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The Stol en
Dor nouse

By L. Sprague de Canp

THE riot started during the Los Angeles Radi o Exposition, in the third week of February, 2236. The
foresi ghted managers of the Exposition had put the Crosley and Stronberg exhibits as far apart as
possi bl e. But they could not prevent the nenbers of these conpanies fromneeting occasionally.

Thus, on the day in question, His Integrity, Billiam Bi ckham Smth, chairman of Stronberg,
had passed into the recesses of the Stronberg booth, leaving a froth of |esser nobility and
whitecollars in his wake, when a couple of Crosley whitecollars dropped an injudicious renark
within hearing.

A Stronberg whitecollar said to one of these stiffly: “Did | hear you say our prefab
houses | eaked, sir?”

“You did, sir,” replied one of the Crosleys evenly.

“Are you picking a fight with ne, sir?” The Stronberg fingered his duelling stick

“I amnot. | amnerely stating a fact, sir.”

“Slandering our product is the same as picking a fight, sir.”

“VWhen | state a fact | state a fact, sir. Good day.” The Crosley turned his back

The Stronberg’ s stick hissed through the air and whacked the Crosley’s skull. The
Crosley’s skull gave forth a nuffled clang, whereupon the Stronberg knew that his eneny wore a
steel cap disguised by a wg.

Now, no nenber of the nobility would have hit an eneny from behind. But the Stronberg was
a nmere | ow born whitecollar, which sonewhat excused his action in the eyes of his contenporaries

The Crosley who had been hit, shrieked “Foul!” and broke his assailant’s nose with a neat
backhand. Stromnbergs boil ed out of the exhibit, pulling on padded gl oves and duel li ng goggl es.

At that instant, Horace Crosley Juniper-Hallett passed on his way to the Crosley booth to
take up his outhanding for the day. H's job was to pass out catal ogues, printed in bright colors
on slick paper, describing the Crosley exhibits, and also the nany comvditi es other than radios,
such as autonobil es and nicroscopes, manufactured by this “radi o” conpany. Exhibit-goers, unable
to resist the lure of sonmething for nothing, would collect up to twenty pounds of these brochures
in the course of their visit, and like as not, drop themin a heap beside the gate on their way
out. Horace Juniper-Hallett hinmself was of nedi um height and slim-skinny, if you want the bruta
truth. Hs conplexion was fair and his hair pale blond. He had twice given up trying to grow a
nmust ache; after a nonth of trying, nobody could see the results of his cultivation except hinself.
Take a good |l ook at him for this ineffectual-Iooking youth is our hero.

As he was barely twenty-two, and not too mature for his age, his behavior patterns had not
yet hardened in the nold of experience. Just now, of the several conflicting inpulses that seized
him that of playing peacemaker was uppernost. He ran up and pulled the nearest of the enbattled
parti sans back. H s eye caught that of Justin Lane-Walsh, heir to the Stronmberg vice-presidential
chair. He shouted: “Here, you, help ne separate ‘em”

“Bah!” roared the heir to the vice presidency. “I hate all Crosleys, ‘specially you
Def end yoursel f!” And he advanced,
whirling his duelling stick around his head. He and Juni perHallett were whacking away nerrily, as
were all the other menmbers of the feuding conpanies in sight, when the police arrived.

A DUELLI NG stick, whose weight is regulated by the conventions, is no match for a three-foot
ni ghtstick. When the clatter had di ed down, and the physicians were doi ng energency repairs on
assorted skulls, collar bones, and so forth, the chief of police sumobned the chairmen of the
rival houses.

Billiam Bi ckham Smth of Stronmberg and Archwi n Tayl or Thing of Crosley appeared, glaring.

“Aw right,” said the chief. “I warned you ‘bout this here feudin'. |I said, the next tine
they’s a scrap in a public place, 1'd close up your show | wouldn't say a word if you'd fight
your duels out in the hills somewhere. But | got to proteck the innocent bystanders.”

The chief of police was a small, sallow man. He wore the blue tunic of officialdom wth a

shield bearing the notto of the Corporate State: Alle was nicht Pflicht ist, ist verboten—2Al
that is not conpulsory is forbidden.” H's trouser |egs were gayly colored, in different patterns:
one that of the American Enpire, the other that of Los Angel es, the capital

Archwi n of Crosley |ooked through the head of the rival house as though Billiam of
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Stronberg were not there. He said to the chief: “You can’'t expect nmy nen to subnmit to unprovoked
assaul t. Unprovoked assault.”

“Unprovoked!” snorted Billiamof Stronmberg. “My lord chief, I’ve got all the w tnesses you
want that egghead’s nen struck first.”

“What ?” yelled Archwin of Crosley. “Were s ny stick?”

Whereas, Billiam of Stronberg had a beautiful head of silky white hair, Archwin of Crosley
had no hair at all. He was sensitive to references to this fact.

“Wn’'t do you no good to start a fight here,” said the chief. “I’mgoing to close you up
| represent the plain citizens of Los Angeles, and we don’'t want no feudin’ in the city linmts.
The Inperial Board of Control will back nme up, too.”

“VMul gar rabble,” nuttered Billiam of Stronberg.

“Have to travel all day to get out of the limts of this city,” growl ed Archw n of
Crosl ey.

The chai rnen subsi ded, | ooki ng unhappy. They did not want the Exposition closed; neither
really, did the chief of police. Aside fromthe dangers of antagonizing two of the noblest clans
of the American Enpire, there was the | oss of business.

He et themthink for half a minute, then said: “Course, if you' d agree to discipline your
men hard enough next tinme there’'s a fight, naybe we could |l et the show go on.”

“1"I'l go as far as that old goat will,” said Archwin of Crosley. “Wat's your plan?’ asked
Billiamof Stronmberg, controlling hinself with visible effort.

“This,” said the chief. “Any man who gets in a scrap gets degraded, if he belongs to one
of the orders, and read out of his conpany.”

The chai rmen | ooked startled. This was drastic. Billiam Bi ckham Smith asked: “Even if he's
of the rank of executive?”

“Even if he’s of the rank of entrepreneur.”

“VWhew! " That was little short of sacrilege.

Archwi n of Crosley asked: “Even if he’'s the innocent party?”

“Even if he’s the innocent party. ‘Count of both of ‘emwould claimthey was innocent, and
the only thing we could do would be give ‘ema trial by |iedetector, and everybody knows how to
beat the |iedetector nowadays. Do you agree on your honor as an entrepreneur, Lord Archw n?”

“l1 agree.”

“You, Your Integrity of Stromberg?”

“Uh- huh.”

BACK at the Crosley exhibit, Archwi n Tayl or-Thing searched out Horace Juniper-Hallett. His
Integrity’'s eye had the sparkle of one who bears devastatingly good news.

He said: “Horace, that was a fine piece of work you did this norning. A fine piece of
work. That was just the right course to follow, just the right course. Try to prevent trouble, but
i f your honor’s attacked, give back better than you get. |I’'ve had ny eye on you for sone tine.

But, until today, you m nded your own affairs and didn't do anything to businessman you for.” The
chairman rai sed his voice: “Cone gather round, all you

| oyal Crosleys. G me a stick, sonebody. Thanks. Kneel, VWitecollar Juniper-Hallett.” He tapped
Juni per-Hallett on the shoul der and said: “Ri se, Horace Juniper-Hallett, Esquire. You are now of
the rank of businessman, with all the privileges and responsibilities of that honorabl e rank.
hereby present to you the gold-inlaid fountain pen and the briefcase that are the insignia of your
new status. GQuard themwth your life.”

It was over. The Crosleys crowded around, slapping Juniper-Hallett’'s back and winging his
hand. Dimy, he heard Lord Archwin’s voice telling himhe could have the rest of the day off.

Then he was instructing a still younger whitecollar, WIlnot Dunn-Terry, in the duties of
the outhander. “You encourage ‘emto take one of each of the catal ogues,” he said, “but not nore
than one. Sone of these birds' Il try to walk off with half a dozen of each, just because they're
free.” He lowered his voice. “Along around fifteen o’ clock, your feet will begin to hurt. If
there’s a lull in the business, |ook around carefully to see that none of the nobles is in sight,
and sit down. But don't stay sat long, and don't get to reading or talking. Keep your eyes open
for visitors and nobles, especially nobles. Got it?”

Dunn-Terry grinned at him “Thanks, Horace. Can | still call you Horace, now that you're a
busi nessman and all? Say, what's this about the theft of a dornouse from Sl eepers’ Crypt?”

“Huh? | haven't heard. Haven't seen a paper this norning.”

“One of ‘em s disappeared,” said Dunn-Terry. “l overheard sonme of the nobility talking
about it. They sounded all worked up. There was sone tal k about the Hawaiians, too.”

Juni per-Hallett shrugged. H's head was too full of his recent good fortune to pay much
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attention. The clock hands reached ten; the gates opened; the visitors started to trickle in. A
still slightly dazed Horace Juni per-Hallett wandered off.

H s hand still tingled fromthe squeezing it had received. He wondered what on earth he
had done to deserve his el evation to busi nessmanhood. He was young for the rank, he knew. True, he
was of noble blood on his nother's side, but Archwin of Crosley had the reputation of |eaning over
backward to avoid favoring nmenbers of the ruling class in dealing out busi
nessnmanhoods; he had even been known to el evate prol etarians.

VWhat Juni per-Hallett did not know was that the chairman was trying to build himup as a
possible heir to the presidency. H's Acunen, the president of Crosley, was getting on; he had two
sons, one a noron and the other a young hellion. Next in line, by relationship, was Juniper-
Hal I ett hinmsel f. Though, as the relationship was renote, and Juniper-H allett was of noble bl ood
on his nother’'s side only, he had not given the prospect any thought. H s Acunen, the president,
father of the precious pair of nmisfits, did not know the chairman’'s pl ans, either

J UNI PER-HALLETT, in his happy daze, noted casually the scows of the Stronmberg whitecollars. But
the brief case and the fancy fountain pen in his breast pocket gave himthe feeling that the
hostility of such rabble could no | onger affect him

Then he saw a girl. The daze cleared instantly, to be replaced by one of pinkish hue. She
was a stunning brunette, and she wore the Stronberg colors of green, brown, and yellow She was
| eani ng agai nst part of one of the Stronberg booths. Juniper-Hallett had seen her picture, and

knew she was the daughter of His Integrity Billiam Bi ckham Snith, chairnman of Stronberg. Her nane
was Janet Bi ckhanCoates, “Coates” being her nother’'s father’s fanily nane.
Juni per-Hallett stood very still, listening to the bl ood pounding in his ears, and

| ooki ng, not at the girl, but at a point three meters to the left of her. He ran over what he knew
of her
—she was just about his age; went in for sports—He was determ ned to do sonething about her. At
the nonent, he could not think what. If the Stronbergs had been friendly, it would have been
simpl e; sone of them undoubtedly knew her to speak to. But as things were, she’'d probably be no
nore ingratiated by the sight of the Crosley col ors—a bl ueand-yell owstriped coat and red
pants—than the rest of them

Nor would it be sinple to get a suit of Stronberg colors. First, the obligations of
busi nessmanhood forbade it. Second, the salesman in the clothing departnent of the drugstore would
make you identify yourself. He'd want no trouble with
t he genuine Stronbergs for having sold a suit of their colors to an outsider

And the Stronbergs were throwing a big dinner that night. Justin Lane-Wal sh appeared. He
put his hat on his head of copper-wire curls and wal ked past Juniper-Hallett. He sl owed down as he

passed, growing: “If it weren't for the old man’s orders, you dirty Crosley, |I'd finish what we
started, sir.”
Juni per-Hallett fell into step beside him “lI’msorry | can’t oblige you, you dirty

Stronberg. I'd like nothing better, sir.”

“I"’msorry, too. Don’t know what we can do about it.”

Juni per-Hallett felt an idea coming. He said: “Let’s grab some lunch, and then go
somewhere and drink to our mutual sorrow.”

“By the great god Service, that’'s an idea!” Lane-Wl sh | ooked down at his eneny with an
al nost friendly expression. “Cone al ong, sister.”

“Coming, you big louse.” They went.

“ IR, ” said Lane-Wal sh over his third drink, “I can just inmagine nmy stick crunching through
that baby face of
yours. Swell thought, huh?”

“l don’t know,” said Juniper-Hallett. He winced every time Lane-Wal sh nade a crack |ike
that about his | ooks. But he was |learning, sonewhat late in life, not to let such taunts drive him
into a fury. “I find the idea of knocking those big ears |loose a |lot nicer. Wiy do all Stronbergs
have ears that stick out?”

Lane-Wal sh shrugged. “Why are all Crosleys baby-faced shrinps?”

“l wouldn’t call Lord Archwi n baby-faced,” said JuniperHallett judiciously. “Any baby with
a face like his would probably scare its parents to death.”

“That’s so. Maybe | judge the rest of ‘“emby you. Wll,” he held up his glass, “here’s to
an early and bl oody settlenent of our differences.”

“Right,” said Juniper-Hallett. “May the worst man get all his teeth knocked out. Look
Justin old scum what have you heard about the stealing of a dornobuse fromthe Crypt?”
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Lane-\Val sh’s face went el aborately blank. “Not a thing, sister, not a thing.”

“l heard the Hawaiians m ght be nmixed up init.”

“M ght be,” said Lane-Wal sh. “The dornpuse that was stolen, a guy naned Arnold Ryan, was
hal f Hawai i an, they say.”

“He nust date back to the days of single surnanmes. Wasn't he the original inventor of
hi ber ni ne?”

“He— Lane-Wal sh’s face went through a perfect doubl etake, as he realized that he had
fallen over his own nental feet. He covered his confusion with a big gulp of rye-and-soda. Then he
sai d: “You never know what those devilish Hawaiians are up to. Loafers, pirates, bl aspheners
agai nst the good god Service. They' ve stopped anot her shipnent of tungsten from New Cal edoni a.”

“Sure,” said Juniper-Hallett. “But about this dornouse Ryan, whomyou just said you didn't
know anyt hi ng about —=

“lI said | didn’t know,” said Lane-Walsh angrily. “I may have heard a few things. Now, |
say these Hawaiians ought to be wi ped out. Wat’'s the matter with our admiral s? Scared of a few
flying torpedoes? | =

“Pi pe down,” said Juniper-Hallett.

Lane-Wal sh saw that he was attracting attention, and | owered his brassy voice. “Right.

Say, I'll be getting drunk at this rate. And |’'ve got to be at the speakers’ table tonight.”

Juni per-Hallett smled. “I"'man A C. menber. How about dropping in there for a steam bath
and a rubdown?”

“Swell. You really take exercise and everything? You' ll be a man before your nother, sir.”

“Yep. One of these days I’'Il pull your neck out by the roots and tie it in knots, Your
Loyalty.”

“0. K, if you can do it. Makes nme al nbst wi sh you were a hunman being instead of a

stinking Crosley. Let's go.”

J UNI PER-HALLETT took a steambath with his eneny, w shing that he, too, had a set of nuscles |ike
the tires of a transcontinental bus. Years of conscientious weight-lifting and other, equally

dull, exercise had hardened Juniper-Hallett’'s stringy nuscles until he was rmuch stronger than he
| ooked. But still he was not satisfied. Every bathing suit advertisenment roused his inferiority
conpl ex.

He said to Justin Lane-Wal sh: “About that dornouse—=

“Ch, forget the dornouse,” said Lane-Wal sh. “You know as
much about himas | do. As | understand it, he’'s not due to wake up for another fifty years, so
whoev~er’s stolen himis welcome to him”

“But suppose sonebody’s found a way of rousing a man from a hi bernine trance—=

“Bunk. They’ ve tried over and over again, and all they acconplished was killing a few
dorm ce. Shut up, sister, and let nme enjoy the steam”

Juni per-Hal lett was too angry to say anything. But the heat soon sweated his sul ks out of
him and he put his mind on the problemof the stunning brunette. Wien he spoke to LaneWal sh
again, it was to extol the abilities of a masseur nanmed Gustav. Lane-Walsh bit.

Wil e Gustav was sinking his thunbs up to the second joint in Lane-Walsh's tortured
muscl es, Horace Juniper-Hallett calmy dressed, put Lane-Walsh’s coat and pants in his new bri ef
case, and wal ked out.

