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Over the River and through the Woods

Clifford D. Smak

The two children came trudging down the lane in applecanning time, when the first goldenrods were blooming and
thewild asterslarge in bud. They looked, when she first saw them, out the kitchen window, like children who were
coming home from schooal, for each of them was carrying a bag in which might have been their books. Like Charles and
James, she thought, like Alice and Maggie - but the time when those four had trudged the lane on their daily trips to
school wasin the distant past. Now they had children of their own who made their way to school.

She turned back to the stove to stir the cooking apples, for which the wide-mouthed jars stood waiting on the table,
then once more looked out the kitchen window. The two of them were closer now and she could see that the boy was
the older of the two - ten, perhaps, and the girl no more than eight.

They might be going past, she thought, although that did not seem too likely, for the lane led to this farm and to
nowhere else.

The turned off the lane before they reached the barn and came sturdily trudging up the path that led to the house.



There was no hesitation in them; they knew where they were going.

She stepped to the screen door of the kitchen as they came onto the porch and they stopped before the door and
stood looking up at her.

The boy said: 'Y ou are our grandma. Papa said we were to say at once that you were our grandma.'

‘But that's not...," she said, and stopped. She had been about to say that it was impossible that she was not their
grandma. And, looking down into the sober, childish faces, she was glad that she had not said the words.

'l am Ellen,’ said the girl, in apiping voice.
'‘Why, that is strange,' the woman said. ‘That is my name, too.'
The boy said, 'My nameis Paul.'

She pushed open the door for them and they came in, standing silently in the kitchen, looking all about them asif
they'd never seen akitchen.

'It'sjust like Papa said,’ said Ellen. 'There's the stove and the churn and...’

The boy interrupted her. 'Our nameis Forbes,' he said.

This time the woman couldn't stop herself. 'Why, that'simpossible,' she said. 'That is our name, too.'
The boy nodded solemnly. 'Y es, we knew it was.'

'Perhaps,' the woman said, 'you'd like some milk and cookies.'

'‘Cookies!" Ellen squesled, delighted.

'We don't want to be any trouble," said the boy. 'Papa said we were to be no trouble.’

'He said we should be good,' piped Ellen.

'l am sure you will be," said the woman, 'and you are no trouble.’

In alittle while, she thought, she'd get it straightened out.

She went to the stove and set the kettle with the cooking apples to one side, where they would simmer slowly.
'Sit down at the table,' she said. 'I'll get the milk and cookies.'

She glanced at the clock, ticking on the shelf. Four o'clock, admost. In just alittle while the men would comein from
the fields. Jackson Forbes would know what to do about this; he had always known.

They climbed up on two chairs and sat there solemnly, staring all about them, at the ticking clock, at the wood stove

with the fire glow showing through its draft, at the wood piled in the wood box, at the butter churn standing in the
corner.

They set their bags on the floor beside them, and they were strange bags, she noticed. They were made of heavy
cloth or canvas, but there were no drawstrings or no straps to fasten them. But they were closed, she saw, despite no
straps or strings.

'Do you have some stamps? asked Ellen.
'Stamps? asked Mrs Forbes.

"Y ou must pay no attention to her,' said Paul. 'She should not have asked you. She asks everyone and Mamatold her
not to.'

'‘But stamps?

'She collects them. She goes around snitching letters that other people have. For the stamps on them, you know.'



'‘Well now," said Mrs Forbes, ‘there may be some old letters. Well ook for them later on.'

She went into the pantry and got the earthen jug of milk and filled a plate with cookies from the jar. When she came
back they were sitting there sedately, waiting for the cookies.

'‘We are here just for alittle while," said Paul. 'Just a short vacation. Then our folks will come and get us and take us
back again.'

Ellen nodded her head vigoroudly. 'That's what they told us when we went. When | was afraid to go.'
'Y ou were afraid to go?

'Yes. It was al so strange.'

‘Therewas o littletime,' said Paul. 'Almost none at al. We had to leave so fast.'

'‘And where are you from? asked Mrs Forbes. 'Why,' said the boy, ‘just alittle ways from here. We walked just alittle
ways and of course we had the map. Papa gave it to us and he went over it carefully with us...'

'Y ou're sure your name is Forbes?

Ellen bobbed her head. 'Of courseit is,’ she said. 'Strange,’ said Mrs Forbes. And it was more than strange, for there

were no other Forbes in the neighborhood except her children and her grandchildren and these two, no matter what
they said, were strangers.

They were busy with the milk and cookies and she went back to the stove and set the kettle with the apples back on
the front again, stirring the cooking fruit with awooden spoon.

‘Where is Grandpa? Ellen asked.

'‘Grandpasin the field. He'll be coming in soon. Are you finished with your cookies?

'All finished," said the girl.

"Then we'll have to set the table and get the supper cooking. Perhaps you'd like to help me.'

Ellen hopped down off the chair. 'I'll help,' she said. 'And |,' said Paul, 'will carry in some wood. Papa said | should be
helpful. He said | could carry in the wood and feed the chickens and hunt the eggs and..."

'Paul,' said Mrs Forbes, it might help if you'd tell me what your father does.’

'Papa,’ said the boy, 'is atemporal engineer.’

The two hired men sat at the kitchen table with the checkerboard between them. The two older people were in the
living room.

'Y ou never saw the likes of it,' said Mrs Forbes. 'There was this piece of metal and you pulled it and it ran along
another metal strip and the bag came open. And you pulled it the other way and the bag was closed.'

'Something new,' said Jackson Forbes. "There may be many new things we haven't heard about, back herein the
sticks. There are inventors turning out all sorts of things.'

'‘And the boy," she said, 'has the same thing on his trousers. | picked them up from where he threw them on the floor
when he went to bed and | folded them and put them on the chair. And | saw this strip of metal, the edges jagged-like.

And the clothes they wear. That boy's trousers are cut off above the knees and the dress that the girl was wearing was
so short...'

"They talked of plains,’ mused Jackson Forbes, 'but not the plains we know. Something that is used, apparently, for
folksto travel in. And rockets - asif there were rockets every day and not just on the Earth.’



'‘We couldn't question them, of course, said Mrs Forbes. 'There was something about them, something that | sensed.'
Her husband nodded. 'They were frightened, too.'
'Y ou are frightened, Jackson?

‘| don't know," he said, 'but there are no other Forbes. Not closg, that is. Charlie isthe closest and he's five miles
away. And they said they walked just alittle piece.’

'What are you going to do? she asked. 'What can we do?

'l don't rightly know,' he said. 'Drive in to the county seat and talk with the sheriff, maybe. These children must be
lost. There must be someone looking for them.'

‘But they don't act asif they'relost,’ she told him. "They knew they were coming here. They knew we would be here.
They told me | was their grandma and they asked after you and they called you Grandpa. And they are so sure. They
don't act asif we're strangers. They've been told about us. They said they'd stay just alittle while and that's the way
they act. Asif they'd just come for avisit.'

'l think,' said Jackson Forbes, 'that I'll hitch up Nellie after breakfast and drive around the neighborhood and ask
some questions. Maybe there'll be someone who can tell me something.'

"The boy said hisfather was atempora engineer. That just don't make sense. 'Tempora means the worldly power and
authority and..."

"It might be some joke," her husband said. 'Something that the father said in jest and the son picked up as truth.’

'l think,' said Mrs Forbes, 'I'll go upstairs and seeif they're adeep. | left their lamps turned low. They are so little and
the house is strange to them. If they are asleep, I'll blow out the lamps.'

Jackson Forbes grunted his approval. 'Dangerous,’ he said, 'to keep lights burning of the night. Too much chance of
fire'

The boy was asleep, flat upon his back - the deep and healthy sleep of youngsters. He had thrown his clothes upon
the floor when he had undressed to go to bed, but now they were folded neatly on the chair, where she had placed
them when she had gone into the room to say goodnight.

The bag stood beside the chair and it was open, the two rows of jagged metal gleaming dully in the dim glow of the
lamp. Within its shadowed interior lay the dark forms of jumbled possessions, disorderly, and helter-skelter, no way for
abag to be.

She stooped and picked up the bag and set it on the chair and reached for the little metal tab to closeit. At least, she
told herself, it should be closed and not left standing open. She grasped the tab and it slid smoothly along the metal
tracks and then stopped, its course obstructed by an object that stuck out.

She saw it was a book and reached down to rearrange it so she could close the bag. And as she did so, she saw the
titlein itsfaint gold lettering across the leather backstrap - Holy Bible.

With her fingers grasping the book, she hesitated for a moment, then slowly drew it out. It was bound in an
expensive black leather that was dulled with age. The edges were cracked and split and the leather worn from long
usage. The gold edging of the leaves were faded.

Hesitantly, she opened it and there, upon the fly leaf, in old and faded ink, was the inscription:

To Sigter Ellen from AmeliaOct. 30, 1896

Many Happy Returns of the Day



Shefelt her knees grow weak and she let herself carefully to the floor and there, crouched beside the chair, read the
fly leaf once again.

30 October 1896 - that was her birthday, certainly, but it had not come as yet, for thiswas only the beginning of
September, 1896.

And the Bible - how old was this Bible she held within her hands? A hundred years, perhaps, more than a hundred
years.

A Bible, she thought - exactly the kind of gift Ameliawould give her. But a gift that had not been given yet, one that
could not be given, for that day upon the fly leaf was a month into the future.

It couldn't be, of course. It was some kind of stupid joke. Or some mistake. Or a coincidence, perhaps. Somewhere
€lse someone el se was named Ellen and also had a sister who was named Amelia and the date was a mistake - someone
had written the wrong year. It would be an easy thing to do.

But she was not convinced. They had said the name was Forbes and they had come straight here and Paul had
spoken of amap so they could find the way.

Perhaps there were other things inside the bag. She looked at it and shook her head. She shouldn't pry. It had been
wrong to take the Bible out.

On 30 October she would be fifty-nine - an old farm-wife with married sons and daughters and grandchildren who
cameto visit her on week-end and on holidays. And a sister Ameliawho, in this year of 1896, would give her aBible as
abirthday gift.

Her hands shook as she lifted the Bible and put it back into the bag. She'd talk to Jackson when she went down
stairs. He might have some thought upon the matter and he'd know what to do.

She tucked the book back into the bag and pulled the tab and the bag was closed. She set it on the floor again and
looked at the boy upon the bed. He still was fast asleep, so she blew out the light.

In the adjoining room little Ellen dept, baby-like, upon her ssomach. The low flame of the turned-down lamp flickered
gustily in the breeze that came through an open window.

Ellen's bag was closed and stood squared against the chair with a sense of neatness. The woman looked at it and
hesitated for a moment, then moved on around the bed to where the lamp stood on a bedside table.

The children were asleep and everything was well and she'd blow out the light and go downstairs and talk with
Jackson, and perhaps there'd be no need for him to hitch up Nellie in the morning and drive around to ask questions of
the neighbors.

As she leaned to blow out the lamp, she saw the envel ope upon the table, with the two large stamps of many colors
affixed to the upper right-hand corner.

Such pretty stamps, she thought - | never saw so pretty. She leaned closer to take alook at them and saw the
country name upon them. Israel. But there was no such actual place asIsragl. It was a Bible name, but there was no
country. And if there were no country, how could there be stamps?

She picked up the envelope and studied the stamp, making sure that she had seen right. Such a pretty stamp!

She collects them, Paul had said. She's always snitching letters that belong to other people.

The envelope bore a postmark, and presumably a date, but it was blurred and distorted by a hasty, sloppy
cancellation and she could not make it out.

The edge of aletter sheet stuck a quarter inch out of the ragged edges where the envel ope had been torn open and
she pulled it out, gasping in her haste to see it while anicy fist of fear was clutching at her heart.

It was, she saw, only the end of aletter, the last page of aletter, and it wasin type rather than in longhand - type like
one saw in anewspaper or abook.



Maybe one of those new-fangled things they had in big city offices, she thought, the ones she'd read about.
Typewriters - was that what they were called?

_do not believe_, the one pageread ,_your planisfeasible. Thereis no time. The diens are closing in and they will
not give ustime.

And there is the further consideration of the ethics of it, even if it could be done. We can not, in al conscience,
scurry back into the past and visit our problems upon the people of a century ago. Think of the problems it would
create for them, the economic confusion and the psychological effect.

If you feel that you must, at least, send the children back, think a moment of the wrench it will give those two good
souls when they realize the truth. Theirsis a smug and solid world - sure and safe and sound. The concepts of this
mad century would destroy all they have, all that they believein.

But | suppose | cannot presume to counsel you. | have done what you asked. | have written you all | know of our old
ancestors back on that Wisconsin farm. As historian of the family, | am sure my facts are right. Use them as you see fit
and God have mercy on usall.

Y our loving brother,

Jackson

P.S. A suggestion. If you do send the children back, you might send along with them a generous supply of the new
cancer-inhibitor drug. Great-great-grandmother Forbes died in 1904 of a condition that | suspect was cancer. Given
those pills, she might survive another ten or twenty years. And what, | ask you, brother, would that mean to this
tangled future? | don't pretend to know. It might save us. It might kill us quicker. It might have no effect at all. | leave
the puzzle to you.

If 1 can finish up work here and get away, I'll be with you at the end._

Mechanically she did the letter back into the envelope and laid it upon the table beside the flaring lamp.

Slowly she moved to the window that looked out on the empty lane.

They will come and get us, Paul had said. But would they ever come. Could they ever come?

She found herself wishing they would come. Those poor people, those poor frightened children caught so far in time.

Blood of my blood, she thought, flesh of my flesh, so many years away. But till her flesh and blood, no matter how
removed. Not only these two beneath this roof tonight, but all those others who had not come to her.

Theletter had said 1904 and cancer and that was eight years away - she'd be an old, old woman then. And the
signature had been Jackson - an old family name, she wondered, carried on and on, along chain of people who bore
the name of Jackson Forbes?

She was tiff and numb, she knew. Later she'd be frightened. Later she would wish she had not read the | etter.
Perhaps, she did not know.

But now she must go back downstairs and tell Jackson the best way that she could.
She moved across the room and blew out the light and went out into the hallway.

A voice came from the open door beyond.

'‘Grandma, isthat you?

'Yes, Paul,' she answered. 'What can | do for you?

In the doorway she saw him crouched beside the chair, in the shaft of moonlight pouring through the window,



fumbling at the bag.

'l forgot,' he said. 'There was something papa said | was to give you right away.'

Condition of Employment
by
Clifford D. Simak

HE HAD BEEN dreaming of home, and when he came awake, he held his eyes tight shut in a desperate effort not to
lose the dream. He kept some of it, but it was blurred and faint and lacked the sharp distinction and the color of the
dream.

He could tdll it to himself, he knew just how it was, he could recall it as alost and far-off thing and place, but it was
not there as it had been in the dream.

But even so, he held his eyestight shut, for now that he was awake, he knew what they'd open on, and he shrank
from the drabness and the coldness of the room in which he lay. It was, he thought, not alone the drabness and the
cold, but also the loneliness and the sense of not belonging. So long as he did not look at it, he need not accept this
harsh redlity, although he felt himself on the fringe of it, and it was reaching for him, reaching through the color and
the warmth and friendliness of this other place he tried to keep in mind.

At last it wasimpossible. The fabric of the held-onto dream became too thin and fragile to ward off the moment of
reality, and he let his eyes come open.

It was every bit as bad as he remembered it. It was drab and cold and harsh, and there was the maddening alienness
waiting for him, crouching in the corner. He tensed himself againgt it, trying to work up his courage, hardening himself
to arise and face it for another day.

The plaster of the ceiling was cracked and had flaked away in great ugly blotches. The paint on the wall was peeling
and dark stainsran down it from the timesthe rain leaked in. And there was the smell, the musty human smell that had
been caged in the room too long.

Staring at the ceiling, he tried to see the sky. There had been atime when he could have seen it through this or any
celiling. For the sky had belonged to him, the sky and the wild, dark space beyond it. But now he'd lost them. They
were his no longer.

A few marksin abook, be thought, an entry in the record. That was all that was needed to smash a man's career, to
crush his hope forever and to keep him trapped and exiled on a planet that was not his own.

He sat up and swung his feet over the edge of the bed, hunting for the trousers he'd Ieft on the floor. He found and
pulled them on and scuffed into his shoes and stood up in the room.

The room was small and mean - and cheap. There would come a day when he could not afford aroom even as cheap
asthis. His cash was running out, and when the last of it was gone, he would have to get some job, any kind of job.
Perhaps he should have gotten one before he began to run so short. But he had shied away from it. For settling down
to work would be an admission that he was defeated, that he had given up his hope of going home again.

He had been afool, he told himself, for ever going into space. Let him just get back to Mars and no one could ever
get him off it. He'd go back to the ranch and stay there as his father had wanted him to do. He'd marry Eller and settle



down, and other fools could fly the death-traps around the Solar System.

Glamor, he thought-it was the glamor that sucked in the kids when they were young and starry-eyed. The glamor of
the far place, of the wilderness of space, of the white eyes of the stars watching in that wilderness - the glamor of the
engine-song and of the chill white metal knifing through the blackness and the loneliness of the emptiness, and the
few cubic feet of courage and defiance that thumbed its nose at that emptiness.

But there was no glamor. There was brutal work and everlasting watchfulness and awful sickness, the terrible fear
that listened for the stutter in the drive, for the ping against the metal hide, for any one of the thousand things that
could happen out in space.

He picked up hiswallet off the bedside table and put it in his pocket and went out into the hall and down the rickety
stairs to the crumbling, lopsided porch outside.

And the greenness waited for him, the unrelenting, bilious green of Earth. It was athing to gag at, to steel oneself
against, an indecent and abhorrent color for anyone to look at. The grass was green and all the plants and every single
tree. There was no place outdoors and few indoors where one could escape from it, and when one looked at it too
long, it seemed to pulse and tremble with ahidden life.

The greenness, and the brightness of the sun, and the sapping beat - these were things of Earth that it was hard to
bear. The light one could get away from, and the heat one could somehow ride along with - but the green was aways
there.

He went down the steps, fumbling in his pocket for a cigarette. He found a crumpled package and in it one crumpled
cigarette. He put it between hislips and threw the pack away and stood at the gate, trying to make up his mind.

But it was a gesture only, this hardening of his mind, for he knew what he would do. There was nothing else to do.
He'd done it day after day for more weeks than he cared to count, and he'd do it again today and tomorrow and
tomorrow, until his cash ran out.

And after that, he wondered, what?

Get ajob and try to strike a bargain with his situation? Try to save against the day when he could buy passage back
to Mars - for they'd surely let him ride the ships even if they wouldn't let him run them. But, he told himself, he'd
figured that one out. It would take twenty years to save enough, and he had no twenty years.

He lit the cigarette and went tramping down the street, and even through the cigarette, he could smell the hated
green.

Ten blocks later, he reached the far edge of the spaceport. There was a ship. He stood for a moment looking at it
before he went into the shabby restaurant to buy himself some breakfast.

There was a ship, he thought, and that was a hopeful sign. Some days there weren't any, some days three or four.
But there was a ship today and it might be the one.

One day, he told himself, he'd surely find the ship out there that would take him home - a ship with a captain so
desperate for an engineer that he would overlook the entry in the book.

But even as he thought it, be knew it for alie - alie he told himself each day. Perhaps to justify his coming here each
day to check at the hiring hall, to lie to keep his hope dive, to keep his courage up. A lie that made it even barely
possible to face the bleak, warm room and the green of Earth.

He went into the restaurant and sat down on a stool.

The waitress came to take his order. "Cakes again?' she asked.

He nodded. Pancakes were cheap and filling and he had to make his money last.

"You'll find aship today," said the waitress. "l have afeeling you will."

"Perhaps | will," he said, without believing it.

"I know just how you fedl," the waitress told him. "I know how awful it can be. | was homesick once mysdlf, the first



timel left home. | thought | would die."

