was
understandably startled. Luckily he got it before it had taken its pint of blood. He'd pulled
Holtzinger's leg pretty hard about the fly bite, so now Holtzinger repeated the words:

"What's all the fuss over one little bug, buddy?"

Janes squashed the tick underfoot with a grunt, not nuch liking to be hoist by his own
what -d' you-cal | -it.

We packed up and started on our circuit. W neant to take the sahibs first to the sauropod
swanp, nore to see the wildlife than to collect anything.

From where the transition chanmber naterializes, the sauropod swanp | ooks |ike a couple of
hours' walk, but it's really an all-day scranble. The first part is easy, as it's downhill and the
brush isn't heavy. Then, as you get near the swanp, the cycads and willows grow so thickly that
you have to worm your way anong them

| led the party to a sandy ridge on the border of the swanp, as it was pretty bare of
vegetation and afforded a fine view. Wien we got to the ridge, the sun was about to go down. A
coupl e of crocs slipped off into the water. The sahibs were so tired that they flopped down in the
sand as if dead.

The haze is thick round the swanp, so the sun was deep red and weirdly distorted by the
at nospheric |layers. There was a high layer of clouds reflecting the red and gold of the sun, too,
so altogether it was sonething for the Raja to wite one of his poens about. Afewlittle
pt erosaur were wheeling overhead |ike bats.

Beauregard Black got a fire going. W'd started on our steaks, and that pagoda-shaped sun
was just slipping below the horizon, and
sonet hi ng back in the trees was nmaking a noise like a rusty hinge, when a sauropod breathed out in
the water. They're the really big ones, you know. If Mther Earth were to sigh over the nisdeeds
of her children, it would sound |ike that.

The sahi bs junped up, shouting: "Wiere is he? Wiere is he?"

| said: "That black spot in the water, just to the left of that point."

They yanmered while the sauropod filled its lungs and di sappeared. "Is that all?" said
Janmes. "Wn't we see any nore of hinP"

Hol tzi nger said: "I read that they never conme out of the water because they' re too heavy
to wal k."

"No," | explained. "They can wal k perfectly well and often do, for egg-laying and noving
fromone swanp to another. But nobst of the tine they spend in the water, |ike hippopotanus. They
eat ei ght hundred pounds of soft swanp plants a day, all through those little heads. So they
wander about the bottonms of |akes and swanps, chonpi ng away, and stick their heads up to breathe
every quarterhour or so. It's getting dark, so this felloww |l soon cone out and lie down in the
shal l ows to sleep.”

"Can we shoot one?" demanded Janes.

"I wouldn't," said I

"Way not ?"

| said: "There's no point init, and it's not sporting. First, they're al npst
i nvul nerabl e. They're even harder to hit in the brain than other dinosaurs because of the way they
sway their heads about on those I ong necks. Their hearts are too deeply buried to reach unl ess
you're awfully lucky. Then, if you kill one in the water, he sinks and can't be recovered. If you
kill one on land, the only trophy is that little head. You can't bring the whol e beast back
because he weighs thirty tons or nore, and we've got no use for thirty tons of neat."

Hol t zi nger said: "That museumin New York got one."

"Yes," said |I. "The Anerican Miuseum of Natural Hi story sent a party of forty-eight to the
Early Cretaceous with a fifty-caliber nmachine gun. They killed a sauropod and spent two solid
nmont hs skinning it and hacking the carcass apart and dragging it to the time machine. | know the
chap in charge of that project, and he still has nightnmares in which he snells deconposing
di nosaur. They had to kill a dozen big theropods attracted by the stench, so they had themlying
around and rotting, too. And the theropods ate three nen of the party despite the big gun."
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Next norning, we were finishing breakfast when one of the helpers said: "Look, M. Rivers,
up there!"

He pointed along the shoreline. There were six big crested duckbill, feeding in the
shal | ows. They were the kind called Parasaurol ophus, with a | ong spi ke sticking out the back of
their heads and a web of skin connecting this with the back of their necks.

"Keep your voices down!" | said. The duckbill, Iike the other ornithopods, are wary beasts
because they have neither arnor nor weapons. They feed on the margins of |akes and swanps, and
when a gorgosaur rushes out of the trees they plunge into deep water and swi m off. Then when
Phobosuchus, the supercrocodile, goes for themin the water, they flee to the land. A hectic sort
of life, what?

Hol t zi nger said: "Uh-Reggie! |'ve been thinking over what you sai d about ceratopsian
heads. If | could get one of those yonder, I'd be satisfied. It would | ook big enough in nmy house,
woul dn't it?"

"I"'msure of it, old boy," | said. "Now | ook here. W could detour to come out on the

shore near here, but we should have to plow through half a nmile of nmuck and brush, and they'd hear
us coning. O we can creep up to the north end of this sandspit, horn which it's three or four
hundred yards-a | ong shot but not inpossible. Think you could do it?"

"Hm" said Holtzinger. "Wth ny scope sight and a sitting position-okay, I'Il try it."

"You stay here, Court," | said to Janmes. "This is Angie's head, and | don't want any
argunent over your having fired first."

James grunted while Holtzinger clanped his scope to his rifle. W crouched our way up the
spit, keeping the sand ridge between us and the duckbill. When we got to the end where there was
no nore cover, we crept along on hands and knees, noving slowy. If you nove slowy enough
directly toward or away froma dinosaur, it probably won't notice you
The duckbill continued to grub about on all fours, every few seconds rising to | ook round.
Hol t zi nger eased hinself into the sitting position, cocked his piece, and ai med through his scope.
And t hen- Bang! bang! went a big rifle back at the canp.

Hol t zi nger junped. The duckbills jerked their heads up and | eaped for the deep water,
spl ashing Iike nad. Holtzinger fired once and m ssed. | took one shot at the last duckbill before
it vani shed too, but mssed. The .600 isn't built for |ong ranges.

Hol t zi nger and | started back toward the canp, for it had struck us that our party m ght
be in theropod trouble.

VWhat had happened was that a big sauropod had wandered down past the canp underwat er
feeding as it went. Now, the water shoal ed about a hundred yards of fshore fromour spit, halfway
over to the swanp on the other side. The sauropod had anbled up the slope until its body was
al nost all out of water, weaving its head fromside to side and | ooking for anything green to
gobble. This is a species of Al anpsaurus, which | ooks nuch |ike the well-known Brontosaurus except
that it's bigger.

VWen | cane in sight of the canp, the sauropod was turning round to go back the way it had
come, making horrid groans. By the tine we reached the canp, it had di sappeared into deep water
all but its head and twenty feet of neck, which wove about for sone tine before they vanished into
t he haze.

Wien we cane up to the canp, Janes was arguing with the Raja. Holtzinger burst out:

"“You crummy bastard! That's the second tinme you've spoiled ny shots.”

"Don't be a fool," said Janes. "I couldn't let himwander into the canp and stanp
everything flat."

"There was no danger of that," said the Raf a. "You can see the water is deep of fshore.
It's just that our trigger-happee M. Janes cannot see any aninmal w thout shooting."

| added: "If it did get close, all you needed to do was throw a stick of firewood at it.
They're perfectly harm ess.”

This wasn't strictly true. Wien the Conte de Lautrec ran after one for a close shot, the
sauropod | ooked back at him gave a flick of its tail, and took off the Comte's head as neatly as
if he'd been axed in the tower. But, as a rule, they're inoffensive enough

"How was | to know?" yelled James, turning purple. "You're all against ne. Wat the hel
are we on this mserable trip for, except to shoot things? Call yourselves hunters, but |I'mthe
only one who hits anything!"

| got pretty wothy and said he was just an excitable young skite with nmore noney than
brai ns, whom | shoul d never have brought al ong.

"I'f that's how you feel," he said, "give me a burro and sone food, and I'll go back to the
base by nyself. | won't pollute your pure air with nmy presencel"
"Don't be a bigger ass than you can help," | said. 9~Vhat you propose is quite
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i mpossi ble."

"Then 1'Il go alone!" He grabbed his knapsack, thrust a couple of tins of beans and an
opener into it, and started off with his rifle.

Beauregard Bl ack spoke up: "M. Rivers, we cain't let himgo off like that. He'll git |ost

and starve, or be et by a theropod."

“I'"l1l fetch himback," said the Raja, and started after the runaway. He caught up with
Janmes as the latter was di sappearing into the cycads. W could see them argui ng and waving their
hands in the distance. After a while, they started back with arnms around each other's necks like
ol d school pals.

This shows the trouble we get into if we nmake m stakes in planning such a do. Having once
got back in tinme, we had to make the best of our bargain.

| don't want to give the inpression, however, that Courtney James was nothing but a pain
in the rump. He had good points. He got over these rows quickly and next day would be as cheerfu
as ever. He was hel pful with the general work of the canp, at |east when he felt like it. He sang
wel | and had an endl ess fund of dirty stories to keep us anused.

We stayed two nore days at that canp. We saw crocodile, the small kind, and plenty of
sauropod-as many as five at once-but no nore duckbill. Nor any of those fifty-foot
supercrocodi | es.

So, on the first of May, we broke canp and headed north toward the Janpur Hills. M sahibs
were beginning to harden up and were getting inpatient. We'd been in the Cretaceous a week, and no
trophi es.

We saw nothing to speak of on the next |leg, save a glinpse of a gorgosaur out of range and
sonme tracks indicating a whopping big i guanodont, bventy-five or thirty feet high. W pitched canp
at the base of the hills.

We'd finished off the bonehead, so the first thing was to shoot fresh neat. Wth an eye to
trophies, too, of course. We got ready the nmorning of the third, and | told Janes:

"See here, old boy, no nore of your tricks. The Raja will tell you when to shoot."

"Unh-huh, | get you," he said, neek as Moses.

We marched off, the four of us, into the foothills. There was a good chance of getting
Hol t zi nger his ceratopsian. We'd seen a couple on the way up, but nere calves w thout decent
hor ns.

As it was hot and sticky, we were soon panting and sweating. We'd hiked and scranbled all
nmorni ng Wi thout seeing a thing except |izards, when | picked up the smell of carrion. | stopped
the party and sniffed. W were in an open glade cut up by those little dry nullahs. The nul |l ahs
ran together into a couple of deeper gorges that cut through a slight depression choked wth
denser growth, cycad, and screw pine. Wien | listened, | heard the thrumof carrion flies.

"This way," | said. "Something ought to be dead-ah, here it is!" And there it was: the
remai ns of a huge ceratopsian Iying in alittle hollow on the edge of the copse. Miust have wei ghed
six or eight ton alive; a three-horned variety, perhaps the penultimte species of Triceratops. It
was hard to tell, because nost of the hide on the upper surface had been ripped off, and many
bones had been pulled | oose and | ay scattered about.

Hol t zi nger said: "GCh, shucks! Wy couldn't | have gotten to him before he died? That would
have been a darned fine head."

| said: "On your toes, chaps. A theropod's been at this carcass and is probably nearby."

"How d' you know?" said James, with sweat running off his round red face. He spoke in what
was for hima | ow voi ce, because a nearby theropod is a sobering thought to the flightiest.

| sniffed again and thought | could detect the distinctive rank odor of theropod.
couldn't be sure, though, because the carcass stank so strongly. My sahi bs were turning green at

the sight and snmell of the cadaver. | told Janes:
"It's seldomthat even the biggest theropod will attack a fullgrown ceratopsian. Those
horns are too much for them But they |ove a dead or dying one. They'll hang round a dead

ceratopsian for weeks, gorging and then sleeping off their neals for days at a tine. They usually
take cover in the heat of the day anyhow, because they can't stand nuch direct hot sunlight.

You'll find themlying in copses like this or in hollows, wherever there's shade."
"What' Il we do?" asked Hol t zi nger
"We' || nmake our first cast through this copse, in tw pairs as usual. Whatever you do,

don't get inpul sive or panicky."
| | ooked at Courtney James, but he | ooked right back and nmerely checked his gun

"Should I still carry this broken?" he asked.
"No, close it, but keep the safety on till you're ready to shoot," |
said. "We'll keep closer than usual, so we shall be in sight of each other. Start off at that
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angle, Raja; go slowy, and stop to |listen between steps."

We pushed through the edge of the copse, |leaving the carcass but not its stench behind us.
For a few feet, you couldn't see a thing.

It opened out as we got in under the trees, which shaded out sone of the brush. The sun
sl anted down through the trees. | could hear nothing but the hum of insects and the scuttle of
lizards and the squawks of toothed birds in the treetops. | thought | could be sure of the
t heropod snell, but told nyself that night be inmagination. The theropod night be any of severa
species, large or small, and the beast itself night be anywhere within a half-mle's radius.

"Go on," | whispered to Holtzinger. | could hear Janes and the Raja pushing ahead on ny
right and see the palmfronds and ferns |ashing about as they disturbed them | suppose they were
trying to nove quietly, but to ne they sounded |like an earthquake in a crockery shop

"Alittle closer!" | called.

Presently, they appeared slanting in toward ne. We dropped into a gully filled with ferns
and scranbled up the other side. Then we found our way bl ocked by a big clunp of pal netto.

"You go round that side; we'll go round this," | said. W started off, stopping to listen
and snell. Qur positions were the sane as on that first day, when Janes killed the bonehead.

We'd gone two-thirds of the way round our half of the palnetto when | heard a noi se ahead
on our left. Holtzinger heard it too, and pushed off his safety. | put my thunb on mne and
stepped to one side to have a clear field of fire.

The clatter grew louder. | raised ny gun to aimat about the height of a big theropod's

heart. There was a novenent in the foliage-and a six-foot-high bonehead stepped into view, walking
solemly across our front and jerking its head with each step |like a giant pigeon
| heard Holtzinger let out a breath and had to keep nyself from | aughi ng. Holtzi nger said:

Then that dammed gun of Janes's went off, bang! bang! | had a glinpse of the bonehead
knocked arsy-varsy with its tail and hindl egs flying.

"CGot him" yelled James. "I drilled himclean!" |I heard himrun forward

"Good CGod, if he hasn't done it again!" | said.

Then there was a great swishing of foliage and a wild yell from Janes. Sonethi ng heaved up
out of the shrubbery, and | saw the head of the biggest of the local flesh eaters, Tyrannosaurus
t nonyches hi nsel f.

The scientists can insist that rex is the bigger species, but I'll swear this blighter was
bi gger than any rex ever hatched. It nmust have stood twenty feet high and been fifty feet |ong.
could see its big bright eye and six-inch teeth and the big dewl ap that hangs down fromits chin
to its chest.

The second of the nullahs that cut through the copse ran athwart our path on the far side
of the palnetto clunp. Perhaps it was six feet deep. The tyrannosaur had been lying in this,
sl eeping off its last nmeal. Where its back stuck up above the ground level, the ferns on the edge
of the nullah masked it. James had fired both barrels over the theropod' s head and woke it up
Then the silly ass ran forward wi thout rel oading. Another twenty feet and he'd have stepped on the
t yrannosaur.

James, naturally, stopped when this thing popped up in front of him He renmenbered that
he'd fired both barrels and that he'd left the Raja too far behind for a clear shot.

At first, James kept his nerve. He broke open his gun, took two rounds fromhis belt, and
plugged theminto the barrels. But, in his haste to snap the gun shut, he caught his hand between
the barrels and the action. The painful pinch so startled Janmes that he dropped his gun. Then he
went to pieces and bolted.