Three hours | ater, he showed up at the ballroom of the Anerican Enpire Hotel. He was
wearing Lane-Walsh’s suit, with the Stronberg colors of green for the coat and brown, with yell ow
stars, for the pants. His | andlady, Service bless her, had tak~n a fewreefs init, so that it did
not fit quite as badly as when he had first tried it on. He had further disguised hinmself by
screwi ng Lane-Wal sh’s nonocl e, which had been attached by a thread to the coat | apel, into his
right eye. It nmade hi m see double, but that was a detail.

Horace Juni per-Hallett was young; he was thin-skinned; he was afraid of doornen,
headwai ters, and policenen; he had an inferiority conplex a yard wide. But such is the nagic of
sex—well, love, if you want a nicer word for it—that he now marched up to the doorman of this
ballroomas if he had had the courage of six lions poured into him He had al ways consi dered
hi nsel f a poor actor. But now he beamed confidence as he put his hand in his pocket. \Wen the hand
of course found no adnission card, his expression of shocked di smay woul d have nelted an even
harder heart than that of this doornman—who had been specially picked for hardness of heart.

“Must have left it in my other suit!” he bl eated.

“That's all right, sir,” said the doorman, eyeing the green
coat, the star-spangl ed pants, and the busi nessman’s fountain pen. “Just give ne your nane.”

Juni per-Hallett gave an alias, and described hinmself as a Stronberg sal esol ogi st from
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M ami . He checked his hat and duelling stick, and went in.
.’

THE ballroomwas full of Strombergs and their wonen. Juniper-Hallett thought that the Stronberg
colors en

masse were pretty depressing. Now, at a Crosley ball —A couple of Stronbergs near himwere
tal ki ng; executives by

their heavy watch chains, nobles by their self-assured bearing. One said: “Wen the uranium gave
out, we went back to petrol eum and when that gave out, we went back to coal. If the antarctic
coal gives out—=-

“How about al cohol ?” asked the ot her

“Al'l you' d have to do would be to cut the earth’s popul ation by three quarters. You can't
grow al cohol grains in little tin trays, you know.”

“The Hawai i ans—= The speaker realized that his voice was carrying to Juniper-Hallett; he
lowered it and pulled his conpanion farther away.

Juni per-Hallett was not listening. He had | ocated Janet Bi ckham Coates. She was standing
on the edge of a crowd of portly Stronberg | esser nobility surrounding His Integrity, the
chai r man.

Juni per-Hal lett strolled up and tapped his forehead in greeting. “Care to dance, ny |ady?”

he asked casually. “Ch, I'msorry, I'mafraid you don't remenber ne. Horace Stronberg Esker-
Vanguard, Esquire. | nmet you at the l[ast convention. You don’t mind?”
She touched her forehead too, then, and nelted into his arnms. She murrmured: “1’mglad you

had the nerve to ask ne. The young whitecollars are all afraid to go near father. So |’ ve been
dancing with fat His Acunen this and Hs Efficiency that for an hour.”

“How was the dinner?” he asked.

“Frightful. The speeches, | nean; the food was all right.”

“Was Hi s Loyalty, Justin Lane-Wal sh, there?”

“No, now that | think, he wasn't.” Then she asked: ‘Wat’s your real name?”

“Didn"t | tell you?”

“No, you didn't.” She laughed up at him It buoyed his ego to find that this girl |aughed
up at him even if he was a shrinp conpared to Lane-Wal sh. She said: “You see, | never attended
the |l ast convention.”

“The music’s good, isn't it?”

“Now, ny young friend, you can't get away with—=

“Janet!” said a hearty female voice. Juniper-Hallett saw a tall, beaky, gray-haired wonman.
“l don’t think I know this one.”

“Mot her,” said Janet, “thisis . . . uh . . . Businessnman—=

“Horace Esker-Vanguard,” put in Juniper-Hallett pleasantly.

“Not a bad-Iooking young fellow " said the grand dame critically, “in spite of the silly
eyeglass. | don’t know why they wear them Wat did you catch himw th, Janet? Salt?”

“Mot her!”

“Ha- ha, now she’s enbarrassed, Businessman Horace. Does the young good to be enbarrassed
occasional ly. Keeps ‘emfromtaking thensel ves too seriously. She's quite a pretty girl when she
bl ushes, don’'t you think? Well, run along, children, and try not to be bored. These conventi ons
are stupid, don't you think? Poor Janet’s been dancing all evening with dodos of ny generation.”
She and Juni per-Hallett touched their foreheads.

“And now,” said the girl, “how about telling nme who you really are?”

“Must we conme back to that subject? They're starting a trepak.”

“I"'mafraid we nust.”

“You woul dn’t want to see ne scattered all over the ballroom would you? A head here, a
| eg there?”

“1"d hate to see you scattered all over anything. But there'll be some investigating
unl ess you talk.”

So Juniper-Hallett, his heart pounding with apprehension, told her who he was. |nstead of
bei ng angry, she took it as a
j oke. Then she insisted on being told how he had cone by the suit of Stronberg colors. She took
this for an even better joke.

“I't served Justin right,” she said. “I don’t like his type—Ioud-nouthed ruffian, always
braggi ng of his success with wonmen. | suppose | shouldn’t talk that way about my own cousin,
especially in the presence of the eneny. But now, why did you go to all that trouble to crash our
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gat e?”

“To neet you.”

“Do | come up to your expectations?”

“l could judge that better,” he said thoughtfully, “on neutral ground. You renenber what
your nother said about conventions.”

“My nother,” she replied, “has remarkably good sense at tines.”

0 N the way out, Juniper-Hallett’'s ear caught a phrase ending with “—do with the dornouse.”

Hel | 's bones, he thought, why did that subject have to cone up to distract himfromhis
present busi ness? The Stronmbergs were up to sonething; he was sure he hadn’t been taken in by Lane-
Wal sh’ s el aborate protestations of ignorance. And then there was the Stronberg who had spoken of
exhaustion of antarctic coal. It never rained but it poured. You droned along with an uneventfu
exi stence. Then all at once you nmet the nost wonderful girl in the world; you were elevated to
busi nessmanhood, with the prospect of eventually becom ng an executive or even an entrepreneur and
being allowed to carry a personal two-way radi ophone; a couple of first-class nysteries were
t hrust under your nose. You couldn’'t do all these subjects justice at the sane tinme. The good god
Servi ce ought to arrange his timng better

He was sure Janet was the nost wonderful girl in the world, on the quite inadequate
grounds that her presence nade himfeel tall, brave, debonair, resourceful, cool-headed, and al
the other things he’'d wanted to be. He felt, in fact, as though he wouldn’t m nd taking on a dozen
Justin Lane-Wi shes with duelling sticks at the sane tine.

He was | ucky enough to get a couple of good seats to a show. He and Janet whispered for
the first twenty mnutes, until people shushed them

But Juniper-Hallett still had too much to think about to pay attention to the mesh—the
t hr ee- di mensi pnal woven structure on which the images were projected. He did renmenber |ater that
the show was a violent nmelodrama laid in the Century of Revolutions, and that at one point the
heroi ne said: “I amgoing to die, Boris! Do you hear ne? | amgoing to die!'” Wereat, Boris had
ungal lantly replied, “Well, stop talking about it and do it!”

The Hawai i ans—Justin Lane-Wal sh had nmentioned them so had the Stronberg executive at the
ball. Horace JuniperHallett had been brought up to scorn and suspect them They did not
acknow edge the sovereignty of any of the big, orderly enpires that divided the gl obe between
them They did not worship the great god Service. Instead of trying with all their mght to
i ncrease production and consunption, as civilized people did, the wi cked, imoral Hawaiians made
their goods as durable as possible, worked no nore than they had to, and sat around in the sun
| oafing the rest of the tine.

To add injury to insult, they raided the shipping | anes now and then with their privateering
submari nes, robbing the ships of raw materials. And nothing, it seened, could be done about it. An
attenpt by the conbi ned Anerican and Mongolian navies to do sonething about it, sone years before,
had ended in disaster for the attackers—"“The show s over,” said Janet in his ear

“Ch, is it?" he replied blankly. “Let’s go sonewhere where we can talk.”

NEXT rorni ng, Horace Juniper-Hallett showed up at the Exposition, wal king warily and frowning. He
was wonderi ng what he ought to do, being a young man nuch given to wondering what he ought to do.
If he showed his face around there too nuch, Justin Lane-Wal sh woul d appear thirsting for his
bl ood. He was not afraid of Lane-Wal sh, having exchanged a few stick slashes with himthe day
before and found hi mnothing extraordinary. But if he got in a fight, it would lead to all sorts
of conmplications; perhaps his own degradation. And with his private affairs in such a delicate
stage, he did not want conplications. On the other hand he didn’'t want people to think he was
af rai d—on the ot her hand—

He ascertained that Lord Archwin of Crosley was in his sem-office in back of the Crosley
exhibit. A conference with H's Integrity would solve the problemfor the present.

“Well, ny boy,” said the bald, billikenlike chairman, “how does it feel to be a
busi nessman?”

“Fine. But, Your Integrity, | thought you d be interested in a couple of clues to the
wher eabout s of the stol en dornouse.”
Archwin’'s eyebrows, what little there was of them went up. “Yes, Horace, | would be. Yes,

| would be. What do you know about it?”

Juni per-Hallett told himof Lane-Walsh's reaction, and of the nention of the dornobuse at
the Stronmberg ball.

“That’s interesting, if hardly conclusive,” said Archwin. “Wat interests me nore is how
you got into that ball.”
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Juni per-Hal l ett gul ped. He thought he’d been keeping out of trouble! But a businessman
could not tell a lie, except in advertising his product. At |east, so Juniper-Hallett had been
taught to believe. He was in for disgrace and di saster, no doubt, but—He blurted out the story of
his enbezzl enment of Lane-Walsh's clothes, w thout nentioning his evening with Janet. Then he
waited for the lightning to strike

The chairman’s forehead winkled; his nose twitched; his Iips jerked; he burst into a roar

of laughter. “That's the best thing since Billiamlost his pants in a duel with ne back in ‘12!
Congrat ul ati ons, Horace.”

“Then . . . then I’"mnot going to be degraded for wearing fal se col ors?”

“Service bless you, no. If they'd caught you and nade a protest, | mght have had to go

t hrough sone notion or other. But if they d caught you, you probably wouldn’t have survived to
tell the story.”

“Whew! ” Juni per-Hallett gave a long sigh of relief. Mxed with the relief was a slight feeling of
disillusionment. He' d al ways been taught that the rul es of businessmanhood were adamanti ne. Now

they seened to have a few soft spots, after all. And His Integrity’'s integrity had acquired the
faintest tarnish. Juniper-Hallett had taken his code so seriously, and worried so about its
violation—“Let me think it over,” said Archwin. “I didn't know you

were such a Sherlock. The |ast regul ar agent we sent around

to the Stronberg building was beaten nearly to death with sticks. Maybe I'Il have sone nore use
for yo~,1. Maybe | shall.” The chairman agreed that it would be prudent to transfer

Juni per-Hallett fromthe Exposition back to the main office in the Crosley building. Thither

Juni per-Hall ett went, alnbst getting run over twice. Hs mnd was on his date with Janet the

com ng evening. Not until he reached the office, which was over the main showoom which stretched
al ong Wl shire Boul evard for six blocks, did he renenber that he had neant to ask Lord Archw n
about the state of the antarctic coal fields.

THEY nmet in the Los Angel es Nomi natorium one place they were unlikely to be disturbed. The |ong
lines of colums stretched for blocks in all directions. Each line was sacred to one conpany or
clan, and each pillar bore the nanes and dates of the nenbers of one fanily of that conpany.

“Now up here,” said the guide, “is sonethin interesting. You see that blank space on the
Froman col um? That’'s where they’ d put John General notors Froman-Epstein, only they didn’t put him
nowheres. And on the Packard col onnade, they’'s a bl ank space where they didn’'t put Theodora
Packard Hughes-Halloran, who married him A Generalnotors marryin’ a Packardhmmm” He saw t hat
his visitors were clearly not |istening, and gave up

“Personally,” said Janet, “l don't care whether they put me on a colum or not.”

“Neither do |,” said Juniper-Hallett.

“Do we have to agree on everything, Horace?”

“1t sure | ooks that way. Maybe you agree with ne that this Crosley-Stronberg feud s gone
on | ong enough.”

“l certainly do. | asked father once what started it, and he said nobody in the conpany
renenbered any nore, but | could probably find out if | wanted to dig back far enough into the
records.”

“It’s a lot of bunk,” said Juniper-Hallett. Taking his courage in both hands, he added: “I
don’t see why a person can’'t nmarry whom he pl eases, conmpanies or no comnpanies.”

She nodded gravely. “It’s their affair, isn't it? O course they ought to stay within
their own class.”

“Right. It doesn’'t do to mix classes. But there’'s no | ogica
reason why you and | shouldn’'t marry if we felt like it, for instance.”

“No reason at all, if we felt like it. Wiy, you're nmuch better suited to ne than anyone in
the Stronberg Co.”
“Make it both ways. As a matter of fact, | think it would be about a perfect match.”

“Just about, wouldn't it?”
“1f we felt likeit.”
“Ch, of course.”

Juni per-Hallett |ooked at his shoe buckles. “Matter of fact, | know an ol d genetici st
who'd do it if | asked himto.”

She turned to face him “Horace, you nean you do feel like it?”

“Sure. Do you?”

“OfF course! | was afraid you were just citing an inmagi nary case—=

“And | was afraid you were just being nice—=
“BEver since | met you last—=
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“Bver since | saw you—

The gui de | ooked back over his shoulder. He said “Hnmm” and shuffled off into the
ni ght .

“I"'mafraid,” said Juniper-Hallett.

“You afraid? You weren't afraid of Justin yesterday. And you weren't afraid to invade the
ball Iast night.”

“It’s not that. | feel sonmehow that something’ s going to happen. Sonething to separate

us.”

“How frightful, Horace!”

“Yep, that’s the word for it. For instance, do you know anyt hing about the antarctic coal
situation?”

“No, | don’t suppose | do. Though |’'ve heard father—=

“Go on.”
“Not hi ng definite; just a few words now and then. | suppose | ought to be nmore interested
in coal and such things. But if that’s the case, | don't suppose we ought to wait—=

“Any | onger than we have to—= said Juniper-Hallett.
“We could start right now= said Janet.

“And see that geneticist of mine. I'lIl have to go back to nmy house, though, and get ny
pedi gree. | suppose you will, too.”
“No,” she said brightly, “I brought mne along with nme!”

THE genetici st was a benevolent old gent named M| es Carey-\West.

He said hello to Juniper-Hallett, and inplied with a | ook that he knew what his young
friend had cone for.

“Got your pedigrees?” he asked. He gl anced over JuniperHallett’'s. Then he | ooked at
Janet’s. He whistled when he saw the nanme at the top

“l thought 1'd seen your face sonewhere,” he said, peering through thick glasses. “Wn't
this cause all kinds of trouble?”

The young pair shrugged. Juniper-Hallett said: “Yep. We're ready for it.”

“Ah, well,” said Carey-Wst. “No reasoning with the young and headstrong. Maybe it'|I|l be a
good thing; heal up this silly feud. Just |like Romeo and Juliet.”

“Who?” asked Juni per-Hallett.

“Romeo and Juliet. Couple of characters in a play by a preindustrial English dramatist.
Hope you make out better than they did, though.”

“What happened to then? I'’d like to read it.”

“They died. And you' d have to read it in translation, unless you re a student of Od
Engli sh. Raise your right hands, both of you.”

OF course, thought Horace Juniper-Hallett, it was another dazzling piece of luck, getting the girl
of one’s dreans right off the bat. But he couldn’t help a slight feeling of dissatisfaction; a
feeling that by rushing things so inpetuously he’'d m ssed sonething. Maybe it neant nothing to
have a bi g weddi ng and wal k out of the Gyratory Cub under an arch of duelling sticks held by his
fell ow businessnen. But it would have been nice to have had the experience.

It would not do to voice these fugitive thoughts.