Hedidn't answer, for he felt it would not have been dignified to answer. Although why he should now lay claim to
dignity, he could not imagine.

But this, in any case, was more than simple homesickness. It was planetsickness, culturesickness, a cutting off of all
he'd known and wanted.

Sitting, waiting for the cakes to cook, he caught the dream again - the dream of red hills rolling far into the land, of the
cold, dry air soft against the skin, of the splendor of the stars at twilight and the faery yellow of the distant sandstorm.
And the low house crouched against the land, with the old gray-haired man sitting stiffly in a chair upon the porch
that faced toward the sunset.

The waitress brought the cakes.

The day would come, he told himself, when he could afford no longer this self-pity he carried. He knew it for what it
was and he should get rid of it. And yet it was athing he lived with - even more than that, it had become away of life.
It was his comfort and his shield, the driving force that kept him trudging on each day.

He finished the cakes and paid for them.

"Good luck," said the waitress, with asmile.

"Thank you," he said.

He tramped down the road, with the gravel crunching underfoot and the sun like a blast upon his back, but he had
left the greenness. The port lay bare and bald, scalped and cauterized.

He reached where he was going and went up to the desk.

"You again," said the union agent.

"Anything for Mars?'

"Not athing. No, wait aminute. There was a man in here not too long ago."

The agent got up from the desk and went to the door. Then he stepped outside the door and began to shout at
someone.

A few minutes later, he was back. Behind him came alumbering and irate individual. He had a cap upon his head that
said CAPTAIN in greasy, torn letters, but aside from that he was distinctly out of uniform.

"Here'sthe man," the agent told the captain. "Name of Anson Cooper. Engineer first class, but his record's not too
good."

"Damn the record!" bawled the captain. He said to Cooper: "Do you know Morrisons?"
"I was raised with them," said Cooper. It was not the truth, but he knew he could get by.

"They're good engines,” said the captain, "but cranky and demanding. Y ou'll have to baby them. Y ou'll have to sleep
with them. And if you don't watch them close, they'll up and break your back."

"I know how to handle them," said Cooper.

"My engineer ran out on me." The captain spat on the floor to show his contempt for runaway engineers. "He wasn't
man enough.”

"I'm man enough," Cooper declared.

And he knew, standing there, what it would be like. But there was no other choice. If he wanted to get back to Mars,
he had to take the Morrisons.

"O.K., then, come on with you," the captain said.



"Wait aminute," said the union agent. "'Y ou can't rush off aman like this. Y ou have to give him timeto pick up his
duffle."

"I haven't any to pick up," Cooper said, thinking of the few pitiful belongings back in the boarding house. "Or none
that matters."

"Y ou understand," the agent said to the captain, "that the union cannot vouch for a man with arecord such as his."
"To hell with that," said the captain. "Just so he can run the engines. That's al | ask."

The ship stood far out in the field. She had not been much to start with and she had not improved with age. Just the
job of riding on a craft like that would be high torture, without the worry of nursing Morrisons.

"Shelll hang together, no fear," said the captain. " She's got alot more trips left in her than you'd think. It beats all hell
what atub like that can take."

Just one more trip, thought Cooper. Just so she gets me to Mars. Then she can fall apart, for al | care.

"She's beautiful," he said, and meant it.

He walked up to one of the great landing fins and laid a hand upon it. It was solid metal, with al the paint peeled off
it, with tiny pits of corrosion speckling its surface and with a hint of cold, asif it might not as yet have shed all the

touch of space.

And thiswas it, he thought. After all the weeks of waiting, here finally was the thing of steel and engineering that
would take him home again.

He walked back to where the captain stood.
"Let'sget onwithit," hesaid. "I'll want to look the engines over."
"They're dl right," said the captain.

"That may be so. | still want to run a check on them." He had expected the engines to be bad, but not as bad as they
turned out to be. If the ship had not been much to look at, the Morrisons were worse.

"They'll need somework," he said. "We can't lift with them, the shape they'rein."
The captain raved and swore. "We have to blast by dawn, damniit! Thisis agoddam emergency."
"You'l lift by dawn," snapped Cooper. "Just leave me aone.”

He drove his gang to work, and he worked himsdlf, for fourteen solid hours, without awink of sleep, without a bite to
edt.

Then he crossed his fingers and told the captain he was ready.

They got out of atmosphere with the engines holding together. Cooper uncrossed the fingers and sighed with deep
relief. Now al he had to do was keep them running.

The captain called him forward and brought out a bottle. " ou did better, Mr. Cooper, than | thought you would."
Cooper shook his head. "We aren't there yet, Captain. We've along way till to go."

"Mr. Cooper," said the captain, "you know what we are carrying? Y ou got any idea at al?'

Cooper shook his head.

"Medicines," the captain told him. "There's an epidemic out there. We were the only ship anywhere near ready for
takeoff. So we were requisitioned.”

"It would have been much better if we could have overhauled the engines.”

"We didn't have the time. Every minute counts."



Cooper drank the liquor, stupid with atiredness that cut clear to the bone. "Epidemic, you say. What kind?"
"Sand fever," said the captain. "You've heard of it, perhaps.”

Cooper felt the chill of deadly fear creep along his body.

"I've heard of it." He finished off the whisky and stood up.

"I have to get back, sir. | have to watch those engines.”

"We're counting on you, Mr. Cooper. Y ou have to get us through."

He went back to the engine room and slumped into a chair, listening to the engine-song that beat throughout the
ship.

He had to keep them going. There was no question of it now, if there'd ever been a question. For now it was not the
simple matter of getting home again, but of getting needed drugs to the old home planet.

"I promise you," he said, talking to himself. "I promise you we'll get there."

He drove the engine crew and he drove himself, day after dying day, while the howling of the tubes and the thunder
of the haywire Morrisons racked a man almost beyond endurance.

There was no such thing as sleep - only catnaps caught as one could catch them. There were no such things as
meals, only food gulped on the run. And there was work, and worse than work were the watching and the waiting, the
shoulders tensed against the stutter or the sudden screech of metal that would spell disaster.

Why, he wondered dully, did aman ever go to space? Why should one deliberately choose ajob like this? Herein
the engine room, with its cranky motors, it might be worse than elsewherein the ship. But that didn't mean it wasn't
bad. For throughout the ship stretched tension and discomfort and, above all, the dead, black fear of space itself, of
what space could do to a ship and the men within it.

In some of the bigger, newer ships, conditions might be better, but not a great deal better. They still tranquilized the
passengers and colonists who went out to the other planets - tranquilized them to quiet the worries, to make them more
insensitive to discomfort, to prevent their breaking into panic.

But a crew you could not tranquilize. A crew must be wide-awake, with all its facultiesintact. A crew had to sit and
takeit.

Perhaps the time would come when the ships were big enough, when the engines and the drives would be perfected,
when Man had lost some of his fear of the emptiness of space - then it would be easier.

But the time might be far off. It was almost two hundred years now since his family had gone out, among the first
colonists, to Mars.

If it were not that he was going home, he told himself, it would be beyond all tolerance and endurance. He could
almost smell the cold, dry air of home - even in this place that reeked with other smells. He could look beyond the metal
skin of the ship in which he rode and across the long dark miles and see the gentle sunset on the redness of the hills.

And in this he had an advantage over all the others.

For without going home, he could not have stood it.

The days wore on and the engines held and the hope built up within him. And finally hope gave way to triumph.

And then came the day when the ship went mushing down through the thin, cold atmosphere and came in to a
landing.

He reached out and pulled a switch and the engines rumbled to a halt. Silence cameinto the tortured steel that still
was numb with noise.

He stood beside the engines, deafened by the silence, frightened by this alien thing that never made a sound.



He walked along the engines, with his hand dliding on their metal, stroking them as he would pet an animal,
astonished and dightly angry at himself for finding in himself a queer, distorted quality of affection for them.

But why not? They had brought him home. He had nursed and pampered them, he had cursed them and watched
over them, he had slept with them, and they had brought him home.

And that was more, he admitted to himself, than he had ever thought they would do.

He found that he was alone. The crew had gone swarming up the ladder as soon as he had pulled the switch. And
now it was time that he himself was going.

But he stood there for amoment, in that silent room, as he gave the place one final visual check. Everything was all
right. There was nothing to be done.

He turned and climbed the ladder slowly, heading for the port.
He found the captain standing in the port, and out beyond the port stretched the redness of the land.

"All the rest have gone except the purser,” said the captain. "I thought you'd soon be up. Y ou did afine job with the
engines, Mr. Cooper. I'm glad you shipped with us."

"It'smy last run," Cooper said, staring out at the redness of the hills. "Now | settle down."

"That's strange," said the captain. "I take it you're aMars man."

"I am. And | never should have left."

The captain stared at him and said again; "That's strange.”

"Nothing strange," said Cooper. "I -"

"It'smy last run, too," the captain broke in. "Therell be anew commander to take her back to Earth."
"In that case," Cooper offered, "I'll stand you a drink as soon as we get down.”

"I'll take you up on that. First we'll get our shots.”

They climbed down the ladder and walked across the field toward the spaceport buildings. Trucks went whining past
them, heading for the ship, to pick up the unloaded cargo.

And now it was all coming back to Cooper, the way he had dreamed it in that shabby room on Earth - the exhilarating
taste of the thinner, colder air, the step that was springier because of the lesser gravity, the swift and clean elation of
the uncluttered, brave red land beneath a weaker sun.

Inside, the doctor waited for them in histiny office.

"Sorry, gentlemen," he said, "but you know the regulations."

"I don't likeit," said the captain, "but | suppose it does make sense.”

They sat down in the chairs and rolled up their sleeves.

"Hang on," the doctor told them. "It gives you quite ajolt.”

It did.

And it had before, thought Cooper, every time before.

He should be used to it by now.

He sat weakly in the chair, waiting for the weakness and the shock to pass, and he saw the doctor, there behind his
desk, watching them and waiting for them to come around to normal.

"Wasit arough trip?' the doctor finally asked.



"They al arerough," the captain replied curtly.
Cooper shook his bead. "This one was the worst 1've ever known. Those engines..."

The captain said: "I'm sorry, Cooper. Thistime it was the truth. We were really carrying medicine. Thereisan
epidemic. Mine was the only ship. I'd planned an overhaul, but we couldn't wait."

Cooper nodded. "'l remember now," he said.

He stood up weakly and stared out the window at the cold, the alien, the forbidding land of Mars.
"I never could have madeit," he said flatly, "if I'd not been psychoed."

He turned back to the doctor. "Will there ever be atime?"

The doctor nodded. "Some day, certainly. When the ships are better. When the race is more conditioned to space
travel."

"But this homesickness business - it gets downright brutal ."
"It'sthe only way," the doctor declared. "We'd not have any spacemen if they weren't always going home."

"That'sright," the captain said. "No man, myself included, could face that kind of beating unlessit was for
something more than money."

Cooper looked out the window at the Martian sandscape and shivered. Of all the God-forsaken places he had ever
seen!

Hewas afool to be in space, he told himself, with awife like Doris and two kids back home. He could hardly wait to
see them.

And he knew the symptoms. He was getting homesick once again - but thistime it was for Earth.

The doctor was taking a bottle out of his desk and pouring generous drinks into glasses for al three of them.
"Have ashot of this," he said, "and let's forget about it"

"Asif we could remember," said Cooper, laughing suddenly.

"After al,"” the captain said, far too cheerfully, "we have to seeit in the right perspective. It's nothing more than a
condition of employment.”
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Smdl Deer

Clifford D. Smak

Willow Bend, Wisconsin June 23, 1966

Dr. Wyman Jackson, Wyalusing College. Muscoda, Wisconsin

My dear Dr. Jackson:

| am writing to you because | don't know who else to write to and there is something | have to tell someone who can
understand. | know your name because | read your book, 'Cretaceous Dinosaurs,' not once, but many times. | tried to
get Dennisto read it, too, but | guess he never did. All Denniswas interested in were the mathematics of histime
concept - not the time machine itself. Besides, Dennis doesn't read too well. It isachore for him.

Maybe | should tell you, to start with, that my nameis Alton James. | live with my widowed mother and | run afix-it
shop. | fix bicycles and lawn mowers and radios and television sets - | fix anything that is brought to me. I'm not much
good at anything else, but | do seem to have the knack of seeing how things go together and understanding how they
work and seeing what is wrong with them when they aren't working. | never had no training of any sort, but | just seem
to have anatural bent for getting along with mechanical contraptions.

Dennisismy friend and I'll admit right off that heis a strange one. He doesn't know from nothing about anything, but
he's nuts on mathematics. People in town make fun of him because heis so strange and Ma gives me hell at timesfor
having anything to do with him. She says he's the next best thing to avillage idiot. | guess alot of people think the
way that Madoes, but it's not entirely true, for he does know his math.

| don't know how he knows it. He didn't learn it at school and that's for sure. When he got to be 17 and hadn't got no
farther than eighth grade, the school just sort of dropped him. He didn't really get to eighth grade honest: the teachers
after awhile got tired of seeing him on one grade and passed him to the next. There was talk, off and on, of sending
him to some special school, but it never got nowhere.

And don't ask me what kind of mathematics he knew. | tried to read up on math once because | had the feeling, after
seeing some of the funny marks that Dennis put on paper, that maybe he knew more about it than anyone elsein the
world. And | still think that he does - or that maybe he'sinvented an entirely new kind of math. For in the books |
looked through | never did find any of the symbols that Dennis put on paper. Maybe Dennis used symbols he made
up, inventing them as he went along, because no one had ever told him what the regular mathematicians used. But |
don't think that's it - I'm inclined to lean to the idea Dennis came up with a new brand of math, entirely.

Thereweretimes| tried to talk with Dennis about this math of his and each time he was surprised that | didn't know
it, too. | guess he thought most people knew about it. He said that it was simple, that it was plain as day. It was the
way things worked, he said.

| suppose you'll want to ask how come | understood his equations well enough to make the time machine. The
answer is| didn't. | supposethat Dennisand | are alike in alot of ways, but in different ways, | know how to make



contraptions work (without knowing any of the theory) and Dennis sees the entire universe as something operating
mechanically (and him scarcely able to read a page of simple type).

And ancther thing. My family and Dennis family live in the same end of town and from the time we were toddlers,
Dennis and | played together. Later on, we just kept on together. We didn't have a choice. For some reason or other,
none of the kids would play with us. Unless we wanted to play alone, we had to play together. | guess we got so,
through the years, that we understood each other.

| don't suppose there'd have been any time machine if | hadn't been so interested in paleontology. Not that | knew
anything about it; | was just interested. From thetime | was akid | read everything | could lay my hands on about
dinosaurs and saber-tooths and such, Later on | went fossil hunting in the hills, but | never found nothing really big.
Mostly | found brachiopods. There are great beds of them in the Platteville limestone. And lots of times I'd stand in the
street and look up at the river bluffs above the town and try to imagine what it had been like amillion years ago, or a
hundred million. When | first read in a story about atime machine, | remember thinking how 1'd like to have one. |
guess that at onetime | thought a little about making one, but then realized | couldn't.

Dennis had a habit of coming to my shop and talking, but most of the time talking to himself rather than to me. | don't
remember exactly how it started, but after awhile | realized that he had stopped talking about anything but time. One
day he told me he had been able to figure out everything but time, and now it seemed he was getting that down in
black and white, like all the rest of it.

Mostly | didn't pay too much attention to what he said, for alot of it didn't make much sense. But after he'd talked,
incessantly, for aweek or two, on time, | began to pay attention. But don't expect me to tell you what he said or make
any sense of it, for there's no way that | can. To understand what Dennis said and meant, you'd have to live with him,
like | did, for twenty years or more. It's not so much understanding what Dennis says as understanding Dennis.

| don't think we actually made any real decision to build atime machine, It just sort of grew on us. All a once we
found that we were making one.

We took our time. We had to take our time, for we went back alot and did things over, aimost from the start. It took
weeks to get some of the proper effects - at least, that's what Dennis called them. Me, | didn't know anything about
effects. All that | knew was that Dennis wanted to make something work a certain way and | tried to make it work that
way. Sometimes, even when it worked the way he wanted it, it turned out to be wrong, So we'd start all over.

But finally we had aworking model of it and took it out on abig bald bluff, several miles up the river, where no one
ever went. | rigged up atimer to a switch that would turn it on, then after two minutes would reverse the field and send
it home again.

We mounted a movie camerainside the frame that carried the machine, and we set the camera going, then threw the
timer switch.

| had my doubts that it would work, but it did. It went away and stayed for two minutes, then came back again.

When we devel oped the camera film, we knew without any question the camera had traveled back in time. At first
there were pictures of ourselves standing there and waiting. Then there was alittle blur, no more than aflicker acrossa
half a dozen frames, and the next frames showed a mastodon walking straight into the camera. A fraction of a second
later histrunk jerked up and his ears flared out as he wheeled around with clumsy haste and galloped down the ridge.

Every now and then he'd swing his head around to take alook behind him. | imagine that our time machine,
blossoming suddenly out of the ground in front of him, scared him out of seven years of growth.

We were lucky, that was all. We could have sent that camera back another thousand times, perhaps, and never
caught a mastodon - probably never caught a thing. Although we would have known it had moved in time, for the
landscape had been different, although not a great deal different, but from the landscape we could not havetold if it
had gone back a hundred or a thousand years. When we saw the mastodon, however, we knew we'd sent the camera
back 10,000 years at least.

| won't bore you with how we worked out alot of problems on our second model, or how Dennis managed to work
out atime-meter that we could calibrate to send the machine a specific distance into time. Because al thisis not
important. What isimportant is what | found when | went into time.



I've aready told you I'd read your book about Cretaceous dinosaurs and | liked the entire book, but that final chapter
about the extinction of the dinosaurs is the one that really got me. Many atime I'd lie awake at night thinking about all
the theories you wrote about and trying to figure out in my own mind how it really was.

So when it was time to get into that machine and go, | knew where | would be headed.

Dennis gave me no argument. He didn't even want to go. He didn't care no more. He never was really interested in the
time machine. All he wanted was to prove out his math. Once the machine did that, he was through with it.

| worried alot, going asfar as | meant to go, about the rising or subsidence of the crust. | knew that the land around
Willow Bend had been stable for millions of years. Sometime during the Cretaceous a sea had crept into the interior of
the continent, but had stopped short of Wisconsin and, so far as geol ogists could determine, there had been no
disturbancesin the state. But | still felt uneasy about it. | didn't want to come out into the Late Cretaceous with the
machine buried under a dozen feet of rock or, maybe, hanging a dozen feet up in the air.

So | got some heavy steel pipes and sunk them six feet into the rock on the bald bluff top we had used the first time,
with about ten feet of their length extending in the air. | mounted the time frame on top of them and rigged up aladder
to get in and out of it and tied the pipesinto the time field. One morning | packed alunch and filled a canteen with
water. | dug the old binoculars that had been my father's out of the attic and debated whether | should take along a
gun. All | had was a shotgun and | decided not to take it. If I'd had arifle, there'd been no question of my taking it, but
| didn't have one. | could have borrowed one, but | didn't want to. I'd kept pretty quiet about what | was doing and |
didn't want to start any gossip in the village.

| went up to the bluff top and climbed up to the frame and set the time-meter to 63 million years into the past and then
| turned her on. | didn't make any ceremony out of it. | just turned her on and went.

| told you about the little blur in the movie film and that's the best way, | suppose, to tell you how it was. There was
thislittle blur, like aflickering twilight. Then it was sunlight once again and | was on the bluff top, looking out across
thevalley.

Except it wasn't a bluff top any longer, but only a high hill. And the valley was not the rugged, tree-choked, deeply
cut valley | had always known, but a great green plain, awide and shallow valley with awide and luggish river
flowing at the far side of it. Far to the west | could see ashimmer in the sunlight, alarge lake or sea. But asea, |
thought, shouldn't be this far east. But there it was, either agreat lake or asea - | never did determine which.