The Raja was running up with his gun at high port, ready to snap it to his shoul der the
instant he got a clear view Wen he saw Janes runni ng headl ong toward him he hesitated, not
wi shing to shoot James by accident. The latter plunged ahead, blundered into the Raja, and sent
them both sprawl i ng anong the ferns. The tyrannosaur collected what little wits it had and stepped
forward to snap them up

And how about Holtzinger and me on the other side of the palnettos? Well, the instant
Janes yelled and the tyrannosaur's head appeared, Holtzinger darted forward like a rabbit. I'd
brought nmy gun up for a shot at the tyrannosaur's head, in hope of getting at |east an eye; but,
before I could find it in ny sights, the head was out of sight behind the pal nettos. Perhaps |
shoul d have fired at hazard, but all ny experience is against wild shots.

When | | ooked back in front of nme, Holtzinger had al ready di sappeared round the curve of
the palmetto clunp. I'd started after himwhen | heard his rifle and the click of the bolt between
shots: bang
-click-click-bang-click-click, like that.

He'd come up on the tyrannosaur's quarter as the brute started to stoop for Janes and the
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Raja. Wth his nmuzzle twenty feet fromthe tyrannosaur's hide, Holtzinger began punmping .375S into
the beast's body. He got off three shots when the tyrannosaur gave a trenendous boom ng grunt and
wheel ed round to see what was stinging it. The jaws cane open, and the head swung round and down
agai n.

Hol t zi nger got off one nore shot and tried to leap to one side. As he was standing on a
narrow pl ace between the palmetto clunp and the nullah, he fell into the nullah. The tyrannosaur
continued its lunge and caught him The jaws went chonp, and up came the head wi th poor Holtzinger
in them screamng |ike a damed soul

| cane up just then and ained at the brute's face, but then realized that its jaws were
full of nmy sahib and | should be shooting him too. As the head went on up |ike the business end
of a big power shovel, | fired a shot at the heart. The tyrannosaur was al ready turning away, and
| suspect the ball just glanced along the ribs. The beast took a couple of steps when | gave it
the other barrel in the jack. It staggered on its next step but kept on. Another step, and it was
nearly out of sight anong the trees, when the Raja fired twice. The stout fell ow had untangl ed
hi msel f from Janes, got up, picked up his gun, and |l et the tyrannosaur have it.

The doubl e wal | op knocked the brute over with a trenendous crash. It fell into a dwarf
magnolia, and | saw one of its huge birdlike hindlegs waving in the m dst of a shower of pink-and-
white petals. But the tyrannosaur got up again and bl undered off w thout even dropping its victim
The last | saw of it was Holtzinger's |legs dangling out one side of its jaws (he'd stopped
screanming) and its big tail banging against the tree trunks as it swung fromside to side.

The Raja and | reloaded and ran after the brute for all we were worth. | tripped and fel
once, but junped up again and didn't nolice ny skinned elbowtill later. Wen we burst out of the
copse, the tyrannosaur was already at the far end of the glade. W each took a quick shot but
probably missed, and it was out of sight before we could fire again.

We ran on, follow ng the tracks and spatters of blood, until we had to stop from
exhaustion. Never again did we see that tyran
nosaur. Their movenents | ook sl ow and ponderous, but with those trenmendous |egs they don't have to
step very fast to work up consi derabl e speed.

When we'd got our breath, we got up and tried to track the tyrannosaur, on the theory that
it might be dying and we should cone up to it. But, though we found nore spoor, it faded out and
left us at a loss. We circled round, hoping to pick it up, but no luck

Hours |l ater, we gave up and went back to the gl ade.

Courtney James was sitting with his back against a tree, holding his rifle and
Holtzinger's. His right hand was swollen and bl ue where he'd pinched it, but still usable. His
first words were:

"Where the hell have you two been?"

| said: "W've been occupied. The late M. Holtzinger. Renenber?"

"You shoul dn't have gone off and |eft ne; another of those things night have cone al ong.
Isn't it bad enough to | ose one hunter through your stupidity w thout risking another one?"

I'd been preparing a warmwi ggi ng for Janes, but his attack so astonished ne that | could
only bleat: "Wat? W |ost.

"Sure," he said. "You put us in front of you, so if anybody gets eaten it's us. You send a
guy up agai nst these ani mal s undergunned. You-"

"You Goddamm' stinking little swine!" | said. "If you hadn't been a blithering idiot and
bl own those two barrels, and then run |like the yell ow coward you are, this never woul d have
happened. Holtzinger died trying to save your worthless life. By God, | wish he'd failed! He was
worth six of a stupid, spoiled, nuttonheaded bastard |ike you-"

I went on fromthere. The Raja tried to keep up with ne, but ran out of English and was
reduced to cursing Janes in H ndustani

| could see by the purple color on James's face that | was getting honme. He said: "Wy,
you-" and stepped forward and sl oshed nme one in the face with his left fist.

It rocked ne a bit, but |I said: "Nowthen, nmy lad, I'mglad you did that! It gives ne a
chance 1've been waiting for

So | waded into him He was a good-sized boy, but between ny sixteen stone and his sore

right hand he had no chance. | got a few good ones hone, and down he went.
"Now get up!" | said. "And I'lIl be glad to finish off!"
James raised hinself to his elbows. | got set for nore fisticuffs

t hough my knuckl es were skinned and bl eedi ng al ready. Janes rolled over, snatched his gun, and
scranbl ed up, swinging the nmuzzle fromone to the other of us.

“You won't finish anybody off!" he panted through swollen lips. "All right, put your hands
up! Both of you!"
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"Do not be an idiot," said the Raja. "Put that gun away!"

"Nobody treats ne |like that and gets away with it!"

"There's no use nmurdering us,” | said. "You d never get away with it."

"Why not? There won't be nuch left of you after one of these hits you. I'll just say the
tyrannosaur ate you, too. Nobody could prove anything. They can't hold you for a nurder eighty-
five million years old. The statute of limitations, you know "

"You fool, you'd never make it back to the camp alive!" | shouted. "I'Il take a chance-"
began Janes, setting the butt of his .~oa against his shoulder, with the barrels pointed at ny
face. Looked like a pair of bleeding vehicular tunnels.

He was watching ne so closely that he lost track of the Raja for a second. My partner had
been resting on one knee, and now his right armcane up in a quick bowing notion with a three-
pound rock. The rock bounced off Janes's head. The .~o0o0 went off. The ball nust have parted ny
hair, and the explosion jolly well near broke ny eardruns. Down went Janes again.

"Good work, old chap!" | said, gathering up Janes's gun

"Yes," said the Raja thoughtfully, as he picked up the rock he'd thrown and tossed it.
"Doesn't quite have the bal ance of a cricket ball, but it is just as hard.”

"What shall we do now?" | said. "I'minclined to | eave the beggar here unarnmed and let him

fend for hinself."
The Raja gave a little sigh. "lIt's a tenpting thought, Reggie, but we really cannot, you
know. Not done."

"l suppose you're right," | said. "Well, let's tie himup and take himback to canp.”
W agreed there was no safety for us unless we kept Janes under guard every mnute unti
we got hone. Once a nan has tried to kill you, you're a fool if you give himanother chance.

We nmarched Janes back to canp and told the crew what we were up agai nst. Janes cursed
ever ybody.

We spent three dismal days combing the country for that tyrannosaur, but no luck. W felt
it wouldn't have been cricket not to
meke a good try at recovering Holtzinger's remains. Back at our main canp, when it wasn't raining,
we collected small reptiles and things for our scientific friends. The Raja and | discussed the
question of |egal proceedi ngs agai nst Courtney James, but decided there was nothing we could do in
that direction.

VWhen the transition chanber materialized, we fell over one another getting into it. W

dunmped Janes, still tied, in a corner, and told the chanber operator to throw the switches.
VWile we were in transition, Janes said: "You two should have killed ne back there.”
"Why?" | said. "You don't have a particularly good head."
The Raja added: "Wuldn't ook at all well over a mantel."
"You can laugh," said Janes, "but I'Il get you sone day. I'll find a way and get off scot-
free."
"My dear chap!" | said. "If there were some way to do it, |I'd have you charged wth

Hol tzi nger' s death. Look, you' d best |eave well enough al one.”

When we cane out in the present, we handed himhis enpty gun and his other gear, and off
he went without a word. As he left, Holtzinger's girl, that Caire, rushed up crying:

"Where is he? Were's August?"

There was a bl oody heartrendi ng scene, despite the Raja's skill at handling such
situations.

We took our nen and beasts down to the old laboratory building that the university has
fitted up as a serai for such expeditions. W paid everybody off and found we were broke. The
advance paynents from Hol t zi nger and Janes didn't cover our expenses, and we shoul d have precious
little chance of collecting the rest of our fees either fromJames or fromHoltzinger's estate.

And speaki ng of Janes, d'you know what that blighter was doi ng? He went home, got nore
ammuni ti on, and cane back to the university. He hunted up Professor Prochaska and asked him

"Professor, 1'd like you to send ne back to the Cretaceous for a quick trip. If you can
work me into your schedule right now, you can iust about name your own price. I'll offer five
thousand to begin with. | want to go to April twenty-third, eighty-five mllion B.C."

Prochaska answered: "Wy do you wish to go back again so Soon?"

“I lost my wallet in the Cretaceous," said James. "I figure if | go back to the day before
| arrived in that era on ny last trip, I'll watch
myself when | arrived on that trip and foll ow nmyself around till | see

nmysel f lose the wallet." -
"Five thousand is a lot for a wallet," said the professor
"It's got sone things init | can't replace," said Janes.
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"Well," said Prochaska, thinking. "The party that was supposed to go out this norning has
tel ephoned that they would be late, so perhaps | can work you in. | have al ways wondered what
woul d happen when the sane man occupi ed the sane stretch of tine twce."

So Janes wote out a check, and Prochaska took himto the chanber and saw himoff. Janmes's
idea, it seens, was to sit behind a bush a few yards fromwhere the transition chanber woul d
appear and pot the Raja and nme as we energed.

Hours later, we'd changed into our street clothes and phoned our wi ves to cone and get us.
We were standing on Forsythe Boul evard waiting for them when there was a | oud crack, like an
explosion, and a flash of light not fifty feet fromus. The shock wave staggered us and broke
wi ndows.

We ran toward the place and got there just as a bobby and several citizens cane up. On the
boul evard, just off the kerb, lay a hunan body. At least, it had been that, but it |ooked as if
every bone in it had been pul verized and every bl ood vessel burst, so it was hardly nore than a
slimy mass of pink protoplasm The clothes it had been wearing were shredded, but | recognized an
H & H .~o00 double-barreled express rifle. The wood was scorched and the netal pitted, but it was
Courtney James's gun. No doubt whatever

Ski ppi ng the investigations and the mlling about that ensued, what had happened was this:
nobody had shot at us as we energed on the twenty-fourth, and that couldn't be changed. For that
matter, the instant James started to do anything that would nake a visible change in the world of
eighty-five mllion B.C., such as naking a footprint in the earth, the space-tine forces snapped
himforward to the present to prevent a paradox. And the viol ence of the passage practically tore
himto bits.

Now that this is better understood, the professor won't send anybody to a period | ess than
five thousand years prior to the time that sone time traveler has al ready explored, because it
woul d be too easy to do sone act, |ike chopping down a tree or |osing sone durable artifact, that
woul d affect the later world. Over |onger periods, he tells nme, such changes average out and are
lost in the stream of tine.

W had a rough tinme after that, with the bad publicity and all
though we did collect a fee fromJanes's estate. Luckily for us, a steel manufacturer turned up
who wanted a mastodon's head for his den

| understand these things better now, too. The disaster hadn't been wholly Janmes's fault.
| shouldn't have taken himwhen | knew what a spoiled, unstable sort of bloke he was. And if
Hol t zi nger coul d have used a really heavy gun, he'd probably have knocked the tyrannosaur down,
even if he didn't kill it, and so have given the rest of us a chance to finish it.

So, M. Seligman, that's why | won't take you to that period to hunt. There are plenty of
other eras, and if you |l ook themover |I'msure you'll find something to suit you. But not the
Jurassic or the Cretaceous. You're just not big enough to handle a gun for dinosaur
THE EMPEROR S FAN

I N THE FI FTEENTH year of his reign, Tsotuga the Fourth, Enmperor of Kuronon, sat in the Forbidden
Chanber of his Proscribed Palace, in his inperial city of Chingun. He played a gane of Sachi with
his crony, Reiro the beggar.

The pi eces on one side were carved fromsingle eneralds; those on the other, fromsingle
rubi es. The board was of squares of onyx and gol d. The many shelves and taborets in the roomwere
crowded with small art objects. There were kni ckknacks of gold and silver, of ivory and ebony, of
porcel ain and pewter, of jasper and jade, of chrysoprase and chal cedony.

In a silken robe enbroidered with lilies in silver thread and | otuses in golden thread,
Tsotuga sat on a semithrone-a chair of gilded nahogany, the arns of which were carved in the form
of di anond-eyed dragons. The Enperor was plainly well fed, and within the hour he had been bathed
and perfuned. Yet, although he had just won a gane, Enmperor Tsotuga was not happy.

"The trouble with you, chum" said Reiro the beggar, "is that, not having enough rea
dangers to worry about, you nake up inagi nary ones."

The Enperor took no offense. The purpose of the Forbi dden Chanmber was to afford hima
pl ace where he could treat and be treated by his crony as if they were ordinary human bei ngs,
wi thout the court's stifling fornmality.

Nor was it an accident that Reiro was a beggar. As such, he would never try to intrigue
against or nmurder his inperial friend in order to seize the throne.

Al though a fairly conpetent ruler, Tsotuga was not a nman of rmuch personal charm He was in
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fact rather dull save when, as some-
ti mes happened, he lost his tenper. Then he might visit dire doons on those about him After he
had cal ned down, Tsotuga would regret his injustice and m ght even pension the victims
dependents. He honestly tried to be just but |acked the self-control and objectivity to do so.
Reiro got along with the Enperor well enough. While the beggar cared nothing for art, save
when he could filch and sell a piece of it, he was glad to listen to the Enperor's endl ess tales
of his collection in return for the sunptuous repasts he enjoyed. Reiro had gai ned twenty pounds
since he had becorme intimate with the Enmperor
"Ch, yes?" said Tsotuga. "That is easy for you to say. You are not nightly haunted by your
father's ghost, threatening dreadful doom"

Reiro shrugged. "You knew the risk when you had the old man poisoned. It is all in the
game, pal. For your pay, | would cheerfully submt to any number of nightnares. How does old Haryo
Il ook in these dreans?"

"The sane old tyrant. | had to slay himyou know that-crc he ruined the Enpire. But have a

care with that flapping tongue."

"Nought | hear here goes beyond these walls. Anyway, if you think Haryo's fate be not
wi dely known, you do but befool yourself."

"I daresay it is suspected. But then, foul play is always suspected when an enperor dies.
As said Dauhai to the timorous bird, every twig is a serpent.

"Still," continued the Enperor, "that solves not ny problem | wear nmail beneath nmy robe
| sleep on a mattress floating in a pool of quicksilver. | have given up futtering ny wonen, |est
whilst | lie in their arns, sone conspirator steal up and dagger ne. The Enpress, | can tell you,
m slikes this abstinence. But still Haryo threatens and prophesies, and the warni ngs of a ghost
are not to be flouted. | need sone inpregnable nmagi cal defense. That idi ot Koxi na does nought but
frimgate and exorcise, which may drive out the denons but fails to blunt the steel of hunman foes.
Have you any counsel, Ragbag?"

Reiro scratched. "There is a dark, beak-nosed, round-eyed old hew tch, hight A endra,
lately conme to Chingun from Miulvari. He gains a scanty living by selling |ove potions and finding
| ost bangles in trances. He clains to have a nmagi cal weapon of such power that none can stand

against it."
"What is its nature?"
"He will not say."

"I'f he have so puissant a device, why is he not a king?"