“Well - he said uncertainly. They were standing outside the geneticist’s house, which was
on a back street near Wlshire and Vernont. Now that Juniper-Hallett was no | onger dazzled by the
approachi ng headlights of matrinony, he could see the swarm of problens ahead of himclearly
enough.

Janet was waxi ng her nose. She said: “I’'Il have to go back to the Stronberg building for a
few days, anyway.”

“What ? But | al ways thought—+ was led to believe—gul p—=

“That a bride went to live with her husband? Don’t be silly, darling. I'll have to break
the news gently to nmy parents. O they' |l nake a frightful row | can’t go to live with a nenber
of a rival conpany w thout my own conpany’s consent, you know. ”

“Ch, very well.” Juniper-Hallett had an uneasy feeling that his wife would al ways be about
three junmps ahead of himin naking decisions. “Every hour we're separated will be hell for ne,
sweet heart.”

“Every minute will be for ne, precious. But it can’t be hel ped.”

IT was too early to go to bed; besides which Horace JuniperHallett’s mnd was too full of a nunber
of things. Instead of heading for his room ng house, he wal ked al ong WI shire Boul evard t oward
Western Avenue. The Crosley building reared into the | ow cl ouds ahead of him The sight always
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aroused Juniper-Hallett’'s pride in his conmpany. Tinme had been when such tall buildings were

f or bi dden because of earthquakes. Then they had excavated the San Andreas rift and filled it full
of graphite. This, acting as a lubricant, allowed relative notion of the earth on the two sides to
be smooth instead of jerks.

A light, cold drizzle began; one of those Los Angeles winter rains that nay |last for an
hour or a week.

I f he nade good as a busi nessman, he’d soon be able to nove into the Crosley building with
the executives and full-blooded nobility. If—“Hey!” Juniper-Hallett saw Justin-Wal sh runni ng
toward him making aggressive notions with his duelling stick. The Stromberg nmust have been
hangi ng around the Crosley building just in case. He yelled: “You' re the punk who stole ny
cl ot hes!”

“Now, Your Loyalty,” said Juniper-Hallett, “I"Il explain=

“To hell with your explanations! Defend yourself!”

“But the chief’'s order—=

Whack! Juniper-Hallett got his stick up just intine to parry a downright cut at his head.
After that, his reflexes took hold. The sticks swi shed and clattered. Pedestrians formed a dense
ring around them a ring that woul d suddenly bul ge outward when one of the fighters cane close to
its boundary.

Lane-Val sh was stronger, but Juniper-Hallett was faster. That, with sticks of the standard
Conventi on wei ght, gave him an advantage. He feinted a flank-cut; followed it by a |eftcheek-cut.
He was a little high; the stick hit Lane-Walsh in the tenple. The heir to the Stronberg vice
presi dency dropped his stick, and followed it to the pavenent.

Juni per-Hallett saw a policeman com ng up, drawn by the crowd and the clatter of sticks.
Juni per-Hal l ett pushed out through the opposite side of the ring. The crowd knew what to do: they
opened a lane for him neanwhile getting as much as possible in the way of his pursuer. Juniper-
Hal l ett ducked down the stairs of the Western Avenue station of the WIshire Boul evard subway
before the cop broke through the crowd. After all, the young man had furnished themwith free
ent ert ai nnent .

But, though Juniper-Hallett got away, the police soon | earned who had sent Justin Lane-
Wal sh to the hospital with a fractured skull. Everybody knew the colors of the Crosley Co., which
appeared on the raincoat Juniper-Hallett had been wearing as well as on his suit. His brief case
identified himas of the rank of businessman. And, of the menbers of that order, there was only
one Crosley of Juniper-Hallett's physical properties in Los Angeles at that tine.

They picked himup late that night, still riding the subway back and forth and wonderi ng
whether to give hinself up to them go home as if nothing had happened, or take an airplane for
Mongol i a.

THEY led himinto the Crosley Co.’s private courtroom wherein cases between one menber of the
conpany and

anot her were normal ly decided. The O d Man was there, and the chief of police, and all the Crosley
hi gher-ups. Juni perHallett |ooked around the semcircle of stony faces. Wiether they felt sorrow,
or indignation, or hostility, they gave no sign.

Archwi n Tayl or-Thing, chairman of Crosley, cleared his throat. “Mght as well get this
over with. Get it over with,” he nmuttered to nobody in particular. He stepped forward and
rai sed his voice. “Horace Crosley Juniper-Hallett, Esquire, you have been found unworthy of the
honors of busi nessmanhood. Hand over your brief case.”

Juni per-Hall ett handed it over. Archwin of Crosley took it and gave it to H's Econony, the
treasurer.

“Your fountain pen, sir.”

Juni per-Hal l ett gul ped at giving up the last enblemof his status. Archwin of Crosley
broke the pen over his knee. He got ink down his trouser leg, but paid it no attention. He threw
the pieces into the wastebasket.

He said: “Horace Crosley Juniper-Hallett, Esquire, no | onger, you are hereby degraded to
the rank of whitecollar. You shall never again aspire to the honorabl e status of businessnmanhood,
whi ch you have so |lightly abused.

“Furthernore, in accordance with the agreenent of this honorable conpany with the city of
Los Angeles, we are conpelled to expel you fromour nenbership. Fromthis time forth, you are no
|l onger a Crosley. You shall, therefore, cease using that honorable name. You are forever excluded
fromthe Crosley section of the Inperial Nomnatorium Neither we nor any of our affiliated

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L%...0Camp%20-%20The%20Stolen%20Dormouse%20UC.txt (9 of 32) [10/15/2004 6:00:13 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/ ncoming/L %20Sprague%20D e%620Camp%20-%20T he%620Stol en%20D ormouse%20UC.txt

conpani es will have any further comerce, correspondence, or conmuni cation with you. W renounce
you, cast you out, utterly dissociate ourselves from you.

“CGo, Horace Juniper-Hallett, never to return.”

Juni per-Hal l ett stunbled out.

He was hal fway home, shuffling along with bowed head, when he put a hand in his coat
pocket for a cigarette. He snatched out the note he found, which had gotten there he knew not how.
I't read:

Meet ne twenty-three o' clock basenent Kergulen's Restaurant tonorrow night. Don't tel
anybody. Anybody. A T.-T.

Juni per-Hal l ett decided he could defer thoughts of suicide, at |east until he saw what the
A d Man had up his sleeve.

J UNI PER-HALLETT S ol d friend, the geneticist, was surprised, a week later, to get a visit from
Janet JuniperHallett, née Bi ckham Coates. The girl | ooked a good deal thinner than when Carey-Wst
had seen her |ast. She poured out a
rush of explanation: “Father was wild—sinply wild. This is the first time they’'ve let ne out of
the Stronmberg buil di ng—and they sent ny maid along to make sure | wouldn't sneak off to Horace.
Wiere is he? Wiat’'s he doi ng?”

“He was in once after his expulsion,” said the geneticist. “He |ooked |ike a
wr eck—dnshaven, and he’d been drinking pretty hard. Told nme he’d noved to a cheaper place.”

“What' Il we do? Isn't there any way to rehabilitate hin®”

“l think so,” said the old gentleman. “If he can get along for a year, and noves to sone
city other than the capital, | could arrange to have another radi o conpany take himin. The
Arsiays are | ooking for new bl ood, | hear.”

Janet’s eyes were round. “Do conpanies actually take in outcasts |like that?”

The geneticist chuckled. “OF course they do! It’'s highly irregular, but it does happen, if
you know how to finagle it. Qur man won’t have to stay proletarianized forever. These watertight
conpartnents that our fine Corporate State is divided into, have a way of devel oping | eaks. You' re
shocked, ny dear?”

“N-no. But you sound alnobst as if you approved of the way they did things back in the Age
of Prom scuity, when everyone married and worked for whonever he pleased.”

“They got along. But let’s decide about you and Horace.”

She sighed. “l can’t live with him and | can’t live without him 1'd al nost rather becone
a dornouse than go on like this.”
“Now don’t look at nme, ny dear. | wouldn't sell you any hibernine if | thought you should

take it. Don’t want to spend ny declining years in jail.”

Janet | ooked puzzled. “You mean you mght approve of it in some cases?”

“M ght, though you needn't repeat that. In general, the |aws agai nst the use of hibernine
are sound, but there are cases—

The doorbell rang. Carey-Wst admtted Horace Juni perHallett, dressed as a proletarian
and whi stling.

“Janet!” he yelled, and reached for her.

“Why, Horace!” she said a few nminutes later. “I thought you were a weck. Didn’t you mnind
bei ng expel |l ed and degraded—and even bei ng separated from ne?”

He grinned a little bashfully. If he d thought, he’d have put on a better act. “That was
all a phony, darling. The general perfornmance, that is. | really got drunk. But that was at the
ad Man’s orders, to make it nore convincing.”

“Horace! What on earth do you nmean?”

“Ch, I'mtechnically an outcast, working as an ashman for the city of Los Angel es. But
actually, 1’mdoing a secret investigation for the Crosleys. Lord Archwin saw nme after the
cerenmony and told nme that if | was successful, he’d have nme reinstated and—eh, gee!” Juni per-
Hal l ett’ s boyish face registered disnmay. “I forgot | wasn't supposed to tell anybody, even you!”

“Huh,” said Carey-Wst. “A fine Sherlock your chairnan picked.”

“But now that you’ve gone that far,” said Janet thoughtfully, “you might as well tell us
the rest.”

“l really oughtn t—=

“Horace! You don’t mistrust your w fe, do you?”

“Ch, very well. |I'm supposed to find out about this stolen dornouse. And I'mstarting with
the Stronbergs.”
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“My conpany!”

“Yep. Renmenber, we’'re trying to stop the feud and bring about a nmerger between your
conpany and mne. So it’'s mne as well as yours, really.”

“But nmy own conpany—=-

Juni per-Hallett did his best to ook nmasterful. “That’'s enough, Janet old girl! You want
me reinstated and everything, don't you? Well, then, you' Il have to help ne.”

THE precise formof that help Janet |earned the followi ng evening.

She was sitting at her windowin the Stronberg building, which towered up out of the clunp
of low and often fog-bound hills in the |Inglewod district. She was watching the lights of Los
Angel es and reading “How to Hold a Husband,” by the thrice-divorced Vivienne Banks- Carnody. She
was al so scratching Dol ores behind the ear. Dol ores was purring.

Cane a knock, and Dol ores, who was shy about strangers, slunk under the bed. Janet opened
the door. She squeaked:

“ Hor =

“Sh!” said Juniper-Hallett, slipping in and closing the door
behind him A fine rain of powdered ash sifted fromhis work clothes to the carpet.

“How on earth did you get in here?” she whispered.

“Sinple.” He grinned, a little nervously. “l stuck a wench into the works of the ash
hopper and jamred it. Wiile the boys were clustering about it and wondering what to do, | slipped
in through the kitchen door. | rode up the service elevator; nobody stopped ne.” He sat down,

rustling and clanking a bit. H s clothes bul ged.
“How did you know how to get here? The place is |ike a maze.”
“Ch, that.” He took a huge fistful of papers fromunder his coat, |eafed through them and

sel ected one. “They gave ne a conplete set of plans before | started out. |’ve got enough tools
and things hung around ne to burgle the National Treasury. |’ m supposed to clinb through your air
conditioning systemto the | aboratory, to see if they ve got the stolen dornouse there.”

“But =

He stopped her with a wave. “I can't start until early in the norning, when things'll be
quiet.”

“About when?”

“Between three and four, they told nme. You ve had your dinner, haven’t you, darling?’ He
took out a sandwi ch and munched.

“But Horace, you can’t stay here!”

“Why not?” He rose and entered the bathroomto get a glass of water

“l have to get to bed sone tinme, and | can’'t have a man—=

“You're ny wife, aren’t you?”

“CGood Service, so | anml This is frightful!”

“What do you nean, frightful?” he said indignantly. “Matter of fact, | was considering—=

A knock interrupted him Janet asked: “Wo's there?”

“Me,” said the voice of Janet’s nother

“Qui ck, Horace! Just a mnute, nother! Hi de under the bed! Dolores won't hurt you.”

“Who' s Dol ores?”

“My cat. 1'Il be right there, nother. Quick, please, please!”

Juni per-Hallett, thinking that his bride mght have shown a little nore enthusiasmfor his
conpany, stuffed the rest of his
sandwi ch into his nouth, put away the transparent sheet it had been wapped in, and rolled under
the bed. Janet opened the door

“l thought 1'd spend the night with you,” said Janet’s nother. “I’ve been having those
ni ght mares agai n.”

Janet gave a vaguely affirmative reply. But Horace JuniperHallett did not hear it. His
hand was clutching his nmouth, which was open in a silent yell. Every nuscle in his body was at
maxi mum t ensi on.

Two feet fromhis head, a pair of green eyes, seemingly the size of dinner plates, were
staring at him

VWhen the first horrif~"ing shock wore off, Juniper-Hallett was able to reason that if
Janet wanted to call a full-grown puma a “cat,” she had every right to do so. But she m ght have
war ned hi m

Dol ores opened her fanged nouth and gave a faint snarl. \Wen Juniper-Hallett sinply |ay
where he was, Dol ores rel axed.

Lady Bi ckham Snmith was tal king: “—and even if your father is a bit rigid in his ideas,
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Janet, it was a crazy thing to do, don’'t you think? You don't really know anythi ng about this
man—

“Mother! | thought we weren't going to argue about that—= Dol ores kept her green eyes open
with a faint, lingering suspicion, but did not nove as Juniper-Hallett touched her head. He
stroked it. Dol ores’ eyelids drooped; Dolores purred. The sound was |i ke an eggbeater churning up
a bow ful of marbles, but still it was a purr.

Then Juni per-Hallett’s nucous nmenbrane went into action. He just stopped a sneeze by
pressing a finger under his nose. H s nasal passages filled with colorless liquid. H's eyes itched
and wat er ed.

He was allergic to cats, and he' d been neglecting his injections lately. And cats
evidently included lions, tigers, |eopards, pumas, jaguars, ounces, servals, ocelots, jaguarundis,
and all the other menbers of the tribe.

In an hour, when he was treated to the sight of the bare ankles of the two wonmen, noving
about preparatory to going to bed, he had the finest case of hay fever in the city of Los
Angel es, which stretched from San Di ego to Santa Barbara. And there was nothing he could do about
t.

But, he assured hinmself, no situation would ever seem grotesque to hi magain.

W.
J UNI PER- HALLETT awoke after five or six hours’ fitful slunber.

He tried to raise his head, bunped it on the bottomof the mattress, and realized where he
was. |t seened incredible to himthat he should have slept at all under those bizarre
ci rcumst ances

But there he was, with a gray wet dawn conming in through the wi ndows, and Dol ores’ head
resting peacefully on his stomach

After several years, it seemed, of his lying and silently sniffling, the wonmen got up and
dressed. Janet said: “l didn't
yawn . . . sleep very well.”

“Neither did I. It's that beast of yours. | w sh you wouldn’t keep her in here, Janet. She
gives ne the wiuliejitters. She kept purring all night long, and it sounded just |like a nan
snoring.”

When Lady Bi ckham Smith had departed, Juniper-Hallett rolled out fromunder the bed. Wen
he got to his feet, he threw back his head, closed his eyes, opened his nouth, and gave vent to a
sneeze that fluttered the pages of a nagazine on the table. He | ooked vastly relieved, though his
eyes were red and watery and his hair was nussed. “There,” he said, “l’ve been wadtig to do that
all dight!”

‘Was that all you thought about |ast night?”

“Just ab—bPo, of course dot!”

“Darling!”

“Sweet heart!”

She st epped back and | ooked at him “Horace, did you snore |ast night?” Her tone suggested
that she wi shed she’d known about this sooner

“How should | dow? Have you got sobe ephedride id your bathroob?”

“No, but Panela Starr-Glligan down the hail, may have sonme. Wy?”

Juni per-Hal l ett gestured toward the puma, who was standing with her forepaws on the w ndow
sill, looking at the rain. “I'b afraid that whed we have our owd hobe, dear, it’'ll have to be
wi t hout her.”