And there was something else aswell. | looked down to the ground and it was only three feet under me. Was| ever
glad | had used those pipes!

Looking out across the valley, | could see moving things, but they were so far away that | could not make them out.
So | picked up the binoculars and jumped down to the ground and walked across the hilltop until the ground began to
slope away.

| sat down and put the binoculars to my eyes and worked across the valley with them.

There were dinosaurs out there, awhole lot more of them than | had expected. They werein herds and they were
traveling. Y ou'd expect that out of any dozen herds of them, some of them would be feeding, but none of them was. Al
of them were moving and it seemed to me there was a nervousness in the way they moved. Although, | told myself,
that might be the way it was with dinosaurs.

They al were along way off, even with the glasses, but | could make out some of them. There were severa groups of
duckbills, waddling along and making funny jerky movements with their heads. | spotted a couple of small herds of
thescelosaurs, pacing along, with their bodies tilted forward. Here and there were small groups of triceratops. But
strangest of all was alarge herd of brontosaurs, ambling nervously and gingerly along, asif their feet might hurt. And
it struck me strange, for they were along way from water and from what 1'd read in your book, and in other books, it
didn't seem too likely they ever wandered too far away from water.

And there were alot of other thingsthat didn't look too much like the pictures | had seen in books.

The whole business had afunny feel about it. Could it be, | wondered, that | had stumbled on some great migration,



with all the dinosaurs heading out for some place else?

| got so interested in watching that | was downright careless and it was foolish of me. | was in another world and
there could have been all sorts of dangers and | should have been watching out for them, but | was just sitting there,
flat upon my backside, asif | were at home.

Suddenly there was a pounding, asif someone had turned loose a piledriver, coming up behind me and coming very
fast. | dropped the glasses and twisted around and as | did something big and tall rushed past me, no more than three
feet away, so closeit almost brushed me. | got just a brief impression of it asit went by - huge and gray and scaly.

Then, as it went tearing down the hill, | saw what it was and | had a cold and sinking feeling clear down in my gizzard.
For | had been almost run down by the big boy of them all - _Tyrannosaurusrex_.

Histwo great legs worked like driving pistons and the light of the sun glinted off the wicked, recurved claws as his
feet pumped up and down. Histail rode low and awkward, but there was no awkwardness in the way he moved. His
monstrous head swung from side to side, with the great rows of teeth showing in the gaping mouth, and he left behind
him afaint foul smell - | suppose from the carrion he ate. But the big surprise was that the wattles hanging underneath
his throat were a brilliant iridescence - red and green and gold and purple, the color of them shifting as he swung his
head.

| watched him for just a second and then | jumped up and headed for the time machine. | was more scared than | like
to think about. | had, | want to testify right here, seen enough of dinosaurs for alifetime.

But | never reached the time machine.

Up over the brow of the hill came something else. | say something else because | have no ideawhat it really was. Not
ashigas_rex_, but ten timesworse than him.

It was long and sinuous and it had alot of legs and it stood six feet high or so and was a sort of sickish pink. Take a
caterpillar and magnify it until it's six feet tall, then giveit longer legs so that it can run instead of crawl and hang a
death mask dragon's head upon it and you get afaint idea. Just afaint idea.

It saw me and swung its head toward me and made an eager whimpering sound and it dlid along toward me with a
side-whedling gait, like a dog when it's running out of balance and lop-sided.

| took one look at it and dug in my heels and made so sharp aturn that | lost my hat. The next thing | knew, | was
pelting down the hill behind old _Tyrannosaurus .

And now | saw that myself and _rex_ were not the only things that were running down the hill. Scattered here and
there along the hillside were other running creatures, most of them in small groups and herds, although there were
some singles. Most of them were dinosaurs, but there were other things as well.

I'm sorry | can't tell you what they were, but at that particular moment | wasn't what you might call an astute
observer. | was running for my life, asif the flames of hell werelapping a my heels.

| looked around a couple of times and that sinuous creature was still behind me. He wasn't gaining on me any,
although | had the feeling that he could if he put hismind to it. Matter of fact, he didn't seem to be following me alone.
He was doing alot of weaving back and forth. He reminded me of nothing quite so much as afaithful farm dog
bringing in the cattle. But even thinking this, it took me alittle time to realize that was exactly what he was - an old farm
dog bringing in a bunch of assorted dinosaurs and one misplaced human being. At the bottom of the hill | looked back
again and now that | could see the whole slope of the hill, | saw that this was a bigger cattle drive than | had imagined.
The entire hill was alive with running beasts and behind them were a half dozen of the pinkish dogs.

And | knew when | saw this that the moving herds I'd seen out on the valley floor were not migratory herds, but they
were moving because they were being driven - that this was a big roundup of some sort, with all the reptiles and the
dinosaurs and myself being driven to acommon center.

I knew that my life depended on getting lost somehow, and being left behind. | had to find a place to hide and | had
to dive into this hiding place without being seen. Only trouble was there seemed no place to hide. The valley floor was
naked and nothing bigger than a mouse could have hidden there.

Ahead of me agood-size swale rose up from the level floor and | went pelting up it. | was running out of wind. My



breath was getting short and | had pains throbbing in my chest and | knew | couldn't run much farther.

| reached the top of the swale and started down the reverse slope. And there, right in front of me, was a bush of
some sort, three feet high or so, bristling with thorns. | wastoo close to it and going too fast to even try to dodgeit, so
| did the only thing | could - | jumped over it.

But on the other side there was no solid ground. There was, instead, a hole. | caught just a glimpse of it and tried to
jerk my body to one side, and then | wasfalling into the hole.

It wasn't much bigger than | was. It bumped me as| fell and | picked up some bruises, then landed with ajolt. Thefall
knocked the breath out of me and | was doubled over, with my arms wrapped about my belly.

My breath came dowly back and the pain subsided and | was able to take alook at where | was.

The hole was some three feet in diameter and perhaps as much as seven deep. It dlanted dlightly toward the forefront
of the slope and its sides were worn smooth. A thin trickle of dirt ran down from the edge of it, soil that | had loosened
and dislodged when | had hit the hole. And about halfway up was a cluster of small rocks, the largest of them about
the size of ahuman head, projecting more than half their width out of the wall. | thought, idly, as| looked at them, that
some day they'd come loose and drop into the hole. And at the thought | squirmed around alittle to one side, so that if
they took anotion to fall I'd not be in the line of fire.

Looking down, | saw that I'd not fallen to the bottom of the hole, for the hole went on, deeper in the ground. | had
cometo rest at a point where the hole curved sharply, to angle back beneath the swale top.

| hadn't noticed it at first, | suppose because | had been too shook up, but now | became aware of amusky smell. Not
an overpowering odor, but a sort of scent - faintly animal, although not quite animal.

A smooth-sided hole and a musky smell - there could be no other answer: | had fallen not into just an ordinary hole,
but into a burrow of some sort. And it must be the burrow of quite an animal, | thought, to be the size it was. It would
have taken something with hefty claws, indeed, to have dug this sort of burrow.

And even as| thought it, | heard the rattling and the scrabbling of something coming up the burrow, no doubt
coming up to find out what was going on.

| did some scrabbling myself. | didn't waste no time. But about three feet up | dlipped. | grabbed for the top of the
hole, but my fingers slid through the sandy soil and | couldn't get agrip. | shot out my feet and stopped my slide short
of the bottom of the hole. And there | was, with my back against one side of the hole and my feet braced against the
other, hanging there, halfway up the burrow.

While al the time bel ow me the scrabbling and the clicking sounds continued. The thing, whatever it might be, was
getting closer, and it was coming fast.

Right in front of me was the nest of rocks sticking from the wall. | reached out and grabbed the biggest one and
jerked and it came loose. It was heavier than | had figured it would be and | almost dropped it, but managed to hang
on.

A snout came out of the curvein the burrow and thrust itself quickly upward in a grabbing motion. The jaws opened
up and they almost filled the burrow and they were filled with sharp and wicked teeth.

| didn't think. I didn't plan. What | did wasinstinct. | dropped the rock between my spread-out legs straight down
into that gaping maw. It was a heavy rock and it dropped four feet or so and went straight between the teeth, down
into the blackness of the throat. When it hit it splashed and the jaws snapped shut and the creature backed away.

How I did it, I don't know, but | got out of the hole. | clawed and kicked against the wall and heaved my body up and
rolled out of the hole onto the naked hillside.

Naked, that is, except for the bush with the inch-long thorns, the one that 1'd jumped over before | fell into the
burrow. It was the only cover there was and | made for the upper side of it, for by now, | figured, the big cattle drive
had gone past me and if | could get the bush between myself and the valley side of the swale, | might have a chance.
Otherwise, sure as hell, one of those dogs would see me and would come out to bring me in.



For while there was no questions that they were dinosaur herders, they probably couldn't tell the difference between
me and adinosaur. | was alive and could run and that would qualify me.

There was always the chance, of course, that the owner of the burrow would come swarming out, and if he did |
couldn't stay behind the bush. But | rather doubted he'd be coming out, not right away, at least. It would take him a
while to get that stone out of histhroat.

I crouched behind the bush and the sun was hot upon my back and, peering through the branches, | could see, far
out on the valley floor, the great herd of milling beasts. All of them had been driven together and there they were,
running in aknotted circle, while outside the circle prowled the pinkish dogs and something else as well - what
appeared to be men driving tiny cars. The cars and men were al of the same color, a sort of greenish gray, and the two
of them, the cars and men, seemed to be a single organism. The men didn't seem to be sitting in the cars; they looked
asif they grew out of the cars, asif they and the cars were one. And while the cars went zipping aong, they appeared
to have no wheels, It was hard to tell, but they seemed to travel with the bottom of them flat upon the ground, like a
snail would travel, and as they traveled, they rippled, asif the body of the car were some sort of flowing muscle.

| crouched there watching and now, for thefirst time, | had a chance to think about it, to try to figure out what was
going on. | had come here, across more than sixty million years, to see some dinosaurs, and | sure was seeing them,
but under what you might say were peculiar circumstances. The dinosaurs fit, all right. They looked mostly like the
way they looked in books, but the dogs and car-men were something else again. They were distinctly out of place.

The dogs were pacing back and forth, diding along in their sinuous fashion, and the car-men were zipping back and
forth, and every once in awhile one of the beasts would break out of the circle and the minute that it did, a half dozen
dogs and a couple of car-men would race to intercept it and drive it back again.

The circle of beasts must have had, roughly, adiameter of amile or more - amile of milling, frightened creatures. A lot
of paleontol ogists have wondered whether dinosaurs had any voice and | can tell you that they did. They were
squealing and roaring and quacking and there were some of them that hooted - | think it was the duckbills hooting, but
| can't be sure.

Then, all at once, there was another sound, a sort of fluttering roar that seemed to be coming from the sky. | looked
up quickly and | saw them coming down - a dozen or so spaceships, they couldn't have been anything but spaceships.
They came down rather fast and they didn't seem too big and there were tails of thin, blue flame flickering at their
bases. Not the billowing clouds of flame and smoke that our rockets have, but just athin blue flicker.

For aminuteit looked like one of them would land on top of me, but then | saw that it was too far out. It missed me,
meatter of fact, agood two miles or so. It and the others sat down in aring around the milling herd out in the valley.

| should have known what would happen out there. It was the simplest explanation one could think of and it was
logical. | think, maybe, way deep down, | did know, but my surface mind had pushed it away because it was too
meatter-of-fact and too ordinary.

Thin snouts spouted from the ships and purple fire curled mistily at the muzzle of those snouts and the dinosaurs
went down in afighting, frightened, squealing mass. Thin trickles of vapor drifted upward from the snouts and out in
the center of the circle lay that heap of dead and dying dinosaurs, all those thousands of dinosaurs piled in death.

Itisasimplething to tell, of course, but it was aterrible thing to see. | crouched there behind the bush, sickened at
the sight, startled by the silence when all the screaming and the squealing and the hooting ceased. And shaken, too -
not by what shakes me now as | write this|etter, but shaken by the knowledge that something from outside could do
this to the Earth.

For they were from outside. It wasn't just the spaceships, but those pinkish dogs and gray-green car men, which
were not cars and men, but a single organism, were not things of earth, could not be things of earth.

| crept back from the bush, keeping low in hope that the bush would screen me from the things down in the valley
until | reached the swale top. One of the dogs swung around and looked my way and | froze, and after atime he looked

away.

Then | was over the top of the swale and heading back toward the time machine. But half way down the slope, |



turned around and came back again, crawling on my belly, squirming to the hilltop to have another look.
It wasalook I'll not forget.

The dogs and car-men had swarmed in upon the heap of dead dinosaurs, and some of the cars already were crawling
back toward the grounded spaceships, which had let down ramps. The cars were moving slowly, for they were heavily
loaded and the loads they carried were neatly butchered hams and racks of ribs.

And in the sky there was a muttering and | looked up to see yet other spaceships coming down - the little transport
ships that would carry this cargo of fresh meat up to another larger ship that waited overhead.

It was then | turned and ran.

| reached the top of the hill and piled into the time machine and set it at zero and came home. | didn't even stop to
hunt for the binoculars I'd dropped.

And now that | am home, I'm not going back again. I'm not going anywhere in that time machine. I'm afraid of what |
might find any place | go. If Wyalusing College has any need of it, I'll give them the time machine.

But that's not why | wrote.

Thereis no doubt in my mind what happened to the dinosaurs, why they became extinct. They were killed off and
butchered and hauled away, to some other planet, perhaps many light years distant, by a race which looked upon the
earth as a cattle range - a planet that could supply a vast amount of cheap protein.

But that, you say, happened more than sixty million years ago. This race did once exist. But in sixty million yearsit
would almost certainly have changed its ways or drifted off in its hunting to some other sector of the galaxy, or,
perhaps, have become extinct, like the dinosaurs.

But | don't think so. | don't think any of those things happened. | think they're still around. | think Earth may be only
one of many planets which supply their food.

And I'll tell you why | think so. They were back on Earth again, I'm sure, some 10,000 or 11,000 years ago, when they
killed off the mammoth and the mastodon, the giant bison, the great cave bear and the saber-tooth and alot of other
things. Oh, yes. | know they missed Africa. They never touched the big game there. Maybe, after wiping out the
dinosaurs, they learned their lesson, and left Africafor breeding stock.

And now | come to the point of this|etter, the thing that has me worried.

Today there are just afew less than three billion of us humansin the world. By the year 2,000 there may be as many
assix billion of us.

We're pretty small, of course, and these things went in for tonnage, for dinosaurs and mastodon and such. But there
are so many of usl Small aswe are, we may be getting to the point where we'll be worth their while.
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Shotgun Cure

Clifford D. Smak

The clinics were set up and in the morning they'd start on Operation Kelly - and that was something, wasn't it, that
they should call it Kelly!

He sat in the battered rocking chair on the sagging porch and said it once again and rolled it on his tongue, but the
taste of it was not so sharp nor sweet as it once had been, when that great L ondon doctor had risen in the United
Nations to suggest it could be called nothing else but Kelly.

Although, when one came to think of it, there was a deal of happenstance. It needn't have been Kelly. It could have
been just anyone at al with an M.D. to his name. It could as well have been Cohen or Johnson or Radzonovich or any
other of them - any one of al the doctors in the world.

He rocked gently in the creaking chair while the floor boards of the porch groaned in sympathy, and in the gathering
dusk were the sounds, as well, of children at the day's-end play, treasuring those last seconds before they had to go
inside and soon thereafter to bed.

There was the scent of lilacs in the coolness of the air and at the corner of the garden he could faintly see the white
flush of an early-blooming bridal wreath - the one that Martha Anderson had given him and Janet so many years ago,
when they first had cometo livein this very house.

A neighbor came tramping down the walk and he could not make him out in the deepening dusk, but the man called
out to him.

'‘Good evening, Doc,' he said.

'‘Good evening, Hiram,' said old Doc Kelly, knowing who it was by the voice of him.

The neighbor went on, tramping down the walk.

Old Doc kept up his gentle rocking with his hands folded on his pudgy stomach and from inside the house he could
hear the bustling in the kitchen as Janet cleared up after supper. In alittle while, perhaps, she'd come out and sit with
him and they'd talk together, low-voiced and casually, as befitted an old couple very much in love.

Although, by rights, he shouldn't stay out here on the porch. There was the medical journal waiting for him on the
study desk and he should be reading it. There was so much new stuff these days that a man should keep up with -
although, perhaps, the way things were turning out it wouldn't really matter if a man kept up or not.

Maybe in the years to come there'd be precious little a man would need to keep up with.

Of course, there'd always be need of doctors. There'd always be damn fools smashing up their cars and shooting one
another and getting fishhooks in their hands and falling out of trees. And there'd always be the babies.

He rocked gently to and fro and thought of all the babies and how some of them had grown until they were men and
women now and had babies of their own. And he thought of Martha Anderson, Janet's closest friend, and he thought
of old Con Gilbert, as ornery an old shikepoke as ever walked the earth, and tight with money, too. He chuckled a bit
wryly, thinking of al the money Con Gilbert finally owed him, never having paid a bill in hisentirelife.



But that was the way it went. There were some who paid and others who made no pretense of paying, and that was
why he and Janet lived in this old house and he drove afive-year car and Janet had worn the selfsame dress to church
the blessed winter long.

Although it made no difference, really, once one considered it. For the important pay was not in cash.

There were those who paid and those who didn't pay. And there were those who lived and the other ones who died,
no matter what you did. There was hope for some and the ones who had no hope - and some of these you told and
there were others that you didn't.

But it was different now.

And it dl had started right here in thislittle town of Millville - not much more than ayear ago.

Sitting in the dark, with the lilac scent and the white blush of the bridal wreath and the muted sounds of children
clasping to themselves the last minutes of their play, he remembered it.

It was almost 8:30 and he could hear Martha Anderson in the outer office talking to Miss Lane and she, he knew, had
been the last of them.

Hetook off hiswhite jacket, folding it absent-mindedly, fogged with weariness, and laid it across the examination
table.

Janet would be waiting supper, but she'd never say aword, for she never had. All these many years she had never
said aword of reproach to him, although there had been at times a sense of disapproval at his easy-going ways, at his
keeping on with patients who didn't even thank him, much less pay their bills. And a sense of disapproval, too, at the
hours he kept, at his willingness to go out of nights when he could just aswell have let acall go till hisregular morning
rounds.

She would be waiting supper and she would know that Martha had been in to see him and she'd ask him how she
was, and what was he to tell her?

He heard Martha going out and the sharp click of Miss Lan€e's heels across the outer office. He moved slowly to the
basin and turned on the tap, picking up the soap.

He heard the door creak open and did not turn his head. 'Doctor,’ said Miss Lane, 'Martha thinks she's fine. She says
you're helping her. Do you think...'

'What would you do," he asked.

'l don't know,' she said.

Would you operate, knowing it was hopeless? Would you send her to a speciaist, knowing that he couldn't help
her, knowing she can't pay him and that she'll worry about not paying? Would you tell her that she has, perhaps, six
months to live and take from her the little happiness and hope she still has left to her?

'l am sorry, doctor.'

'No need to be. I've faced it many times. No case is the same. Each one callsfor adecision of its own. It's been along,
hard day..."

'‘Doctor, there's another one out there.'

'‘Another patient?

‘A man. He just camein. HisnameisHarry Herman.'

'Herman? | don't know any Hermans.'

'He'sastranger,' said Miss Lane. 'Maybe he just moved into town.'

'If hed moved in,' said Doc, 'l'd have heard of it. | hear everything.'



'‘Maybe he's just passing through. Maybe he got sick driving on the road.’

'Well, send himin,' said Doc, reaching for atowel. 'I'll have alook at him.'

The nurse turned to the door.

'‘And MissLane!

'Yes?

Y ou may aswell go home. There's no use sticking round. It's been areal bad day.'