"How coul d he make hinself ruler? He is too old to |lead an arny in battle. Besides, he
says that the holy order to which he belongs- all Milvanian w zards call thenselves holy nmen, be
they never such rascal s-forbids the use of this armanent save in self-defense."

"Has anybody seen it?"

"Nay, chum but runor whispers that Ajendra has used it."

"Yes? And then what?"

"Know you a police spy naned Nanka?"

The Enperor frowned. "Meseens-there was sonet hi ng about such a man who di sappeared. It is
supposed that the | ow conpany he kept at last |earnt of his occupation and did himin."

The beggar chuckled. "C ose, but not in the gold. This Nanka was a scoundrel of deepest
dye, who suppl enented his earnings as an inforner by robbery and extortion. He skated into
Ajendra's hut with the sinple, wholesone intention of breaking the old man's neck and sei zi ng
Aj endra's runored weapon. "

"Hm Well?"

"Well, Nanka never cane out. A patrolman of the regular police found A endra sitting cross-
I egged in neditation and no sign of the erstwhile spy. Since Nanka was | arge and the hovel snall
the corpse could not have been hidden. As it is said, the digger of pitfalls shall at I|ast fal
into one of his own."

"Hm " said Tsotuga. "I nust look into this. Enough Sachi for the nonce. You must |let ne
show you ny | atest acquisition!"

Reiro groaned inside and braced hinself for an hour's lecture on the history and beauty of
some antique bibelot. The thought of the palatial cookery, however, stiffened his resolve.

"Now, where did | put that little wi dget?" said Tsotuga, tapping his forehead with his
fol ded fan.

"V/hat is it, chun?" asked the beggar

"A topaz statuette of the goddess Anmarasupi, fromthe Junmbon Dynasty. Ch, curse ny bowels
with ulcers! | grow nore absentm nded day by day."

"Good thing your head is permanently affixed to the rest of you! As the w se Ashuziri
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said, hope is a charlatan, sense a bungler, and nenory a traitor."

"I distinctly remenber,"” muttered the Enperor, "telling nyself to put it in a special
pl ace where | should be sure to remenber it. But now | cannot recall the special place.”

"The Proscribed Pal ace must have ten thousand special places,” said Reiro. "That is the
advant age of being poor. One has so few possessions that one need never wonder where they are."

"Al nost you tenpt ne to change places with you, but my duty forbids. Damm, damm, what did
I with that silly thing? Ch, well, let us play another gane instead. You take the red this time, |
the green.”

Two days | ater, Enperor Tsotuga sat on his throne of audience, wearing his towering crown
of state. This pluned and wi nged headgear, bedight with peacock feathers and precious stones,
wei ghed over ten pounds. It even had a secret conpartnent. Because of its weight, Tsotuga avoi ded
wearing it whenever he felt that he decently coul d.

The usher led in A endra. The Mil vani an magi cian was a tall, gaunt, bent old man, who
supported hinself on a stick. Save for the Iong white beard flowi ng down from his winkled,
mahogany- hued face, he was brown all over, fromdirty brown bul bous turban and dirty brown robe to
dirty brown bare feet. Hi s nonotone contrasted with the golds and vermlions and greens and bl ues
and purples of the Chanber of Audience.

In a cracked voi ce, speaking Kurononian with an accent, Ajendra went through the form
greeting: "This wetched worm hunbly abases hinself before Thine Ineffable Myjesty!" The wi zard
began, slowy and painfully, to get down on hands and knees.

The Enperor notioned hi mup, saying, "In respect for your years, old man, we will onmit the
prostration. Sinply tell us about this invincible weapon of yours.™

“Your Inperial Majesty is too kind to this unworthy wetch. Sees Your Mjesty this?"

From hi s ragged sl eeve, the Mil vani an produced a | arge painted fan. Like the others
present, Ajendra kept his gaze averted fromthe Enperor's face, on the pretense that one who
| ooked the ruler full in the face would be blinded by his awful glory.

"This," continued Ajendra, "was nade for the king of the Gwling Islands by the noted
wi zard Tsunjing. By a series of chances too long to bore Your Inperial Majesty with, it cane into
the unworthy hands of this inferior person.™

At | east, thought Tsotuga, the fellow had Iearnt the polite fornms of Kurononi an address.
Many Ml vani ans were informal to the
poi nt of rudeness. Aloud he said, "It |ooks Iike any other fan. What is its power?"

"Sinmple, 0 Superior One. Any living thing tha~t you fan with it disappears.”

"Cho!" exclained the Enperor. "So that is what befell the m ssing Nanka!"

Aj endra | ooked i nnocent. "This |oathsone reptile does not understand Your Divine Mjesty."

“"Never mind. Whither go the victins!"

"One theory of ny school is that they are translated to a hi gher dinension, coexistent
with this one. Another holds that they are dispersed into constituent atons, which, however,
retain such nmutual affinities that they can be reassenbl ed when the signal for recall is-"

"Mean you that you can reverse the effect and fetch back the vani shed bei ngs?"

"Aye, Superhunan Sire. One folds the fan and taps one's wists and forehead according to a
sinpl e code, and presto! there is the evanished one. Wuld Your Mjesty see a denonstration? There
is no danger to the denonstratee since this hunble person can bring himback instanter."

"Very well, good w zard. Just be careful not to wave that thing at us. On whom propose you
to try it?"

Aj endra | ooked about the Chanber of Audience. There was a stir anbngst ushers, guardsmen,
and officials. Light winked on gilded arnor and gl owed on sil ken robes as each tried to nake
hi msel f i nconspi cuous behind a pillar or another courtier

“"Who will volunteer?" asked the Enperor. "You, Dzakusan?"

The Prime Mnister prostrated hinself. "Geat Enperor, live forever! This lunp of iniquity
has not been well lately. Mreover, he has nine children to support. He hunbly begs Your Supremacy
to excuse him"

Simlar questions to other functionaries produced simlar responses. At length Ajendra
said, "If this lowy one nmay nake a suggestion to Your Magnificence, it mght be better to try it
fist on a beast-say, a dog or a cat."

"Aha!" said Tsotuga. "Just the thing. W know the animal, too. Surakai, fetch that cursed
dog bel onging to the Enpress-you know, that yapping little nonstrosity."

The nessenger departed on his roller skates. Soon he was back
| eading on a | eash a small woolly white dog, which barked incessantly.

"Go ahead," said the Enperor

"This negligible persOn hears and obeys,

said A endra, opening the fan.
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The dog's yelp was cut off as the draft fromthe fan struck it. Surakai trailed an enpty
| eash. The courtiers started and murmnured.

"By the Heavenly Bureaucrats!" exclained the Enperor. "That is inpressive. Now bring the
creature back. Fear not if you fail. The thing has bitten us twice, so the Enpire will not fall if
it remain in that other dinmension."

Aj endra produced fromhis other sleeve a small codex, whose pages he thunbed. Then he held
a reading glass to his eye. "Here it is," he said. " 'Dog. Two left, three right, one to head."'"

Havi ng fol ded the fan, Ajendra, holding it in his right hand, rapped his left wist twce.
Transferring the fan to his left hand, he then tapped his right wist thrice and his forehead
once. Instantly the dog reappeared. Yapping, it fled under the throne.

"Very good," said the Enperor. "Leave the creature where it is. Wiat is that, a code
book?"

"Aye, supreme sire. It lists all the categories of organic beings subject to the fan's
power . "

"Well, let us try it on a human bei ng-an expendabl e one. M shuho, have we a condemmed
crimnal handy?"

"Live forever, Inconparable One!" said the Mnister of Justice. "W have a nmurderer due to
|l ose his head tonorrow. Shall this miserable creature fetch hin®"

The nurderer was fetched. A endra fanned hi mout of existence and tapped hi m back again

"Whew! " said the nmurderer. "This contenptible one nmust have suffered a dizzy spell."

"Where were you whil st you were vani shed?" said the Enperor. "I knew not that | was
vani shed, great Enperor!" said the nmurderer. "I felt dizzy and seened to lose ny wits for an
i nstant-and then here | was, back in the Proscribed Pal ace."
"Well, you disappeared, all right. In consideration of his services to the state, M shuho,

comute his sentence to twenty-five lashes and turn himloose. Now, Doctor Ajendra!"

"Aye, Ruler of the World?"

"What are the linmtations of your fan? Does it run out of charge and have to be
resorcel ed?"

"Nay, Exalted One. At least, its power has not weakened in the centuries since Tsunjing
made it."

"Does it work on a large animal, say, a horse or an el ephant.'"

"It does better than that. Wen the grandson of the Gwling king for whomit was made,
Prince Wangerr, net a dragon on Banshou Island, he swept the nonster out of existence with three
m ghty strokes of the fan."

"Hm Quite powerful enough, it seems. Now, good Ajendra, suppose you bring back that
police spy, Nanka, on whom you enpl oyed your arts a few days ago!"

The Ml vani an shot a glance at the Enperor's face. Some courtiers nmurnmured at this breach
of decorum but Tsotuga seenmed not to notice. The wi zard evidently satisfied hinself that the
rul er knew whereof he spoke. Ajendra thumbed through his book until he came to "Spy." Then he
tapped his left wist four times and his forehead tw ce.

A big, burly man in beggar's rags naterialized. Nanka was still wearing the roller skates
on whi ch he had entered Ajendra's hut. Unprepared as he was for this appearance, his feet flew out
fromunder him He fell heavily on his back, cracking his head on the redwhite-and-bl ack
tessellated marble floor. The Enperor |aughed heartily, and the courtiers all owed thensel ves
di screet sniles.

As the inforner, red with rage and astoni shnment, clinbed to his feet, Tsotuga said,

"M shuho, give himten |ashes for trying to rob a subject. Tell himthat next tinme it will be his
head-if not the boiling oil. Take him away. Well now, worthy w zard, what woul d you have for your
device and its code book?"

"Ten t housand gol den dragons," said A endra, "and an escort to my own country."

"Hm 1Is that not a lot for a holy ascetic?"

"It is not for nyself that this hunble being asks,” said the Miul vanian. "I would build and
endow a tenple to ny favorite gods in nmy native village. There | shall pass ny renmaining days in
meditalion on the Thatness of the Al."

“"A nmeritorious project," said Tsotuga. "Let it be done. Chingitu, see that Doctor Ajendra
has a trustworthy escort to Miul van. Have themget a letter fromthe King of Kings testifying that
they deliv
ered Ajendra safely and did not murder himfor his gold along the way."

"Thi s despicabl e one hears and obeys," said the Mnister of War. For the next nonth,
things went snoothly at court. The Enperor kept his tenper. No one, know ng of the magical fan
that the testy nonarch carried, cared to provoke him Even Enpress Nasako, although furious at her
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husband' s cal | ous use of her dog, kept her sharp tongue sheathed. Tsotuga renenbered where he had
hi dden the statuette of Amarasupi and so for a tine was al nost happy.

But, as said the phil osopher Dauhai back in the Junbon Dynasty, everything passes away.
The day cane when, in the Enperor's study, Mnister of Finance Yaebu tried to explain the workings
of that marvel ous new i nvention, paper noney. The Enperor demanded to know why he could not sinply
abolish all taxes, thus pleasing the people, and pay the government's bills with newWy printed
currency notes. Tsotuga was irascible as a result of having mslaid another of his prized antique
gi ncracks.

"But, Your Divine Majesty!" wailed Yaebu. "That was tried in Gwling half a century ago!
The val ue of the notes dropped to nought. None woul d offer aught for sale, since none wi shed to
accept worthl ess paper. They had to go back to barter."

"We should think a few heads on poles would have fixed that," grow ed Tsot uga.

"The then king of Gwling tried that, too," said Yaebu. "It acconplished nought; the
mar ket s remai ned enpty of goods. City folk starved. . . ."

The argunment continued while the Enperor, who had little head for economics, becane nore
and nore restless, bored, and inpatient. lgnoring these signs, Yaebu persisted in his argunents.

At | ast the Enmperor exploded, "Curse your arse with boils, Yaebu! W will show you how to
keep saying 'nay' and 'however' and 'inpossible' to your sovran! Begone, sirrahl”

Tsot uga whi pped out his fan, snapped it open, and fanned a blast of air at Yaebu. The
m ni st er vani shed.

Hm mnused Tsotuga, it really does work. Now I must fetch Yaebu back, for | did not really
mean to destroy the faithful fellow It is just that he irritates me so with his everlasting
"if's" and "but's" and "can't's." Let nme see, where did | put that code book? |I remenber hiding it
in a special place where | could be sure of finding it again. But where?

The Enperor |ooked first in the deep, baggy sl eeves of his enbroidered silken robe, which
in Kuronmon served the ¥fice of pockets. It was not there.

Then the Enperor rose from his business throne and went to the inperial wardrobe, where a
hundr ed- odd robes hung from pegs. There were silken robes for official use, thin for sumrer and
quilted for winter. There were wool en robes for outdoor wi nter use and cotton robes for outdoor
sumrer use. They were dyed scarlet and enerald, saffron and azure, creamand violet, and all the
other colors in the dyers' arnory.

Tsotuga went down the line, feeling in the sleeves of each robe. Atireman hurried in,
saying, "0 Divine Autocrat, permt this filthy beggar to relieve you of this nenial chorel™

Tsotuga: "Nay, good Shakatabi; we entrust this task to none but ourselves."”

Laboriously, Tsotuga continued down the line until he had exam ned all the robes. Then he
began the rounds of the Proscribed Palace, pulling out the drawers of desks and dressers, poking
i nto cubbyhol es, and shouting for the keys to chests and strongboxes.

After several hours, exhaustion forced the Enperor to desist. Falling into the senithrone
of the Forbidden Chanber, he struck the gong. Wen the room was jam packed with servants, he said,
"We, Tsotuga the Fourth, offer a reward of a hundred gol den dragons to himwho finds the m ssing
code book that goes with our niracul ous fan!"

That day, the Proscribed Pal ace saw a great scurrying and searching. Scores of felt-
sl i ppered servants shuffled about, opening, poking, prying, and peering. Wen night fell, the book
had not been found.

Beshrew ne! said Tsotuga to hinself. Poor Yaebu is lost unless we find the accursed book.

I must be nore careful with that fan.

Agai n, as spring advanced, things went snoothly for a while. But the day cane when Tsotuga
was roll erskating about the paths of the pal ace gardens with M nister of War Chingitu. Questioned
sharply about the recent defeat of the Kurononian army by the nomads of the steppes, Chingitu
of fered excuses that Tsotuga knew to be nmendaci ous. Away went Tsotuga's tenper. "The real reason,”

roared the Enperor, "is that your cousin, the Quartermaster-CGeneral, has been grafting and filling
posts with his worthless relatives, so that our soldiers were ill armed! And you know it! Take
that!"

A wave of the fan, and no nore Chingitu. In |like manner, shortly thereafter, perished
Pri me M ni ster Dzakusan.

The want of properly appointed ministers soon nade itself felt. Tsotuga could not
personal |y supervise all the hundreds of bureaucrats in the now headl ess departnents. These ci vi
servants devoted thenmsel ves nore and nore to feuding, |oafing, nepotism and pecul ation
Conditions were bad in Kuronbon anyway, because of the inflation brought about by Tsotuga's paper-
nmoney schene. The governnent was fast beconi ng a shanbl es.

"You nust pull yourself together, lord," said Enpress Nasako, "ere the pirates of the
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Gmol i ng Archi pel ago and the brigands fromthe steppes divide Kuronon between them as a man
di vides an orange."

"But what in the nane of the fifty-seven najor deities shall | do?" cried Tsotuga. "Curse
it, if I had that code bool¢ |I could bring back Yaebu, who would straighten out this financi al
mess. "

"Ch, forget the book. If | were you, | should burn that magical fan ere it got nme into
nore trouble."”