“Ch, but Horace, how frightful! | |ove Dol ores—=

“Well, let’s dot argue dow. WII| you get be sobe ephedride, old girl, before | drowd in by

owd hay fever?”

When she returned with the nmedicine, she found a thinnerlooking Juniper-Hallett eating
anot her sandwi ch and exanining the air conditioning registers. On the floor lay a | ot of
engi neering drawi ngs, a coil of rope with a hook at one end, a flashlight, and a couple of
bur gi ari ous- | ooki ng tools.

“Horace! \What on earth-=

He blew his nose violently and explained: “I"'mtrying to figure out which systemwould get
me to the lab quicker, the risers or the returns.” He | ooked at the plans. “Let’s see. The
Stronmberg building has a |l owvelocity air conditioning systemdesigned to furnish six air changes
an hour with a maxi numtenperature differential of thirty degrees centigrade and a trunk line
velocity of three hundred neters per nminute. Ducts are of the all asbestos Carey type. There are
1,406 outlet registers and 1,323 return registers, munbl e-nunbl e- munbl e—Looks |i ke the distance
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is the same in either case; but if | take the warmair side |I'll get toasted when | get down near
the furnace. So it’ll be the returns.”

He took his ephedrine and addressed hinself to the return register. The grate was | ocked
in place, but the franme to which it was hinged was held to the wall by four ordinary screws. These
he took out in a hurry. He stowed his el aborate apparatus about his person, kissed his bride, and
pushed hinself into the duct head first.

THE duct dropped straight for two feet, then turned horizontally.

The corner was square, and was full of little curved vanes to guide the air around.
Juni per-Hallett fetched up against these while his legs were still in Janet’s room

He backed out, muttering, got out his wecking bar, kissed Janet again, stuck his upper
hal f into the duct, and attacked the vanes. They canme | oose and plunked to the bottom wall of
the duct one by one. Then Juniper-Hallett worned hinself conpletely into the duct and around the
bend. “Wrmed” is no exaggeration. The duct was a nere twenty by forty centineters, and, thin as
Juni per-Hallett was, it took all his patience and persistence to get hinself around that hellish
corner. Too |late he renenbered that he had a third sandwich in an inside pocket; he probably had
jamall over the inside of his clothes by now

The duct soon enlarged where others joined it, so that Juniper-Hallett could proceed on
hands and knees. Faint gleans of |ight cane down the ducts fromthe registers. The breeze purred
softly past his neck. The inside of the ducts was waxy to his touch. He cane to anot her bend, and
had to pry | oose another set of vanes that bl ocked his path. He hoped he wasn’'t nmmki ng too nuch
noi se. But the asbestos nmuffled even the sound of the wecking bar

Then he arrived at deeper bl ackness in the darkness around him his right hand met not hing
when he put it down. He jerked back in horror; in his hurry he'd al nbost tunbl ed down one of the
main return stacks. It would have a straight drop of about a hundred neters.

H s viscera crawing, he turned on his flashlight. He found he’d have to pry a couple of
baffle plates out of the way to get into the stack

That took a bit of straining, cranped as he was. Wen it was done, he stuck his head into
the stack and flashed the Iight down against the stack wall below him There ought to be a | adder
of hand holds all the way fromtop to bottom

But there were no hand hol ds bel ow him nor above him either. Wth great difficulty, he
got out the plans and read them by the flashlight. H's underwear was now clamry with sweat. The
pl an showed the hand holds. The plan was wrong, or the hand hol ds had been renobved since it was
made. He could not think why the latter should be.

He took another | ook, and there were the hand hol ds—en the side of the stack opposite him

The idea of junping across the two-neter gap over the black hole below him and catching
the hand hol ds on the fly nonkeyw se, nmade his scalp crawl. He sat for a nminute, listening to the
faint, deep, organlike note of the air rushing down
the stack. Then he knew what he nust do. He unwound the rope fromaround his mddle, and tossed
the hook on its end across the gap until it caught on one of the hand hol ds. Then he took the rope
in both hands and slid off the baffle plates. He fetched up sharply against the other side of the
st ack.

AN hour later, Juniper-Hallett arrived at the return-register, opening into the biology room of
the Stronmberg | aboratories, well below ground. He was shaking from his hundred-neter clinb down
the stack. Wthout the plans, it would have taken himall day to find the right duct.

He stifled a grunt of disappointment. The register was high up on one wall, giving hima
good view of the room The duct, serving a roomnuch larger than Janet’s, was thrice the size of
the one leading to hers, so Juniper-Hallett could nove around easily.

But there was no sign of the body of a dornobuse anywhere. His watch told himit was eight-thirty.
That was dangerously close to the hour when the scientists went to work. But if there was no

dor mouse, there would be no reason for invading—A lock clicked and a nman entered the room He
stared at a

| ong, bare table, and bolted out, slamming the door. Soon he was back with several nore. They al

shouted at once. “Ryan’s gone!” “Wo was here last—= “l saw himon the table—= “—fust have
stolen—= “—the Crosleys—= “—shall we call the police—= “—the departnent’l| catch hell from= “Shut
up, sir! Let ne think!”

The last was froma nman Juni per-Hallett recogni zed as Hosea Beverly-Heil, Stronberg’s
chief engineer. He was a tall, masterful -1ooking man. He pressed his fingertips against his
tenpl es and squeezed his eyes shut.

After a while he said: “It’s either the Crosleys, or the Ayesm es, or the Hawaiians. The

file:///G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L...Camp%20-%20The%20Stolen%20Dormouse%20UC.txt (13 of 32) [10/15/2004 6:00:13 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/ ncoming/L %20Sprague%20D e%620Camp%20-%20T he%620Stol en%20D ormouse%20UC.txt

Crosl eys, on general principles; if we steal something, that is to say, it obviously has val ue for
us; wherefore it behooves themto steal it fromus. The Ayesni es, because Arnold Ryan was a
prom nent menber of the A S. M E. back in the days when it was a | egal organization; that is to
say, now that they are an illegal, secret group, | nean, clique or . . . uh . . . group, and have
been driven a
nmost out of existence by our good dictator’s vigilant agents— Here sonebody snickered. Beverly-
Heil frowned at him as though everybody didn't know that the dictator was a nere powerl ess puppet
in the hands of the turbulent aristocracy of the great conpanies. “-our . . . his vigilant agents
as | was saying, they may wish the help of one of their forner |eaders in saving themfrom
extinction. The Hawaiians, because they nay suspect that Ryan, who, as is well known, is part
Hawai i an, may give us their power secret; that is to say—Well, of the three possibilities, | think
the second and last are too farfetched and nel odramatic to be worth serious consideration; | nean
to say, to merit further pursuit along that line. Therefore, by a sinple process of elimnination
we have to conclude that the Crosleys are the nmen—that is to say, the nost |ikely suspects.”

Juni per-Hal l ett, huddl ed behind the grill of the register, began to understand why Janet
had called the Stronberg dinner “frightful.” Undoubtedly, Hosea Beverly-Heil had made a speech

THE chi ef engi neer now turned on a squarely built, blond man with nmonocle stuck in a red face. “As
for your suggestion, Duke-Hol mgui st, by which |I mean your proposal that we call the police, | may
say that | consider it about the silliest thing | ever heard, sir; that is, it’s utterly absurd.
mean by that, that to do so, would involve the adnission that we had stolen, | nean expropri ated,
the body of Arnold Ryan in the first place.”

Horace Juni per-Hallett was | eaning against the grill, straining his ears. He was sure that
hi s conmpany hadn’t stol en the dormouse. Wiy should the O d Man send himout to hunt for the body
at a tine when he nust have known of its whereabouts and of plans for its seizure?

And then the grill, which was not |ocked in place at all but was nmerely held upright by
friction, cane | oose and fell out and down on its hinges with a loud clang. Juniper-Hallett caught
the register frame just in time to keep hinself fromtunbling into the |aboratory.

For a few seconds, Juniper-Hallett |ooked at the engineers, and the engi neers | ooked at
him H's face started to take on a
friendly smle, until he noticed that the couple nearest himstarted noving toward himw th grim
| ooks. Men had been beaten to death with duelling sticks when caught in the eneny’ s—Juni per-
Hal l ett tumbl ed backward and raced down the duct
on hands and knees. Behind himthe technicians broke into angry shouts. The Iight was di med as
the head and shoul ders of one of themwas thrust into the opening. Juniper-Hallett thought of
trying to lose his pursuer in the
maze of ducts. But he’d undoubtedly | ose hinself nuch sooner; and then they d post sonebody at
each of the fourteen hundred registers and wait for himto cone out—The nman was gai ni ng on him
fromthe sound. The | aboratory was connected to the main air conditioning system there were
smal | er special tenperature roons, with a little circulating systemof their own. The duct that
Juni per-Hallett was in turned up a little way on, to reach the basenent |evel where it joined the
main trunks fromthe air conditioner. He had come down the one-story drop by his rope. It was
still there; he went up it hand over hand. Just as he reached the top, it went taut below him the
ot her man was com ng up, too

J UNI PER-HALLETT tried to pry the hook out, but it had worked itself firmy into the asbestos, and
the weight of his pursuer kept it there.

He took out his flashlight and wecking bar. A businessman could hit anot her businessman
or a whitecollar, with a duelling stick. A whitecollar could hit another whitecollar or a
busi nessman with a duelling stick. A whitecollar could use his fists on another whitecollar, but
for a businessman to either strike with or be struck by a fist was a violation of the convention.
An engi neer ranked above a white collar and bel ow a busi nessman; he could not be pronoted to a
busi nessman, executive, or entrepreneur, however. He could be struck with
—Juni per-Hallett had forgotten. But it was utterly certain that hitting a man with a w ecki ng bar
was a horrible violation of the code. Maybe an entrepreneur could hit a proletarian with such an
i mpl enent, but even that—The nan’'s head appeared over the edge of the bend. As
Juni per-Hallett turned the flashlight on, the man’s nonocl e
gl eamed bal efully back at him It was the thick-set fell ow addressed as Duke-Hol nqui st .

Juni per-Hallett hit himover the head with the wecking bar; gently, not wishing to do him
serious damage.

“Quch!” said Duke-Hol ngui st. He slipped back a little; then pulled hinself up again.
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Juni per-Hallett hit himagain, alittle harder

“Unh,” grunted the man. “Damm it, sir, stop that!” He reached a | arge red hand out for
Juni per-Hal lett.

Juni per-Hallett hit himagain, quite a bit harder. The nonocl e popped out of the large red
face, and the face itself disappeared. Juniper-Hallett heard himstrike the bottomof the duct. He
wor ked his hook | oose and pulled the rope up

He coul d wal k al nost erect along the main duct. He hiked along, referring to his plan now
and then, until he found the stack down which he had come. He stunbl ed over the vanes he had
knocked | oose before.

He started to clinb. By the tine he had ascended ten nmeters, he had discarded the wecking
bar and the other inplenent, a thing like a | arge can opener. By the tine he had gone twenty, he
had stuffed his papers into his pants pocket and dropped his coat. He woul d have di scarded the
flashlight and the rope, except that he mi ght need them yet.

At thirty nmeters, he was sure he had clinbed a hundred, and was playing the flashlight up
and down the shaft to make sure he hadn’t already passed the takeoff with the bent baffle plate.
The ephedrine made his heart pound even nore than it would have, anyway.

By and by, he worked out a system of |ooping his rope into a kind of sling, slipping the
hook over one of the hand holds, and resting between clinbs. The clinbs grew shorter and shorter.
He’' d never nake it. Anyone but a thin, wiry young nman in first-rate condition would have col | apsed
| ong before.

But he kept on; ten rungs; rest; ten rungs; rest.

The ten rungs becane nine, eight, seven—Pretty soon he’d give up and crawl out the first
duct he passed. It might land himal nost anywhere—but how could he get into and through it,
wi t hout his burglary tool s?

He'd stop the next time he rested; just hang there in black space, until the Stronbergs
| owered a rope for himfrom above.

THERE was the bent baffle!l Feeling ashaned of his own weakness, Juniper-Hallett hurried up to it.
How to get across the two neters of enpty space? He clinbed ten extra rungs, hooked the hook over
a hand hol d, clinbed back down, took the rope in his hands, and kicked out, sw nging hinself

pendul umni se across the stack. He caught the baffle all right and wormed his way into the duct. He
found he would have to | eave his rope behind. He said to hell with it, and squirmed out through
the duct |eading to Janet’s room

She was there al one. She squeaked with concern as Juni perHallett poured hinmself out of the
regi ster and col |l apsed on the rug. He had sweated off five of his meager sixty kilos, and | ooked
it. She said, “Ch, darling!” and gathered himup. Dolores, not yet altogether used to Juni per-
Hallett, slid under the bed again

Wth his little remaining strength, he tottered back to the register and began putting the

frame of the grill back in place. A knock sounded. Juniper-Hallett |ooked up and munbl ed:
“S pose | could go back and get ny rope-don’t know how-and hang out the w ndow—=
“You Il do nothing of the sort!” Janet bow ed himover and rolled himunder the bed.

The visitor was a strapping young Stronberg guardsman. He expl ai ned: “Those foo
engi neer s—beggi ng ny | ady’s pardon—took half an hour getting Duke-Hol myui st out of the flues
before they thought to tell us. But we'll catch the nmarauder; isolate the main stacks and cl ean
them and their branches out one at a tine—what's that?” He bent over and examni ned the register
“Sonmebody’ s been taking the screws out of this, and he didn’t put themall the way back in. The
man hasn’t cone out through your room has he, ny |ady?”

“No,” said Janet. “But, then, | was out until a few m nutes ago.”

“Hmmm"” The guardsman renoved the register frame and stuck his flashlight inside the
duct. “The vanes have all been knocked out of this bend. Sonebody’ s been through here all right.
Mnd if |I search your room ny |ady?”

“No. But please don't muss up ny things any nore than you have to.”

The guardsman went through the closets and the bureau
drawers. Then he approached the bed. Janet’s heart was in her nouth. Being a sensible girl, she
knew t hat tier husband in his present condition, had not the ghost of a chance of throttling or
stunning the man before he could give the alarm And there was nothing in sight to use as a club—
The guardsman bent over and pulled up the bedspread.

Sonet hi ng hi ssed at him he junped back, dropping his flashlight. “Ww"” he said. “1’'d forgotten
about your lioness, nmy lady. | guess the fell ow sneaked out through your roomwhile you were out
of it.” He touched his forehead and depart ed.

Janet | ooked under the bed in her turn. “Horace,” she said. A snore answered her
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V.
J UNI PER- HALLETT awoke after dark. He felt al nbst human again, and very hungry. The cause of his
awakening was the click of the door as Janet returned to her room after dinner.

“Here, sweetheart,” she said, producing a couple of hard rolls.

“Wonder ful woman!” he replied, sinking his teeth.

She said: “Mther’s going to spend the night here again. It's her nightmares.”

“Then 1’11 have to get out somehow. Ri ght away.”

“Ch, must you, Horace?”

“Yep. | don’t fancy another night with Dol ores.”

The punmm, hearing her name, cane over to Juniper-Hallett and rubbed her head against his
knee.

“She likes you,” said Janet.

“That may be. But she gives ne hay fever, and she has too much claws and teeth for ny idea
of a pet. How Il | get out, old girl?”

Janet got a raincoat, a hat, and a pair of shoes out of a closet. “If you put these on—=

“What ? Good Service, no! If it ever got out that 1’'d been doing a fenmale inpersonation
I"d never live it down. The nere idea gives ne the horrors.”

“But that's the only thing I can think of =

“Me run around in a girl’s clothes? Yeeow " He closed his eyes and shuddered. “If they
caught ne in what |’ mwearing,
the worst they could do would be to beat nme to death. But that
—br-r-r-r! No, a thousand tinmes no!”

Hal f an hour later he had his pants legs rolled up under the raincoat, and was putting on
the hat. Hi s expression was that of a man about to have a boil |anced by a drunken friend with a
rusty jackknife.

He stood up. Dol ores rubbed against his |egs; then suddenly reared up, enbraced himwth
her muscul ar forelegs, and threw him She sat down on himand |licked his chin. She had a tongue
|l i ke sandpaper of the coarsest grade.

“Hey!” said Juniper-Hallett.