And it had been, at that, he thought. A fracture, aburn, acut, a dropsy, a menopause, a pregnancy, two pelvics, a
scattering of colds, afeeding schedule, two teethings, a suspicious lung, a possible gallstone, acirrhosis of the liver
and Martha Anderson. And now, last of all, this man named Harry Herman - no name that he knew and when one came

to think of it, arather funny name.

And he was a funny man. Just a bit too tall and willowy to be quite believable, earstoo tight against his skull, lips so
thin they seemed no lips at all.

'‘Doctor? he asked, standing in the doorway.

'Yes,' said Dac, picking up his jacket and shrugging into it. "Yes, | am the doctor. Come on in. What can | do for you?
'I'amnot ill," said the man.

'Not ill?

‘But | want to talk to you. Y ou have time, perhaps?

'Yes, certainly,’ said Doc, knowing that he had no time and resenting thisintrusion. 'Come on in. Sit down.'
He tried to place the accent, but was unable to. Central European, most likely.

Technical,' said the man. ‘Professional .’

'What do you mean? asked Doc, getting sightly nettled.

'l talk to you technical. | talk professional.’

'Y ou mean that you're a doctor?

'Not exactly,' said the man, 'although perhaps you think so. | should tell you immediate that | am an aien.'
'‘Andien,' said Old Doc. 'We've got lots of them around. Mostly refugees.’

‘Not what | mean. Not that kind of alien. From some other planet. From some other star.'

‘But you said your name was Herman...'

'When in Rome,' said the other one, 'you must do as Romans.'

'Huh? asked Doc, and then: 'Good God, do you mean that? That you are an dien. By an aien, do you mean...'
The other nodded happily. 'From some other planet. From some other star. Very many light-years.'

'Well, I'll be damned,’ said Doc.

He stood there looking at the alien and the alien grinned back at him, but uncertainly.

'Y ou think, perhaps,' the alien said, 'but heis so human!’

"That," said Daoc, 'was going through my mind.'



'So you would have alook, perhaps. Y ou would know a human body.'
'Perhaps,’ said Doc grimly, not liking it at al. 'But the human body can take some funny turns.'
'‘But not aturn like this," said the stranger, showing him his hands.

'No,' said the shocked old Doc. 'No such turn asthat.' For the hand had two thumbs and a single finger, almost asif a
bird claw had decided to turn into a hand.

'Nor like this? asked the other, standing up and letting down his trousers.
‘Nor like that,' said Doc, more shaken than he'd been in many years of practice.
‘Then," said the alien, zipping up histrousers, 'l think that it is settled.’

He sat down again and calmly crossed his knees, 'If you mean | accept you as an dien,' said Doc, 'l suppose | do.
Although it's not an easy thing.'

'| supposeitisnot. It comes as quite a shock.'

Doc passed a hand across his brow. 'Y es, a shock, of course. But there are other points...'

'Y ou mean the language,’ said the alien. 'And my knowledge of your customs.’

‘That's part of it, naturally.’

'We've studied you,' the alien said. 'We've spent some time on you. Not you alone, of course...'
'‘But you talk so well,' protested Doc. 'Like awell-educated foreigner.'

'‘And that, of course,' the other said, 'iswhat exactly | am.'

'‘Why, yes, | guessyou are," said Doc. 'l hadn't thought of it.'

'l am not glib,' said the dlien. 'l know alot of words, but | use them incorrect. And my vocabulary isrestricted to just
the common speech. On matters of great technicality, | will not be proficient.’

Doc walked around behind his desk and sat down rather limply.

‘All right," he said, 'let's have the rest of it. | accept you as an alien. Now tell me the other answer. Just why are you
here?

And he was surprised beyond all reason that he could approach the situation as calmly as he had. In alittle while, he
knew, when he had time to think it over, he would get the shakes.

'You're adoctor,' said the alien. 'Y ou are aheder of your race.’

'Yes,' said Doc. '| am one of many healers.’

'Y ou work very hard to make the unwell well. Y ou mend the broken flesh. Y ou hold off death...'
'We try. Sometimes we don't succeed.'

'Y ou have many ailments. Y ou have the cancer and the heart attacks and colds and many other things - | do not find
theword.'

'Diseases,' Doc supplied.
'Disease. That isit. You will pardon my shortcomingsin the tongue.'
'Let's cut out the niceties,' suggested Doc. 'L et's get on with it.'

'Itisnot right,' the alien said, 'to have al these diseases. It isnot nice. It is an awful thing.'



'We have less than we had at onetime. We've licked alot of them.’

'And, of course,’ the alien said, 'you make your living with them.'

'What's that you said!" yelped Doc.

Y ou will betolerant of meif | misunderstand. An economic system isahard thing to get into one's head.'

'I know what you mean,’ growled Doc, 'but let metell you, sir...!

But what was the use of it, he thought. This being was thinking the self-same thing that many humans thought.

'l would like to point out to you,' he said, starting over once again, 'that the medical profession isworking hard to
conquer those diseases you are talking of. We are doing all we can to destroy our own jobs.'

‘That isfine,' the alien said. It iswhat | thought, but it did not square with your planet's business sense. | takeit,
then, you would not be averse to seeing all disease destroyed.'

'‘Now, look here,' said Doc, having had enough of it, 'l don't know what you are getting at. But | am hungry and | am
tired and if you want to sit here threshing out philosophies...'

'Philosophies,’ said the alien. 'Oh, not philosophies. | am practical. | have come to offer an end of all disease.’

They sat in silence for amoment, then Doc stirred half protestingly and said, 'Perhaps | misunderstood you, but |
thought you said...

'l have amethod, a development, afind - | do not catch the word - that will destroy all diseases.’

‘A vaccine,' said Old Doc.

"That's the word. Except it is different in some ways than the vaccine you are thinking.'

‘Cancer? Doc asked.

The dien nodded. 'Cancer and the common cold and all the others of them. Y ou name it and it's gone.’
'Heart,' said Doc. 'Y ou can't vaccinate for heart.'

"That, too," the alien said. 'lIt does not really vaccinate. It makes the body strong. It makes the body right. Like tuning
up amotor and making it like new. The motor will wear out in time, but it will function until it isworn out entirely.'

Doc stared hard at the alien. 'Sir," he said, 'thisis not the sort of thing one should joke about.'
'l am not joking,' said the dien.

‘And this vaccine - it will work on humans? It has no side effects?

'l am sure it will. We have studied your - your - the way your bodies work.'

'Metabolism is the word you want.'

Thank you.' said the alien.

‘And the price? asked Doc.

‘Thereisno price,' the adlien said. 'We are giving it to you.'

'‘Completely free of charge? Surely there must be...'

'Without any charge,' the alien said. 'Without any strings.’

He got up from the chair. He took aflat box from his pocket and walked over to the desk. He placed it upon the desk
and pressed its side and the top sprang open. Inside of it were pads - like surgical pads, but they were not made of



cloth.
Doc reached out, then halted his hand just above the box.
'May 1?7 he asked.
'Yes, certainly. You only touch the tops.'

Doc gingerly lifted out one of the pads and laid it on the desk. He kneaded it with a skittish finger and there was
liquid in the pad. He could feel the liquid squish as he pressed the pad.

Heturned it over carefully and the underside of it was rough and corrugated, asif it were amouthful of tiny, vicious
teeth.

'Y ou apply the rough side to the body of the patient.' said the aien. 'It seizes on the patient. It becomes a part of him.
The body absorbs the vaccine and the pad drops off.’

'‘And that is &l theré'sto it?

That isdl,' the alien said.

Doc lifted the pad between two cautious fingers and dropped it back into the box.

Helooked up at the alien. 'But why? he asked. 'Why are you giving thisto us!'

"Y ou do not know," the alien said. 'Y ou really do not know.'

‘No, | don't,' said Doc.

The dien's eyes suddenly were old and weary and he said: 'In another million years you will.'
'Not me," said Doc.

'In another million years,' the alien said, 'you'll do the same yourself, but it will be something different. And then
someone will ask you, and you won't be able to answer any more than | am now.'

If it was arebuke, it was avery gentle one. Doc tried to decideiif it were or not. He et the matter drop.
'‘Can you tell mewhat isin it? he asked, gesturing at the pad.

'l can give you the descriptive formula, but it would bein our terms. It would be gibberish.'

'Y ou won't be offended if | try these out?

'I'd be disappointed if you didn't, said the alien. 'l would not expect your faith to extend so far. It would be simple
minded.’

He shut the box and pushed it closer to Old Doc. He turned and strode toward the door.
Doc rose ponderously to his feet.

‘Now, wait aminute there!" he bellowed.

"Il seeyou in aweek or two," the alien said.

He went out and closed the door behind him.

Doc sat down suddenly in the chair and stared at the box upon the desk.

He reached out and touched it and it was really there. He pressed the side of it, and the lid popped open and the
pads were there, inside.

Hetried to fight his way back to sanity, to conservative and solid ground, to a proper - and a human - viewpoint.



'I'sal hogwash," he said.

But it wasn't hogwash. He knew good and well it wasn't.

He fought it out with himself that night behind the closed door of his study, hearing faintly the soft bustling in the
kitchen as Janet cleared away from supper.

And thefirst fight was on the front of credibility.

He had told the man he believed he was an aien and there was evidence that he could not ignore. Y et it seemed so
incredible, al of it, every bit of it, that it was hard to swallow.

And the hardest thing of all was that this aien, whoever he might be, had come, of al the doctorsin the world, to Dr.
Jason Kelly, alittle one horse doctor in alittle one horse town.

He debated whether it might be a hoax and decided that it wasn't, for the three digits on the hand and the other thing
he'd seen would have been difficult to simulate. And the whole thing, as a hoax, would be so stupid and so crud that it
simply made no sense. Besides, no one hated him enough to go to all the work. And even granting a hatred of
appropriate proportion, he doubted there was anyone in Millville imaginative enough to think of this.

So the only solid ground he had, he told himself, was to assume that the man had been really an alien and that the
pads were bonafide .

And if that was true, there was only one procedure: He must test the pads.
Herose from his chair and paced up and down the floor.

Martha Anderson, he told himself. Martha Anderson had cancer and her life was forfeit - there was nothing in man's
world of knowledge that had a chance to save her. Surgery was madness, for she'd probably not surviveit. And even
if shedid, her case was too advanced. Thekiller that she carried had already broken loose and was swarming through
her body and there was no hope for her.

Y et he could not bring himself to do it, for she was Janet's closest friend and she was old and poor and every instinct
in him screamed against his using her as aguineapig.

Now if it were only old Con Gilbert - he could do athing like that to Con. It would be no more than the old skinflint
rightly had coming to him. But old Con was too mean to be really sick; despite all the complaining that he did, he was
healthy as a hog.

No matter what the alien had said about no side effects, he told himself, one could not be sure. He had said they'd
studied the metabolism of the human race and yet, on the face of it, it seemed impossible.

The answer, he knew, was right there any time he wanted it. It was tucked away back in his brain and he knew that it
was there, but he pretended that it wasn't and he kept it tucked away and refused to haul it forth.

But after an hour or so of pacing up and down the room and of batting out his brains, he finally gave up and let the
answer out.

He was quite calm when herolled up his deeve and opened up the box. And he was a matter-of-fact physician when
he lifted out the pad and slapped it on hisarm.

But his hand was shaking when he rolled down the sleeve so Janet wouldn't see the pad and ask alot of questions
about what had happened to his arm.

Tomorrow al over the world outside Millville, people would line up before the clinic doors, with their deevesrolled
up and ready. The lines, most likely, would move at a steady clip, for there wasllittle to it. Each person would pass
before adoctor and the doctor would slap a pad onto his or her arm and the next person would step up.

All over the world, thought Doc, in every cranny of it, in every little village; none would be overlooked. Even the
poor, he thought, for there would be no charge.



And one could put hisfinger on a certain date and say:

"Thiswas the day in history when disease came to an end.'

For the pads not only would kill the present ailments, but would guard against them in the future.

And every twenty years the great ships out of space would come, carrying other cargoes of the pads and there
would be another Vaccination Day. But not so many then - only the younger generation. For once a person had been
vaccinated, there was no further need of it. Vaccinated once and you were set for life.

Doc tapped hisfoot quietly on the floor of the porch to keep the rocker going. It was pleasant here, he thought. And
tomorrow it would be pleasant in the entire world. Tomorrow the fear would have been largely filtered out of human
life. After tomorrow, short of accident or violence, men could look forward confidently to living out their normal
lifetimes. And, more to the point, perhaps, completely healthy lifetimes.

The night was quiet, for the children finally had gone in, giving up their play. And he wastired. Finally, he thought,
he could admit that he was tired. There was now, after many years, no treason in saying he was tired.

Inside the house he heard the muffled purring of the phone and the sound of it broke the rhythm of his rocking,
brought him forward to the chair's edge.

Janet's feet made soft sounds as they moved toward the phone and he thrilled to the gentleness of her voice as she
answered it.

Now, in just aminute, shewould call him and he'd get up and go inside.
But shedidn't call him. Her voice went on talking.

He settled back into the chair.

He'd forgotten once again.

The phone no longer was an enemy. It no longer haunted.

For Millville had been the first. The fear had already been lifted here. Millville had been the guinea pig, the pilot
project.

Martha Anderson had been the first of them and after her Ted Carson, whose lung had been suspicious, and after
him the Jurgen's baby when it came down with pneumonia. And a couple of dozen others until all the pads were gone.

And the alien had come back.
And the dlien had said - what wasit he had said?

‘Don't think of us as benefactors nor as supermen. We are neither one. Think of meif you will, asthe man acrossthe
Street.’

And it had been. Doc told himself, areaching by the alien for an understanding, an attempt to translate this thing
that they were doing into acommon idiom.

And had there been any understanding - any depth of understanding? Doc doubted that there had been.
Although, he recalled, the aliens had been basically very much like humans. They could even joke.

There had been one joking thing the original alien had said that had stuck inside his mind. And it had been a sort of
silly thing, silly on the face of it, but it had bothered him.

The screen door banged behind Janet as she came out on the porch. She sat down in the glider.

"That was Martha Anderson,' she said.



Doc chuckled to himself. Marthalived just five doors up the street and she and Janet saw one another a dozen times
aday yet Martha had to phone.

‘What did Marthawant? he asked.

Janet laughed. 'She wanted help with rolls.'

"Y ou mean her famousrolls?

'Y es. She couldn't remember for the life of her, how much yeast she used.’

Doc chortled softly. 'And those are the ones, | suppose, she wins all the prizes on at the county fair.'

Janet said, crisply: 'It's not so funny as you make it, Jason. It's easy to forget athing like that. She does alot of
baking.'

'Yes, | suppose you're right.' said Doc.

He should be getting in, he told himself, and start reading in the journal. And yet he didn't want to. It was so pleasant
sitting here - just sitting. It had been along time since he could do much sitting.

And it wasal right with him, of course, because he was getting old and close to worn out, but it wouldn't be al right
with ayounger doctor, one who still owed for his education and was just starting out. There wastalk in the United
Nations of urging all the legisative bodies to consider medical subsidies to keep the doctors going. For there still was
need of them. Even with all diseases vanished, there still was need of them. It wouldn't do to let their ranks thin out, for
there would be time and time again when they would be badly needed.

He'd been listening to the footsteps for quite awhile, coming down the street, and now all at once they were turning
in the gate.

He sat up straighter in his chair.

Maybe it was a patient, knowing he'd be home, coming in to see him.

'Why,' said Janet, considerably surprised, ‘it is Mr. Gilbert.'

It was Con Gilbert, sure enough.

'‘Good evening, Doc,' said Con. '‘Good evening, Miz Kelly.'

'Good evening,' Janet said, getting up to go.

'No use of you to leave,' Con said to her.

"I have some thingsto do," shetold him. 'l wasjust getting ready togoin.'

Con came up the steps and sat down on the glider.

‘Nice evening,' he declared.

Itisall of that,' said Doc.

'Nicest spring I've ever seen,’ said Con, working his way around to what he had to say.
'l was thinking that, said Doc. ‘It seemsto me the lilacs never smelled so good before.’
'Doc," said Con, 'l figure | owe you quite abit of money.'

'Y ou owe me some,' said Doc.

'Y ou got an idea how much it might be?

‘Not the faintest,’ Doc told him. 'l| never bothered to keep track of it."



'Figured it was awaste of time,' said Con. 'Figured | would never pay it.'

'Something like that, Doc agreed.

'‘Been doctoring with you for aright long time," said Con.

‘That'sright, Con.'

'l got three hundred here. Y ou figure that might do it?

'Let's put it thisway. Con," said Doc. 'l'd settle for awholelot less!'

'l guess, then, that sort of makes us even. Seems to me three hundred might be closeto fair.'
'If you say so,' said Doc.

Con dug out his hillfold, extracted awad of bills and handed them across. Doc took them and folded them and
stuffed them in his pocket.

"Thank you, Con,' he said.

And suddenly he had afunny feeling, asif there were something he should know, as if there were something that he
should be able to just reach out and grab.

But he couldn't, no matter how he tried, figure what it was.

Con got up and shuffled across the porch, heading for the steps.
'‘Be seeing you around,' he said.

Doc jerked himsdlf back to redlity.

'Sure, Con. Be seeing you around. And thanks.'

He sat in the chair, not rocking, and listened to Con going down the walk and out the gate and then down the street
until there was only silence.

And if he ever was going to get at it, he'd have to go in now and start reading in the journal.

Although, more than likely, it was all damn foolishness. He'd probably never again need to know athing out of any
medic journal.

Doc pushed the journal to one side and sat there, wondering what was wrong with him. He'd been reading for twenty
minutes and none of it had registered. He couldn't have told aword that he had read.

Too upset, he thought. Too excited about Operation Kelly. And wasn't that a thing to call it - Operation Kelly!

And he remembered it once again exactly.

How he'd tried it out on Millville, then gone to the county medical association and how the doctors in the county,

after some slight amount of scoffing and agood deal of skepticism, had become convinced. And from there it had
goneto state and the AMA.

And finally that great day in the United Nations, when the Ellen had appeared before the delegates and when he,
himself, had been introduced - and at last the great L ondon man arising to suggest that the project could be called
nothing else but Kelly.

A proud moment, he told himself - and he tried to call up the pride again, but it wasn't there, not the whole of it.
Never in hislife again would he know that kind of pride.

And here he sat, a simple country doctor once again, in his study late at night, trying to catch up with reading he
never seemed to get the time to do.



Although that was no longer strictly true. Now he had al the time there was.

He reached out and pulled the journal underneath the lamp and settled down to read.
But it was dow going.

He went back and read a paragraph anew.

And that, he told himself, was not the way it should be.

Either he was getting old or his eyes were going bad or he was plain stupid.

And that was the word - that was the key to the thing that it had seemed he should have been able to just reach out
and grab.

Stupid!

Probably not actually stupid. Maybe just alittle slow. Not really lessintelligent, but not so sharp and bright as he
had been. Not so quick to catch the hang of things.

Martha Anderson had forgotten how much yeast to use in those famous, prize-winning rolls of hers. And that was
something that Martha should never have forgotten.

Con had paid hisbill, and on the scale of values that Con had subscribed to all hislife, that was plain stupidity. The
bright thing, the sharp thing would have been for Con, now that he'd probably never need a doctor, just to forget the
obligation. After all, it would not have been hard to do; he'd been forgetful of it up to this very night.

And the alien had said something that, at the time, he'd thought of as ajoke.

'‘Never fear,' the dlien had said, ‘we'll cure al your ills. Including, more than likely, afew you don't suspect.'

And was intelligence a disease?

It was hard to think of it as such.

And yet, when any race was as obsessed with intelligence as Man was, it might be classed as one.

When it ran rampant as it had during the last half century, when it piled progress on top of progress, technology on
top of technology, when it ran so fast that no man caught his breath, then it might be disease.