"You are out of your mnd, wonman! Never!"

Nasako sighed. "As the sage Zui ku said: Who would use a tiger for a watchdog to guard his
wealth will soon need neither wealth nor watchdog. At |east appoint a new prine mnister to bring
order out of this chaos."

"I have gone over the |list of possible candidates, but every one has a black mark agai nst
him One was connected with that faction that conspired nmy assassinati on nine years ago. Another
was accused of grafting, although it was never proved. Still another is ailing-"

"I's Zanben of Jonpei on your |ist?"

"l have never heard of him Wo is he?"

"The supervi sor of roads and bridges in Jade Muntain Province. They say he has nmade an
excellent record there."

"How know you about hin?" snapped the Enperor suspiciously. "He is a cousin of ny first
| ady-in-waiting. She has | ong urged his virtues upon nme. | brushed her suit aside, know ng ny
lord's dislike of letting nmy |adies exploit their position by abetting their kinsmen's interests.
In your present predicanent, though, you could do worse than | ook the fellow over.™

"Very well, | wll."

Thus it happened that Zanben of Jonpei becanme prinme nminister. The former supervisor of
roads and bridges was younger by a decade
than the Enperor. He was a handsone, cheerful, charmi ng, rollicking person who rmade hinself
popul ar with the court, save for those determned to hate the favorite of the nomenf. Tsotuga
t hought Zanben was rather too |ighthearted and |l acking in respect for the | abyrinthine etiquette.
But Zanben proved an abl e adnini strator who soon had the vast governmental nachi ne running
smoot hl y.

But it is said that the thatcher's roof is the |eakiest in the village.

What the Enmperor did not know was that Zanmben and Enpress

Nasako were secret |overs. They had been before Zanben's el evation
Circunstances nmade it hard to consummate their passion, save rarely
in one of Nasako's summer pavilions in the hills.

In the Proscribed Palace, it was even harder. The pal ace swarned with nenials who woul d be
glad to carry tales. The anorous pair had to resort to stratagens. Nasako announced that she had
to be left entirely alone in a sumer house to conpose a poem The versatile Zanmben wote the poem
for her as evidence before he hid hinself in the summer house in advance of her arrival

"That was worth waiting for," said the Enpress, donning her garnents. "That fat old foo
Tsotuga has not touched ne in a year, and a full-blooded wonan |i ke nme needs frequent stoking. He
has not even futtered his pretty young concubines, albeit he is not yet fifty."

"Why? |'s he prematurely senile?"

"Nay, it is his fear of assassination. For a while, he tried doing it in the seated
position, so that he could keep | ooki ng about for possible assailants. But since he insisted on
wearing his arnor, it proved too awkward to pl ease anyone. So he gave it up altogether.™

"Well, the thought of a stab in the back is depressing to nore than just a man's spirit.
| f-which the gods forfend-an accident should befall H's D vine Mjesty-"

"How?" said Nasako. "No assassin dares approach himwhilst he has that fan."

"Where does he put it at night?"

"Under his pillow, and he sleeps clutching it. It would take a wi nged denon to get at him
anyway, floating in that pooi of quicksilver."

"“A hard-driven crossbow bolt, shot from beyond the fan's range-"

"Nay, he is too well guarded to |let an arbalester get within range, and he even sleeps in
his mail."

"Well, we shall see," said Zanben. "Meanwhile, Nako, how would ny |ove |ike another?"

"What a man you are!" cried Nasako, beginning to cast off her just-donned garnments.

During the next two nonths, the court noted that Zanben, not content with being the second
nost powerful man in the Enpire, had also ingratiated hinself with the Enperor. He did so well as
to oust Reiro the beggar fromhis position as Enperor's crony. Zanben even becane an expert on the
history of art, the better to admre Tsotuga's prized gewgaws.
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The favorite-haters at court nuttered that for an enperor to nake a personal friend of a
m ni ster was a violation of sound nmethod. Not only was the nystical bal ance anpong the Five
El emrent s upset, but al so Zanben mi ght entertain usurpatory notions, which his friendship m ght
enable himto put into effect. But none dared to broach the subject to the expl osive-tenpered
Tsotuga. They shrugged, saying, "After all, it is the Empress's duty to warn him |f she cannot,
what chance have we?"

Zanben went his smiling way, snmoothly running the government by day and fraternizing with
t he Enperor by night.

At last cane his opportunity. The Enmperor was toying with his fan over a game of Sachi
Zanben dropped a piece-an el ephant-on the floor so that it rolled under the table.

"Let me get it," said Tsotuga. "It is on ny side."

As he bent to funble for the piece, he dropped his fan. He straightened up hol ding the
piece, to find Zanben holding the fan out to him Tsotuga snatched it back. "Excuse ny
di scourtesy," said the Enperor, "but | amfain not to let that thing out of ny hands. It was

stupid of me not to have put it away ere reaching for your elephant. It is still your nove."

Days |ater, in the sumer house, Enpress Nasako asked, "Did you get it?"

"Aye," replied Zanben. "It was no trick to hand himthe duplicate."

"Then what are you waiting for? Fan the old fool away!"

"Tut, tut, my sweet. | nmust assure the loyalty of ny partisans. It is said that he who
woul d swal l ow a punpkin with one bite shall reap the reward of his gluttony. Besides, | have
scruples.”

"Ch, pish-tush! Are you just a pillowwarrior, strong in the yard but weak in the sword
ar n?"

"Nay, but | ama careful man who avoi ds offending the gods or biting off nore than he can
chew. Hence | would fan away only one

who tried to do nme ill. Know ng your inperial spouse, madam | amsure he will soon force nme to
defend nysel f."
The eveni ng canme when Zanben, whose skill at Sachi had never seened remarkabl e, suddenly

beat the Enperor five ganes in a row.

"Curse you!" bawl ed Tsotuga as he lost his fifth king. "Have you been taking | essons? O
were you nore skilled all along than you seened?"

Zamben grinned and spread his hands. "The Divine Bureaucrats nmust have guided ny noves."

"You-you-" Tsotuga choked with rage. "We will show you how to nock your enperor! Begone
fromthe world!"

The Enperor whi pped out his fan and fanned, but Zanben failed to di sappear. Tsotuga fanned
some nore. "Curse it, has this thing lost its charge?" said Tsotuga. "Unless it be not the real-"

Hi s sentence was cut off as Zanben, opening the true magi cal fan, swept the Enperor out of
exi stence. Later, Zanben explained to the Enpress, "I knew that when he found that his fan did not
wor k, he woul d suspect a substitution. So there was nought to do but use the real one."

"What shall we tell the court and the people?”

"I have thought all that out. W will give out that, plagued by the sumer's heat, in an
absent mi nded nonent he fanned hinsel f."

"Wuld it work that way?"

"l know not; who were so rash as to try it? In any case, after a decent interval of
mour ni ng, | shall expect you to carry out your end of the bargain."

"Right willingly, nmy love."

Thus it came to pass that the w dowed Enpress wedded Zanben of Jonpei, after the latter
had, at her demand, put away his two previous wives. The mnister acquired the courtesy title of
"Enperor" but not the full powers of that office. Technically he was the consort of the Dowager
Enpress and guardi an of and regent for the heir.

As to what woul d happen when the fourteen-year-old Prince Wakunmba reached his majority,
Zanmben did not worry. He was sure that, whatever betid, he could charmthe young Enperor into
continuing his power and perquisites.

He t hought of having the Prince nurdered but quickly put that plan aside. For one thing,
he feared that Nasako woul d have himkilled in turn, for her supporters far outnunbered his. He
had a hard enough task just keeping on good ternms with her. She was disillu
sioned to find that in her new husband she had obtained, not an ever-panting satyr, but nerely an
anbitious politician so inmrersed in political maneuvers, admnistrative details, and religious
rituals that he had little tinme and strength left over for stoking her fires. Wen she conpl ai ned,
he spoke of his "essential new project.”

"What is that?" she demanded.
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“I will not," he said, "waste nore tine in searching for that code book. Instead, | shal
reconstruct the code by trial and error."
" How?"

"I shall try conbinations of raps and note what | get each linme. In the centuries that the
fan has existed, hundreds of beings nust have been fanned away."

The next day Zanben, flanked by six heavily armed pal ace guards, sat in the Chanber of
Audi ence, which had been cleared of all others save two secretaries. Zanben tapped his left wi st
once. A beggar appeared on the floor before him

The beggar screaned with terror and fainted. Wien the man had been revived, it was found
that he had been fanned out of existence nore than a century before, in a fishing village on the
shore of the ocean. He was astounded suddenly to find hinself in a pal ace.

Zanmben commanded, "Wite: one tap on left wist, beggar. G ve himone gol den dragon and
show hi m out . "

Two taps on the left wist produced a swi neherd, and so it was recorded. During the day,
persons of all sorts were rapped into existence. Once a | eopard appeared, snarling. Two guardsnen
rushed upon it, but it sprang out the open wi ndow and vani shed.

Sone conbinations of raps failed to bring results. Either they were not connected with
victims of any definite kind, or no beings of that kind had ever been fanned away and not
recal | ed.

"Al'l right so far," said Zanben to the Enpress that night.

"What if your experinments bring back Tsotuga?"

"By the fifty-seven major deities, | had not thought of that! An enperor, | suppose, needs
a conbination of many taps to bring himback. The instant | see him | will fan himback to
l'i mbo."

"Have a care! | amsure that fan will sooner or later bring evil upon himwho uses it."
"Fear not; | shall be cautious."
The next day, the experiments continued and the secretaries' lists of fornul ae | engt hened.

Three taps each on left wist, right wist,
and forehead produced the m ssing Finance M ni ster Yaebu, nuch shaken

Fol | owi ng Yaebu canme an ass and a fuller. \Wien the ass had been captured and | ed out, and
the fuller had been soothed and sent away with his fee, Zanben tapped his left and right wists
each three tinmes and his forehead four tinmes.

There was a rush of displaced air. Filling nost of the Chanber of Audi ence was a dragon
Zanben, his jaw sagging, started to rise. The dragon roared and roared, and the guards fled
clattering.

Through Zanben's nmind flashed a tale he had heard about the fan. Centuries before, it had
saved the Gwling prince, Wangerr, froma dragon on Banshou Island. This nust be the sane.

Zanben began to open the fan, but astonishnment and terror had paral yzed hima few seconds
too long. The great, scaly head swooped; the jaws sl anmed shut.

The only person left in the chanber was one of the secretaries, cowering behind the
throne. This nman heard a single scream Then the dragon hunched itself out the window with a

crashi ng of broken w ndow frane and-since the aperture was still too small for it-of a goodly part
of the wall. The scribe peeked around the throne to see the scaly tail vanishing through the
j agged gap that yawned where the w ndow had been, and a cloud of brick and plaster dust filling

t he Chamber of Audience.

Yaebu and Nasako becane co-regents. Lacking a man, the lusty Dowager Enpress took up with
a handsone groomfromthe inperial stables, half her age but well equipped to pleasure her, having
no thoughts to distract himfromhis |lectual duties. Yaebu, a conservative famly man with no | ust
for exalted adultery, became prine minister. He ran the Enpire in a sonewhat hesitant, bunbling
way but not unsuccessfully.

Since there was no enperor, even a nom nal one, young Prince Wakunba had to be enthroned
forthwith. After the day-long cerenony, the lad slowy pulled off the plumed and w nged crown of
state. He conplained, "This thing seens even heavi er than usual." He poked about inside it.

Yaebu hovered anxi ously, murnuring, "Have a care, ny liege! Watch out that you harm not
t hat holy headgear!"

Somet hi ng went spung, and a netal flap snapped up inside the crown.

"Here is that secret conmpartnent,"” said Wakumba, "w th a-what
is this?-a book init. By the fifty-seven divinities, this nust be that code book that Dad was
hunti ng!"

"Let me see!" cried Yaebu and Nasako toget her.

"That is it, all right. But since the dragon ate the fan along with ny stepfather, the
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book is of no use. Let it be put in the archives with other curios."

Nasako said, "We must ask Kozinma to nmake anot her magical fan, so that the book shall again
be useful .”

It is not, however, recorded that the court wi zard of Kuronobn ever succeeded in this
endeavor. For aught | know, the code book still reposes peacefully in the Kurononian archives in
Chi ngun, and those who, |ike Tsotuga and Dzakusan, were fanned away and never brought back, stil
await their deliverance.

TWDO YARDS OF DRAGON

EUDoRI ¢ DAMBERTSON, ESQUI RE, rode hone from his courting of Lusina, daughter of the enchanter
Bal donius, with a face as long as an olif ant's nose. Eudoric's sire, Sir Danbert, said:

"Well, how fared thy suit, boy? IlI, eh?"

"I-" began Eudoric.

"I told you 'twas an asinine notion, eh? Was | not right? Wien Baron Emmerhard has nore
daughters than he can count, any one of which would fetch a pretty parcel of land with her, eh?
Wel |, why answerest not?"

"lI-" said Eudoric.

"Come on, |ad, speak up!"

"How can he, when ye talk all the time?" said Eudoric's nother, the Lady Aniset.

"Ch," said Sir Danbert. "Your pardon, son. Mreover and furthernore, as |'ve told you, an
ye were Emmerhard's son-in-law, he'd use his influence toget you your spurs. Here ye be, a
strappi ng youth of three-and-twenty, not yet knighted. 'Tis a disgrace to our |ineage."

"There are no wars toward, to afford opportunity for deeds of knightly dought,"”
Eudori c.

"Aye, 'tis true. Certes, we all hail the blessings of peace, which the wi se governance of
our sovran enperor hath given us for lo these thirteen years. Howsonever, to performa knightly
deed, our young nen nust needs waylay banditti, disperse rioters, and do suchlike fribbling
feats."

As Sir Danbert paused, Eudoric interjected, "Sir, that problemnow seens on its way to
solution.”

"How neanest thou?"

"If you'll but hear me, Father! Doctor Bal donius has set ne a
task, ere he'll bestow Lusina on nme, which should fit me for knighthood in any jurisdiction?

"And that is?"

"He's fain to have two square yards of dragon hide. Says he needs 'emfor his nagica
mumeries. "

"But there have been no dragons in these parts for a century or nore!l"

"True; but, quoth Bal donius, the nmonstrous reptiles still abound far to eastward, in the
| ands of Pathenia and Pantorozia. Forsooth, he's given nme a letter of introduction to his
col | eague, Doctor Raspiudus, in Pathenia."

"What ?" cried the Lady Aniset. "Thou, to set forth on sonme yearlong journey to parts
unknown, where, 'tis said, nmen hop on a single leg or have faces in their bellies? I'll not have
it! Besides, Baldonius may be privy wizard to Baron Emerhard, but '"tis not to be denied that he
is of no gentle blood."

sai d

"Well," said Eudoric, "so who was gentle when the Divine Pair created the world?"
"Qur forebears were, |I'msure, whate'er were the case with those of the | earned Doctor
Bal doni us. You young people are always full of idealistic notions. Belike thou'lt fall into

heretical delusions, for | hear that the Easterlings have not the true religion. They falsely
believe that God is one, instead of two as we truly understand."

"Let's not wander into the mazes of theology," said Sir Danbert, his chinin his fist. "To
be sure, the payni m Southrons believe that God is three, an even nore pernicious notion than that
of the Easterlings."

"An | meet God in nmy travels, I'lIl ask himthe truth o't," said Eudoric.