“She wants you to stay and play with her,’

“But | don't,” said Juniper-Hallett.

Dol ores was persuaded to | et Juniper-Hallett up, and was sent out for a walk with Janet’s
mai d while Juniper-Hallett hid.

When Horace Juni per-Hallett got hone |late that night, he took off the hat and the shoes
and flung themon the floor with a violence all out of proportion to the crine, if any, of these
i nof fensi ve garnments.

said Janet. “She loves to westle.”

J UNI PER- HALLETT S next obvi ous step was to report to
Lord Archwin of Crosley that he had arrived at the
Stronmberg | aboratories just as the Stronbergs | earned that
sonmebody el se had nade off with the precious dornobuse.

He didn't relish the prospect. Lord Archwin night have regretted al ready sending an
untrai ned young sprig out to gunshoe and be gl ad of an excuse to call the deal off and put a
prof essi onal Sherlock on the job. So Juniper-Hallett was relieved next norning when he | earned at
the Crosley building that Archwin Tayl or-Thi ng was down at the Exposition, which was closing that
day.

Juni per-Hal lett was starting out of the receptionist’s vestibule when he noticed a man
sitting with a brief case—not a businessnan’s fancy | eather one, but a plain rubberoid bag—in his
| ap. The man had a large quantity of curly black hair, tinted spectacles, and beard. Juni per-
Hall ett did not know any nmen with beards, but still this one did not |look unfaniliar to him

“Waiting to see the O d Man, sir?” he asked pleasantly.

“Da. Yes.”

“He won’t be back until late this afternoon, sir.”

“Saw? That is too bad. But | shall wait for him anyway.”

“l1"mgoing down to see himnow. Can | take a nessage?”

“Da. Tell himthat Professor Ivan |Ivanovitch Chel yushkin waits to see him He has wery
i nportant inwention to shaw him?”

“How | ong have you worn those whi skers?” asked JuniperHallett.

“Years and years. Gaw, young nan, and geev your naster mnmy nessage!” The professor rose and
poi nted inperiously to the door

“l think,” said Juniper-Hallett in a |ow voice, “that you re the | ousiest actor | ever
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saw, Justin old slug.”
The eyes behind the tinted gl asses took on an alarmed, hunted | ook. “You dam dirty

Crosley,” whispered the bearded man fiercely. “If you say a word, 1’1l break your neck before ~hey
can—

Juni per-Hal lett |aughed at him “Now, now, | don’t want Your Loyalty beaten to a jelly.
That’'s what they' d do; beat you to a jelly.” He repeated the word ‘~jelly” with relish. “I’m not

technically a Crosley any nore, you know. ”

“That’s right, so you aren’t. And |’ m nobody’s Loyalty. But-—=

“Let us gaw outside, ny frand, where we can talk w zzout wulgar interruptions,” said
Juni per-Hallett.

J USTI N LANE- WALSH expl ai ned, crestfallen: “After |I got out of the hospital, they degraded and
expelled nme, just as they said they would. But our A d Man told me not to go off the deep end
because he m ght have sonme confidential work for ne.

“So last night | get a call fromhim and he tells ne sonebody’s got our dornobuse, the one
we expropriated fromthe Crypt. You know all about that, don't you? So the A d Man says, you find
where t he dornmouse has gone, and we’'ll see about giving you your rank back.”

“Same thing happened to me, exactly,” said Juniper-Hallett. He explained why he was sure
the Crosleys had not stolen the
dornouse. Lane-Wal sh scratched his head, getting black hair dye on his fingertips, but he could
not see a hole in JuniperHallett’s reasoning.

Juni per-Hal l ett went on: “Matter of fact | had an idea, when | saw you, that we’d do
better together than working agai nst one another. Wiy not? W re both outcasts.”

“Well,” said Lane-Wal sh hesitantly, “suppose we find the dormouse; which of us—er which of
our two conpani es—gets hin?”

“We could fight it out,” said Juniper-Hallett. He was sure he coul d handl e Lane-Wal sh
despite the latter’s size

“Can’t. The doc told me | couldn't fight any nore duels for a year, on account of what you

did to ny skull last tine. Are there any ot her honorabl e net hods?”

“We' Il have to flip a coin or sonething.” Juniper-Hallett disnissed the disposal of the
dorrmouse with an airy wave. LaneWal sh, still doubtful, gave in.

Juni per-Hallett said: “I don't guess there’s much point in prowing around our own

conpani es’ buildings any nore. What we want is a lead to the Hawaiians or the Ayesm es.”
“Do you know any Hawai i ans?”
“No. Do you?” asked Juniper-Hallett.

“l”ve never even seen one. | understand they have brown skins and flat faces, sort of Iike
Mongol i ans.”

“Well, if we don’t know any Hawaii ans, how are we going to find their secret headquarters?
If they ve got a secret headquarters.”

Lane- Wal sh shrugged. “I suppose we'll have to go after the Ayesmies then. But | don't know

any Ayesmies, either.”
“We both know sone engi neers, though. And any engi neer night be an Ayesny.”
Lane- WAl sh opened his eyes as if this was a great revel ation

“That’'s so! There’'s one engi neer around our building I don’t Iike. He ought to be an Ayesny.”

SO eveni ng found the amateur Sherlocks lurking in the shrubbery—titerally—n front of the
St ronmber g bui | di ng.

“That’s him” said Justin Lane-Walsh. A portly man had just cone out of the front
entrance. “He wal ks honme every night at this tine.”

They rose and foll owed the engi neer Lane-Walsh didn't like. They followed himto the
restaurant where he ate his dinner. Lane-Wl sh whispered to Juniper-Hallett: “That’'s one of the
things that nade ne suspect him What’'s his idea of sneaking off to eat by hinmsel f? They serve
good grub in the Engineers’ Mess in our building.”

Juni per-Hallett replied: “Let’s order sonething; but not too rmuch. W don’t want to be in
the mddl e of our meal when he finishes.”

Juni per-Hallett had a tuna-fish sandwich and a glass of wi ne. Lane-Wal sh had a gl ass of
mlk. The nmilk got in his beard, which was held on with a water-sol uble adhesive. He had to hold
the object in place with one hand. He nuttered:

“What' s this about your getting married to the A d Man's daughter?”
Juni per-Hallett told him
“1"I'l be dammed,” said Lane-Wal sh. “That’s another reason for knocking your head of f, when
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we have our duel after | get well. Janet’s a good kid, though. If |I were sap enough to marry
anybody, she’d do very nicely. Reminds me of a Spanish girl | net at a party |ast week. She was
shaped like this and |ike this.” He gestured. “And when | woke up—=

Just then the stout engi neer whom Lane-Wal sh didn't |ike got up. H's pursuers got up, too,
and fol | owed hi mout.

As they mounted the stairs to the sidewal k, the engi neer was there waiting for them He
cane right to the point. “What the devil are you two following ne for?”

“We aren’t,” said Juniper-Hallett.

“We were just waiting for an airplane, sir,” said Lane-Wal sh. “Bunk!” roared the engi neer
Lane-Wal sh didn't like. “Get out of here. Right now, or I'Il call a cop!”

They went.

VI .

SLEEPER' S Crypt, colloquially known as Dornmous Crypt, occupied the southern corner of Giffith
Park, at Western

and Los Feliz. Fromthis elevation the Crypt commanded a fine view of the capital city, which its
permanent residents were in no condition to appreciate. The Crypt itself was a big nmausol eunli ke
buil ding, streamined. “Streamined,” in the

| anguage of the tine, meant, not shaped so as to pass through a fluid with the | east resistance,
but covered with usel ess ornanentation. The word got this nmeaning as a result of its nisuse by
twenti eth-century manufacturers, who took to calling boilers, refrigerators, and other normally
stationary objects “streamnlined” when they nerely nmeant that they had dressed their products up in
sheet net al housi ngs and bright paint. Hence “streamined” came to nmean dressed up or ornanented,
with no reference to aerodynam cs.

At the entrance to the Crypt was a cluster of watchnmen. At sixteen o' clock, the |ine of
sightseers entering the Crypt contained Justin Lane-Wl sh and Horace Juni per-Hallett, conspicuous
in their sober proletarian off-hour costune anong the gaudy col ors of the great conpanies.

As they entered, Lane-Walsh remarked: “They’ ve got about twi ce as many wat chmen as usua
here today.”

“l guess they're not taking any nore chances of havi ng anot her dornouse stolen,” said
Juni per-Hallett. Just then they passed through a turnstile; one of a pair, one for incorners and
the other for outgoers.

Li ke all visitors to the Crypt, they lowered their voices. It was that kind of place.
There was hall after hall, each with its rows of gl asstopped caskets. In each casket was a
sl eeper. There was a little |light above the head of the sleeper, which a visitor could flash on by
a button if he wished to examine the sleeper’s face. At the foot of the casket was a plate with
the sleeper’s name and other pertinent information, including the estimated date of his awakening.

Lane-Val sh switched on one of these |lights. The sleeper was a girl.

“Some babe,” said Lane-Walsh. “If she was ready to wake up, now=>

“Whul dn’t do you nuch good,” said Juniper-Hallett, reading the plate. “She isn't due to
wake for fifty years. And you won't be up to rmuch then.”

“Sall right, 1'Il be up to nore at seventy-five than you are right now, shrinp. Say,
al ways wondered if they called ‘emdorm ce because the top of the coffin conmes up |ike a door when
they wake up and pull the switch.”

“Nope. Matter of fact they're named after some kind of
mouse they have in Europe. It goes into a very deep sleep when it hibernates. Onh-oh, here’'s a new
ope. | didn't know they were still taking themin.”

“Sure,” said Lane-Wal sh with much worldly wi sdom “You can get hibernine easy if you got
the right connections.”

Anot her of Juniper-Hallett's youthful illusions popped. He conceal ed his feeling of shock
and led the way to the hall that had contained the torpid body of Arnold Ryan. There was quite a
crowmd around the enpty Ryan casket. Wien Juniper-Hallett and Lane-Wal sh wormed their way in close,
they bent over and exam ned the object eagerly. This was what they had cone for
having run out of all other ideas, they thought there m ght possibly be a clue in or around the
Ryan casket.

But the casket was exactly the sane as all the others in the Crypt, except that the
paddi ng and the el ectrical connections had been renoved fromthe interior. There remai ned nothing
but a big plastic box, w thout even a scratch to hint at the destination of the victim

Dl SAPPO NTED, they strolled off, snapping casket lights on at random Juniper-Hallett said: “Al
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these fol ks, | understand, took a hibernine pill because they hoped they'd wake up in a better
worl d than the one they were in. | wonder how many of ‘emw |l really like it better.”

Lane-Wal sh | aughed harshly. “Whaddya nmean, better? W’ ve got a properly organi zed set-up,
haven't we, with a place for everybody and everybody in his place? What nore coul d they want?”

“l was just wondering—

“That's the trouble with you, shrinp. You d alnpst be a man if you weren't al ways
wondering and thinking. Hell, what does anybody want to think for? We hire the engineers to do
that. Hey, what-—=

Juni per-Hal l ett was bendi ng over behind one of the caskets. He said softly: “They ought to
polish this floor up better.” He waved Lane-Wal sh to silence as the |latter opened his nouth to
speak. Lane-Walsh, for all his bluster, took orders docilely enough in the presence of anything he
did not understand.

“See,” said Juniper-Hallett. There were a lot of parallel scratches running fromthe
casket to the wall. “Sonebody’s
been shoving this box back and forth. Now if we could stick around here after the guards chase the
rest out at seventeen—Ch-oh!”

“What's up, sister?” asked Lane-Wal sh.

“You woul dn’t understand, lanme brain. It occurs to ne that there’s a conptoneter hitched
to each of those turnstiles, so the guards can tell after they close the place whether as many
peopl e came out as went in. CGot it?”

“Ch. | get it. What' Il we do then?”

“1f you'll shut up and let a man with a brain think, maybe | can figure a way.’
Hal lett fell silent. Then he gave his friendly eneny instructions.

They started out the front door, Lane-Walsh |eading. LaneWal sh passed through the outgoing
turnstile and halted a couple of steps beyond it to light a cigarette. He remarked to the nearest
guard: “So this is your wonderful Los Angeles climate, huh? |1’ve been here just a week, and it’s
rained the whole tine.”

The guard grinned. “You oughta be here in sumrer, mster. Say, would you nove out of the
way a little? People want to get by you.”

“People” in this case nmeant Horace Juniper-Hallett. He had gone through the turnstile
behi nd Lane-Wal sh. When LaneWal sh had stopped, he had stopped, too. Wile concealed fromthe
doornen by Lane-Wal sh’s broad shoul ders, he reached back and gave the turnstile a couple of quick
yanks.

Juni per -

They strolled off into the drizzle while Lane-Wal sh finished his cigarette. Juni per-

Hal | ett explained: “l turned the out turnstile a couple of extra quadrants, so it reads two
visitors too nmany.”
“So what? If the out stile reads two nore than the in, they' Il know sonething’ s wong—=
“Dimd t! When we go back in we'll raise the reading on the in stile by twd, so they’l
bal ance after everybody but us has been cleared out.”
“Oh,” said Lane-Walsh. “I get it. W better hurry back, or they' |l wonder why we’re com ng
in just before closing tine.”
“Al most human intelligence,” said Juniper-Hallett. “It'll be too bad to spoil what little

wits you have by cracking your skull again, when we have our duel.”

AT seventeen the guards blew their whistles and herded everybody out. Juniper-Hallett and Lane-

Wal sh, by a bit of adroit dodging, hid fromthe guards, and were left in the enpty Crypt. Most of
the lights went out. There was no sound but the occasional, very faint, honk of an autonobile horn
wafted in from outside.

Juni per-Hal l ett took out a sandwi ch and divided it with Lane-Wl sh, who had not thought to
bring one. Between bites Juniper-Hallett pointed to a bit of inconplete electrical wiring al ong
the wall. He whispered: “l guess they're putting in a fancy burglar-alarmsystem Good thing we
got here before they finished it.”

“Say,” said Lane-Wal sh, “wouldn’t it be sonething if all the dorm ce woke up at once and
cane out of their coffins?”

“I't would scare ne silly,” said Juniper-Hallett.

“Me, too,” said Lane-Wal sh

They fell silent for a long tinme, huddling behind a pair of caskets and listening to their
own breathing. Even the breathing stopped when a ni ght watchman passed through the hall on his
rounds, his keys jingling faintly.

An hour |ater, when the watchman was due to pass again, Juniper-Hallett took off his
shoes. When the wat chman passed, Juniper-Hallett followed him flitting fromcasket to casket like
an apprehensi ve ghost.
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He cane back in a few nminutes. He explained: “I wanted to find what route he takes. The
| ast station he keys intois in the next hall; after he works the dingus there he goes down to the
basenent and snokes his pipe.”

“So what ?” whi spered Lane-Wal sh. “If you nake ne sit on this floor all night just to watch

t he wat chman meke his rounds, |'I1-=2
“You suggested | ooking into this place!”
“Sure | did, but staying here all night was your—=

TWD nore hours passed, marked by the watchnman’s plod past.

Then the watchers heard another step; a quicker one. They did not have to see the man to
know that he was not the watchman. He wal ked strai ght down the passage between the
rows of caskets, and stopped at the casket that Juniper-Hallett thought had been noved.

The two outcasts peeked around the corners of their respective caskets. The stranger was
pressing the button that lit up the inside of the casket, making a series of short and | ong
flashes. When he had finished, the casket runbled back toward the wall, exposing a hole in the
floor. Light illum nated the stranger’s face frombelow, giving hima satanic |ook. He clinbed
down into the hole, and the casket slid back into place.

Juni per-Hal l ett whispered: “That was Hogarth-Wens, one of the Arsiay engineers!”

“Does that mean the Arsiays are back of all this?”

“Don’t know yet.”

They started to crawl toward the novabl e casket; then snapped back into their origina
positions as nore footsteps approached. Another man wal ked in, flashed the light as the first one
had done, and descended out of sight. Then cane another, and another. Lane-Wal sh recogni zed this
one as a Stronberg engineer; so was the next one. Then followed a couple that neither knew, then a
Crosl ey engi neer.