Not quite so sharp, thought Doc. Not quite so quick to grasp the meaning of a paragraph loaded with medical
terminology - being forced to go alittle slower to pack it in his mind.

And was that really bad?
Some of the stupidest people he'd ever known, he told himself, had been the happiest.

And while one could not make out of that a brief for planned stupidity, it at least might be a pleafor aless harassed
humanity.

He pushed the journal to one side and sat staring at the light.

It would befelt in Millvillefirst because Millville had been the pilot project. And six months from tomorrow night it
would beféeltin al theworld.

How far would it go, he wondered - for that, after al, was the vital question.
Only dightly less sharp?
Back to bumbling?

Clear back to the ape?



There was no way one could tell...
And al he had to do to stop it was pick up the phone.

He sat there, frozen with the thought that perhaps Operation Kelly should be stopped - that after al the years of
death and pain and misery, Man must buy it back.

But the diens, he thought - the alienswould not let it go too far. Whoever they might be, he believed they were
decent people.

Maybe there had been no basic understanding, no meeting of the minds, and yet there had been a common ground -
the very simple ground of compassion for the blind and halt.

But if he were wrong, he wondered - what if the aliens proposed to limit Man's powers of self-destruction even if that
meant reducing him to abject stupidity... what was the answer then? And what if the plan was to soften man up before
invasion?

Sitting there, he knew.
Knew that no matter what the odds were against his being right, there was nothing he could do.

Reslized that as ajudge in a matter such as this he was unqualified, that he was filled with bias, and could not change
himsdlf.

He'd been a doctor too long to stop Operation Kelly.
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Madness from Mars

Clifford D. Smak

The _Hello MarsV_ was coming home, back from the outward reaches of space, the first ship ever to reach the Red
Planet and return. Telescopes located in the Crater of Copernicus Observatory on the Moon had picked it up and
flashed the word to Earth, giving its position. Hours later, Earth telescopes had found the tiny mote that flashed in the



outer void.

Two years before, those same tel escopes had watched the ship's outward voyage, far out until its silvery hull had
dwindled into nothingness. From that day onward there had been no word or sign of _Hello Mars 1V _ - nothing until
the lunar telescopes, picking up again that minute speck in space, advised Earth of its homecoming.

Communication with the ship by Earth had been impossible. On the Moon, powerful radio stations were capable of
hurling ultra-short wave messages across the quarter million miles to Earth. But man as yet had found no means of
communicating over fifty million miles of space. So_Hello Mars |V __had arrowed out into the silence, leaving the
Moon and the Earth to speculate and wonder over its fate.

Now, with Mars once again swinging into conjunction, the ship was coming back - atiny gnat of steel pushing itself
along with twinkling blasts of flaming rocket-fuel. Heading Earthward out of that region of silent mystery, spurning
space-miles benesath its steel-shod heels. Triumphant, with the red dust of Mars till clinging to its plates - a mote of
light in the telescopic lenses.

Aboard it were five brave men - Thomas Delvaney, the expedition's leader; Jerry Cooper, the red-thatched navigator;
Andy Smith, the world's ace cameraman, and two space-hands, Jimmy Watson and Elmer Paine, grim old veterans of
the Earth-Moon run.

There had been three other _Hello Mars_ ships - three other ships that had never come back - three other flights that
had collided with a meteor a million miles out from the Moon. The second had flared briefly, deep in space, ared splash
of flame in the tel escopes through which the flight was watched - the fuel tanks had exploded. The third had simply
disappeared. On and on it had gone, boring outward until lost from sight. That had been six years ago, but men still
wondered what had happened.

Four years later - two years ago - the _Hello Mars |V __had taken off. Today it was returning, a gleaming thing far out
in space, a shining symbol of man's conquest of the planets. It had reached Mars - and it was coming back. There
would be others, now - and still others. Some would flare against the black and be lost forever. But others would win
through, and man, blindly groping, always outward, to break his earthly bonds, at last would be on the pathway to the
stars.

Jack Woods, _Express _reporter, lit acigarette and asked:

'What do you figure they found out there, Doc?

Dr. Stephen Gilmer, director of the Interplanetary Communications Research Commission, puffed clouds of smoke
from his black cigar and answered irritably:

'How in blue hell would | know what they found? | hope they found something. Thistrip cost us a million bucks.'

‘But can't you give me some idea of what they might have found? persisted Woods. 'Some idea of what Marsislike.
Any new ideas.’

Dr. Gilmer wrangled the cigar vicioudly.

'And have you spread it all over the front page,' he said. 'Spin something out of my own head just because you
chaps are too impatient to wait for the actual data. Not by a damn sight. Y ou reporters get my goat sometimes.'

‘Ah, Doc, give us something,' pleaded Gary Henderson, staff man for the Star.

'Sure,' said Don Buckley, of the Spaceways . "What do you care? Y ou can always say we misquoted you. It
wouldn't be thefirst time.'

Gilmer gestured toward the official welcoming committee that stood a short distance away.
'Why don't you get the mayor to say something, boys? he suggested. 'The mayor is always ready to say something.'

'Sure,' said Gary, 'but it never adds up to anything. We've had the mayor's face on the front page so much lately that
he thinks he owns the paper.'

'Have you any idea why they haven't radioed us? asked



Woods. 'They've been in sending distance for several hours now.'
Gilmer rolled the cigar from east to west. 'Maybe they broke the radio,’ he said.

Neverthel ess there were little lines of worry on hisface. The fact that there had been no messages from the _Hello
MarsV__troubled him. If the radio had been broken it could have been repaired.

Six hours ago the _Hello Mars 1V__had entered atmosphere. Even now it was circling the Earth in a strenuous effort
to lose speed. Word that the ship was nearing Earth had brought spectators to the field in ever-increasing throngs.
Highways and streets were jammed for miles around.

Perspiring police cordons struggled endlessly to keep the field clear for alanding. The day was hot, and soft drink
stands were doing a rushing business. Women fainted in the crowd and some men were knocked down and trampl ed.
Ambulance sirens sounded.

'Humph," Woods grunted. "We can send space-ships to Mars, but we don't know how to handle crowds.'
He stared expectantly into the bright blue bowl of the sky.
'‘Ought to be getting in pretty soon,' he said.

His words were blotted out by a mounting roar of sound. The ear-splitting explosions of roaring rocket tubes. The
thunderous drumming of the ship shooting over the horizon.

The bellow from the crowd competed with the roaring of the tubes asthe _Hello Mars1V__shimmered like a streak of
silver light over the field. Then fading in the distance, it glowed redly as its forward tubes shot flame.

'‘Cooper sureis giving her everything he has,' Woods said in awe. 'He'll melt her down, using the tubes like that.'

He stared into the west, where the ship had vanished. His cigarette forgotten, burned down and scorched his fingers.
Out of the tail of his eye he saw Jimmy Andrews, the _Express _photographer.

'Did you get a picture? Woods roared at him.

'Picture, hell," Andrews shouted back. 'l can't shoot greased lightning.'

The ship was coming back again, its speed slowed, but still traveling at aterrific pace. For amoment it hung over the
horizon and then nosed down toward the field.

'He can't land at that speed,’ Woods yelled. 'It'll crack wide open!’

'Look out,' roared a dozen voices and then the ship was down, its nose plowing into the ground, leaving in its wake a
smoking furrow of raw earth, itstail tilting high in the air, threatening to nose over on its back.

The crowd at the far end of the field broke and stampeded, trampling, clawing, pushing, shoving, suddenly engulfed
in ahysteria of fear at the sight of the ship plowing toward them.

But the Hello Mars 1V _ stopped just short of the police cordon, still right side up. A pitted, battered ship - finaly
home from space - the first ship to reach Mars and return.

The newspapermen and photographers were rushing forward. The crowd was shrieking. Automobile horns and
sirens blasted the air. From the distant rim of the city rose the shrilling of whistles and the far-away roll of clamoring
bells.

AsWoods ran athought hammered in his head. A thought that had an edge of apprehension. There was something
wrong. if Jerry Cooper had been at the controls, he never would have landed the ship at such speed. It had been a
madman'’s stunt to land a ship that way. Jerry was a skilled navigator, averse to taking chances. Jack had watched him
in the Moon Derby five years before and the way Jerry could handle a ship was beautiful to see.

The valve port in the ship's control cabin swung slowly open, clanged back against the metal side. A man stepped



out - aman who staggered jerkily forward and then stumbled and fell in a heap.

Dr. Gilmer rushed to him, lifted himin hisarms.

Woods caught a glimpse of the man'sface as his head lolled in Gilmer's arms. It was Jerry Cooper's face - but aface
that was twisted and changed almost beyond recognition, aface that burned itself into Jack Wood's brain, indelibly
etched there, something to be remembered with a shudder through the years. A haggard face with deeply sunken eyes,
with hollow cheeks, with drooling lips that slobbered sounds that were not words.

A hand pushed at Woods.

'Get out of my way,' shrilled Andrews~'How do you expect me to take a picture?

The newsman heard the camerawhirr softly, heard the click of changing plates.

'‘Where are the others? Gilmer was shouting at Cooper. The man looked up at him vacantly, his face twisting itself
into agrimace of pain and fear.

'Where are the others? Gilmer shouted again, his voice ringing over the suddenly hushed stillness of the crowd.
Cooper jerked his head toward the ship.

'In there," he whispered and the whisper cut like a sharp-edged knife.

He mumbled drooling words, words that meant nothing. Then with an effort he answered.

'Dead,' he said.

And in the silence that followed, he said again:

‘All dead!’

They found the othersin the living quarters back of the locked control room. All four of them were dead - had been
dead for days. Andy Smith's skull had been crushed by a mighty blow.

Jmmy Watson had been strangled, with the blue raised welts of blunt fingers still upon his throat. Elmer Paine's
body was huddled in a corner, but upon him there were no marks of violence, although his face was contorted into a
visage of revulsion, amask of pain and fear and suffering. Thomas Delvaney's body sprawled beside atable. His
throat had been opened with an old fashioned straight-edge razor. The razor, stained with blackened blood, was tightly
clutched in the death grip of hisright hand.

In one corner of the room stood a large wooden packing box. Across the smooth white boards of the box someone
had written shakily, with black crayon, the single word 'Animal’. Plainly there had been an attempt to write something
€else - strange wandering crayon marks bel ow the single word. Marks that scrawled and stopped and made no sense.

That night Jerry Cooper died, araving maniac.

A banquet, planned by the city to welcome home the conquering heroes, was cancelled. There were no heroes | eft to
welcome back.

What was in the packing box?
It'san animal,' Dr. Gilmer declared, 'and that's about asfar as| would care to go. It seemsto be adive, but that is hard
to tell. Even when moving fast - fast, that is, for it - it probably would make asloth ook like chain lightning in

comparison.'

Jack Woods stared down through the heavy glass walls that caged the thing Dr. Gilmer had found in the packing box
marked 'Animd".

It looked like around ball of fur.

'It'sal curled up, deeping,’ he said.



'‘Curled up, hell,;" said Gilmer. "That's the shape of the beast. It's spherical and it's covered with fur. Fur-Ball would be a
good namefor it, if you were looking for something descriptive. A fur coat of that stuff would keep you comfortablein
theworst kind of weather the North Pole could offer. It'sthick and it's warm. Mars, you must remember, is damned
cold.

'‘Maybe we'll have fur-trappers and fur-trading posts up on Mars,' Woods suggested. 'Big fur shipments to Earth and
Martian wraps selling at fabulous prices.'

‘They'd kill them off in ahurry if it ever cameto that,' declared Gilmer. ‘A foot a day would be top speed for that baby,
if it can move at al. Oxygen would be scarce on Mars. Energy would be something mighty hard to come by and this
boy couldn't afford to waste it by running around. He'd just have to sit tight and not let anything distract him from the
mere business of just living.'

'It doesn't seem to have eyes or ears or anything you'd expect an animal to have,' Woods said, straining his eyesthe
better to see the furry ball through the glass.

'He probably has sense-perceptions we would never recognize,’ declared Gilmer. 'Y ou must remember, Jack, that heis
aproduct of an entirely different environment - perhaps he rose from an entirely different order of life than we know
here on Earth. There's no reason why we must believe that parallel evolution would occur on any two worlds so
remotely separated as Earth and Mars.

'From what little we know of Mars, he went on, rolling the black cigar between hislips, 'it's just about the kind of
animal we'd expect to find there. Mars has little water - by Earth standards, practically none at al. A dehydrated world.
There's oxygen there, but the air is so thin we'd call it avacuum on Earth. A Martian animal would have to get on very
little water, very little oxygen.

'‘And, when he got it, he'd want to keep it. The spherical shape gives him a minimum surface-per-volume ratio.

‘Thismakes it easier for him to conserve water and oxygen. He probably is mostly lungs. The fur protects him from
the cold. Mars must be devilish cold at times. Cold enough at night to free carbon dioxide. That's what they had him
packed in on the ship.'

'No kidding," said Woods.

'Sure,' said Gilmer. 'Inside the wooden box was a steel receptacle and that fellow was inside of that. They had pumped
out quite abit of the air, made it a partial vacuum, and packed frozen carbon dioxide around the receptacle. Outside of
that, between the box and the ice, was paper and felt to slow up melting. They must have been forced to repack him
and change air several times during the trip back.

'‘Apparently he hadn't had much attention the last few days before they got here, for the oxygen was getting pretty
thin, even for him, and the ice was aimost gone. | don't imagine he felt any too good. Probably was just a bit sick. Too
much carbon dioxide and the temperature uncomfortably warm.'

Woods gestured at the glass cage.

' suppose you got him al fixed up now," he said. 'Air conditioned and everything.'

Gilmer chuckled.

'Must seem just like home to him." he replied. 'In there the atmosphere is thinned down to about one-thousandth
Earth standard, with considerable ozone. Don't know whether he needs that, but a good deal of the oxygen on Mars
must be in the form of ozone. Surface conditions there are suitable for its production. The temperatureis 20 degrees
below zero Centigrade. | had to guess at that, because | have no way of knowing from what part of Mars this animal of
ours was taken. That would make a difference.’

He wrangled the cigar from one corner of his mouth to the other.

‘A little private Mars all hisown," he stated.

"Y ou found no records at all on the ship? asked Woods. ‘Nothing telling anything at al about him?



Gilmer shook his head and clamped avicious jaw on the cigar.

'We found the log book,' he said, 'but it had been deliberately destroyed. Someone soaked it in acid. No chance of
getting anything out of it.'

The reporter perched on a desk top and drummed his fingersidly on the wood.

‘Now just why in hell would they want to do that? he asked.

‘Why in hell did they do alot of thingsthey did? Gilmer snarled. 'Why did somebody, probably Delvaney, kill Paine
and Watson? Why did Delvaney, after he did that, kill himself? What happened to Smith? Why did Cooper die insane,

screaming and shrieking as if something had him by the throat? Who scrawled that single word on the box and tried to
write more, but couldn't? What stopped him writing more?

Woods nodded his head toward the glass cage.

'I wonder how much our little friend had to do with it," he speculated.

'Y ou're crazier than a space-bug,' Gilmer snapped. 'What m blue hell could he have had to do with it? He's just an
animal and probably of a pretty low order of intelligence. The way things are on Mars he'd be kept too damn busy just
keeping alive to build much brain. Of course, | haven't had much chance to study it yet. Dr. Winters, of Washington,
and Dr. Lathrop, of London, will be here next week. We'l try to find out something then.'

Woods walked to the window in the laboratory and |ooked out.

The building stood on top of ahill, with a green lawn sweeping down to a park-like area with fenced off paddock,
moat-protected cliff-cages and monkey-islands - the Metropolitan Zoo.

Gilmer took afresh and fearsome grip on hiscigar.

'It provesthere'slife on Mars," he contradicted. ‘It doesn't prove a damn thing else.’
'Y ou should use alittle imagination,' chided Woods.

If | did," snarled Gilmer, 'I'd be a newspaperman. | wouldn't befit for any other job.'

Along toward noon, down in the zoo, Pop Anderson, head-keeper of the lionhouse, shook his head dolefully and
scratched his chin.

"Them cats have been actin' mighty uneasy,’ he declared. 'Like there was something on their minds. They don't hardly
sleep at al. Just prowl around.’

Eddie Riggs, reporter for the Express , clucked sympathetically.

'Maybe they aren't getting the right vitamins, Pop,' he suggested.

Pop disagreed.

It ain't that,’ he said. 'They're gettin' the same feed we always give 'em. Plenty raw meat. But they're restless as all
git-out. A cat isalazy critter. Sleeps hours at a stretch and always takin' naps. But they don't do that no more. Cranky.
Fightin' among themselves. | had to give Nero a good whoppin' the other day when he tried to beat up Percy. And
when | did he made a pass at me - me, who's took care of him since hewas acub.'

From across the water-moat Nero snarled menacingly at Pop.

'He's still got it in for me,' Pop said. 'If he don't quiet down, I'll give him araw-hidin' helll remember. Thereain't no lion
can get gay with me.'

He glanced apprehensively at the lion-run.

'| sure hope they calm down," he said. 'Thisis Saturday and there'll be abig crowd this afternoon. Always makes them
nervous, a crowd does, and the way they are now there'll be no holdin' 'em.’



'‘Anything else you heard of going on? Riggs asked. Pop scratched his chin.
'Susan died thismorning," he declared.

Susan was a giraffe.

'Didn't know Susan was sick,' said Riggs.

'She wasn't,' Pop told him. 'Just keeled over.'

Riggs turned his eyes back to the lion caves. Nero, a big black-maned brute, was balancing himself on the edge of
the water ditch, amost asif he were about to leap into the water. Percy and another lion were tusseling, not too
good-naturedly.

‘Looks like Nero might be thinking of coming over here after you,' the reporter suggested.

'Shucks," snorted Pop. 'he wouldn't do that. Not Nero. Nor no other lion. Why, them cats hate water worse'n poison.’

From the elephant paddock, amile or more away, came the sudden angry trumpeting of the pachyderms. Then a shrill
squeal of elephantine rage.

'Sounds like them elephants was actin' up, too,' Pop declared calmly.

Pounding feet thundered around the corner of the walk that circled the cat-cages. A man who had lost his hat, whose
eyes were wild with terror, pounded past them. As he ran on he cried:

'An elephant has gone mad! 1t's coming this way!"

Nero roared. A mountain lion screamed.

A great gray shape, moving swiftly despite its lumbering gait, rounded a clump of bushes and moved out on the
smooth green sward of the park. It was the elephant. With trunk reared high, emitting screams of rage, with huge ears
flapping, the beast headed for the cat-cages.

Riggs turned and pounded madly toward the administration building. Behind him Pop puffed and panted.

Shrill screams rent the air as early visitors at the zoo scampered for safety.

Animal voices added to the uproar.

The elephant, turning from his original direction, charged through the two acre paddock in which three pairs of
wolves were kept, taking fence, trees and brush in his stride.

On the steps of the administration building. Riggs ooked back.

Nero, the lion, was dripping water! The water that theoretically should have kept him penned in his cage as securely
as steel bars!

A keeper, armed with arifle, rushed up to Riggs.

'All hell's broken loose," he shouted.

The polar bears had staged a bloody battle, with two of them dead, two dying and the rest so badly mauled that there
was little hope they would live. Two buck deer, with locked horns, were fighting to the death. Monkey Island wasin an
uproar, with half of the little creatures mysteriously dead - dead, the keepers said, of too much excitement. A nervous
condition.

‘It ain't natura,' protested Pop, when they were inside. 'Animals don't fight like that.'



Riggs was yelling into a telephone.

Outside arifle roared.

Pop flinched.

'‘Maybe that's Nero." he groaned. 'Nero, that | raised from a cub. Bottle-fed him, | did.’
There were traces of tearsin the old man's eyes.

It was Nero. But Nero, before he died, had reached out for the man who held therifle and had killed him with asingle
vicious blow that crushed his skull.