"Be not sacril egious, thou inpertinent whelp! Still and all and notwi thstandi ng, Doctor
Bal doni us were a man of influence to have in the fanmily, be his origin never so hunble. Methinks
could prevail upon himto utter spells to cause ny crops, ny neat, and ny villeins to thrive,
whi | st casting poxes and murrains on ny enemes. Like that caitiff Rainmar, eh? Wat of the bad
seasons we've had? The God and Goddess know we need all the supernatural help we can get to keep
us frompenury. Else we may sone fine day awaken to find that we've lost the holding to sone
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greasy tradesman with a purchased title, with pen for lance and tally sheet for shield."

"Then | have your |eave, sire?" cried Eudoric, a broad grin splitting his square, bronzed
young face.

The Lady Aniset still objected, and the argunent raged for another hour. Eudoric pointed
out that it was not as if he were an only child, having two younger brothers and a sister. In the
end, Sir Dam bert and his | ady agreed to Eudoric's quest, provided he returnin time to help with
the harvest, and take a manservant of their choice.

"Whom have you in m nd?" asked Eudori c.

"I fancy Jillo the trainer,"” said Sir Dambert.

Eudoric groaned. "That ol d nossback, ever canting and haranguing ne on the duties and
dignities of ny station?"

"He's but a decade older than ye," said Sir Danbert. "Mreover and furthernore, ye'll need
an older man, with a sense of order and propriety, to keep you on the path of a gentleman. d ass
| oyalty above all, ny boy! Young nmen are wont to swallow every new idea that flits past, like a

frog snapping at flies. Betines they find they' ve engulfed a wasp, to their scathe and dolor."

"He's an awkward w ght, Father, and not overbrained."

"Aye, but he's honest and true, no snmall virtues in our degenerate days. In ny sire's tine
there was none of this newfangled saying the courteous 'ye' and 'you' even to nere churls and
scullions. 'Twas always 'thou' and 'thee."

"How you do go on, Danbert dear," said the Lady Aniset.

"Aye, | ranble. 'Tis the penalty of age. At |least, Eudoric, the faithful Jillo knows
horses and will keep your beasts in prine fettle.” Sir Danbert smled. "Mreover and furthernore,
if I know Jillo Godnarson, he'll be glad to get away fromhis nagging wife for a spell.’

So Eudoric and Jillo set forth to eastward, from the knight's holding of Arduen, in the
barony of Zurgau, in the county of Treveria, in the kingdom of Locania, in the New Napolitanian
Enmpi re. Eudoric
-of nedium hei ght, powerful build, dark, wth square-jawed but otherw se undistingui shed features-
rode his paifrey and led his mghty destrier Morgrim The lank, lean Jill o bestrode another
pal frey and led a sunpter mule. Morgrimwas piled with Eudoric's panoply of plate, carefully
nested into a conpact bundle and | ashed down under a canvas cover. The nule bore the rest of their
suppl i es.

For a fortnight they wended uneventfully through the duchies and counties of the Enpire.
When t hey reached | ands where they coul d
no | onger understand the |local dialects, they made shift with Hella. die, the tongue of the Ad
Napolitani an Enpire, which |ettered nen spoke everywhere.

They stopped at inns where inns were to be had. For the first fortnight, Eudoric was too
preoccupied with dreans of his beloved Lusina to notice the tavern wenches. After that, his urges
began to fever him and he bedded one in Zerbstat, to their nutual satisfaction. Thereafter
however, he forebore, not as a matter of sexual norals but as a matter of thrift.

When beni ghted on the road, they slept under the stars-or, as befell themon the marches
of Avaria, under a rain-dripping canopy of clouds. As they bedded down in the wet, Eudoric asked
hi s conpani on:

"Jillo, why did you not renmind nme to bring a tent?"

Jillo sneezed. "Wy, sir, cone rain, cone snow, | never thought that so sturdy a springald
as ye be would ever need one. The heroes in the romances never travel with tents.”

"To the nethernost hell with heroes of the ronmances! They go clattering around on their
destriers for a thousand cantos. Wather is ever fine. Food, shelter, and a change of clothing
appear, as by magic, whenever desired. Their arnor never rusts. They suffer no tisics and fl uxes.
They pick up no fleas or lice at the inns. They' re never swi ndled by nmerchants, for none does
aught so vul gar as buying and selling."

"I'f ye'll pardon nme, sir," said Jillo, "that were no knightly way to speak. It beconmes not
your station."”

"Well, to the nethernost hells with nmy station, tool 'Werever these pal adins go, they
find dansels in distress to rescue, or have other agreeable, thrilling, and sanitary adventures.

What adventures have we had? The time we fled fromrobbers in the Turonian Forest. The tine |
fished you out of the Albis half drowned. The tine we ran out of food in the Asciburgi Muntains
and had to plod fodderl ess over those hair-raising peaks for three days on enpty stonmachs."

"The Divine Pair do but seek to try the nmettle of a val orous aspirant knight, sir. Ye
shoul d wel cone these petty adversities as a chance to prove your nmanhood."

Eudoric nade a rude noise with his nouth. "That for ny nanhood! Ri ght now, |'d fainer have
a stout roof overhead, a warmfire before ne, and a hot repast in ny belly. An ever | go or' such
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jaunt again, I'll find one of those versenongers-like that troubadour, Landwi n of Krommitch, that
visited us yesteryear-and drag himalong, to show himhow little real adventures are |ike those of
the romances. And if he fall into the Albis, he may drown, for all of me. Wre it not for ny

darling Lusina-"
Eudoric | apsed into gloony silence, punctuated by sneezes.

They pl odded on until they cane to the village of Liptaf, on the border of Pathenia. After
the border guards had questioned and passed them they wal ked their aninmals down the deep nud of
the main street. Mdst of the slatternly houses were of |ogs or of crudely hewn planks, innocent of
pai nt .

"Heaven above!" said Jillo. "Look at that, sir!"

"That" was a gigantic snail shell, converted into a snall house.

"Knew you not of the giant snails of Pathenia?" asked Eudoric. "lI've read of themin
Doct or Bal doni us' encycl opedia. When full grown, they-or rather their shells-are of ttines used
for dwellings in this land."

Jillo shook his head. "Twere better had ye spent nore of your tinme on your knightly
exerci ses and |l ess on reading. Your sire hath never learnt his letters, yet he doth his duties
well enow. "

"Times change, Jillo. | may not clang rhynes so featly as Doctor Bal donius, or that ass
Landwi n of Krommitch; but in these days a stroke of the pen were oft nore fell than the slash of a
sword. Here's a hostelry that | ooks not too slumopcky. Do you disnpbunt and inquire within as to
their tallage."

"Wy, sir?"

"Because | amfain to know, ere we put our necks in the noose! Go ahead. An | go in,
they'Il double the scot at sight of ne."

When Jillo canme out and quoted prices, Eudoric said, "Too dear. W'll try the other."

But, Master! Mean ye to put us in sone flea-bitten hovel, like that which we suffered in
Bi t ava?"

"Aye. Didst not prate to ne on the virtues of petty adversity in strengthening one's
knightly mettl e?"

"'Tis not that, sir.

"What, then?"

"Why, when better quarters are to be had, to make do with the worse were an insult to your
rank and station. No gentlenan-"

"An, here we are!" said Eudoric. "Suitably squalid, too! You see,
good Jillo, I did but yestere'en count our noney, and lo! nore than half is gone, and our journey
not yet half conpleted.”

"But, noble Master, no man of knightly nettle would so debase hinself as to tally his
silver, |like sone base-born commercial -"

"Then | must needs lack true knightly nettle. Here we be!"

For a dozen | eagues beyond Liptai rose the great, dense Mdtolian Forest. Beyond the forest
lay the provincial capital of Velitchovo. Beyond Velitchovo, the forest thinned out gradcztimto
the great grassy plains of Pathenia. Beyond Pathenia, Eudoric had been told, stretched the
boundl ess deserts of Pantorozia, over which a man might ride for nonths without seeing a city.

Yes, the innkeeper told him there were plenty of dragons in the Mdtolian Forest. "But
fear themnot," said Kasmar in broken Helladie. "From being hunted, they have becone wary and even
timd. An ye stick to the road and nove yarely, they'll pester you not unless ye surprise or
corner one."

"Have any dragons been devouring maidens fair lately? " asked Eudoric.

Kasmar | aughed. "Nay, good Master. \What were mmidens fair doing, traipsing round the woods
to stir up the beasties? Leave thembe, | say, and they' |l do the same by you."

A cautious instinct warned Eudoric not to speak of his quest. After he and Jillo had
rested and had renewed their equi prent, they set out, two days later, into the Mtolian Forest.
They rode for a | eague along the Velitchovo road. Then Eudoric, accoutered in full plate and
riding Morgrim |ed his conpanion off the road into the woods to southward. They threaded their
way anong the trees, ducking branches, in a wi de sweep around. Steering by the sun, Eudoric
brought them back to the road near Liptai

The next day they did the sane, except that their circuit was to the north of the highway.

After three nore days of this exploration, Jillo becane restless. "Good Master, what do
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we, circling round and about so bootl essly? The dragons dwel|l farther east, away fromthe haunts
of men, they

say."

"Havi ng once been lost in the woods," said Eudoric, "I would not repeat the experience.
Therefore do we scout our field of action, |like a general scouting a future battlefield."

""Tis an arid business,"” said Jillo with a shrug. "But then, ye were always one to see
further into a mllstone than mo~t."

At |ast, having thoroughly conmitted the byways of the nearer forest to nenory, Eudoric
led Jillo farther east. After casting about, they cane at |ast upon the unni stakable tracks of a
dragon. The ani nal had beaten a path through the brush, along which they could ride al nost as well
as on the road. Wen they had followed this track for above an hour, Eudoric becane aware of a
strong, musky stench.

"My lance, Jillo!" said Eudoric, trying to keep his voice fromrising with nervousness.

The next bend in the path brought theminto full view of the dragon, a thirty-footer
facing themon the trail.

"Hal " said Eudoric. "Meseenms 'tis a nmere cockadrill, albeit [onger of neck and of linb
than those that dwell in the rivers of Agisynba
-if the pictures in Doctor Bal donius' books lie not. Have at thee, vile worm™

Eudoric couched his I ance and put spurs to Morgrim The destrier bounded forward.

The dragon raised its head and peered this way and that, as if it could not see well. As
t he hoofbeats drew nearer, the dragon opened its jaws and uttered a | oud, hoarse, groaning bell ow.

At that, Mrgrimchecked his rush with stiffened forelegs, spun ponderously on his
haunches, and veered off the trail into the woods. Jillo's palfrey bolted Iikew se, but in another
direction. The dragon set out after Eudoric at a shambling trot.

Eudoric had not gone fifty yards when Morgri m passed cl ose aboard a nassive old oak, a
thick limb of which jutted into their path. The horse ducked beneath the bough. The branch caught
Eudone across the breastplate, flipped hi mbackwards over the high can tie of his saddle, and
swept himto earth with a great clatter.

Hal f stunned, he saw the dragon trot closer and closer-and then |unber past him al nost
within armis length, and disappear on the trail of the fleeing horse. The next that Eudoric knew,
Jillo was bending over him crying:

"Al as, ny poor heroic Master! Be any bones broke, sir?"

"Al'l of them nethinks," groaned Eudoric. "Wat's befallen Mrgrin?"

“"That | know not. And | ook at this dreadful dent in your beauteous cuirass!"

"Hel p me out of the thing. The dent pokes nost sorely into ny ribs. The mi sadventures |
suffer for ny dear Lusina!"

"W nust get your breastplate to a smth to have it hammered out and filed snmooth again.”

"Fiends take the smths! They'd charge half the cost of a newone. I'll fix it nyself, if
| can find a flat rock to set it on and a big stone wherewith to pound it."
"Well, sir," said Jillo, "ye were always a good man of your hands. But the mar will show,

and that were not suitable for one of your quality."”

"Thou rmayst take nmy quality and stuff it!" cried Eudoric. "Canst speak of nought else?
Hel p me up, pray." He got slowy to his feet, wincing, and linped a few steps.

"At least," he said, "nought seens fractured. But | msdoubt | can wal k back to Liptai."

"Ch, sir, that were not to be thought of! M allow you to wend afoot whilst | ride? Fiends
take the thought!" Jillo unhitched the palfrey fromthe tree to which he had tethered it and | ed
it to Eudoric.

"l accept your courtesy, good Jillo, only because | nust. To plod the distance afoot were
but a condi gn puni shment for so bungling ny charge. Gve ne a boost, will you?" Eudoric grunted as
Jib helped himinto the saddle.

"Tell nme, sir," said Jilbo, "why did the beast ranp on past you w thout stopping to devour
you as ye lay hel pless? Was't that Morgrimproni sed a nore bounteous repast? O that the nonster
feared that your plate would give hima disorder of the bowel s?"

"Meseens 'twas neither. Marked you how gray and mil ky appeared its eyes? According to

Doct or Bal doni us' book, dragons shed their skins fromtinme to tinme, |like serpents. This one neared
the tinme of its skin change, wherefore the skin over its eyeballs had becone thickened and opaque,
|ike glass of poor quality. Therefore it could not plainly discern objects lying still, and

pursued only those that noved."
They got back to Liptai after dark. Both were barely able to stagger, Eudoric fromhis
sprains and bruises and Jillo footsore fromthe unaccustoned three-|eague hike.
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Two days | ater, when they had recovered, they set out on the two palfreys to hunt for
Morgrim "For," Eudoric said, "that nag is
worth nore in solid noney than all the rest of mnmy possessions together."”

Eudoric rode unarnored save for a shirt of light nesh mail, since the palfrey could not
carry the extra weight of the plate all day at a brisk pace. He bore his |ance and sword, however,
in case they should again encounter a dragon

They found the site of the previous encounter, but no sign either of the dragon or of the
destrier. Eudoric and Jilbo tracked the horse by its prints in the soft nold for a few bowshots,
but then the slot faded out on harder ground.

"Still, I msdoubt Morgrimfell victimto the beast,"” said Eudoric. "He could show cl ean
heels to many a steed of lighter build, and fromits | ooks the dragon was no courser."

After hours of fruitless searching, whistling, and calling, they returned to Liptai. For a
smal | fee, Eudoric was allowed to post a notice in Helladic on the town notice board, offering a
reward for the return of his horse

No word, however, cane of the sighting of Morgrim For all that Eudoric could tell, the
destrier mght have run clear to Velitchovo.
"You are free with advice, good Jilbo," said Eudoric. "Well, rede nme this riddle. W've

established that our steeds will bolt fromthe sight and snmell of dragon, for which | blane them
little. Had we all the tine in the world, we could doubtless train themto face the nonsters,
begi nning with a stuffed dragon, and then, perchance, one in a cage in sone nonarch's nenagerie.
But our lucre dwindles Ilike the snowin spring. Wat's to do?"

"Well, if the nags won't stand, needs we nust face the wornms on foot," said Jilbo.

"That seems to ne to throw away our lives to no good purpose, for these vasty lizards can
outrun and outturn us and are well harnessed to boot. Barring the |uckiest of lucky thrusts with
the spear-as, say, into the eye or down the gullet-that fell ow we erst encountered coul d nake one
mout hful of mny lance and anot her of ne."

"Your knightly courage were sufficient defense, sir. The Divine Pair would surely grant
victory to the right."

"Fromall 1've read of battles and feuds," said Eudoric, "nethinks the Holy Couple's
attention oft strays el sewhither when they should be deciding the outcone of sone nundane fray."

"That is the trouble with reading; it undernines one's faith in the
True Religion. But ye could be at |east as well arnored as the dragon, in your panoply of plate."

"Aye, but then poor Daisy could not bear so much weight to the site-or, at |east, bear it
thither and have breath left for a charge. W nust be as chary of our beasts' welfare as of our
own, for without them'tis a long wal k back to Treveria. Nor do | deemthat we should like to pass
our lives in Liptai."