Juni per-Hal l ett speculated: “It nust be an Ayesny neeting.”

“Because they have engineers fromall the different conpani es?”

“Right.”

“Boy!” breat hed Lane-Wal sh. “Wat woul dn’t Bi ckhanBSmth give to know where their hide-out
is! He hates ‘emlike poison, and so do |I. Even worse than the Crosleys.”

“What's so terrible about then?” asked Juniper-Hallett, nore to be contrary than because
he wi shed to defend the secret brotherhood.

“They don’t know their place, that’s what. They' ve got a lot of wild revolutionary ideas
about abolishing compul sory technician's contracts, and |letting engi neers decide for thenselves
whi ch conpany they’d like to work for. If their ideas were put through, it would gumup the whole
machi nery of our Corporate State. They—=

They waited a while | onger, but no nmore nen canme in. Eleven had entered the hole in the
floor. Juniper-Hallett and
Lane-Wal sh crawl ed over to the novabl e casket. They put their heads down next to the floor and
next to various parts of the casket. Fromone place it was possible to hear a faint murnur of
voi ces, but no words could be distinguished.

Juni per-Hal lett said: “The watchnen nmust be in on it.”

Lane- WAl sh nodded. They went back to their hiding places and waited for sonething to
happen.

It did, in the formof another visit by the night watchman. Juni per-Hallett rose and
followed himin stocking feet, beckoning to Lane-Wal sh

The wat chman had just turned the key in the last signal station on his route, when Lane-
Wal sh’ s bi g hands shut off his wi ndpipe. He struggled and tried to yell, but nothing came out but
a faint gurgle. Presently he was unconsci ous. Lane-Walsh relieved himof his pistol.

Juni per-Hal l ett | ooked doubtful at this. “You know what the | aw and the Convention say
about carrying a firearm” he said.

Lane-Wal sh sneered silently. “Bunk! A lot of the upper execs and entrepreneurs carry
| know.”

Juni per-Hal l ett subsided, and helped to tie up and gag the watchnman. For anybody ot her
than an aut hori zed person, such as a watchman or soldier, to have a firearmin his possession was
a serious violation of the statutes, and was an even worse violation of the Convention than
hitting an engi neer over the head with a wecking bar. Young conpany nenbers were allowed to
settle their differences with duelling sticks instead, whose use seldomresulted in fata
injuries.

.

em
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Juni per-Hal lett admitted that Lane-Walsh probably knew what he was tal ki ng about. On the
other hand it irritated himthat the nan should be so violently in favor of the |legal and socia
scheme under which he lived, and at the sanme tine be so cynically tolerant of violations of its
| aws and nores, at |east by nenbers of his own group. Juniper-Hallett was one of those serious-
m nded persons who can never understand wi de di screpanci es between theory and practice in human
affairs.

THEY went back to the hall containing the novabl e casket. Lane-Wal sh wanted to flash the light in
t he novabl e casket and, when the casket noved, to junp down and hold up the whol e neeting. Juniper-
Hal l ett refused.

They waited three hours nore. Then the casket runbled back. The el even nen clinbed out one
by one, five mnutes apart, and di sappeared.

“Now, ” said Juniper-Hallett.

“But, you dam fool, they' re all gone! There won't be anybody in the hole!”

“Sonmebody let the first bird in,” said Juniper-Hallett. “And unl ess he’'s gone out another
exit he's there yet.” He put his shoes on, went over to the novabl e casket, and pressed the |ight
switch in the sequence of flashes used by the engineers.

The casket rumbl ed back. Light flooded up out of the hole.

Lane- Wl sh, pistol ready, tumbled down the steep steps. Juniper-Hallett followed.

They were in a room four or five neters square, with a door |eading into another room
Two men were in the room One was enptying ashtrays into a wastebasket. The other was gathering up
enpty coffee cups.

They stared at the intruders and at the intruders’ gun. They slowy raised their hands.

One of themwas the square man with the nonocl e, DukeHol myui st. A patch of his scal p was
shaven and covered with adhesive tape, where the wecking bar had | anded. The ot her nman Juni per-
Hall ett did not know, he was a dark-skinned nman with stiff gray hair and a snoot h-cont oured,
slightly Mngol oid face.

“That’s him The dornouse,” said Lane-Walsh, referring evidently to the dark nan.

“Arnold Ryan to you, nister,” said the dark man. “I’mtired of having people talk as if |
were a rodent.”

“Al'l right, Arnold Ryan,” said Lane-Walsh, “what’s this all about? \Wat are you doing
her e?”

“Looking for four-leafed clovers, sir,” said Arnold Ryan

“Come on, come on, no funny stuff. You see this gun?”

“l say, is that a gun? | thought it was a grand piano.”

Lane-Wal sh got red in the face. “Wen | ask you sonething | want an answer!” he roared.

“You got one. Two, to be exact.”

Lane- Wal sh showed signs of inmm nent apoplexy. “I want to know what this neeting was!

Ayesm es or what ?”

“The meeting,” said Ryan inperturbably, “was of the Los Angel es Three-di nensional Chess
Club.”

Lane-Val sh tore at his coppery hair with his free hand. “Liar! If it were a chess club
you’ d have boards and pieces!”

“That’s sinple. W play it in our heads.”

Juni per-Hal l ett touched Lane-Walsh’s arm “Better let me talk to him” he said. He asked a
few questions of the two nen, but got no nore satisfaction than had Lane-Wal sh

They held a whi spered consultation. “What’' || we do with ‘enP” said Lane-Walsh. “If we
start a public row, we'll expose the Ayesmny, but they' Il take the dornmouse away fromus.”

Juni per-Hallett thought. “I think I know a place where we can hide ‘emfor a few days.” He
addr essed Duke- Hol myui st :
“M. Duke-Hol nguist, | don’t know why you went to so nmuch trouble to steal M. Ryan. But it's
obvi ous that you wanted himpretty badly. So | won't threaten you; I'Il just say that unless you
conme al ong peacefully, we'll shoot M. Ryan. W'll try not to shoot himfatally. Al right, Justin

old fathead, make ‘emfollow ne.”

He I ed the way out of the secret room Behind himhe could hear a whi spered argunent
between the two engineers: “l told you we ought to have changed the neeting place.” “But we
couldn’t on such short notice; you know why.” “Bunk! Once a dornouse was involved, sonebody was
bound to stunble on us sooner or |ater—=

A/
M LES CAREY- WEST, Juniper-Hallett’s elderly geneticist friend, was astonished to find four nen
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ringing his doorbell at half-past one.
VWhen the prisoners had filed in, Juniper-Hallett took Carey-Wst aside and expl ai ned the
si tuati on.

“Horace!” protested Carey-Wst. “lI can't—Fhat’s a terrible thing to do to nme! Where would
| keep then? What if it were found out—=
“You could blame it all on us,” said Juniper-Hallett. “And we'll keep themin your

basenent. Pl ease!l Maybe | can use themto stop the Stronberg-Crosley feud. And Janet—=

“Ch, very well,” grunbled the geneticist. “No arguing with you, | see.”

Duke- Hol nqui st and the ex-dornouse were taken down to the basenent and rmade nore or | ess
confortable

“What ' || we do now?” asked Lane-Walsh. “Flip a coin to see who gets ‘en®?”

“I"ve got a better idea than that,” said Juniper-Hallett. He explained his plan for using
the dormouse as bait to persuade the heads of the Stromberg and Crosley conpanies to bury their
feud and nerge.

“What!” cried Lane-Walsh. “Us join up with a ot of |ousy Crosleys? The worst
manuf acturing conpany in the busi ness?”

“Yep. You'll find we’'re not so bad.”

“Ch, | see why you want it—so they' Il let you and Janet |ive together peacefully. Though
why sone people are so hot about married life | never could see.”

“That does enter in.”

“Huh! As if it weren’t bad enough that a good Stromberg gal goes and nmarries a weak sister
like you, you want to ruin the proudest and nobl est house of ‘“emall by-—=

“Wait a minute, wait a mnute, Justin old louse. Think of all the credit we'll get for
stoppi ng the feud and bringi ng about the nerger! Everybody's forgotten what started it in the
first place, and |I'’msure the execs would be glad to call it off if they could do so wi thout

| osing face.”

“Hnmm Well. Now that you put it that way—but |I'd have to think about it.”

“That’ s easy enough. We’'ll have to get sone sleep before we can start our canpaign.”

They agreed that Lane-Wal sh should take the first watch. Juniper-Hallett, as he curled up, gave
his partner a fleeting glance. In his nmnd were the first seeds of suspicion. If he were asl eep
and Lane-Wal sh had the gun, and Lane-Wal sh decided to doubl e-cross himand turn Ryan over to his
conmpany forthwith—But so far Lane-Wal sh had played the ganme fairly enough

even though he and Juniper-Hallett |iked each other no better than when they started. A double
cross like that, so easy, would be a violation of the code. And Horace Juniper-Hallett still had a
good deal of faith in his code. What would be would be. He went to sleep

LANE- WALSH awakened him at three, gave himthe gun, and went to sleep in his turn

Across the dimy lit basenent the prisoners spraw ed on their mattress. Duke-Hol nqui st was
asl eep, but Arnold Ryan was | ooking at himsilently with bright black eyes.

“l wish you birds would tell nme sonething about your activities,” said Juniper-Hallett.

“l1,” said Ryan, “am a bi ol ogi cal engineer, as you ought to know. |’ m working on the
devel opnent of a variety of pepper tree that doesn't shed little sticky red berries all over the
sidewal k, to stick to the soles of your shoes. Those little berries are one of the nmmjor drawbacks
tolife in your charmng capital, as | see it.”

“No, seriously,” said Juniper-Hallett, feeling very young and i nadequate in the presence
of this snooth jokester. “If | knew what you were up to, |1’'d have a better idea of whether | was
doing the right thing. For instance, you re part Hawaiian, aren’t you?”

“Everybody knows that,” said Ryan. “My nother’s name was Victoria Liliuokal ani Hashi not o,
which is as good an old Hawaiian nanme as you'll find. Each of the names carries the flavor of one
of the three main ethnic strains we're descended from”

“Are you working for the Hawaiians?”

Ryan | aughed. “You wouldn’t expect ne to admit it if | were?” he asked.

“All right. Can you tell me sonething about Hawaii? As far as | know, no Anerican has been
there for many years.”

Ryan shrugged. “I can tell you what | knew fromfirst-hand experience before I went into
the hibernine sleep; or | can tell you what |’'ve heard in the few days since nmy awakeni ng. Not,
you understand, that |’ve been in personal touch with Hawaiians.”

“Mainly 1'd like to know why they don't |let thenmselves be civilized |ike other people, and
won’t | et anybody on their islands.”

“Ch, that,” said Ryan. “You think they should organi ze thenselves into a tightly
conpartnented Corporate State |like the Anerican Enpire, with an arrogant and di sorderly
aristocracy at the head of it, and worship Service at the Gyratory
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and Tigers’ Clubs every Sunday, and spend half their tine running their |legs off to produce as
much as possible, and the other half running their legs off trying to consume what they have
produced?”

“Wel | + didn't say they should; | asked why they didn't.”

“They don’t like the idea, that's all. They'd rather just lie on the beach. They' ve got a
stationary population, all the food they can eat, and all the houses they can live in. And in that
climate nobody wears nuch of anything anyway. They do a good deal of scientific research, partly
for fun and partly to devise new ways of keeping out people they don't want. But
producti on—phooey!”

“They sound like a lazy lot.”

“They are. And they value the right to be lazy so nuch that they’' ve w ped out three fleets
sent out fromthe American and Mongolian enpires to change their way of |iving.”

J UNI PER-HALLETT S consci ence bothered hima little for
getting all this information while his partner was asl eep
But, he thought, he could tell himthe inportant parts |ater
He asked: “Are they hooked up with the Ayesny sonehow?”
Ryan grinned. “Sorry, ny boy, but you ought to know that topic is kapu.”

“Wel |, what do they want? They' re up to sonething, |I’msure.”
“l1 amtold,” said Ryan carefully, “that they're tired of living in a perpetual state of
siege. They'd like to travel and see the world now and then. So, | suppose, they' d be glad to back

any change in conditions in the enpires that would enable themto do so.”

“How did they manage to defeat those fleets?”

“As | understand it, by three nmeans: one, a new source of power—either coal, nor
petrol eum nor atom c power. Don’t ask me what it is, because | wouldn’'t tell you even if | knew.
You' || hear nore about it when the Antarctic coal fields run out. Two: a systemof nultiplying
terrestrial nmagnetismover a given area, so that any fast-noving netal object, |ike an airplane
engi ne, gets red-hot fromeddy currents when it passes through the field. And finally their aeria
t or pedoes, which are nothing very remarkabl e except for their systemof renote
control. Now you know al nost as nuch about their defenses as the defense chief of the Enpire.”

“VWhat’'s the Ayesny?”

“The Anerican Society of Mechani cal Engi neers.”

“l know that,” said Juniper-Hallett. “But who are they and what are they trying to do?”

“You're the npbst persistent young fellow But I'mnot telling you anything that the heads
of your conpanies don't know al ready. Wen the professional societies were suppressed as a
di srupting influence by the first dictator, who cane to power follow ng the short-1ived Conmuni st
regime that ruled after we lost the War of 1968-as | was saying, the A S. M E. was the only one
that survived; underground, of course. And when the dictatorship began to decay under the fourth
and fifth dictators, with the actual power being taken by a Board of Control representing the
conmpani es, they revived, though the conpani es fought them al nost as hard as the dictators had
done.

“Nowadays, as | understand it, the Ayesrny consists of a |l ot of engineers who don't I|ike
the Corporate State generally and the conmpul sory contract systemin particular. They claimit
mekes them just high-priced slaves.”

Juni per-Hallett was silent for a few seconds while he tried to figure out how the term
“hi gh-priced slave” applied to the engineers, and, if it did, what was so objectionabl e about that
status. He asked: “Wat do you think about the conpul sory contract systen”

“l don’t. | never have opinions on political questions.” Ryan gave a slight, malicious
grin that told Juniper-Hallett he wasn't to take these statements too seriously.

“Look here, what would you like us to do with you?”

“Let us go, and forget you' d ever seen us or the roomunder the Crypt.”

“\Ahy 2"

“We'd just prefer it, that's all.”

“We can’t very well do that,” said Juniper-Hallett. “Qur reinstatenment depends on giving
you up.”

“l1 was afraid that was the case. But you asked nme what we’'d |ike.”

“Is there any particul ar reason why we should |l et you go?”

Ryan shrugged. “Just say we're allergic to having the affairs of the Los Angel es Three-
di mensi onal Chess C ub poked into.”

“Ch, now, you don’t expect ne to believe2

“l don’t care what you believe, young man.”
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Juni per-Hal lett, feeling a bit hurt, shut up. This man fascinated hin Juniper-Hallett was
sure he had the solution of all the little nysteries and di screpanci es that had been puzzling him
But the nman was not, he thought, inclined to nmeet him halfway.

QU understand,” Juniper-Hallett told Lane-Wal sh when they had breakfasted, “you’re to tel ephone
first to Lord

Archwin, and then to Lord Billiam You tell each one you'll hand the dornobuse over to the other
unless they' Il listen to our proposals. Wen you' ve softened ‘emup, arrange a three-way
connection so you can talk terns. And—f you get a chance to send Janet here without letting the
ot her Stronbergs know where our hide-out is, | wish you would. This being just married and not
even being able to see your wife is driving me nuts. Got it?”

“l get it, shrinp.”

Juni per-Hallett hesitated. “I . . . | don't want you to think I’ m suspicious, Justin old
scum but will you give nme your word as a busi nessman?”

“Sure. You've got it.”

Juni per-Hal l ett gave a sigh of relief. The word of a businessman was a pretty serious
thing. He took the pistol from LaneWal sh, and watched his partner tranp up the basenent steps and
out .

Duke- Hol nqui st turned his nonocle on Juniper-Hallett. “You' re a pretty trusting young
he sai d.

Juni per-Hal l ett shrugged. “He gave nme his word. And if he ever wants to be reinstated, he
won't dare break it.”

Arnol d Ryan grinned sardonically. “You have a lot to learn,” he said.