Later that day, in his office, Doctor Gilmer smote the newspaper that lay open on his desk.

'Y ou see that? he asked Jack Woods.

The reporter nodded grimly. 'l seeit. | wroteit. | worked oniit al afternoon. Wild animals turned loose in the city.
Ravening animals. Mad with the lust to kill. Hospitals full of dying people. Morgues with ripped humanity. | saw an
elephant trample a man into the earth before the police shot the beast. The whole zoo gone mad. Like ajungle
nightmare.’

He wiped his forehead with his coat sleeve and lit a cigarette with shaking fingers.

'l can stand most anything,' he said, 'but this was the acme of something or other. It was pretty horrible, Doc. | felt
sorry for the animals, too," he said. 'Poor devils. They weren't themselves. It was a pity to have to kill so many of them.'

Doc leaned across the table. "Why did you come here? he asked.

Woods nodded toward the glass cage that held the Martian animal. 'l got to thinking," he said. 'The shambles down
there today reminded me of something else -'

He paused and |ooked squarely at Gilmer.
'It reminded me of what we found inthe_Hello Mars1V_.'
'Why? snapped Gilmer.

"The men on board the ship were insane,’ declared Woods. 'Only insane men would do the things they did. And
Cooper died amaniac. How he held onto his reason long enough to bring the ship to alanding is more than | know.'

Gilmer took the mangled cigar out of his mouth and concentrated on picking off the worst of the frayed edge. He
tucked it carefully back into the corner of hisjaw.

'Y ou figured those animals were insane today?
Woods nodded.
‘And for no reason," he added.

'So you up and suspicioned the Martian animal,' said Gilmer. 'Just how in blue hell do you think that defenseless little
Fur-Ball over there could make men and animals go insane?

‘Listen,' said Woods, 'don't act that way, Doc. Y ou're on the trail of something. Y ou broke a poker date tonight to
stay here at the laboratory. Y ou had two tanks of carbon monoxide sent up. Y ou were shut in here al afternoon. Y ou
borrowed some stuff from Appleman down in the sound laboratory. It al adds up to something. Better tell me.'

‘Damn you,' said Gilmer, 'you'd find out anyway even if | kept mum.'

He sat down and put his feet on the desk. He threw the wrecked and battered cigar into the waste-paper basket, took



afresh one out of abox, gaveit afew preliminary chewsand lit it.
"Tonight,' said Gilmer, 'l am going to stage an execution. | feel badly about it, but probably it isan act of mercy.'
'Y ou mean,' gasped Jack, 'that you are going to kill Fur-Ball over there?

Gilmer nodded. 'That's what the carbon monoxide isfor. Introduce it into the cage. HE'll never know what happened.
Get drowsy, go to sleep, never wake up. Humane way to kill the thing.'

‘But why?
'Listen to me,' said Gilmer. 'Y ou've heard of ultrasonics, haven't you?

'Sounds pitched too high for the human ear to hear,' said Woods. 'We use them for lots of things. For underwater
signaling and surveying. To keep check on high-speed machines, warn of incipient breakdowns,'

'‘Man has gone along way with ultrasonics,' said Gilmer. 'Makes sound do all sorts of tricks. Creates ultrasonics up to
as high as 20 million vibrations per second. One million cycle stuff kills germs. Some insects talk to one another with
32,000 cycle vibration. Twenty thousand is about as high as the human ear can detect. But man hasn't started yet.
Because little Fur-Ball over there talks with ultrasonics that approximate thirty million cycles.'

The cigar traveled east to west.

'High frequency sound can be directed in narrow beams, reflected like light, controlled. Most of our control has been
in liquids. We know that a dense medium is necessary for the best control of ultrasonics. Get high frequency sound in
amedium like air and it breaks down fast, dissipates. That is, up to twenty million cycles, as far as we have gone.

‘But thirty million cycles, apparently, can be controlled in air, in a medium less dense than our atmosphere. Just what
the differenceis| can't imagine, although there must be an explanation. Something like that would be needed for
audible communication on a place like Mars, where the atmosphere must be close to a vacuum.’

'Fur-Ball used thirty million cycle stuff to talk with," said Jack, 'That much is clear. What's the connection?

‘This." said Gilmer. 'Although sound reaching that frequency can't be heard in the sense that your auditory nerves
will pick it up and relay it to your brain, it apparently can make direct impact on the brain. When it does that it must do
something to the brain. It must disarrange the brain, give it amurderous complex, drive the entity of the brain insane.'

Jack leaned forward breathlesdly.
‘Then that was what happened on the _Hello Mars1V_. That iswhat happened down in the park today.'
Gilmer nodded, dowly, sadly.

‘It wasn't malicious,’ he said. 'l am sure of that. Fur-Ball didn't want to hurt anything. He was just lonesome and allittle
frightened. He was trying to contact some intelligence. Trying to talk with something. He was asleep or at |east
physiologically dormant when | took him from the ship. Probably he fell into his deep just in time to save Cooper from
the full effects of the ultrasonics. Maybe he would sleep alot. Good way to conserve energy.

'He woke up sometime yesterday, but it seemed to take some time for him to get fully awake. | detected dlight
vibrations from him all day yesterday. This morning the vibrations became stronger. | had put several different
assortments of food in the cage, hoping he would choose one or more to eat, give me some clue to hisdiet. But he
didn't do any eating, although he moved around alittle bit. Pretty slow, although | imagine it wasfast for him. The
vibrations kept getting stronger. That was when the real hell broke out in the zoo. He seems to be dozing off again now
and things have quieted down.'

Gilmer picked up a box-like instrument to which was attached a set of headphones.

'‘Borrowed these from Appleman down in the sound laboratory,' he said. ‘The vibrations had me stumped at first.
Couldn't determine their nature. Then | hit on sound. These things are atoy of Appleman's. Only half-devel oped yet.
They let you 'hear' ultrasonics. Not actual hearing, of course, but an impression of tonal quality, a sort of
psychological study of ultrasonics, tranglation of ultrasonics into what they would be like if you could hear them.'



He handed the head-set to Woods and carried the box to the glass cage. He set it on the cage and moved it slowly
back and forth, trying to intercept the ultrasonics emanating from the little Martian animal.

Woods slipped on the phones, sat waiting breathlessly.

He had expected to hear a high, thin sound, but no sound came. Instead a dreadful sense of loneliness crept over
him, a sense of bafflement, lack of understanding, frustration. Steadily the feeling mounted in his brain, a voiceless wail
of terrible loneliness and misery - a heart-wrenching cry of home-sickness.

He knew he was listening to the wailing of the little Martian animal, was 'hearing' its cries, like the whimperings of a
lost puppy on a storm-swept street.

His hands went up and swept the phones from his head.
He gtared at Gilmer, half in horror.

'It'slonesome,’ he said. 'Crying for Mars. Like alost baby.'
Gilmer nodded.

'It's not trying to talk to anyone now," he said. 'Just lying there, crying its heart out. Not dangerous now. Never
intentionally dangerous, but dangerous just the same.'

‘But,' cried Woods, 'you were here all afternoon. It didn't bother you. Y ou didn't go insane.’

Gilmer shook his head.

'‘No," he said, 'l didn't go insane. Just the animals. And they would become immune after awhile with this one certain
animal. Because Fur-Ball isintelligent. His frantic attempts to communicate with some living things touched my brain
time and time again... but it didn't stay. It swept on. It ignored me.

'Y ou see, back in the ship it found that the human brain couldn't communicate with it. It recognized it as an aien
being. So it didn't waste any more time with the human brain. But it tried the brains of monkeys and el ephants and
lions, hoping madly that it would find some intelligence to which it could talk, some intelligence that could explain
what had happened, tell it where it was, reassure it that it wasn't marooned from Mars forever.

'l am convinced it has no visual sense, very little else except this ultrasonic voice to acquaint itself with its

surroundings and its conditions. Maybe back on Mars it could talk to its own kind and to other things aswell. It didn't
move around much. It probably didn't have many enemies. It didn't need so many senses.'

It'sintelligent,’ said Woods. 'Intelligent to a point where you can hardly think of it asan animal.'
Gilmer nodded.

'You'reright,' he said. 'Maybe it isjust as human as we are. Maybe it represents the degeneration of a great race that
onceruled Mars...'

Hejerked the cigar out of his mouth and flung it savagely on the floor.

'Hell," he said, 'what's the use of speculation? Probably you and | will never know. Probably the human race will never
know.'

He reached out and grasped the tank of carbon monoxide, started to wheel it toward the glass cage.

‘Do you haveto kill it, Doc? Woods whispered. 'Do you redlly have to kill it?

Gilmer wheeled on him savagely.

'Of course | haveto kill it," he roared. 'What if the story ever got out that Fur-Ball killed the boys in the ship and all
those animals today? What if he drove othersinsane? There'd be no more trips to Mars for years to come. Public

opinion would make that impossible. And when another one does go out they'll have instructions not to bring back
any Fur-Balls - and they'll have to be prepared for the effects of ultrasonics.’



He turned back to the tank and then wheeled back again.

'Woods," he said, 'you and | have been friends for along time. We've had many a beer together. Y ou aren't going to
publish this, are you, Jack?

He spread hisfeet.
I'd kill you if you did," he roared.
'No,' said Jack, 'just asimplelittle story. Fur-Ball is dead. Couldn't take it, here on Earth.'

"There's another thing,' said Gilmcr. 'Y ou know and | know that ultrasonics of the thirty million order can turn men
into insane beasts. We know it can be controlled in atmosphere, probably over long distances. Think of what the
war-makers of the world could do with that weapon! Probably they'll find out in time - but not from us!’

'Hurry up," Woods said bitterly. 'Hurry up, will you. Don't let Fur-Ball suffer any longer. Y ou heard him. Man got him
into this - there's only one way man can get him out of it. He'd thank you for death if he only knew.'

Gilmer laid hands on the tank again.

Woods reached for a telephone. He dialed the _Express number.

In hismind he could hear that puppyish whimper, that terrible, soundless cry of loneliness, that home-sick wail of
misery. A poor huddled little animal snatched fifty million miles from home, among strangers, a hurt little animal crying
for attention that no one could offer.

' Daily Express_,' said the voice of Bill Carson, night editor. 'Thisis Jack,' the reporter said. "Thought maybe you'd
want something for the morning edition. Fur-Ball just died - yeah, Fur-Ball, the animal the _Hello Mars|V_brought in -
Sure, thelittle rascal couldn't takeit.'

Behind him he heard the hiss of gas as Gilmer opened the valve.

'Bill," he said, 'l just thought of an angle. Y ou might say the little cuss died of loneliness... yeah, that's the idea,
grieving for Mars... Sure, it ought to give the boys area sob story to write...'
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GOOD NIGHT, MR. JAMES
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HE CAME ALIVE from nothing. He became aware from unawareness.

He smelled the air of the night and heard the trees whispering on the embankment above him and the breeze that had
set the trees to whispering came down to him and felt him over with soft and tender fingers, for al the world asif it
were examining him for broken bones or contusions and abrasions.

He sat up and put both his palms down upon the ground beside him to help him sit erect and stared into the
darkness. Memory came slowly and when it came it was incompl ete and answered nothing.

His name was Henderson James and he was a human being and he was sitting somewhere on a planet that was called
the Earth. He was thirty-six years old and he was, in his own way, famous, and comfortably well-off. He lived in an old
ancestral home on Summit avenue, which was a respectable address even if it had lost some of its smartnessin the last
twenty years or so.

On the road above the dlope of the embankment a car went past with its tires whining on the pavement and for a
moment its headlights made the treetops glow. Far away, muted by the distance, awhistle cried out. And somewhere
else a dog was barking with aflat viciousness.

His name was Henderson James and if that were true, why was he here? Why should Henderson James be sitting on
the dlope of an embankment, listening to the wind in the trees and to awailing whistle and a barking dog? Something
had gone wrong, some incident that, if he could but remember it, might answer al his questions.

Therewas ajob to do.

He sat and stared into the night and found that he was shivering, athough there was no reason why he should, for
the night was not that cold. Beyond the embankment he heard the sounds of a city late at night, the distant whine of
the speeding car and the far-off wind-broken screaming of a siren. Once a man walked along a street close by and
James sat listening to his footsteps until they faded out of hearing.

Something had happened and there was ajob to do, ajob that he had been doing, ajob that somehow had been
strangely interrupted by the inexplicable incident which had Ieft him lying here on this embankment.

He checked himself. Clothing... shorts and shirt, strong shoes, his wristwatch and the gun in the holster at his side.
A gun?
Thejob involved agun.

He had been hunting in the city, hunting something that required a gun. Something that was prowling in the night
and athing that must be killed.

Then he knew the answer, but even as he knew it he sat for amoment wondering at the strange, methodical,
step-by-step progression of reasoning that had brought him to the memory. First his name and the basic facts
pertaining to himself, then the realization of where he was and the problem of why he happened to be there and finally
the realization that he had a gun and that it was meant to be used. It was alogical way to think, a primer schoolbook
way to work it out:

| am aman named Henderson James.

I livein ahouse on Summit avenue.

Am | in the house on Summit avenue?

No, | am not in the house on Summit avenue.

I am on an embankment somewhere.

Why am | on the embankment?



But it wasn't the way a man thought, at least not the normal way a normal man would think. Man thought in
shortcuts. He cut across the block and did not go all the way around.

It was a frightening thing, he told himsdlf, this clear-around-the-block thinking. It wasn't normal and it wasn't right
and it made no sense at dll... no more sense than did the fact that he should find himself in a place with no memory of
getting there.

Herose to his feet and ran his hands up and down his body. His clothes were neat, not rumpled. He hadn't been
beaten up and he hadn't been thrown from a speeding car.

There were no sore places on his body and his face was unbloody and whole and he felt all right.

He hooked his fingers in the holster belt and shucked it up so that it rode tightly on his hips. He pulled out the gun
and checked it with expert and familiar fingers and the gun was ready.

He walked up the embankment and reached the road, went across it with a swinging stride to reach the sidewalk that
fronted the row of new bungalows. He heard a car coming and stepped off the sidewalk to crouch in a clump of
evergreens that landscaped one corner of alawn. The move was instinctive and he crouched there, fegling just alittle
foolish at the thing he'd done.

The car went past and no one saw him. They would not, he now realized, have noticed him even if he had remained
out on the sidewalk.

He was unsure of himself; that must be the reason for his fear. There was a blank spot in hislife, some mysterious
incident that he did not know and the unknowing of it had undermined the sure and solid foundation of his own
existence, had wrecked the basis of his motive and had turned him, momentarily, into a furtive animal that darted and
hid at the approach of hisfellow men.

That and something that had happened to him that made him think clear around the block.

He remained crouching in the evergreens, watching the street and the stretch of sidewalk, conscious of the
white-painted, ghostly bungal ows squatting back in their landscaped | ots.

A word cameinto hismind. Puudly. An odd word, unearthly, yet it held terror.

The puudly had escaped and that was why he was here, hiding on the front lawn of some unsuspecting and sleeping
citizen, equipped with agun and a determination to use it, ready to match his wits and the quickness of brain and
muscle against the most bloodthirsty, hate-filled thing yet found in the Galaxy.

The puudly was dangerous. It was not a thing to harbor. In fact, there was alaw against harboring not only a puudly,
but certain other alien beasties even less lethal than a puudly. There was good reason for such alaw, reason which no
one, much less himself, would ever think to question.

And now the puudly was loose and somewhere in the city.

James grew cold at the thought of it, his brain forming images of the things that might come to passif he did not hunt
down the alien beast and put an end to it.

Although beast was not quite the word to use. The puudly was more than a beast... just how much more than a beast
he once had hoped to learn. He had not learned alot, he now admitted to himself, not nearly all there wasto learn, but
he had learned enough. More than enough to frighten him.

For one thing, he had learned what hate could be and how shallow an emotion human hate turned out when
measured against the depth and intensity and the ravening horror of the puudly's hate. Not unreasoning hate, for
unreasoning hate defeats itself, but arational, calculating, driving hate that motivated a clever and deadly killing
machine which directed its rapacity and its cunning against every living thing that was not a puudly.

For the beast had a mind and a personality that operated upon the basic law of self-preservation against all corners,
whoever they might be, extending that law to the interpretation that safety lay in one direction only... the death of
every other living being. No other reason was needed for a puudly's killing. The fact that anything else lived and
moved and was thus posing a threat, no matter how remote, against a puudly, was sufficient reason in itself.

It was psychotic, of course, some murderous instinct planted far back in time and deep in the creature's racial
consciousness, but no more psychotic, perhaps, than many human instincts.



The puudly had been, and still was for that matter, a unique opportunity for astudy in alien behaviorism. Given a
permit, one could have studied them on their native planet. Refused a permit, one sometimes did afoolish thing, as
James had.

And foolish acts backfire, as this one did.

James put down a hand and patted the gun at his side, asif by doing so he might derive some assurance that he was
equal to the task. There was no question in his mind as to the thing that must be done. He must find the puudty and
kill it and he must do that before the break of dawn.

Anything less than that would be abject and horrifying failure.

For the puudly would bud. It was long past its time for the reproductive act and there were bare hours |eft to find it
before it had loosed upon the Earth dozens of baby puudlies. They would not remain babies for long. A few hours
after budding they would strike out on their own. To find one puudly, lost in the vastness of a sleeping city, seemed
bad enough; to track down some dozens of them would be impossible.

So it was tonight or never.

Tonight there would be no killing on the puudly's part, Tonight the beast would be intent on one thing only, to find a
place where it could rest in quiet, where it could giveitself over, wholeheartedly and with no interference, to the
business of bringing other puudliesinto being.

It was clever. It would have known where it was going before it had escaped. There would be, on its part, no time
wasted in seeking or in doubling back. It would have known where it was going and already it was there, already the
buds would be rising on its body, bursting forth and growing.

There was one place, and one place only, in the entire city where an aien beast would be safe, from prying eyes. A
man could figure that one out and so could a puudly. The question was: Would the puudly know that man could
figureit out? Would the puudly underestimate a man? Or, knowing that the man would know it, too, would it find
another place of hiding?

James rose from the evergreens and went down the sidewalk. The street marker at the corner, standing undernesath a
swinging street light, told him where he was and it was closer to the place where he was going than he might have
hoped.

The zoo was quiet for awhile, and then something sent up a howl that raised James' hackles and made his blood stop
inhisveins.

James, having scaled the fence, stood tensely at its foot, trying to identify the howling animal. He was unable to
placeit. More than likely, he told himself, it was anew one. A person simply couldn't keep track of all the zoo's
occupants. New ones were coming in al the time, strange, unheard of creatures from the distant stars.

Straight ahead lay the unoccupied moat cage that up until aday or two before had held an unbelievable monstrosity
from the jungles of one of the Arctian worlds. James grimaced in the dark, remembering the thing. They had finally had
tokill it.

And now the puudly was there... well, maybe not there, but one place that it could be, the one place in the entire city
where it might be seen and arouse no comment, for the zoo was filled with animals that were seldom seen and another
strange one would arouse only momentary wonder.

One animal more would go unnoticed unless some zoo attendant should think to check the records. There, in that
unoccupied cage area, the puudly would be undisturbed, could quietly go about its business of budding out more
puudlies. No one would bother it, for things like puudlies were the normal occupants of this place set aside for the
strangers brought to Earth to be stared at and studied by that ferocious race, the humans.

James stood quietly beside the fence.



Henderson James. Thirty-six. Unmarried. Alien psychologist. An official of this zoo. And an offender against the law
for having secured and harbored an alien being that was barred from Earth.

Why, he asked himself, did he think of himsdlf in thisway? Why, standing here, did he catalogue himself? It was
instinctive to know one's self... there was no need, no sense of setting up a mental outline of one's self.