"Then, sir, we could pack the arnmor on the nule, for you to do on in dragon country."

"I like it not," said Eudoric. "Afoot, weighted down by that |obster's habit, | could nove
no nmore spryly than a tortoise. 'Twere small confort to know that if the dragon ate nme, he'd
suffer indigestion afterward.™

Jillo sighed. "Not the knightly attitude, sir, if ye'll pardon ny saying so."

"Say what you please, but I'll follow the course of what neseens were comon sense. \Wat
we need is a brace of those heavy steel crossbows for sieges. At close range, they' |l punch a hole
in a breastplate as 'twere a sheet of papyrus.”

"They take too long to crank up," said Jillo. "By the time ye've readi ed your second shot,
the battle's over.™

"Ch, it would behoove us to shoot straight the first time; but better one shot that

pi erces the nonster's scales than a score that bounce of f. Howsonever, we have these fell little
hand catapults not, and they don't nake themin this barbarous land."
A few days later, while Eudoric still fretted over the lack of nmeans to his goal, he heard

a sudden sound like a single thunderclap fromclose at hand. Hastening out from Kasmar's |Inn
Eudoric and Jillo found a crowd of Pathenians around the border guard' s barracks.

In the drill yard, the guard was drawn up to watch a nan denonstrate a weapon. Eudoric,
whose few words of Pathenian were not up to conversation, asked anmong the crowd for sonebody who
coul d speak Hell adic. Wien he found one, he |l earned that the denonstrator was a Pantorozian. The
man was a stocky, snub-nosed fellow in a bulbous fur hat, a jacket of coarse undyecl wool, and
baggy trousers tucked into soft boots.

"He says the device was invented by the Sericans,"” said the villager. "They live half a
worl d away, across the Pantorozian deserts. He puts sonme powder into that thing, touches a flane
toit, and
boom it spits a | eaden ball through the target as neatly as you please."
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The Pantorozi an denonstrated again, pouring black powder fromthe snmall end of a horn down
his brass barrel. He placed a wad of rag over the mouth of the tube, then a | eaden ball, and
pushed both ball and wad down the tube with a rod. He poured a pinch of powder into a hole on the
upper side of the tube near its rear, closed end.

Then he set a forked rest in the ground before him rested the barrel in the fork, and
took a small torch that a guardsman handed him He pressed the wooden stock of the device agai nst
his shoul der, sighted along the tube, and with his free hand touched the torch to the touchhole.
Ffft, bang! A cloud of snoke, and another hol e appeared in the target.

The Pant orozi an spoke with the captain of the guard, but they were too far for Eudoric to
hear, even if he could have understood their Pathenian. After a while, the Pantorozian picked up
his tube and rest, slung his bag of powder over his shoul der, and wal ked with downcast air to a
cart hitched to a shade tree

Eudori e approached the man, who was clinbing into his cart. "God den, fair sir!" began
Eudoric, but the Pantorozian spread his bands with a smile of inconprehension

"Kasmar!" cried Eudoric, sighting the innkeeper in the crowmd. "V/ill you have the goodness
to interpret for ne and this fell ow?"

"He says," said Kasmar, "that he started out with a wainload of these devices and has sold
all but one. He hoped to dispose of his last one in Liptai, but our gallant Captain Boriswaf wll
have nought to do with it."

"Why?" asked Eudoric. "Meseens 'twere a fell weapon in practiced hands."

"That is the trouble, quoth Master VIek. Boriswaf says that should so fiendish a weapon
come into use, '"twill utterly extinguish the noble art of war, for all nmen will down weapons and
refuse to fight rather than face so devilish a device. Then what should he, a lifelong soldier, do
for his bread? Beg?"

"Ask Master VIek where he thinks to pass the night."

"l have already persuaded himto | odge with us, Mster Eudoric."

"CGood, for | would fain have further converse with him"

Over dinner, Eudoric sounded out the Pantorozian on the price he asked for his device.
Acting as translator, Kasmar said, "If ye strike a
bargain on this, | should get ten per centumas a broker's comm ssion, for ye were hel pl ess
wit hout me."

Eudoric got the gun, with thirty pounds of powder and a bag of |eaden balls and waddi ng,
for less than half of what W ek had asked of Captain Boriswaf. As VI ek explained, he had not done
badly on this peddling trip and was eager to get hone to his wives and children

"Only remenber,"” he said through Kasmar, "overcharge it not, lest it blow apart and take
your head off. Press the stock firnly against your shoulder, lest it knock you on your arse like a
mul e's kick. And keep fire away fromthe spare powder, lest it explode all at once and bl ast you
to gobbets."

Later, Eudoric told Jillo, "That deal all but w ped out our funds."

"After the tradesnanli ke way ye chaffered that barbarian down?"

"Aye. The schene had better work, or we shall find ourselves choosing betw xt starving and
seeki ng enploynment as collectors of offal or diggers of ditches. Assuming, that is, that in this
reeky place they even bother to collect offal."

“"Master Eudoric!" said Jillo. "Ye would not really |lower yourself to accept nenial wage
| abor ?"

"Sooner than starve, aye. As Helvolius the philosopher said, no rider wears sharper spurs
than Necessity."

"But if 'twere known at hone, they'd hack off your gilded spurs, break your sword over
your head, and degrade you to base varlet!"

"Vell, till now |'ve had no knightly spurs to hack off, but only the plain silvered ones
of an esquire. For the rest, | count on you to see that they don't find out. Now go to sleep and
cease your grunbling."

The next day found Eudoric and Jillo deep into the Mdtolian Forest. At the noonday halt,
Jillo kindled a fire. Eudoric made a snmall torch of a stick whose end was wound with a rag soaked
in bacon fat. Then he | oaded the device as he had been shown how to do and fired three balls at a
mark on a tree. The third time, he hit the mark squarely, although the noi se caused the paifreys
frantically to tug and rear.

They renmounted and went on to where they had net the dragon. Jillo rekindled the torch,
and they cast up and down the beast's trail. For two hours they saw no wildlife save a fl eeing sow
with a farrow of piglets and several huge snails with boul der-sized shells.

Then the horses becane unruly. "Methinks they scent our quarry," said Eudoric.

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harr...%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (138 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:04 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

When the riders thensel ves could detect the odor and the horses becane al nost
unnanageabl e, Eudoric and Jill o di snount ed.

"Tie the nags securely,” said Eudoric. "' Twould never do to slay our beast and then find
that our horses had fled, leaving us to drag this land cockadrill honme afoot."

As if in answer, a deep grunt cane from ahead. Wile Jillo secured the horses, Eudoric
laid out his new equi pment and met hodically | oaded his piece.

"Here it cones,” said Eudoric. "Stand by with that torch. Apply it not ere | give the
wor d! "

The dragon canme in sight, plodding along the trail and swinging its head fromside to
side. Having just shed its skin, the dragon gleaned in a reticular pattern of green and bl ack, as
if it had been freshly painted. Its great, golden, slit-pupiled eyes were now keen

The horses screanmed, causing the dragon to | ook up and speed its approach

"Ready?" said Eudoric, setting the device in its rest.

"Aye, sir. Here goeth!"™ Wthout awaiting further command, Jillo applied the torch to the
t ouchhol e.

Wth a great boom and a cloud of snoke, the device di scharged, rocking Eudoric back a

pace. Wen the snoke cleared, the dragon was still rushing upon them unhar ned.

"Thou idiot!" screamed Eudoric. "I told thee not to give fire until | commanded! Thou hast
made me miss it clean!"”

"I"'ms-sorry, sir. | was palsied with fear. Wat shall we do now?"

"Run, fool!" Dropping the device, Eudoric turned and fl ed.

Jillo also ran. Eudoric tripped over a root and fell sprawing. Jillo stopped to guard his
fallen master and turned to face the dragon. As Eudoric scranbled up, Jillo hurled the torch at
t he dragon's open nmaw.

The throw fell just short of its target. It happened, however, that the dragon was just
passi ng over the bag of black powder in its charge. The whirling torch, descending in its flight
beneat h the nonster's head, struck this sack
BOOM

When the dragon hunters returned, they found the dragon withing in its death throes. Its
whol e undersi de had been bl own open, and bl ood and guts spilled out.

"Wel | !'" said Eudoric, drawing a |long breath. "That is enough knightly adventure to |last ne
for many a year. Fall to; we must flay the creature. Belike we can sell that part of the hide that
we take not hone ourselves."

"How do ye propose to get it back to Liptai? Its hide alone rmust weigh in the hundreds.™

"Vie shall hitch the dragon's tail to our two nags and | ead them dragging it behind.
"Twill be a weary swi nk, but we nust needs recover as nuch as we can to recoup our |osses."

An hour later, blood-spattered fromhead to foot, they were stil
struggling with the vast hide. Then, a man in forester's garb, with a
large gilt medallion on his breast, rode up and disnounted. He was a
bi g, rugged-looking man with a rat-trap nouth.

"Who slew this beast, good ny sirs?" he inquired.

Jillo spoke: "My noble naster, the squire Eudoric Danbertson here. He is the hero who hath
brought this accursed beast to book."

"Be that sooth?" said the man to Eudori c.

"Well, ah," said Eudoric, "I nust not claimmuch credit for the deed."

"But ye were the slayer, yea? Then, sir, ye are under arrest.”

“"What ? But wherefore?"

"Ye shall see." Fromhis garnents, the stranger produced a length of cord with knots at
intervals. Wth this he neasured the dragon fromnose to tail. Then the man stood up again.

"To answer your question, on three grounds: inmprins, for slaying a dragon out of [ awful
season; secundus, for slaying a dragon bel ow the mnimum size pernitted; and teTtius, for slaying
a femal e dragon, which is protected the year round."

"You say this is a fenal e?"

"Aye, 'tis as plain as the nose on your face."

"How does one tell with dragons?"

"Know, knave, that the male bath small horns behind the eyes, the which this specinen
patently | acks."

"Who are you, anyway?" denanded Eudori c.

"Seni or gane warden Voytsik of Prath, at your service. My credentials.” The nan fingered
his medal lion. "Now, show ne your licenses, pray!"

"Li censes?" said Eudoric blankly.
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"Hunting licenses, oaf!"

"None told us that such were required, sir," said Jillo.

"I gnorance of the law is no pretext; ye should have asked. That makes four counts of
illegality."

Eudoric said, "But why-why in the nane of the God and Goddess-"

"Pray, swear not by your false, heretical deities."

"Well, why should you Pat henians wi sh to preserve these nonstrous reptiles?"

“Inprims, because their hides and other parts have conmercial value, which would perish
were the whol e race extirpated. Secundus, because they help to nmaintain the bal ance of nature by
devouring the giant snails, which otherwise would issue forth nightly fromthe forest in such
nunbers as to strip bare our crops, orchards, and gardens and reduce our folk to hunger. And
tertius, because they add a picturesque elenment to the | andscape, thus luring foreigners to visit
our land and spend their gold therein. Doth that explanation satisfy you?"

Eudoric had a fleeting thought of assaulting the stranger and either killing himor
rendering himhel pl ess while Eudoric and Jill o salvaged their prize. Even as he thought, three
nore tough-1ooking fellows, clad |ike Voytsik and arned with crossbows, rode out of the trees and
fornmed up behind their |eader

“"Now cone al ong, ye two," said Voytsik

"Whi t her?" asked Eudori c.

"Back to Liptai. On the norrow, we take the stage to Velitchovo, where your case will be
tried.”

"Your pardon, sir; we take the what?"

"The stagecoach."

"V, That's that, good ny sir?"

"By the only God, ye nust conme froma barbarous | and i ndeed! Ye shall see. Now cone al ong,
| est we be benighted in the woods."

The stagecoach nade a regular round trip between Liptai and Velitchovo thrice a sennight.
Jillo nmade the journey sunk in gloom Eudoric kept busy viewi ng the passing countrysi de and, when
opportunity offered, asking the driver about his occupation: pay, hours, fares, the cost of the
vehicle, and so forth. By the time the prisoners reached their destination, both stank mightily
because they had had no chance to wash the dragon's blood fromtheir bl ood-soaked garnents.

As they neared the capital, the driver whipped up his teamto a
gallop. They rattled along the road beside the muddy river Pshora until the river made a bend.
Then they thundered across the planks of a bridge.

Velitchovo was a real city, with a roughly paved main street and an oni on-domed, brightly
col ored cathedral of the One God. In a massively tinbered municipal palace, a bewhiskered
megi strate asked, "Wiich of you two aliens truly slew the beast?"

"The younger, hight Eudoric," said Voytsik.

“Nay, Your Honor, 'twas I!" said Jillo.

"That is not what he said when we cane upon themred-handed fromtheir crime," said
Voytsik. "This lean fellow plainly averred that his conpanion had done the deed, and the other
denied it not."

"I can explain that,"” said Jillo. "I amthe servant of the nbst worshipful squire Eudoric
Danbertson of Arduen. W set forth to slay the creature, thinking this a noble and heroic deed
that should redound to our glory on earth and our credit in Heaven. Wereas we both had a part in
the act, the fatal stroke was delivered by your hunble servant here. Howsonmever, w shing like a
good servant for all the glory to go to ny master, | gave himthe full credit, not know ng that
this credit should be counted as blane."

"What say ye to that, Master Eudoric?" asked the judge.

"Jillo's account is essentially true," said Eudoric. "I nust, however, confess that ny
failure to slay the beast was due to m schance and not want of intent."

“"Methinks they utter a pack of lies to confuse the court," said Voytsik. aj have told Your
Honor of the circunstance of their arrest, whence ye nay judge how matters stand."

The judge put his fingertips together. "Master Eudoric," he said, "ye may pl ead i nnocent,
or as incurring sole guilt, or as guilty in conpany with your servant. | do not think that you can
escape sone qguilt, since Master Jillo, being your servant, acted under your orders. Ye be
therefore responsible for his acts and at the very least a fautor of dragocide."

"What happens if | plead i nnocent?" said Eudoric.

"Why, in that case, an ye can find an attorney, ye shall be tried in due course. Bail can
plainly not be allowed to foreign travelers, who can so easily slip through the aw s fingers."
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“I'n other words, | needs mnmust stay in jail until ny case comes up. How long will that
t ake?"

"Since our cal endar be crowded, 'twill be at |east a year and a half. 'Wereas, an ye
plead guilty, all is settled in a trice."

"Then | plead sole guilt," said Eudoric.

"But, dear Master-" wailed Jillo.

"Hold thy tongue, Jillo. | know what | do."

The judge chuckl ed. "An old head on young shoul ders, | perceive. Wll, Master Eudoric, |
find you guilty on all four counts and anerce you the wonted fine, which is one hundred marks on
each count."

"Four hundred marks!" exclaimed Eudoric. "Qur total conbined wealth at this nmonent anounts
to fourteen marks and thirty-seven pence, plus sone items of property left with Master Kasmar in
Li ptai."

"So, ye'll have to serve out the corresponding prison term which cones to one mark a day-
unl ess ye can find soneone to pay the balance of the fine for you. Take himaway, jailer."

"But, Your Honor!" cried Jillo, "what shall | do w thout ny noble nmaster? Wen shall | see
hi m agai n?"

"Ye may visit himany day during the regular visiting hours. It were well if ye brought

hi m somewhat to eat, for our prison fare is not of the daintiest."

At the first visiting hour, when Jillo pleaded to be allowed to share Eudoric's sentence,
Eudoric said, "Be not a bigger fool than thou canst help! | took sole blanme so that ye should be
free to run mne errands; whereas had | shared nmy guilt with you, we had both been mewed up here
Here, take this letter to Doctor Raspiudus; seek himout and acquaint himw th our plight. If he
be in sooth a true friend of our own Doctor Bal donius, belike he'll come to our rescue."”