They were all silent. Juniper-Hallett paced the fl oor nervously, keeping an eye on his
captives. These did not seem nuch di sturbed. Ryan was chew ng gum and Duke- Hol nqui st snoking a
mal odor ous pi pe.

“Tell nme,” said Juniper-Hallett to Ryan, “how did they wake you up?”

Ryan shrugged. “Strontium brom de; au otherwi se nore or |ess useless salt. Sone bright
Stronmberg engi neer discovered that it counteracted hibernine. They kidnapped ne fromthe Crypt so
they could wake me up and ask foolish questions about the Hawaiians' power, w thout having to
rel ease the formula to the Board of Control and bid against the other companies for ny custody. If
any one conpany got the secret of the Hawaiians’ power, it could practically extort control of the
Board when the coal shortage arrives.”

Juni per-Hal l ett continued pacing. For the first hour he was not much concerned. But as the
second wore on, he felt nore and nore queasy. Lane-Walsh, in accordance with his instructions,
shoul d have finished his tel ephoning and reported back by now. O course, the fact that he was to
make his different calls fromdifferent drugstores, in case one of the chairmen should try to
locate him would conmplicate matters. JuniperHallett couldn’t | eave his prisoners to do sone
t el ephoni ng of his own.

Ti me passed, and suspicion and alarmgrew in Juniper-Hallett's young brain. Lane-Wlsh
nm ght have met with foul play, or he might be indulging in alittle of the sane hinsel f—And he
was tied to his prisoners. He didn't dare use his host's phone for fear of being |ocated. He could
not wal k the captives around the streets in broad daylight at the point of a gun. He regarded the
weapon with distaste; he had never fired one, and had been brought up to consider the possession
of one by a whitecollar or businessman a di sgraceful thing.

He heard ol d Carey-Wst's doorbell ring. He |istened, tensely, for Lane-Wal sh’'s return

But it was Janet.

“Darling!” they both cried at once. In the nidst of the enbrace that followed, Juniper-
Hal l ett had the presence of nmind to swing his beloved around so that her back was to the captives,
whom he still nenaced with the gun

“Here,” said Juniper-Hallett, pressing the gun into her hand. “Cover these nen; don’t |et

man,

them get away until | get back.”
“But, Horace—
“Can’t explain now Going out to phone. 1'lIl be back shortly.” And he bounded up the

steps. Good old Justin—the | ouse had stuck to his word after all.

QUTSI DE the drizzle had ceased. Pools of water lay on the sidewal k, reflecting the cold blue of
the sky. JuniperHallett shivered and stuck his hands deep in his pockets. He wi shed he had his
overcoat al ong.

The nearest drugstore was The Sun at the corner of WIshire. Juniper-Hallett found his way
through the hardware and furniture departnments to the phone booths, tucked in one corner of the
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sporting goods departnent.

He called Archwin of Crosley. As Lord Archwin was ex officio of the rank of entrepreneur
he could be | ocated at any tine through his private portabl e radiotel ephone set.

“Horace!” cried Lord Archwin. “Were are you, ny boy? |I've been worried about you. Very
nmuch worried.”

“I"'mall right, Your Integrity,” said Juniper-Hallett. “And |’ve got the dornouse.”

“You have? You have? Where? W' || cone collect him at once!”

“Just a minute, Your Integrity. You see, | didn't catch himall by nyself.” He gave a
t hunbnai | account of his co-operation with Justin Lane-Wal sh, and of his offer to give up the
dormouse in return for the chairnan’s pronmse to initiate a nerger

Archwi n of Crosley heard himthrough, then asked suspiciously: “Were’'s that Lane-Wal sh?
I's he with you?”

“No, sir, he went out to phone you and his own chairman, |leaving me with the prisoners.
But | haven't heard fromhim and |I'’m afraid sonethi ng happened to—=

“You idiot!” yelled Archwin into his transmtter. “ldiot! Idiot! Inbecile! Fool! Don’'t you
know he’s gone to get the Stronbergs to take your nen away fromyou? Don't you know that?”

“But he gave ne his word as a busi nessman—

“Idiot! Wiat’'s a businessman’s word worth? Nothing, when his conpany’s interests are
i nvol ved! Not hi ng! What’s any Stronberg’s word worth? Nothing, again! You tell us where to
find the dornmouse, quick, before the Strombergs get there, or—=

“Hey!” said Juniper-Hallett. “I won’'t do anything of the kind. And Justin Lane-Wal sh did
keep his word, at least as far as sending my wife to ne. |I’ve kept ny word and he’ s—=

“You utter nitwit!” shrieked the chairman. “You young jackass! You can kiss your
rei nstatement good-by! We don't want traitors and sentinental pantywaists in the organization
You—=
Juni per-Hallett had heard Lord Archwin in a tantrum before, and knew that argunents were usel ess.
He hung up and started sadly back to the geneticist’s house. If the chairman said he woul dn’t
readmt himto the conpany, he wouldn’t readmt himto the conpany. He wondered whet her LaneWl sh
had gotten in touch with his own chai rnan—And then an om nous thought struck him He wal ked
faster.

Janet was still there in the basenent, covering the two engineers, who were being gallant.

Juni per-Hall ett bounded down the steps; “Janet! Didn't Justin Lane-Wal sh send you here?”

‘Way no, Horace. | haven't heard from Justin since he was degraded. | came here because
thought M. Carey-Wst could tell ne where you—=

“Ch ny Service! Then Justin did double-cross ne! Lord Archwin was right; | aman idiot.
Now |'min bad with the Crosleys, and Justin’ll be here any minute with a gang of Stronbergs!” He
took the pistol fromJanet and laid it on the table. He turned to Ryan and Duke-Hol mgui st. *“I
guess you birds can go; | don’'t see how | can do any good keeping you here.”

The engineers grinned as if they had expected sonething of the sort all al ong. Duke-

Hol mgui st said: “Wiy don’t you throwin with us, young man? You can't expect anything fromthe
conpani es, you know.”

“l don’t know . . . | don't know what you stand for—=

Duke- Hol nqui st opened his nouth to say sonething. Just then the door flew open, and four
Strombergs with duelling sticks tunbled down the steps. In their |ead was Justin LaneWal sh
LANE- WALSH pounced on the pistol. He turned to Juniper-Hallett, grinning nastily. “Hah, sister, so
you' re still here, huh? Very nice, ve-ery nice indeed. W’ || take these smart engi neers al ong. But
first we'll teach you to marry a decent Stronberg girl.”

Janet expl oded. “You |let himalone! He's ny husband!”

“Exactly; that’s just the point. But when we get through with himhe won't be anybody’s
husband. Then maybe you can marry sonme decent Stromberg. Not me, of course,” he added hastily.

Janet punched Justin Lane-Wal sh in the nose.

Horace Juni per-Hallett kicked one of the Stronbergs in the shin, violating Paragraph 9a,
Section D, Rule 5 of the Convention. Then he wenched the stick out of the man’'s hands, and hit
hi mover the head with it.

The two engineers went into action |ikew se. Juniper-Hallett never could renenber just
what happened next. He did remenber boosting Janet up the steps by nain force, the engineers
behi nd him and slanmi ng and | ocki ng the basement door just as the pistol roared and a bullet tore
through the plastic.

“Mrmgl ph,” said a bundle of ropes on the floor. It was M| es Carey-Wst. They cut him
| oose. Another bullet crashed through the door; they all ducked.

“What do we do now?” asked Juniper-Hallett.
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The two engi neers had been whi spering. Duke-Hol mgui st said: “Follow ne.”

They sprinted out of the house. Carey-West panted after them crying: “Can | come, too?
I’ msunk anyway once it cones out that you used ny house.”

Duke- Hol nqui st nodded curtly and wal ked swiftly to Wl shire Boul evard. There he hailed a
cab and piled his whole party into it. “The Dornmouse Crypt,” he told the driver

“Where are we goi ng?” asked Juniper-Hallett.

“Hawai i ,” sai d Duke-Hol nqui st .

“What ?” Juni per-Hallett turned his puzzled frown to Ryan. Ryan, instead of expl aining how
one got to Hawaii via the Crypt, said: “He's convinced finally that his strike plan’s fallen
through. We'll have to skip. You d better cone along.”

Duke- Hol nqui st nodded gloomly. “If 1'd had a couple nore years to prepare—=

They zipped up the steep hill at the north end of Western Avenue.

Janet said: “But |I’mnot sure | want to go to Hawaii—=

“Sh, sweetheart,” said Juniper-Hallett. “Wre in this up to our necks, and we night as
well stick with them” He turned to Ryan. “l can’t understand why Lane-Walsh, if he was going to
doubl e-cross nme, didn't do it last night while | was asleep and he had the gun.”

Ryan shrugged. “He probably didn't make up his nmind to do so until after he left Carey-
West’'s house. He's not terribly bright, fromwhat | hear.”

They stopped and got out. Duke-Hol mguist told the driver to wait, and strode up to the
front entrance of the Crypt. He whispered to the doornan

The doorman stepped inside and shouted: “All visitors out, please! There’'s a tine bonb in
the Crypt, and it may go off any mnute. Al out, please! There's a tine bonb, and these experts
have cone to take it away. All—=

He junped aside as the first of the visitors to realize what he was sayi ng went through
the turnstile with his overcoat fluttering behind him The others followed in record time. It did
not take long, for it was still norning, and the Crypt was not yet full of visitors.

The engi neers went straight to the novabl e casket, put their shoulders to it, and rolled
it back. Juniper-Hallett and his bride foll owed them down into the underground room

They did not take the time to pull the rope that slid the casket back over the hole. They
went straight to a wall cupboard, opened it, and took out a sinple electrical apparatus which
Juni per-Hallett did not recognize.

A couple of wires led fromthe apparatus back into the cabinet. The apparatus had a brass
armwith a circular pad on the end of it. Duke-Hol nqui st began depressing and rel easing this arm
so that it went tick-tick-tick, tick, tick-tick, and so on. Juniper-Hallett was nystified. Then he
renenbered that one of the pioneers in electrical conmunication, centuries before, had invented a
system of sending words over wires by having intermttent inpulses represent the letters. The
man’ s name
had been—brris? Marcy? No natter. Duke-Hol nqui st was sendi ng a nessage of sone kind. And now and
then he paused while the machine ticked back at him

One of the Crypt guards put his head down the hole. “M. Duke-Hol nguist, sir!” he said.
“They’ ve cone!”

“The Stronbergs?”

“Yes, sir. Autonobiles full of them”

VI,

D UKE- HOLMQUI ST finished his ticking and stood up. He asked: “Have any of you boys guns?”
“No, sir. Tooney-Johnson, the night watchman, is the only one of us allowed to have one,
and his was taken off himthe other night.”
The burly engi neer cursed softly. Then he bounded up the steep steps. The others foll owed.
About fifteen Stronbergs stood around the entrance, hefting their sticks. Their way was

barred by three guards with billies. Justin Lane-Wlsh, among them vyelled in: “You night as well
send ‘emout, or we'll conme in and get ‘em”

Juni per-Hal l ett asked Duke-Hol nqui st: “What are the cops doi ng?”

“We don’t want to call in the police, and neither do they.” The engineer turned to the

guard who had called them “How about the rear entrance?”

“They got some nen there, too, sir; all around.”

“Looks as though we were stuck,” said Duke-Hol nqui st somnberly.

Juni per-Hallett fingered the stick he had taken fromthe Stromberg. “Qur cab’s still out
there.”

“Yes, but we haven’t got a chance of getting to it.”
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“l don’t know,” said Juniper-Hallett. “lI can run pretty fast.”
“You've got an idea, Juniper-Hallett?”
“Yep. I'lIl draw ‘emoff, and you nake a run for the cab.”

“Horace!” said Janet. “You nmust not take such a risk—=>

“That's all right, darling.” He kissed her and trotted off to the rear entrance.

Two guards inside it faced three Stronbergs outside. Juniper-Hallett pushed between the
guards and | eaped at the nearest Stronberg. Wack! Wack! The Stronberg dropped
his stick with a howl. The others closed in on Juniper-Hallett; one of them|anded a bl ow on his
shoul der. Then Juni perHallett wasn’t there any nore. He dodged past them and raced around the big
buil di ng over the snoboth lawn. He hit one of the front-door Stronbergs and kept on running,
pausi ng just long enough to thunb his nose at the rest as they turned startled faces toward him

Yappi ng |like a pack of hounds, they streaned away after him He ran down the long hill,
breathing easily. This was fun. He could outrun the whole | ot—He took anot her glance back, and
ran into a fire hydrant. He went sprawling, fiery pain shooting through his right |leg. The yells
rose as they pounded down to seize him

The cab squealed to a stop just beside him He had barely the strength and presence of
mnd to reach a hand up; a hand fromthe cab caught it and pulled himin. That is, it pulled him
part way in; a Stronberg got a hand on his ankle.

“OM” yelled Juniper-Hallett.

The tug-of -war was decided by the cab driver, who spun his rheostat. Of they went. The
woul d- be captor was dragged a few steps, and then |et go.

“1 think nmy leg's broken,” said Juniper-Hallett. Ryan felt the |l eg and decided it was just
br ui sed.

Janet, | ooking out the rear wi ndow, said: “They' re coming in their cars.”

“Can’t you go any faster?” Duke-Hol nqui st asked the driver.

“CGovernor’s on,” was the reply. “Can’t do over sixty k’'s.”

“Dam, ” sai d Duke- Hol ngui st .

“What’' s that?” asked Ryan. “Cars have governors nowadays?”

“Yes. They go on automatically when you enter a built-up area. But if we can’'t do over
sixty, neither can they.”

THEY purred sedately down Western Avenue at sixty kiloneters per hour, and the Stromberg force
purred after them Now and then one party would gain when the other was held up by traffic. But on
t he whol e they maintai ned the sane interval

Duke- Hol nqui st asked the driver: “Wen does it go of f?”

“Sl auson Avenue.”

“When it does go off,” said Juniper-Hallett, “they’|l be able to catch us. They’ve got
big, fast cars. Wiere are we headed for, anyway?”

“San Pedro,” said Duke-Hol ngui st .

“Are we taking a seapl ane?”

“No. The navy could catch us easily.”

“Submari ne?”

“No. There hasn’t been time for the Hawaiians to send us one.”

“What, then?”

“You'l |l see.”

“But— Just then they reached the southern Iimt of the governor zone, and Juni per-
Hal l ett’ s question was choked off by the cab’s spurt. The driver kept his hand on the horn button
They gai ned several bl ocks on the pursuers before the latter reached the edge of the zone and
accel er at ed.

“They’ re gaining,” said Janet.

“Ch, dear,” said Carey-Wst. The little oldster was trenbling.

They squeal ed around a corner and raced over to Main Street, then took another corner

“They're still coming,” said Janet.

Alittle while later she said: “They're gaining again.”

Duke- Hol ngui st and Ryan | ooked at each other. “Maybe we could figure the point where
they’'Il catch us by differentials,” said the forner.

“Maybe,” said Ryan, “we could tell “emwe’re not us, but a famly on its way to a polo
gane.”

Juni per-Hallett |ooked to the right of the car into the open cut in which the Pacific
El ectric’'s inter-urban line ran. “Hey!” he said, “look down there!”

Half a mile ahead of themthey could see the tapering stern of a car pulling into the
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Nort h Conpton station

“Change to a streetcar?” said Duke-Hol myui st.

“Right. Hey, driver!”

They skidded into the station. They were scranbling aboard a few seconds | ater when the
Stronberg cars pulled up

The streetcar was a thirty-nmeter torpedo that ran on two rails, one below it and the other
over head. The notorman’s
conmpartnent was a cl osed-off section in the nose. The four nen and the girl marched up to the
front of the car, threw open the door, and crowded into the conpartrment. The legitimte passengers
| ooked at one another. They had never seen that happen before. But then these people had seened to
know what they were doing, so they didn't feel called upon to interfere. The car started, a bit
jerkily. It accelerated up to its normal two hundred kil oneters per hour. It kept on accel erating.
The passengers began to nmutter and look to their safety belts.

I nsi de the conpartnment, the notorman, who was being firmy sat upon by Duke-Hol mqui st and
Ryan, protested:
“You'll| pass Gardena station! This is a local! You gotta stop at Gardena!”