It had been foolish to go ahead with this puudly business. He recalled how he had spent days fighting it out with
himself, reviewing all the disastrous possibilities which might arise fromit. If the old renegade spaceman had not come
to him and had not said, over a bottle of most delicious Lupan wine, that he could deliver, for a certain, rather
staggering sum, one live puudly, in good condition, it never would have happened.

James was sure that of himself he never would have thought of it. But the old space captain was a man he knew and
admired from former dealings. He was a man who was not averse to turning either an honest or adishonest dollar, and
yet hewas aman, for al of that, you could depend upon. He would do what you paid him for and keep his lip buttoned
tight once the deed was done.

James had wanted a puudly, for it was a most engaging beast with certain little tricks that, once understood, might
open up new avenues of speculation and approach, might write new chapters in the tortuous study of alien minds and
manners.

But for all of that, it had been aterrifying thing to do and now that the beast was |oose, the terror was compounded.

For it was not wholly beyond speculation that the descendants of this one brood that the escaped puudly would
spawn might wipe out the population of the Earth, or at the best, make the Earth untenable for its rightful dwellers.

A place like the Earth, with its teeming millions, would provide afield day for the fangs of the puudlies, and the
minds that drove the fangs. They would not hunt for hunger, nor for the sheer madness of the kill, but because of the
compelling conviction that no puudly would be safe until Earth was wiped clean of life. They would be killing for
survival, asacornered rat would kill... except that they would be cornered nowhere but in the murderous insecurity of
their minds.

If the posses scoured the Earth to hunt them down, they would be found in al directions, for they would be shrewd
enough to scatter. They would know the ways of guns and traps and poisons and there would be more and more of
them as time went on. Each of them would accelerate its budding to replace with a dozen or a hundred the ones that
might be killed.

James moved quietly forward to the edge of the moat and let himself down into the mud that covered the bottom.
When the monstrosity had been killed, the moat had been drained and should long since have been cleaned, but the
press of work, James thought, must have prevented its getting done.

Slowly he waded out into the mud, feeling hisway, his feet making sucking noises as he pulled them through the
slime. Finally he reached the rocky incline that led out of the moat to the island cage.

He stood for amoment, his hands on the great, wet boulders, listening, trying to hold his breath so the sound of it
would not interfere with hearing. The thing that howled had quieted and the night was deathly quiet. Or seemed, at
first, to be. Then he heard the little insect noises that ran through the grass and bushes and the whisper of the leaves
in the trees across the moat and the far-off sound that was the hoarse breathing of a sleeping city.

Now, for thefirst time, he felt fear. Felt it in the silence that was not a silence, in the mud beneath hisfeet, in the
upthrust boulders that rose out of the moat.

The puudly was a dangerous thing, not only because it was strong and quick, but because it was intelligent. Just
how intelligent, he did not know. It reasoned and it planned and schemed. It could talk, though not as a human talks...
probably better than a human ever could. For it not only could talk words, but it could talk emotions. It lured its victims
to it by the thoughts it put into their minds; it held them entranced with dreams and illusion until it slit their throats. It
could purr aman to sleep, could lull him to suicidal inaction. It could drive him crazy with a single flickering thought,
hurling a perception so foul and alien that the mind recoiled deep inside itself and stayed there, coiled tight, like a
watch that has been overwound and will not run.

It should have budded long ago, but it had fought off its budding, holding back against the day when it might
escape, planning, he realized now, its fight to stay on Earth, which meant its conquest of Earth, it had planned, and
planned well, against this very moment, and it would feel or show no mercy to anyone who interfered with it.



His hand went down and touched the gun and he felt the musclesin his jaw involuntarily tightening and suddenly
there was at once alightness and a hardness in him that had not been there before. He pulled himself up the boulder
face, seeking cautious hand- and toeholds, breathing shallowly, body pressed against the rock. Quickly, and surely,
and no noise, for he must reach the top and be there before the puudly knew there was anyone around.

The puudly would be relaxed and intent upon its business, engrossed in the budding forth of that numerous family
that in days to come would begin the grim and relentless crusade to make an alien planet safe for puudlies... and for
puudlies aone.

That is, if the puudly were here and not somewhere else. James was only a human trying to think like a puudly and
that was not an easy or a pleasant job and he had no way of knowing if he succeeded. He could only hope that his
reasoning was vicious and crafty enough.

His clawing hand found grass and earth and he sank his fingers deep into the soil, hauling his body up the last few
feet of the rock face above the pit.

He lay flat upon the gently sloping ground, listening, tensed for any danger. He studied the ground in front of him,
probing every foot. Distant street lamps lighting the zoo walks threw back the total blackness that had engulfed him as
he climbed out of the moat, but there still were areas of shadow that he had to study closely.

Inch by inch, be squirmed his way along, making sure of the terrain immediately ahead before he moved amuscle. He
held the gun in arock-hard fist, ready for instant action, watching for the faintest hint of motion, aert for any hump or
irregularity that was not rock or bush or grass.

Minutes magnified themselves into hours, his eyes ached with staring and the lightness that had been in him drained
away, leaving only the hardness, which was as tense as a drawn bowstring. A sense of failure began to seep into his
mind and with it came the full-fledged, until now unadmitted, realization of what failure meant, not only for the world,
but for the dignity and the pride that was Henderson James.

Now, faced with the possibility, he admitted to himself the action he must take if the puudly were not here, if he did
not find it here and kill it. He would have to notify the authorities, would have to attempt to aert the police, must plead
with newspapers arid radio to warn the citizenry, must reveal himself as a man who, through pride and self-conceit, had
exposed the people of the Earth to this threat against their hold upon their native planet.

They would not believe him. They would laugh at him until the laughter died in their torn throats, choked off with
their blood. He sweated, thinking of it, thinking of the price this city, and the world, would pay before it learned the
truth.

There was awhisper of sound, a movement of black against deeper black.

The puudly rose in front of him, not more than six feet away, from its bed beside a bush. He jerked the pistol up and
his finger tightened on the trigger.

"Don't," the puudly said inside his mind. "I'll go along with you."

His finger strained with the careful slowness of the squeeze and the gun leaped in his hand, but even asit did he felt
the whiplash of terror slash at his brain, caught for just a second the terrible import, the mind-shattering obscenity that
glanced off hismind and ricocheted away.

"Too late," hetold the puudly, with his voice and his mind and his body shaking. "Y ou should havetried that first.
Y ou wasted precious seconds. Y ou would have got meif you had doneit first."

It had been easy, he assured himself, much easier than he had thought. The puudly was dead or dying and the Earth
and its millions of unsuspecting citizens were safe, and, best of al, Henderson James was sefe... safe from indignity,
safe from being stripped naked of the little defenses he had built up through the years to shield him against the public
gtare. He felt relief flood over him and it left him pul seless and breathless and feeling clean, but weak,

"You fool," the dying puudly said, death clouding its words as they built up in hismind. "Y ou fool, you halfthing,
you duplicate..."

It died then and he fdt it die, felt the life go out of it and leave it empty.

He rose softly to his feet and he seemed stunned and at first he thought it was from knowing death, from having
touched hands with death within the puudly's mind.



The puudly had tried to fool him. Faced with the pistol, it had tried to throw him off his balance to give it the second
that it needed to hurl the mind-blasting thought that had caught at the edge of hisbrain. If he had hesitated for a
moment, he knew, it would have been al over with him.

If hisfinger had dackened for amoment, it would have been too late.

The puudly must have known that he would think of the zoo as thefirst logical place to look and, even knowing that,
it had held him in enough contempt to come here, had not even bothered to try to watch for him, had not tried to stalk
him, had waited until he was almost on top of it before it moved.

And that was queer, for the puudly must have known, with its uncanny mental powers, every move that he had
made. It must have maintained a casual contact with his mind every second of the time since it had escaped. He had
known that and... wait aminute, he hadn't known it until this very moment, although, knowing it now, it seemed asif he
had always known it.

What is the matter with me, he thought. There's something wrong with me. | should have known | could not surprise
the puudly, and yet | didn't know it. | must have surprised it, for otherwise it would have finished me off quite leisurely
at any moment after | climbed out of the moat.

You fool, the puudly had said. Y ou fool, you half-thing, you duplicate...

Y ou duplicate!

He felt the strength and the personality and the hard, unquestioned identity of himself as Henderson James, human
being, drain out of him, asif someone had cut the puppet string and he, the puppet, had slumped supine upon the
stage.

So that was why he had been able to surprise the puudly! There were two Henderson Jameses. The puudly had been
in contact with one of them, the original, the real Henderson James, had known every move he made, had known that it
was safe so far as that Henderson James might be concerned.

It had not known of the second Henderson James that had stalked it through the night.

Henderson James, duplicate.

Henderson James, temporary.

Henderson James, here tonight, gone tomorrow,

For they would not et him live. The original Henderson James would not alow him to continue living, and even if he
did, the world would not allow it. Duplicates were made only for very temporary and very special reasons and it was
always understood that once their purpose was accomplished they would be done away with.

Done away with... those were the words exactly. Gotten out of the way. Swept out of sight and mind. Killed as
unconcernedly and emotionlessly as one chops off a chicken's head.

He walked forward and dropped on one knee beside the puudly, running his hand over its body in the darkness.
Lumps stood out all over it, the swelling buds that now would never break to spew forth in aloathsome birth a brood
of puudly pups.

Heroseto hisfeet.

The job was done, The puudly had been killed - killed before it had given birth to ahorde of horrors.

The job was done and he could go home.

Home?

Of course, that was the thing that had been planted in his mind, the thing they wanted him to do. To go home, to go
back to the house on Summit avenue, where his executioners would wait, to walk back deliberately and unsuspectingly

to the death that waited.

The job was done and his usefulness was over. He had been created to perform a certain task and the task was now



performed and while an hour ago he had been a factor in the plans of men, he was no longer wanted. He was an
embarrassment and superfluous.

Now wait aminute, he told himself. Y ou may not be aduplicate. Y ou do not fedl like one.

That was true. He felt like Henderson James. He was Henderson James. He lived on Summit avenue and had illegally
brought to Earth a beast known as a puudly in order that he might study it and talk to it and test its alien reactions,
attempt to measure its intelligence and guess at the strength and depth and the direction of its non-humanity. He had
been afooal, of course, to do it, and yet at the time it had seemed important to understand the deadly, alien mentality.

| am human, he said, and that was right, but even so the fact meant nothing. Of course he was human. Henderson
James was human and his duplicate would be exactly as human as the original. For the duplicate, processed from the
pattern that held every trait and characteristic of the man he was to become a copy of, would differ in not asingle basic
factor.

In not asingle basic factor, perhaps, but in certain other things. For no matter how much the duplicate might be like
his pattern, no matter how full-limbed he might spring from his creation, he still would be a new man. He would have

the capacity for knowledge and for thought and in alittle time he would have and know and be all the things that his
origina was...

But it would take some time, some short while to cometo afull reaization of al he knew and was, sometimeto
coordinate and recognize all the knowledge and experience that lay within his mind. At first he'd grope and search until
he came upon the things that he must know. Until he became acquainted with himself, with the sort of man he was, he
could not reach out blindly in the dark and put his hand exactly and unerringly upon the thing he wished.

That had been exactly what he'd done. He had groped and searched. He had been compelled to think, at first, in
simple basic truths and facts.

| anmaman.

| am on aplanet caled Earth.

| am Henderson James.

| live on Summit avenue.

Thereisajob to do.

It had been quite awhile, he remembered now, before he had been able to dig out of his mind the nature of the job.

Thereisa puudly to hunt down and destroy.

Even now he could not find in the hidden, still-veiled recesses of his mind the many valid reasons why a man should
run so grave arisk to study athing so vicious as a puudly. There were reasons, he knew there were, and in alittletime

he would know them quite specifically.

The point was that if he were Henderson James, original, he would know them now, know them as a part of himself
and hislife, without laboriously searching for them.

The puudly had known, of course. It had known, beyond any chance of error, that there were two Henderson
Jameses. It had been keeping tab on one when another one showed up. A mentality far less astute than the puudly's
would have had no troublein figuring that one out.

If the puudly had not talked, he told himself, | never would have known. If it had died at once and not had a chance
to taunt me, | would not have known. | would even now be walking to the house on Summit avenue.

He stood lonely and naked of soul in the wind that swept across the moated island. There was a sour bitternessin
his mouith.

He moved afoot and touched the dead puudly.
"I'm sorry," betold the stiffening body. "I'm sorry now | did it. If | had known, | never would have killed you."

Stiffly erect, he moved away.



He stopped at the street corner, keeping well in the shadow. Halfway down the block, and on the other side, was the
house. A light burned in one of the rooms upstairs and another on the post beside the gate that opened into the yard,
lighting the walk up to the door.

Just asif, hetold himself, the house were waiting for the master to come home. And that, of course, was exactly what
it was doing. An old lady of a house, waiting, hands folded in its lap, rocking very gently in a squeaky chair... and with
agun beneath the folded shawl.

Hislip lifted in half a snarl as he stood there, looking at the house; What do they take me for, he thought, putting out
atrap in plain sight and one that's not even baited? Then he remembered. They would not know, of course, that he
knew he was a duplicate. They would think that he would think that he was Henderson James, the one and only. They
would expect him to come walking home, quite naturally, believing he belonged there. So far as they would know, there
would be no possibility of hisfinding out the truth.

And now that he had? Now that he was here, across the street from the waiting house?

He had been brought into being, had been given life, to do ajob that his original had not dared to do, or had not
wanted to do. He had carried out akilling his origina didn't want to dirty his hands with, or risk his neck in doing.

Or had it not been that at all, but the necessity of two men working on the job, the original serving as afocus for the
puudly's watchful mind while the other man sneaked up to kill it while it watched?

No matter what, he had been created, at a good stiff price, from the pattern of the man that was Henderson James.
The wizardry of man's knowledge, the magic of machines, a deep understanding of organic chemistry, of human
physiology, of the mystery of life, had made a second Henderson James. It was legal, of course, under certain
circumstances... for example, in the case of public policy, and his own creation, he knew, might have been validated
under such a heading. But there were conditions and one of these was that a duplicate not be allowed to continue
living once it had served the specific purpose for which it had been created.

Usually such a condition was a simple one to carry out, for the duplicate was not meant to know he was a duplicate.

So far as he was concerned, he was the original. There was no suspicion in him, no foreknowledge of the doom that
was invariably ordered for him, no reason for him to be on guard against the death that waited.

The duplicate knitted his brow, trying to puzzleit out.
There was a strange set of ethics here.

Hewas alive and he warned to stay alive. Life, onceit had been tasted, was too sweet, too good, to go back to the
nothingness from which he had come... or would it be nothingness? Now that he had known life, now that he was
alive, might he not hope for alife after death, the same as any other human being? Might not be, too, have the same
human right as any other human to grasp at the shadowy and glorious promises and assurances held out by religion
and by faith?

Hetried to marshal what he knew about those promises and assurances, but his knowledge wasillusive. A little later
he would remember more about it. A little later, when the neural bookkeeper in his mind had been able to coordinate
and activate the knowledge that he had inherited from the pattern, he would know.

Hefelt atrace of anger stir deep inside of him, anger at the unfairness of alowing him only afew short hours of life,
of alowing him to learn how wonderful athing life was, only to snatch it from him. It was a cruelty that went beyond
mere human cruelty. It was something that had been fashioned out of the distorted perspective of a machine society
that measured existence only in terms of mechanical and physical worth, that discarded with a ruthless hand whatever
part of that society had no specific purpose.

The cruelty, hetold himself, wasin ever giving life, not in taking it away.

Hisoriginal, of course, was the one to blame. He was the one who had obtained the puudly and alowed it to escape.



It was his fumbling and hisinability to correct his error without help which had created the necessity of fashioning a
duplicate.

And yet, could he blame him?

Perhaps, rather, he owed him gratitude for afew hours of life at least, gratitude for the privilege of knowing what life
was like. Although he could not quite decide whether or not it was something which called for gratitude.

He stood there, staring at the house. That light in the upstairs room was in the study off the master bedroom. Up
there Henderson James, original, was waiting for the word that the duplicate had come home to death. It was an easy
thing to sit there and wait, to sit and wait for the word that was sure to come. An easy thing to sentence to death a
man one had never seen, even if that man be the walking image of one's self.

It would be a harder decision to kill him if you stood face to face with him... harder to kill someone who would be, of
necessity, closer than a brother, someone who would be, even literally, flesh of your flesh, blood of your blood, brain
of your brain.

There would be a practical side aswell, agreat advantage to be able to work with aman who thought as you did,
who would be amost a second self. It would be almost as if there were two of you.

A thing like that could be arranged. Plastic surgery and a price for secrecy could make your duplicate into an
unrecognizable other person. A little red tape, some finagling... but it could be done. It was a proposition that
Henderson James, duplicate, thought would interest Henderson James, original. Or at least he hoped it would.

The room with the light could be reached with alittle luck, with strength and agility and determination. The brick
expanse of a chimney, its base cloaked by shrubs, its length masked by a closely growing tree, ran up thewall. A man
could climb its rough brick face, could reach out and swing himself through the open window into the lighted room.

And once Henderson James, original, stood face to face with Henderson James, duplicate ... well, it would be less of
agamble. The duplicate then would no longer be an impersonal factor. He would be a man and one that was very close
to hisoriginal.

There would be watchers, but they would be watching the front door. If he were quiet, if he could reach and climb the
chimney without making any noise, he'd be in the room before anyone would notice.

He drew back deeper in the shadows and considered. It was either get into the room and face his original, hope to be
able to strike a compromise with him, or simply to light out... to run and hide and wait, watching his chance to get
completely away, perhaps to some far planet in some other part of the Galaxy.

Both ways were a gamble, but one was quick, would either succeed or fail within the hour; the other might drag on
for months with a man never knowing whether he was safe, never being sure.

Something nagged at him, a persistent little fact that skittered through his brain and eluded his effortsto pin it down.
It might be important and then, again, it might be arandom thing, ssimply afloating piece of information that was
looking for its pigeonhole.

His mind shrugged it off.

The quick way or the long way?

He stood thinking for a moment and then moved swiftly down the street, seeking a place where he could crossin
shadow.

He had chosen the short way.

The room was empty.



He stood beside the window, quietly, only his eyes moving, searching every corner, checking against a situation that
couldn't seem quite true... that Henderson James was not here, waiting for the word.

Then he strode swiftly to the bedroom door and swung it open. His finger found the switch and the lights went on.
The bedroom was empty and so was the bath. He went back into the study.

He stood with his back against the wall, facing the door that led into the hallway, but his eyes went over the room,
foot by foot, orienting himself, feeling himself flow into the shape and form of it, feeling familiarity creep in upon him
and enfold him in its comfort of belonging.

Here were the books, the fireplace with its mantel loaded with souvenirs, the easy chairs, the liquor cabinet... and all
were a part of him, abackground that was as much a part of Henderson James as his body and hisinner thoughts were
apart of him.

This, he thought, iswhat | would have missed, the experience | never would have had if the puudly had not taunted
me. | would have died an empty and unrelated body that bad no actual place in the universe.

The phone purred at him and he stood there startled by it, asif some intruder from the outside had pushed its way
into the room, shattering the sense of belonging that had come to him.

The phone rang again and he went across the room and picked it up.
"James speaking," he said.

"That you, Mr. James?"'

The voice was that of Anderson, the gardener.

"Why, yes," said the duplicate. "Who did you think it was?"'

"We got afellow here who says he'syou.”

Henderson James, duplicate, stiffened with fright and his hand, suddenly, was grasping the phone so hard that he
found the time to wonder why it did not pulverize to bits beneath his fingers.

"He's dressed like you," the gardener said, "and | knew you went out. Talked to you, remember? Told you that you
shouldn't? Not with us waiting for that... that thing."

"Yes," said the duplicate, his voice so even that he could not believe it was he who spoke. "Y es, certainly | remember
talking with you."

"But, sir, how did you get back?'