Doct or Raspi udus was short and fat, with a bushy white beard to his waist. "Ah, dear old

Bal doni us!" he cried in good Helladic. "I nmind ne of when we were | ads together at the Arcane
Col | ege of Saalingen University! Doth he still string verses together?"

"Aye, that he does," said Eudoric.

"Now, young man, | daresay that your chiefest desire is to get out of this foul hole, is't
not ?"

"That, and to recover our three remai ning ani nals and ot her possessions |left behind in
Liptai, and to depart with the two square yards of dragon hide that |'ve pronised to Doctor
Bal doni us, with enough noney to see us hone."

“"Met hinks all these matters were easily arranged, young sir. | need only your power of
attorney to enable me to go to Liptai, recover the objects in question, and return hither to pay
your fine and rel ease you. Your firearmis, | fear, lost to you, having been confiscated by the

I aw. "

"'Twere of little use without a new supply of the nmmgical powder," said Eudoric. "Your
pl an sounds splendid. But, sir, what do you get out of this?"

The enchanter rubbed his hands together. "Wy, the pleasure of favoring an old friend-and
al so the chance to acquire a conplete dragon hide for ny own purposes. | know somewhat of
Bal doni us' experinents. An he can do thus and so with two yards of dragon, | can surely do nore
with a score.”

"How wi | | you obtain this dragon hide?"

"By now the foresters will have skinned the beast and sal vaged the other parts of nonetary
worth, all of which will be put up at auction for the benefit of the kingdom And | shall bid them
in." Raspiudus chuckl ed. "Wen the other bidders know agai nst whom they bid, | think not that
they'Il force the price up very far."

"Why can't you get ne out of here now and then go to Liptai?" Another chuckle. "M dear
boy, first | nust see that all is as ye say in Liptai. After all, | have only your word that ye be
in sooth the Eudoric Danbertson of whom Bal donius wites. So bide ye in patience a few days nore.
I'"ll see that ye be sent better alinment than the slop they serve here. And now, pray, your
aut hori zation. Here are pen and ink."

To keep fromstarvation, Jillo got a job as a paver's hel per and worked in hasty visits to
the jail during his lunch hour. Wen a fortnight had passed w thout word from Doctor Raspiudus,
Eudoric told Jillo to go to the wizard's home for an expl anati on.

"They turned ne away at the door," reported Jillo. "They told nme that the | earned doctor
had never heard of us."

As the inport of this news sank in, Eudoric cursed and beat the wall in his rage. "That
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filthy, treacherous he-witch! He gets ne to sign that power of attorney; then, when he has ny
property in his grubby paws, he conveniently forgets about us! By the God and CGoddess, if ever
catch him™"

"Here, here, what's all this noise?" said the jailer. "Ye disturb the other prisoners?

V/ hen Jillo explained the cause of his naster's outrage, the jailer |aughed. "Wy,
everyone knows that Raspiudus i~s the worst skinflint and treacher in Velitchovo! Had ye asked ne,
I'd have warned you."

"Why has none of his victins slain hinP" asked Eudori c.

"W are a lawabiding folk, sir. W do not permt private persons to indulge their feuds
on their own, and we have sonme npbst ingenious penalties for homcide."

"Mean ye," said Jillo, "that anpngst you Pat henians a gentleman may not avenge an insult
by the gage of battle?"

"Of course not! We are not bl oodthirsty barbarians."”

"Ye nean there are no true gentlenmen anongst you," sniffed Jillo. "Then, Master Tiol khof,"
said Eudoric, calning hinmself by force of will, "am| stuck here for a year and nore?"

"Aye, but ye nmay get tinme off for good behavior at the end-three or four days, belike."

When the jailer had gone, Jillo said, "Wen ye get out, Master, ye nust needs uphold your
honor by challenging this runagate to the trial of battle, to the death."

Eudori c shook his head. "Heard you not what Ti ol khof said? They deem duel i ng barbarous and
boil the duelists in oil, or something equally entertaining. Anyway, Raspiudus could beg off on
grounds of age. W nust, instead, use what wits the Holy Couple gave us. | wish nowthat |I'd sent
you back to Liptai to fetch our bel ongi ngs and never neddled with his rolypoly sorcerer.”

"True, but how could ye know, dear Master? | shoul d probably have bungled the task in any
case, what with my ignorance of the tongue and all."

After another fortnight, King WVl adnor of Pathenia died. V/ hen his son Yogor ascended the
throne, he declared a general ammesty for all crinmes |esser than nurder. Thus Eudoric found
hinself out in the street again, but wthout horse, arnor, weapons, or nobney beyond a few narks.

"Jillo,"” he said that night in their nean little cubicle, "we nust needs get into
Raspi udus' house sonehow. As we saw this afternoon, 'tis a big place with a stout, high wall
around it."

"An ye could get a supply of that black powder, we could blast a breach in the wall."

"But we have no such stuff, nor neans of getting it, unless we raid the royal arnory,
which I do not think we can do."

"Then how about clinbing a tree near the wall and letting oursel ves down by ropes inside
the wall from a conveni ent branch?"

"A promising plan, if there were such an overhanging tree. But there isn't, as you saw as
well as | when we scouted the place. Let nme think. Raspiudus nust have supplies borne into his

stronghold fromtine to tine. | nisdoubt his wizardry is potent enough to conjure foodstuffs out
of air."

"Mean ye that we should gain entrance as, say, a brace of chicken farners with eggs to
sel I ?"

"Just so. But nay, that won't do. Raspiudus is no fool. Knowi ng of this ammesty that
enlarged ne, he'll be on the watch for such a trick. At least, so should | be, in his room and |
credit himwith no less wit than mine own. . . . | have it! Wat visitor would logically be likely
to call upon himnow, whomhe will not have seen for nmany a year and whom he woul d hasten to
wel come?”

"That | know not, sir."

"Who woul d wonder what had beconme of us and, detecting our troubles in his magical
scrygl ass, would follow upon our track by uncanny nmeans?"

"Ch, ye nean Doctor Bal donius!"

"Aye. My whi skers have grown nigh as long as his since last | shaved. And we're much of a
si ze. "

"But | never heard that your old tutor could fly about on an enchanted broonstick, as sone
of the nightiest magicians are said to do."

"Beli ke he can't, but Doctor Raspiudus woul dn't know that."

"Mean ye," said Jillo, "that ye've a mind to play Doctor Bal donius? O to have nme play
hin? The latter would never do."

"I know it wouldn't, good ny Jillo. You know not the |earned pat. ter proper to w zards
and ot her phil osophers.”

"Won't Raspi udus know you, sir? As ye say he's a shrewd old villain."

"He's seen ne but once, in that dark, dank cell, and that for a nere quarter hour. You
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he's never seen at all. Methinks | can disguise nyself well enough to befool himunless you have a
better no. tion."
"Alack, | have none! Then what part shall | play?”

"I had thought of going in alone."

"Nay, sir, dismiss the thought! Me let ny master risk his norta
body and inmmortal soul in a witch's lair without nmy being there to help him"

"If you help me the way you did by touching off that firearmwhilst our dragon was out of
range-"

"Ah, but who threw the torch and saved us in the end? Wat disguise shall | wear?"

"Si nce Raspi udus knows you not, there's no need for any. You shall be Bal donius' servant,
as you are mine."

"Ye forget, sir, that if Raspiudus knows ne not, his gatekeepers mght. Forsooth, they're
likely to recall me because of the noisy protests | nade when they barred ne out."

"Hm Well, you're too old for a page, too lank for a bodyguard, and too unlearned for a
wi zard's assistant. | have it! You shall go as my concubine!”
"Ch, Heaven above, sir, not that! | ama normal man! | should never live it down!"

To the massive gate before Raspiudus' house canme Eudoric, with a patch over one eye, and
his beard, uncut for a nonth, dyed white. A white wig cascaded down fromunder his hat. He
presented a note, in a plausible imtation of Bal donius' hand, to the gatekeeper

Doct or Bal donius of Treveria presents his conplinents to his old friend and col | eague
Doct or Raspi udus of Velitchovo, and begs the favor of an audi ence to di scuss the apparent
di sappearance of two young protégés of his.

A pace behind, stooping to disguise his stature, slouched a rouged and powdered Jillo in
worman's dress. If Jillo was a homely man, he nmade a hi deous woman, |east as far as his face could
be seen under the headcloth. Nor was his beauty enhanced by the dress, which Eudoric had stitched
toget her out of cheap cloth. The garnent |ooked |ike what it was: the work of a rank amateur at
dr essnaki ng.

"My master begs you to enter," said the gatekeeper

"Wy, dear old Bal donius!" cried Raspiudus, rubbing his hands together. "Ye' ve not changed

a mte since those glad, nmad days at Saal i ngen! Do ye still string verses?"

"Ye've withstood the ravages of time well yourself, Raspiudus,” said Eudoric, in an
imtation of Baldonius' voice. "'As fly the years,
the geese fly north in spring; Ah, would the years, |ike geese, return aw ng!"

Raspi udus roared with laughter, patting his paunch. "The sane ol d Bal doni us! Made ye that
one up?"

Eudoric nade a deprecatory notion. "I ama nmere poetaster; but had not the higher w sdom
clained my allegiance, | might have made my mark in poesy."

"What befell your poor eye?"

"My own carel essness in |eaving a corner of a pentacle open. The denpn got in a sw pe of
his claws ere | could banish him But now, good Raspiudus, | have a nmatter to discuss whereof |
told you in nmy note."

"Yea, yea, tine enow for that. Be ye weary fromthe road? Need ye baths? Alinent? Drink?"

"Not yet, old friend. W have but now cone from Velitchovo's best hostelry."

"Then let me show you my house and grounds. Your | ady.

"She'll stay with ne. She speaks nought but Treverian and fears being separated from ne
among strangers. A nere swineherd's chick, but a faithful creature. At ny age, that is of nore
nmoment than a pretty face."”

Presently, Eudoric was |ooking at his and Jillo's palfreys and their sunpter nule in
Raspi udus' stables. Eudoric nade a few hesitant efforts, as if he were Bal doni us seeking his young
friends, to inquire after their disappearance. Each tine Raspiudus snoothly turned the question
asi de, pronising enlightennent |ater

An hour |ater, Raspiudus was showi ng off his nagical sanctum Wth obvious interest,
Eudori c exam ned a nunmber of squares of dragon hide spread out on a workbench. He asked:

"Be this the integument of one of those Pathenian dragons, whereof | have heard?"

"Certes, good Baldonius. Are they extinct in your part of the world?"

"Aye. 'Twas for that reason that | sent ny young friend and forner pupil, of whomI'm
waiting to tell you, eastward to fetch ne sonme of this hide for use in ny work. How does one cure
this hide?"
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"Wth salt, and-unhl"

Raspi udus col | apsed, Eudoric having just struck himon the head with a short bl udgeon that
he whi sked out of his vol um nous sl eeves.

"Bind and gag himand roll himbehind the bench!" said Eudoric.

"Were it not better to cut his throat, sir?" said Jillo.

"Nay. The jailer told us that they have ingeni ous ways of punishing hom cide, and |I have
no wi sh to prove them b~ experinment."

VWile Jillo bound the unconsci ous Raspi udus, Eudoric chose two pieces of dragon hide, each
about a yard square. He rolled themtogether into a bundle and | ashed themwith a |length of rope
frominside his robe. As an afterthought, he hel ped hinself to the contents of Raspiudus' purse.
Then he hoisted the roll of hide to his shoulder and issued fromthe |aboratory. He called to the
near est stabl eboy.

"Doct or Raspiudus," he said, "asks that ye saddl e up those two nags." He pointed. "Good
saddl es, mind you! Are the animals well shod?"

"Hasten, sir,"” nuttered Jillo. "Every instant we hang about here-"

"Hol d thy peace! The appearance of haste were the surest way to arouse suspicion." Eudoric
rai sed his voice. "Another heave on that girth, fellow | amnot mnded to have ny aged bones
shattered by a tunmble into the roadway."

Jillo whispered, "Can't we recover the nule and your arnor, to boot?"

Eudori c shook his head. "Too risky," he murrmured. "Be glad if we get away with whol e
skins."

When the horses had been saddled to his satisfaction, he said, "Lend ne sone of your
strength in nounting, youngster." He groaned as he swung awkwardly into the saddle. "A nurrain on
thy master, to send us off on this footling errand-nme that hasn't sat a horse in years! Now hand

me that accursed roll of hide. | thank thee, youth; here's a little for thy trouble. Run ahead and
tell the gatekeeper to have his portal well opened. | fear that if this beast pulls up of a
sudden, | shall go flying over its head!"

A few nminutes |ater, when they had turned a corner and were out of sight of Raspiudus
house, Eudoric said, "Nowtrot!"

“I'f I could but get out of this damed gown," nuttered Jillo. "I can't ride decently in
it."

"Wait till we're out of the city gate."

VWhen Jillo had shed the of fending garment, Eudoric said, "Now ride, man, as never before
in your lifel"

They pounded off on the Liptai road. Looking back, Jillo gave a screech. "There's a thing
flying after us! It looks Iike a giant bat!"

"One of Raspiudus' sendings," said Eudoric. "I knew he'd get |oose. Use your spurs! Can we
but gain the bridge. . . ."

They fled at a nad gall op. The sendi ng canme closer and closer, until Eudoric thought he
could feel the wind of its w ngs.

Then their hooves thundered across the bridge over the Pshora.

"Those things will not cross running water," said Eudoric, |ooking back. "Sl ow down,
Jillo. These nags must bear us nany | eagues, and we rmust not founder themat the start."

so here we are," Eudoric told Doctor Bal donius. "Ye've seen your famly, |ad?"

"Certes. They thrive, praise to the Divine Pair. Where's Lusina?"

"Wl | -ah-ahemthe fact is, she is not here."

"Ch? Then where?"

"Ye put me to shanme, Eudoric. | pronised you her hand in return for the tw yards of
dragon hide. Well, ye've fetched ne the hide, at no snmall effort and risk, but I cannot fulfill ny
side of the bargain."

"Wher ef or e?"

"Alas! My undutiful daughter ran off with a strolling player |ast sumrer, whilst ye were
chasi ng dragons-or perchance 'twas the other way round. |'mright truly sorry. . . ."

Eudoric frowned silently for an instant, then said, "Fret not, esteened Doctor. | shal
recover fromthe wound-provided, that is, that you salve it by making up ny losses in nore
materialistic fashion."

Bal doni us rai sed bushy gray brows. "So? Ye seemnot so griefstricken as | shoul d have
expected, to judge fromthe lover's sighs and tears wherewith ye parted fromthe jade |ast spring.
Now ye'l |l accept noney instead?"

"Aye, sir. | admt that ny passion had somewhat cool ed during our |ong separation. Was it

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harr...%20Best%200f%20L%20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt (144 of 149) [2/5/2004 12:29:04 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/L %20Sprag...De%20Camp%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20L %20Sprague%20De%20Camp.txt

likewi se with her? What said she of nme?"
"Aye, her sentinments did indeed change. She said you were too rmuch an opportuni st

altogether to please her. | would not wound your feelings. N

Eudoric waved a deprecatory hand. "Continue, pray. | have been sonewhat toughened by ny
months in the rude, rough world, and | aminterested."

“"Well, | told her she was being foolish; that ye were a shrewd | ad who, an ye survived the

dragon hunt, would go far. But her words were: 'That is just the trouble, Father. He is too shrewd
to be very lovable."