“Hell with Gardena,” said Juniper-Hallett over his shoulder. He was at the controls.

“How fast is she going?” asked Ryan

“Three hundred and thirty-six k’s.”

“You'll burn out the fuel batteries!” wailed the notorman

Juni per-Hallett said soothingly: “The P.E. can sue us, then. Say, maybe you’'d better tel
me how to stop this thing, notorman old sock!”

“What ?” shrieked the motorman. “You don't even know?”

Sonebody knocked on the door. The conmittee ignored the knock. Sonebody tried the door
but they had | ocked it in advance.

The notorman told Juniper-Hallett howto stop the car. He al so asked where they were.

“I"’mnot sure,” said Juniper-Hallett, “everything goes by in such a blur. Matter of fact,
I think we’'re near Anahei m Road.”

“Then stop it! Stop it!” yelled the motorman. “Or we' Il go right off the end of the track
into the drink!”

“Ch, ny!” said Carey.\Wst.

J UNI PER-HALLETT applied the brake. The | andscape continued to flash past; they had cone out of
the cut onto an enbanknent. Juniper-Hallett applied nore brake. WI nington rushed at them The
decel erati on squashed themall against the front of the car. They were through WI nington and
screeching down the end of the line. The bunpers grew at

them as the I andscape finally slowed down. They hit the bunpers with a bang, and tunbl ed backward.

They raced out through a car full of jade-faced passengers. Duke-Hol nguist |ed thema
coupl e of blocks to the waterfront.

“Damaso!” yel | ed Duke- Hol mgui st .

A swarthy man stuck his face up over the edge of the nearest pier. “Hya, boss!” he said.

“Everything ready?”

“Sure is, sir.”

They tunbl ed breathl essly down steps and into an outboard boat. Before they had recovered
their breath, Damaso had cast off and purred out to a dirty-white yaw anchored anong a flock of
not or boat s, sail boats, and tuna clippers.

“Are we going in that?” gasped Juniper-Hallett.

“Uh-huh. dinb aboard.”

“But you're crazy! They'|ll catch us in a police launch or something in ten m nutes!”

“Do as you're told,” snapped Duke-Hol mqui st. Juniper-Hallett, half convinced that he was
acconpanying a party of lunatics, hopped aboard the yawl and hel ped Janet up. Damaso was al ready
casting off fromthe buoy. The yaw had a little coke-gas auxiliary that sputtered into feeble
life. Juniper-Hallett was sure the engineers were crazy; starting for Hawaii—with half the
Stronberg Co., and the Los Angel es Harbor Police, not to mention the Inperial American Navy,
likely to be after themany tinme—+n a little cockl eshell designed for taking people out for a
day’s fishing. The boat did stink of fish, at that, and the |low afternoon sun glinted on a silvery
scal e here and there.

They vi brated out of the long channel w th naddeni ng sl owness. Juniper-Hallett squeezed
Janet’s hand until she conpl ai ned he was hurting her

“Take it easy,” said Ryan. “Duke-Hol mgui st knows what he’s doing.”

“l hope he does,” said Carey-Wst. “Ch, dear, why did | get mixed up in this?”
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“Don’t worry about the police,” said Duke-Hol nquist, his nmonocle reflecting the sun as he
stood at the wheel. “Lieutenant Mre-Love is one of our synpathizers. The P.E. will try to
set themafter us, but he'll see that they | ook every place except the right one.”

“How about the Stronbergs?” asked Juniper-Hallett.

“l think one of those young nobl es owns a seaplane. |If they cone after us, there nay be
trouble. W'l worry about that when the tinme cones.”

THEY were out of the channel. In the outer harbor sat part of the navy: a seaplane nother ship,
three hundred neters long, with five of her birds around her; flying boats with a one-hundred and
fifty-neter w ng-spread, each of which carried | aunches and dinghies |arger than the fishing yaw .

Juni per-Hallett | ooked at Duke-Hol nquist, jerked his thunb toward the flying boats, and
rai sed his eyebrows.

Duke- Hol ngui st said: “1 think the Stronbergs will do everything they can to catch us
thensel ves first, before they call in the Board of Control. If they take us, it probably won't be
alive.”

“You're the head of the Ayesny, aren’t you, sir?”

Duke- Hol nqui st pernitted himself a wy snmile. “You re right, youngster. O | was until |
had to run away.”

They were rising and falling in the Pacific swells now Juniper-Hallett said: “I w sh
they’d come if they're going to. | don’t like this waiting.”

“The longer the wait, the better our chances,” said Ryan inperturbably.

Juni per-Hal l ett asked: ‘Wat was the Ayesny up to?”

Duke- Hol nqui st replied: “W were going to pull a strike of all engineers, to have the
conmpul sory contract system abolished. We were going to force a lot of other reforns, too, to break
down the conpartmentation of the Corporate State and give everybody a hand in the government. But
it was terribly slow work operating by neans of an illegal organization. If we tried to take in
all the technicians, there’d bound to be a leak. And if we didn't, we couldn’t count on the
nonnenbers when the time cane.”

“The truth is,” said Ryan, “that they’'d never have gotten sufficient co-operation fromthe
prof essi on anyway. Your average engineer is too nmuch enanored of respectability and dignity to go
in for revolutionary conspiracy. For the privil ege of

rating salutes fromthe whitecollars, they' |l put up with their state of gilded peonage
indefinitely.”

“That’s not fair, Arnold,” protested Duke-Hol nquist. “You know those—=

“We’ve argued this before,” said Ryan, “and we’'ve never gotten anywhere. | say, isn’'t that

our friends?” He pointed north at a silvery speck in the sky.

Janet said: “Justin kept his plane at Redondo Beach.”

“That’s what took them so |ong,” said Duke-Hol mgui st. “Danaso! Get the things out.” He
grinned at the conpany, once again self-confident at the prospect of violent action. “Stand by to
repel boarders!”

The seapl ane grew, soared overhead, turned, and came down with a smack on the waves. It
taxied up astern of the yaw .

As it approached, they could see Justin Lane-Walsh clinbing out on the left wing. His
mout h opened and noved, but they could not hear him against the wind and the whir of the
propell er. The seapl ane swng to one side and cane up abreast of themto wi ndward. The ot her
Stronmbergs clinbed out, too. Lane-Walsh yelled, this time audibly: “Heave to, you!”

Duke- Hol nqui st said: “Do you see that pistol anywhere?”

“No,"” said everybody after | ooking.

Ryan added: “Maybe they lost it, or enptied it breaking the |ock of that door.”

“Fine,” said Duke-Hol mqui st. He put his hands to his nmouth and bel |l owed: “Keep off or
we' Il sink you!”

“Haw haw,” roared the Stronbergs.

The yawl pounded ahead through the swells, and the breeze bl ew the seapl ane astern of them
again. The pilot gave the notor nore juice, and the machine crept up al ongsi de once nore.

Duke- Hol nqui st called: “Let ‘em have it, Damaso!”

D AMASO, standing on the forward deck with his feet spread, was doing a curious thing. He was
whirling around his head a |l ength of rope to the end of which was tied a block of wood. He gave a
fast whirl and let fly. The block flew toward the plane, the rope snaking after it.

The Stronbergs saw it comi ng, and evidently thought those
in the yaww were throwing thema rope to nake fast. A couple braced thenselves and spread their
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hands as if to catch it. But such was not Damaso’'s intention. The block hit the propeller with a
terrific clank; splinters flew the propeller stopped turning with ajar that shook the seapl ane.
The propeller was seen to have one bl ade sharply bent, and to have neters of rope tangled around
its hub.

The Stronbergs set up a howl of rage. Sone of themclinbed out on the left wing as if
ready to junp down into the yawl, toward which the wind was swiftly blowi ng them The seapl ane
tipped alarnmingly. The pilot yelled. A couple of Stronbergs crawl ed out on the other wing to
bal ance the craft.

Damaso hurried aft with a boat hook

Duke- Hol nqui st said: “Get ready to jab a hole in their float at the water line.”

Damaso poi sed hinself. The Stronbergs, yelling threats, clustered at the end of the wng.
At the tip was Justin LaneWal sh.

For a breathless thirty seconds the parties glared at each other, as the two craft bobbed
cl oser and cl oser. Duke-Hol mgui st spun the wheel a little, the yaw nosed downw nd a few points.

“They’'re going to drift astern of us,” said Juniper-Hallett.

Duke- Hol nqui st | aughed shortly. “Don’t you think |I ever ran a boat before?”

The wi nd pressure on the seaplane’s rudder had swung the craft into the wind like a
weat her vane, so that, though it was drifting astern of them its left wing was still toward them
Justin Lane-Wal sh gat hered hinself to junp; but they were not quite cl ose enough

“Hey,” said Juniper-Hallett, “we need that bird!”

He snat ched the boat hook from Damaso and shot the business end up to the seaplane wing. He
caught the hook in LaneWal sh’s starspangl ed pants and yanked. Lane-Walsh’s | egs went out from
under him he sat down on the wing tip, bounced, and smacked the water. A cloud of spray rose, and
was instantly bl own down agai nst the recedi ng seapl ane.

Juni per-Hal l ett caught a glinpse of a head of copper-wire hair, but it was already out of
reach of his hook. Duke-Hol nqui st nodded and brought the boat around in a big circle. They
came upon Lane-Wal sh, swimmng heavily in his clothes toward the seapl ane, which was drifting
swiftly in the general direction of Ensenada. They haul ed hi m aboard. The chatter of his teeth
came clearly over the puttering of the engine. The Pacific off sunny southern Californiais icy in
February.

Juni per-Hal l ett explained: “lI just renenbered that he was with ne in the Crypt the night
we made our raid, and recognized several of the Ayesny menbers. He’'d have made trouble for themif
we'd left himhere.”

“Good work, boy,” said Duke-Hol nqui st .

J UN PER- HALLETT wi nced at the “boy.” If being married didn't nake one a full-grown nman, entitled
to the respect accorded to such, what did?

He asked: “Are we safe now, sir?”

“No,” said Duke-Hol nquist. “They’'l| radio their conpany, and the conpany will appeal to
the Board of Control to order the navy out to stop us.”

“Then it’'s useless to try to get away?”

“W'll see.”

Ryan clinbed out of th~c¢cabin, whither he and Damaso had taken Lane-Wal sh to change his
clothes. Juniper-Hallett asked him “How do you fit into this, sir?”

Ryan’s snooth brown face smiled, and the wind ruffled his stiff gray hair. He said: “I was
to be a go-between for the Ayesny and the Hawaiians. The Hawaiians wanted to back the Ayesny in
upsetting the Corporate system because it would end the siege of the Islands. But they wanted
sonmebody they could trust, not having any agents on the mainland. | was the only one, and | was in
a hi berni ne sl eep.

“Then that Stronberg engi neer discovered the effect of strontium brom de, and the
Stronbergs stole ne fromthe Crypt to try to get the secret of the Hawaiians’ power fromne. It
was devel oped back before | went to sleep, you know. O course, the Stronberg engi neers who were
al so Ayesni es knew about the theft, and arranged to have the Ayesny rescue ne.”

“How did the Ayesny comunicate with the Hawaiians? |'d think their nmessages woul d be
intercepted.”

“They woul d have been, if they had been sent the norma
way. But people used to communicate with the Islands, centuries ago, by undersea cables, and those
cal ~les are still there. The nainland end of one of themis in a nuseumin Frisco. The Ayesny
spliced a lead into it and used the anci ent dot-dash nethod.”

‘What is the Hawaiian power?”

“Maxwel I derons, sir,” said Arnold Ryan.
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“What ?”

“Speci al bacteria. Bacteria are the only things that can break the second | aw of
t hernodynam cs, you know. They can, for instance, separate |evulose fromfructose, though the
nmol ecul es of these sugars are identical except that one is a mrror inmage of the other. Starting
with these bacteria, the Hawaiians have devel oped strains that will build up hydrocarbons out of
wat er and carbon di oxi de, taking their energy directly fromthe heat of the solution. So the
solution gets cold, and has to be brought back to outside tenperatures to keep the reaction going.
But they have the whole Pacific Ocean to warmit up with. It’s like putting a lunp of ice iti a
hi ghball, and instead of the ice’s nelting, having the ice get colder and the highball hotter.”

Juni per-Hal lett did not understand much of this. He asked:
“Then are all these plans for breaking the Corporate system fini shed?”

“Not quite. The Antarctic coal fields will run out in a couple of years, and we’'ll be able
to dictate our own terms to the Enpires. Meanwhile we’'ll sit in the sun in the Islands and take
life easy. You'll like it, | think. W Hawaiians haven’t such an el aborate code as the
mai nl anders, but we stick better to the one we have.” He shaded his eyes. “That is, you'll like it

if we get there alive. Here cones the navy now.”

THEY all | ooked back toward the mainland. The air was full of a deep throbbing sound which grew to
the roar of one of the giant flying boats.

The nonster thundered past them seemng to skimthe waves, though it actually was a good
thirty meters up. A gun cracked, and a 10.5-centineter shell crashed in front of them

“That neans heave to,” said Duke-Hol nguist. His red face
got redder and he shook a fist. He nmade no nove to stop the boat.

The machi ne came back on the opposite side, between them and Santa Catalina |sland.

Anot her shell crashed, this time closer. It sent up a tall finger of water, which hung for an
unreasonabl e tine before col |l apsing.

Juni per-Hal lett asked: ‘WII they try to board us?”

“Not if | know the navy,” said Duke-Hol nquist. “They’'d like a little target practice on a
live target.”

The machi ne banked ponderously astern of them This tine, as it passed, it let |oose a
full broadside.

“Duck!” yell ed Duke-Hol mqui st, doi ng so.

The air was suddenly full of noises like a train weck and six shells hit all around them
Splinters whined overhead; a couple crashed through the yaw's planking; one of the colums of
wat er toppled onto their deck, drenching them

The yawl staggered, but kept on. The next time, JuniperHallett thought, they' Il blow us to
pi eces. He hugged Janet, and heard Ryan's voice in his ear: “Sorry we got you kids into
this—didn’'t have tinme to warn you—=

The navy ship thundered past again. Juniper-Hallett held his breath. It was com ng—Their
engi ne stopped with a wheeze. Duke-Hol nqui st bounded to his feet with an i nhuman scream “They did
it!” he yelled, dancing and waving his big fists.

“Did what ?” asked Juniper-Hallett. Then he realized that the runble of the flying boat’s
propell ers had ceased. The only sounds were those of wind and water. He | ooked over the |ee
gunwal e to see the flying boat glide silently down to the surface and settle like a big duck a
kil ometer or two away. He repeated: “Did what?”

“The Hawaiians got their thing that multiplies the terrestrial magnetic field turned on
so that there's a strip all along the coast that nothing can get through but a sail boat or
rowboat. That’'s what | was wiring about fromthe Crypt. Now do you see why we started out in this
little thing? Danaso! Damm it, conme out of that cabin; the war’s over. Fix those holes in the
woodwor k. Arnol d, do you know how to get the sails up? Here, boy, take the wheel while I’ m hel ping
Ryan.”

THE deck was now sharply canted to the brisk northeast breeze.

The sun was hal f bel ow the horizon ahead of them When they crested a swell, a broad
hi ghway of golden reflection glared in their faces.

Horace Juniper-Hallett and his wife sat bundled in sweaters and things, their feet braced,
wat ching for flying fish and ducking the cold spray. The navy flying boat was out of sight, even
fromthe tops of the swells.

Janet gave up trying to wax her nose to the proper degree of shininess, and turned to
Juni per-Hallett. She said. “Horace! | just renenbered ny cat! My little Dol ores!”

“Dolores’ || have a nice home—n the zoo.”

She sighed. “1 suppose so. Anyway we're alone at |ast, dearest.”
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Juni per-Hallett | ooked around the little yawl, which was very nuch occupied by its seven
passengers. The cabin seemed to be half full of canned goods, and the other half full of a norose,
bl anket - w apped Justin Lane-Wal sh. Cbvi ously everyone woul d be very much in everyone else’s hair
for many days.

“Not quite, sweetheart,’

Juni per-Hallett replied. “But we shall be. W shall be.”
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