"Hmph, " grunted Eudoric. "As one nmight say: | ama nan of enterprise, thou art an
opportunist, he is a conniving scoundrel. '"Tis all in the point of view WelIl, if she prefers the
fools of this world, I wish her joy of them As a nan of honor, | would have wedded Lusi na had she
wi shed. As things stand, trouble is saved all around."

"To you, belike, though |I m sdoubt ny headstrong lass'|Il find the Iife of an actor's wife

a bed of violets:

"Who'd wed on a whimis soon filled to the brim

O worry and doubt, till he longs for an out.
So if ye would wive, beware of the gyve
O an ill-chosen mate; 'tis a harrowing fate.'

But enough of that. What sum had ye in mnd?"

"Enough to cover the cost of ny good destrier Mrgrimand my panoply of plate, together
with lance and sword, plus a few other chattels and incidental expenses of travel. Fifteen hundred
mar ks shoul d cover the lot."

"Fif-teen hundred! Whew! | could ne'er afford-nor are these noldy patches of dragon hide
worth a fraction of the sum"

Eudori c sighed and rose. "You know what you can afford, good ny sage." He picked up the
roll of dragon hide. "Your colleague Doctor Cal porio, wizard to the Count of Treveria, expressed a
keen interest in this material. In fact, he offered ne nore than | have asked of you, but I
thought it only honorable to give you the first chance."”

"What!" cried Bal donius. "That nountebank, charlatan, that faker? M susing the hide and
not deriving a tenth of the nmagical benefits fromit that | should? Sit down, Eudoric; we wil
di scuss these things."

An hour's haggling got Eudoric his fifteen hundred marks. Bal donius said, "Well, praise
the Divine Couple that's over. And now, beloved pupil, what are your plans?"

"Wuld ye believe it, Doctor Baldonius," said Jillo, "that ny poor, deluded master is
about to disgrace his lineage and betray his class by a base commercial enterprise?"

"Forsooth, Jillo? Wuat's this?"

"He neans ny proposed coach line," said Eudoric.

"Good Heaven, what's that?"

"My plan to run a carriage on a weekly schedule from Zurgau to
Kromitch, taking all who can pay the fare, as they do in Pathenia. W can't |et the heathen
Easterlings get ahead of us."

"What an extraordinary idea! Need ye a partner?"

"Thanks, but nay. Baron Emmerhard has already thrown in with ne. He's prom sed ne ny
kni ght hood i n exchange for the partnership."”

"There is no nobility anynore," said Jillo.

Eudoric grinned. "Emrerhard said much the sane sort of thing, but I convinced himthat
anything to do with horses is a proper pursuit for a gentleman. Jillo, you can spell me at driving
the coach, which will nmake you a gentlenman, too!"

Jillo sighed. "Alas! The true spirit of knighthood is dying in this degenerate age. We is
me that | should Iive to see the end of chivairy! How nmuch did ye think of paying ne, sir?"

"THE LI TTLE GREEN MEN'

Ah, little green fellows from Venus Or sone other planet afar
From Mars or Calypso or, naybe, A world of an alien star

According to bestselling authors-. Blavatsky to von Dani ken- They taught us the skills that were
needed To nake super-apes into nen.
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They gui ded our faltering footsteps From savagery into the dawns
O burgeoning civilization
Wth cities and witing and bronze.
By them were the Pyram ds buil ded; They reared the first tenples in Hind;
Drew | ines at Peruvian Nazca To uplift the poor Amerind.

Wth all of these wonders they gave us It's sad these divine astronauts
Reveal ed not the answers to questions That foil our npbst rational thoughts.

Such puzzles as riches and paupers, The problens of peace and of war,
Rel ati ons between the two sexes, O crine and chasti senment therefor

So when we feel dimand defeated By problens i mmune to attack
Let's send out a prayer electronic:

"Olittle green fell ows, cone back!"
AUTHOR' S AFTERWORD

WHEN PEOPLE ask me how | came to be a witer, | tell them | lost ny job.

It was in 1938 when | was working in New York as editor on a trade journal. The publisher
decided to cut costs by firing the two nost junior editors.

I had done some writing. | had been active on ny coll ege paper, The California Tech
serving one year as editor. As an enployee of the International Correspondence School s of
Scranton, | had coauthored (with the late AIf K Berle) a textbook on inventions and patents.
was trained as an engineer; but, graduating in the early thirties when the great Depression was on
and engi neers were being fired everywhere, | had to make do with jobs in technical editing and
educati on.

When | lived in Scranton, ny friend and college roomate, Dr. John D. Cark, was job-
hunting in New York. He was then a nore faithful reader of the science-fiction nagazines than |
To keep on eating, John wwote a couple of science-fiction stories, on whose plotting | hel ped him
on weekend visits. He sent themto Astounding Stories (then edited by F. Orlin Trenaine) and, to
our delighted surprise, sold them

So, thought I, if he can, why not I? | wote a couple and sold them too. | also started
col l aborating with P. Schuyler MIler on the novel that eventually becanme Genus Hono.

When | nade ny first sales, | thought: V~Thee! Wiy hasn't sonebody told ne about this? It
sure beats working! Wien | got fired fromthe Fow er-Becker Publishing Conpany, | reasoned that if
| could nake so nuch noney by witing for five hours a week, for fifty hours |I could nake ten
ti mes as much.

There is a fallacy there, since one soon runs into a |aw of dinmnishing returns. But |
tried it, found I did about as well financially as |I had been doing, and discovered that I

preferred to be ny own boss. Save for the Second Wrld War and a few tenporary jobs, | have been
at it ever since.
The first story herein, "Hyperpilosity," is one of those two first stories that | wote in

Scranton. (There was one other, an amateurish little caveman tale eventually published in the
short-1lived magazi ne of historical adventure, Golden Fleece.) The next two itenms were conposed
after | had noved back to New York. The dates of the others you can get fromthe copyright page.

John W Canmpbell replaced F. Olin Tremaine as editor of Astounding Stories (soon changed
to Astounding Science Fiction) at about the time | broke into that nagazi ne. Canpbell taught ne
much of what | think I know about fiction witing-he, and my |ongtinme collaborator |fletcher
Pratt, and the Bread Loaf Witers Conference in 1941, which | attended as a Fell ow.

The article "Language for Time Travel ers"” made a bit of a stir, | suppose, because nobody
in the science-fiction field had given the matter of future | anguages much serious thought. | had
made a hobby of phonetics and knew at | east sonething about |inguistic evolution, when ny
contenporaries were equipping their heroes for strange nmilieu by endowing themw th tel epathy or
el ectronic translators or some such easy solution. Seventeen years later, | went over the sane
ground in another article, witten in the Iight of fuller know edge: "How to Tal k Futurian"
(Fantasy and Sci ence Fiction, Cctober '9~7).

"The Conmand” had no special inspiration, unless one counts visits to the Central Park
Zoo. It was the first of a series of four sequels. | learned the hard way that each story of a
series nust top its predecessor or it will ook |ess good. In this case, the series ran down;
Johnny Bl ack starts out by saving the world and ends up saving his boss's job. It should have been
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the other way around, but that would have neant planning the whole series in advance. This would
have been wi se, but | did not then know that.

"Enpl oynent” reflects a longtinme interest in paleontology. As a hi gh-school student,
intended to be a paleontol ogist. This anbition di smayed ny nother, who was sure that the
occupation would not provide the incone and social position that she thought desirable. My father
of fered a sensible compronise: that | should get an en-
gi neering degree and so be able to earn a living. (He did not foresee the effect of the Depression

on the engineering profession.) Then, if | still wished to go into pure science, it wuld be tine
enough to get the advanced training required.

As things turned out, | was never able to practice real engineering until the Hitlerian
War and never to practice paleontology at all. | have consoled nyself by witing books and

articles on prehistoric life and putting pal eontol ogi cal elements into a few of my stories.

"Enpl oynent," by the way, is ny only story published under a pseudonym Canpbell denmanded
it because, in that issue of Astounding, he was running the first installnment of my long article
"Design for Life," and there is a tabu against letting an author's nanme appear nore than once on
the contents page. So | chose "Lyman R Lyon," the nane of a great-grandfather. L.R L. was a big
man in upstate New York around the tinme of the Civil War. He once horsewhi pped his brother Caleb,
an eccentric politician-adventurer, in the streets of Rone, New York. Walter Ednonds fictionalized
the incident in his novel The Big Barn (Little, Brown, 1930). My great-aunt used to protest that
Ednmonds had made her father (as "Ral ph Wlder") much nmore of a hick than he really was. He was,
she woul d have you know, an educated, cultivated nan.

QO herwise | have practically not used pseudonyns. Wth a bogussoundi ng nane |i ke m ne, who
needs one? When | started witing fiction, readers wote in asking who this "L. Sprague de Canp"
really was. Was he Henry Kuttner? Or L. Ron Hubbard? It took thema while to accept the idea that
such a person exi sted.

"The Merman" is set in the old New York Gty Aquarium a converted fort at the southern
tip of Manhattan. | knew the place well but did not foresee that Robert Mses woul d denolish the
structure and build a new aquarium at Coney |sland, nore than an hour by subway from Manhattan. So
easily are prophetic stories dated by events!

"The Gnarly Man" has a little story. In Decenber 1938, P. Schuyler MIler cane fromhis
hone in Schenectady to New York for a neeting of the American Anthropol ogi cal Association and
other |earned societies. | had just returned to New York after a year in Scranton and net
Schuyler. | nmentioned that | had been playing with an idea for a story about an i morta
Neanderthal man. That's funny, said Schuy; he had been toying with the sane idea.

For a while, we played Al phonse and Gaston: You wite it! No,
you wite it! At last we agreed that we should both wite it whenever we got around to it.
Schuyler urged me to wite ny story first, since he was busy with other things. In addition, he
generously gave me ant hropol ogi cal information on the nan of Neanderthal. The result was "The
Grarly Man," followed a year and a half later by Schuyler's "AOd Man Mulligan" in Astounding

Bi ographies of witers usually make much of the connection between the witer's
experiences and his fiction. John Livingston Lowes wote a cel ebrated book, The Road to Xanadu
tracing everything in Col eridge's poenms to things that Col eridge had read.

Actual ly, nost fictions are conposites of things the witer has experienced, seen, heard
about, and read, put together in various conbinations to make a new sequence of imaginary events.
A witer my get all the material for one story fromthe library, while for another he uses his
own life, with hinself (thinly disguised) as protagonist. In the latter case, we nmay speak of the
story as autobiographical. W should not, however, use the termif a story contains nerely a few
elements fromthe witer's own life amd nmany el ements from ot her sources.

Conpared to vicarious experience, personal experience is generally nore useful to a
witer. Wth many experiences, such as being in love, or in a battle, or in a stormat sea, or in
a surgical operation, no anpbunt of research will give one quite the feel of the experience that
going through it will.

The trouble is that a witer does not live long enough to have all the experiences that he
may wish to use in his stories. The man who spends a lifetinme at one occupation and then wites a
novel based on his experience nmay produce a good story but is likely to prove a onebook author. So
a practicing witer nust pad out his personal experience with vicarious experience. This he does
by reading, talking with others, or even watching docunentaries on television. Reading is the npst
fruitful source, but it all hel ps.

One can sonetines fool know edgeabl e readers by research. An early story of mne, "The
Blue Graffe," was set in South Africa, where | had never been. You can inagi ne how pl eased | was
when a South African reader wote to say that | nust have once lived "in this sunny |and of ours."
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The nistake that some witers nmake is to think one can convincingly describe an exotic
mlieu froma nmere smattering of know edge, such as one gains by reading others' fiction laid in
that mlieu, with
neither personal experience nor intensive research. A weakness of Robert E. Howard as a witer was
that he wote stories laid in Afghani stan and other oriental |ands w thout ever having been out of
the Anerican Southwest. Hence he admitted that his fictional Orientals were nerely "Englishmen and
Irishnen in turbans and sandal s."

| f personal experience is inpossible, then one nust hole up in the library and dig like a
mol e, noting every aspect of the mlieu in question: weather, topography, fauna, flora, custom
costune, |anguage, and so on. O course, no anount of research guarantees the witer against any
m stakes. In Lest Darkness Fall, laid in sixth-century Rone, | caused one of ny characters to say
a fewwords in Gothic. A scholarly reader wote to point out that | had nade this Goth use the
nom nati ve case where he should have used the vocative

Li ke others, | have used ny own experiences in ny fiction. Naturally, as | have |ived
Il onger, | have had nore experiences to draw upon. Since nost of the present stories are relatively
old-nore than half go back before the Hitlerian War-their content of personal experience is
smal l er than in many | ater pieces.

"Nothing in the Rul es" was suggested by a swiming neet at the YMCA where | lived for a
while in New York. In "The Hardwood Pile" and "The Reluctant Shanman," | |eaned on ny firsthand
know edge of the Andirondacks, where ny father was in business and where | spent much of ny
boyhood and youth. There |I have hiked, clinbed, ridden, hunted, fished, worked in a sawni ||l and on
a survey gang, and even prospected by airplane for uranium

"The @uided Man" uses sone of ny trade-journal experience. Qther stories, not represented
here, have used other bits out of my own past. | drew on ny correspondence-school days for the
fantasy novelette "M . Arson" and on my war service in a Naval research center for ny historica
novel , The Arrows of HeTcul es. Recently |I have drawn upon my travels for the backgrounds of some
of my WIly Newbury stories, and on ny experience as a gui dee on many guided tours for ny new
Kri shna novel, The Hostage of Zr

The story that cones the nearest to bei ng autobiographical is "Judgnent Day," in which
several incidents are taken straight out of my boyhood. It was, as you can infer, not a very
pl easant one. Many other elenments of the story, such as the narrator's parents and wife, are
i magi nary. From what col |l eagues tell me, this boyhood nust have been fairly typical for a witer.
Boys who are nore athletic, ex
troverted, boisterous, and m schievous to begin with are, | suppose, less likely to take up the
scrivener's solitary trade.

This collection is skewed in another way. Twenty years ago, with "Aristotle and the Gun,"
| took a vacation fromwiting science fiction sensu stricto for over a decade and a half. In the
interiml was busy with historical novels, nonfiction books (popul arizations of science and
hi story, biography, and m scel | aneous works), and fantasy stories, many of them coll aborative
tales in the Conan saga. Lately | have been getting back to science fiction proper, with a couple
of novels in press. As a result, of ny eighty-odd books, about half are fiction and half
nonfiction. O the works of fiction, deducting the five historical novels, about half the
remai nder are science fiction and half fantasy.

A standard problemof witers is that as they get along in years, they find that their
witing techni ques becone sharpened but their ideas come with nmore difficulty. As a wise editor
once said, fictionis the only trade that gets harder with practice. The reason is that when you
conceive an idea and exploit it in a story, that idea is used up. You cannot (or rather, you had
better not) use the same idea in the next story. Readers and editors soon catch on to the fact
that you are repeating yourself. Therefore you have to dig up a new i dea, and for each successive
story idea you have to di g deeper and deeper into your unconsci ous.

Vll, | do not think |I have yet run out of ideas. In fact, the ideas are still far ahead
of the tine available to get themon paper. | do, though, think that | have | earned a few things
in the last forty years about conposing English prose. Wien | reread sone of ny early stories, |
shudder: awkward sentences, ill-chosen expressions, disregard of rhythm erratic punctuation, and

so forth. Now, if | could have as sinple and powerful an idea right now, how nuch nore
felicitously |I could express it.

But the river of tine flows one way only. | agree, at least in part, with George
Washi ngt on when he said: "W ought not to | ook back, unless it is to derive useful |essons from
past errors." So | hope there will be nany nore stories where these cane from and that readers
will like themeven better than they did their predecessors.
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....~L. Sprague de Canp

Vil | anova, Pennsyl vani a
June, 1977
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