"I camein the back way," the even voice said into the phone. "Now what's holding you back?"
"He's dressed like you."

"Naturally. Of course he would be, Anderson."

And that, to be sure, didn't quite follow, but Anderson wasn't too bright to start with and now he was somewhat
upset.

"Y ou remember," the duplicate said, "that we talked about it."

"I guess | was excited and forgot," admitted Anderson.

"Y ou told meto call you, to make sure you were in your study, though. That's right, isn't it, sir?"
"You've caled me," the duplicate said, "and | am here."

"Then the other one out hereis him?'

"Of course," said the duplicate. "Who else could it be?' He put the phone back into the cradle and stood waiting.



It came a moment after, the dull, throaty cough of a gun. He walked to a chair and sank into it, spent with the
knowledge of how events had so been ordered that now, finally, he was safe, safe beyond all question.

Soon he would have to change into other clothes, hide the gun and the clothes that he was wearing. The staff would
ask no questions, most likely, but it was best to let nothing arouse suspicion in their minds.

He felt his nerves quieting and lie allowed himself to glance about the room, take in the books and furnishings, the
soft and easy... and earned... comfort of a man solidly and unshakably established in the world.

He smiled softly.

"It will benice" he said.

It had been easy. Now that it was over, it seemed ridiculously easy. Easy because he had never seen the man who
had walked up to the door. It was easy to kill aman you have never seen.

With each passing hour he would slip deeper and deeper into the personality that was his by right of heritage. There
would be no one to question, after atime not even himself, that he was Henderson James.

The phone rang again and he got up to answer it. A pleasant voice told him, "Thisis Allen, over at the duplication
lab. We've been waiting for areport from you."

"Well," said James, "I..."

"I just called," interrupted Allen, "to tell you not to worry. It slipped my mind before.”
"l see," said James, though he didn't.

"We did thisone alittle differently,” Allen explained.

"An experiment that we thought we'd try out. Slow poison in his bloodstream. Just another precaution. Probably not
necessary, but we like to be positive. In case he fails to show up, you needn't worry any."

"I am sure he will show up."

Allen chuckled. "Twenty-four hours. Like atime bomb. No antidote for it even if he found out somehow."

"It was good of you to let me know," said James. "Glad to," said Allen. "Good night, Mr. James."
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A Death in the House

Clifford D. Simak

Old Mose Abrams was out hunting cows when he found the alien. He didn't know it was an aien, but it was alive
and it wasin alot of trouble and Old Mose, despite everything the neighbors said about him, was not the kind of man
who could bear to leave a sick thing out there in the woods.

It was a horrid-looking thing, green and shiny, with some purple spots on it, and it was repulsive even twenty feet
away. And it stank.

It had crawled, or tried to crawl, into a clump of hazel brush, but hadn't made it. The head part was in the brush and
the rest lay out there naked in the open. Every now and then the parts that seemed to be arms and hands clawed feebly
at the ground, trying to force itself deeper in the brush, but it was too wesak; it never moved an inch.

It was groaning, too, but not too loud - just the kind of keening sound alonesome wind might make around awide,
deep eave. But there was more in it than just the sound of winter wind: there was a frightened, desperate note that
made the hair stand up on Old Mose's nape.

Old Mose stood there for quite a spell, making up his mind what he ought to do about it, and awhile longer after that
working up his courage, athough most folks offhand would have said that he had plenty. But this was the sort of
situation that took more than just ordinary screwed-up courage. It took alot of foolhardiness.

But thiswas awild, hurt thing and he couldn't leave it there, so he walked up to it, and knelt down, and it was pretty
hard to look at, though there was a sort of fascination in its repul siveness that was hard to figure out - asiif it were so
horrible that it dragged oneto it. And it stank in away that no one had ever smelled before.

Mose, however, was not finicky. In the neighborhood, he was not well known for fastidity. Ever since his wife had
died ailmost ten years before, he had lived alone on his untidy farm and the housekeeping that he did was the scandal
of al the neighbor women. Once ayear, if he got around to it, he sort of shoveled out the house, but the rest of the
year he just let things accumul ate.

So he wasn't as upset as some might have been with the way the creature smelled. But the sight of it upset him, and it
took him quite awhile before he could bring himself to touch it. and when he finally did, he was considerably
surprised. He had been prepared for it to be either cold or slimy, or maybe even both. But it was neither. It was warm
and hard and it had a clean feel to it, and he was reminded of the way a green corn stalk would fedl.

He dlid his hand beneath the hurt thing and pulled it gently from the clump of hazel brush and turned it over so he
could seeitsface. It hadn't any face. It had an enlargement at the top of it, like aflower on top of astalk, although its
body wasn't any stalk, and there was a fringe around this enlargement that wiggled like a can of worms, and it was then
that Mose almost turned around and ran.

But he stuck it out.
He squatted there, staring at the no-face with the fringe of worms, and he got cold al over and his stomach doubled
up on him and he was tiff with fright - and the fright got worse when it seemed to him that the keening of the thing

was coming from the worms.

Mose was a stubborn man. One had to be stubborn to run a runty farm like this. Stubborn and insensitivein alot of
ways. But not insensitive, of course, to athing in pain.

Finally hewas ableto pick it up and hold it in his arms and there was nothing to it, for it didn't weigh much. Less that
a half-grown shoat, he figured.

He went up the woods path with it, heading back for home, and it seemed to him the smell of it wasless. He was
hardly scared at al and he was warm again and not cold all over.

For the thing was quieter now and keening just alittle. And although he could not be sure of it, there were times
when it seemed asif the thing were snuggling up to him, the way a scared and hungry baby will snuggle to any grown
person that comes and picksit up.

Old Mose reached the buildings and he stood out in the yard a minute, wondering whether he should take it to the



barn or house. The barn, of course, was the natural place for it, for it wasn't human - it wasn't even as close to human
asadog or cat or sick lamb would be.

He didn't hesitate too long, however. He took it into the house and laid it on what he called a bed, next to the kitchen
stove. He got it straightened out all neat and orderly and pulled a dirty blanket over it, and then went to the stove and
stirred up the fire until there was some flame.

Then he pulled up a chair beside the bed and had a good, hard, wondering look at this thing he had brought home. It
had quieted down alot and seemed more comfortable than it had out in the woods. He tucked the blanket snug around
it with atenderness that surprised himself. He wondered what he had that it might eat, and even if he knew, how he'd
manage feeding it, for it seemed to have no mouth.

'‘But you don't need to worry none," he told it. 'Now that | got you under aroof, you'll be al right. | don't know too
much about it, but I'll take care of you the best | can.'

By now it was getting on toward evening, and he looked out the window and saw that the cows he had been hunting
had come home by themselves.

' got to go get the milking done and other chores," he told the thing lying on the bed, 'but it won't take me long. I'll be
right back.'

Old Mose loaded up the stove so the kitchen would stay warm and he tucked the thing in once again, then got his
milk pails and went down to the barn.

He fed the sheep and pigs and horses and he milked the cows. He hunted eggs and shut the chicken house. He
pumped atank of water.

Then he went back to the house.

It was dark now and he it the oil lamp on the table, for he was against electricity. He'd refused to sign up when REA
had run out the line and alot of the neighbors had gotten sore at him for being uncooperative. Not that he cared, of
course.

He had alook at the thing upon the bed. It didn't seem to be any better, or any worse, for that matter. If it had been a
sick lamb or an ailing calf, he could have known right off how it was getting on, but this thing was different. There was
no way to tell.

He fixed himself some supper and ate it and wished he knew how to feed the thing. And he wished, too, that he knew
how to help it. He'd got it under shelter and be had it warm, but was that right or wrong for something like this? He had
no idea.

He wondered if he should try to get some help, then felt squeamish about asking help when he couldn't say exactly
what had to be helped. But then he wondered how he would fedl himsalf if hewerein afar, strange country, all played
out and sick, and no one to get him any help because they didn't know exactly what he was.

That made up hismind for him and he walked over to the phone. But should he call adoctor or aveterinarian? He
decided to call the doctor because the thing was in the house. If it had been in the barn, he would have called the
veterinarian.

Hewason arural line and the hearing wasn't good and he was halfway deaf, so he didn't use the phone too often. He
had told himself at times it was nothing but another aggravation and there had been a dozen times he had threatened
to have it taken out. But now he was glad he hadn't.

The operator got old Dr. Benson and they couldn't hear one another too well, but Mose finally made the doctor
understand who was calling and that he needed him and the doctor said he'd come.

With somerelief, Mose hung up the phone and was just standing there, not doing anything, when he was struck by
the thought that there might be others of these things down there in the woods. He had no idea what they were or
what they might be doing or where they might be going, but it was pretty evident that the one upon the bed was some
sort of stranger from avery distant place. It stood to reason that there might be more than one of them, for far traveling
was alonely business and anyone - or anything - would like to have some company along.

He got the lantern down off the peg and lit it and went stumping out the door. The night was as black as a stack of
cats and the lantern light was feeble, but that made not a bit of difference, for Mose knew this farm of his like the back



of his hand.

He went down the path into the woods. It was a spooky place, but it took more than woods at night to spook Old
Mose. At the place where he had found the thing, he looked around, pushing through the brush and holding the
lantern high so he could see a bigger area, but he didn't find another one of them.

He did find something else, though - a sort of outsize bird-cage made of metal lattice work that had wrapped itself
around an eight-inch hickory tree. He tried to pull it loose, but it was jammed so tight that he couldn't budge it.

He sighted back the way it must have come. He could see where it had plowed its way through the upper branches of
the trees, and out beyond were stars, shining bleakly with the look of far away.

Mose had no doubt that the thing lying on his bed beside the kitchen stove had come in this birdcage contraption.

He marveled some at that, but he didn't fret himself too much, for the whole thing was so unearthly that he knew he
had little chance of pondering it out.

He walked back to the house and he scarcely had the lantern blown out and hung back on its peg than he heard a car
drive up.

The doctor, when he came up to the door, became alittle grumpy at seeing Old Mose standing there.
'Y ou don't look sick to me,' the doctor said. 'Not sick enough to drag me clear out here at night.'

'l aint sick,' said Mose.

'‘WEell, then,' said the doctor, more grumpily than ever, ‘what do you mean by phoning me?

'l got someone who issick,' said Mose. 'l hope you can help him. | would have tried myself, but | don't know how to
go about it.'

The doctor came inside and Mose shut the door behind him.
"Y ou got something rotten in here? asked the doctor.
'No, it'sjust the way he smells. It was pretty bad at first, but I'm getting used to it by now.'

The doctor saw the thing lying on the bed and went over to it. Old Mose heard him sort of gasp and could see him
standing there, very tiff and straight. Then he bent down and had a good look at the critter on the bed.

When he straightened up and turned around to Mose, the only thing that kept him from being downright angry was
that he was so flabbergasted.

'Mose,' heyelled, ‘what _is_this?

'l don't know,' said Mose. 'l found it in the woods and it was hurt and wailing and | couldn't leave it there.'
"Youthink it'ssick?

' know itis,' said Mosg, 'It needs help awful bad. I'm afraid it's dying.'

The doctor turned back to the bed again and pulled the blanket down, then went and got the lamp so that he could

see. He looked the critter up and down, and he prodded it with a skittish finger, and he made the kind of mysterious
clucking sound that only doctors make.

Then he pulled the blanket back over it again and took the lamp back to the table.
'Mose,' he said. 'l can't do athing for it.’

'‘But you're adoctor!'

'A human doctor, Mose. | don't know what thisthing is, but it isn't human. | couldn't even guess what iswrong with
it, if anything. And | wouldn't know what could be safely done for it evenif | could diagnoseitsillness. I'm not even
sureit'san animal. There are alot of things about it that argueit's a plant.'



Then the doctor asked Mose straight out how he cameto find it and Mose told him exactly how it happened. But he
didn't tell him anything about the birdcage, for when he thought about it, it sounded so fantastic that he couldn't bring
himself to tell it. Just finding the critter and having it here was bad enough, without throwing in the birdcage.

'l tell you what,' the doctor said. Y ou got something here that's outside all human knowledge. | doubt there's ever
been athing like this seen on Earth before. | have no ideawhat it isand | wouldn't try to guess. If | wereyou, I'd get in
touch with the university up at Madison. There might be someone there who could get it figured out. Even if they
couldn't they'd be interested. They'd want to study it.'

Mose went to the cupboard and got the cigar box amost full of silver dollars and paid the doctor. The doctor put the
dollarsin his pocket, joshing Mose about his eccentricity.

But Mose was stubborn about his silver dollars. 'Paper money don't seem legal, somehow," he declared. 'l like the feel
of silver and the way it chinks. It's got authority.'

The doctor left and he didn't seem as upset as Mose had been afraid he might be. As soon as he was gone, Mose
pulled up achair and sat down beside the bed.

It wasn't right, he thought, that the thing should be so sick and no one to help - no one who knew any way to help it.

He sat in the chair and listened to the ticking of the clock, loud in the kitchen silence, and the crackling of the wood
burning in the stove.

Looking at the thing lying on the bed, he had an amost fierce hope that it could get well again and stay with him.
Now that its birdcage was all banged up, maybe there'd be nothing it could do but stay. And he hoped it would, for
already the house felt less lonely.

Sitting in the chair between the stove and bed, Mose realized how lonely it had been. It had not been quite so bad
until Towser died. He had tried to bring himself to get another dog, but he never had been able to. For there was no
dog that would take the place of Towser and it had seemed unfaithful even to try. He could have gotten a cat, of
course, but that would remind him too much of Mally; she had been very fond of cats, and until the time she died,
there had always been two or three of them underfoot around the place.

But now he was alone. Alone with hisfarm and his stubbornness and his silver dollars. The doctor thought, like all
therest of them, that the only silver Mose had was in the cigar box in the cupboard. There wasn't one of them who
knew about the old iron kettle piled plumb full of them, hidden underneath the floor boards of the living room. He
chuckled at the thought of how he had them fooled. He'd give alot to see his neighbors facesif they could only know,
but he was not the one to tell them. If they wereto find out, they'd haveto find it out themselves.

He nodded in the chair and finally slept, sitting upright, with his chin resting on his chest and his crossed arms
wrapped around himself asif to keep him warm.

When he woke, in the dark before the dawn, with the lamp flickering on the table and the fire in the stove burned low,
the alien had died.

There was no doubt of death. The thing was cold and rigid and the husk that was its body was rough and drying out
- asacorn stalk in the field dries out, whipping in the wind once the growing had been ended.

Mose pulled the blanket up to cover it, and although this was early to do the chores, he went out by lantern light and
got them done.

After breakfast, he heated water and washed his face and shaved, and it was the first time in years he'd shaved any
day but Sunday. Then he put on his one good suit and slicked down his hair and got the old jalopy out of the machine
shed and drove into town.

He hunted up Eb Dennison, the town clerk, who also was the secretary of the cemetery association.

'Eb,' he said, 'l want to buy alot.'

'‘But you've got alot,’ protested Eb.

‘That plot,' said Mose, 'isafamily plot. There's just room for me and Mally.'

'‘Well, then," asked Eb, 'why another one? Y ou have no other members of the family.'



' found someone in the woods,' said Mose. 'l took him home and he died last night. | plan to bury him.'
'If you found a dead man in the woods," Eb warned him, 'you better notify the coroner and sheriff,'
‘Intime | may,' said Mose, not intending to. 'Now how about that plot?

Washing his hands of the affair entirely, Eb sold him the plot.

Having bought his plot, Mose went to the undertaking establishment run by Albert Jones.

'Al," he said, 'there's been a death out at the house. A stranger | found out in the woods. He doesn't seem to have
anyone and | aim to take care of it.'

"Y ou got a death certificate? asked Al, who subscribed to none of the niceties affected by most funeral parlor
operators.

‘Well, no, | haven't.'

'Was there a doctor in attendance?

'Doc Benson came out last night.'

'He should have made you out one. I'll give him aring.'

He phoned Doctor Benson and talked with him awhile and got red around the gills. He finally slammed down the
phone and turned on Mose.

'l don't know what you're trying to pull off," he fumed, but Doc tells me this thing of yoursisn't even human. | don't
take care of dogs or cats or-'

‘Thisain't no dog or cat.’

‘| don't carewhat it is. It's got to be human for me to handle it. And don't go trying to bury it in the cemetery, because
it'sagainst the law.'

Considerably discouraged, Mose |eft the undertaking parlor and trudged slowly up the hill toward the town's one
and only church.

He found the minister in his study working on a sermon. Mose sat down in a chair and fumbled his battered hat
around and around in his work-scarred hands.

'Parson,’ he said, 'I'll tell you the story from first to last,’ and he did. He added, 'l don't know what it is. | guess no one
else does, either. But it'sdead and in need of decent burial and that's the least that | can do. | can't bury it m the
cemetery, so | suppose I'll haveto find a place for it on the farm. | wonder if you could bring yourself to come out and
say aword or two.'

The minister gave the matter some deep consideration.

'I'm sorry, Mose,' he said at last. 'l don't believe | can. | am not sure at al the church would approve of it.'

"This thing may not be human,' said Old Mose, 'but it is one of God's critters.'

The minister thought some more, and did some wondering out loud, but made up his mind finally that he couldn't do
it.

So Mose went down the Street to where his car was waiting and drove home, thinking about what heels some
humans are.

Back at the farm again, he got a pick and shovel and went into the garden, and there, in one corner of it, he dug a
grave. He went out to the machine shed to hunt up some boards to make the thing a casket, but it turned out that he
had used the last of the lumber to patch up the hog pen.

Mose went to the house and dug around in a chest in one of the back rooms which had not been used for years,



hunting for a sheet to use as a winding shroud, since there would be no casket. He couldn't find a sheet, but he did
unearth an old white linen table cloth. He figured that would do, so hetook it to the kitchen.

He pulled back the blanket and |ooked at the critter lying there in death and a sort of lump came into histhroat at the
thought of it - how it had died so lonely and so far from home without a creature of its own to spend itsfinal hours
with. And naked, too, without a stitch of clothing and with no possession, with not athing to leave behind as a
remembrance of itsalf.

He spread the table cloth out on the floor beside the bed and lifted the thing and laid it on the table cloth. Ashelaid
it down, he saw the pocket in it - if it was a pocket - a sort of dlitted flap in the center of what could beits chest. He ran
his hand across the pocket area. There was alump inside it. He crouched for along moment beside the body,
wondering what to do.

Finally he reached his fingers into the flap and took out the thing that bulged. It was aball, alittle bigger than a
tennis ball, made of cloudy glass - or, at least, it looked like glass. He squatted there, staring at it, then took it to the
window for a better look.

There was nothing strange at all about the ball. It was just a cloudy ball of glass and it had arough, dead feel about
it, just as the body had.

He shook his head and took it back and put it where he'd found it and wrapped the body securely in the cloth. He
carried it to the garden and put it in the grave. Standing solemnly at the head of the grave, he said afew short words
and then shoveled in the dirt.

He had meant to make a mound above the grave and he had intended to put up a cross, but at last he didn't do either
one of these. There would be snoopers. The word would get around and they'd be coming out and hunting for the
spot where he had buried this thing he had found out in the woods. So there must be no mound to mark the place and
no cross as well. Perhapsit was for the best, he told himself, for what could he have carved or written on the cross?

By thistime it was well past noon and he was getting hungry, but he didn't stop to eat, because there were other
things to do. He went out into the pasture and caught up Bess and hitched her to the stoneboat and went down into
the woods.

He hitched her to the birdcage that was wrapped around the tree and she pulled it loose as pretty as you please.
Then he loaded it on the stoneboat and hauled it up the hill and stowed it in the back of the machine shed, in the far
corner by the forge.

After that, he hitched Bess to the garden plow and gave the garden a cultivating that it didn't need so it would be
fresh dirt all over and no one could locate where he'd dug the grave.

He was just finishing the plowing when Sheriff Doyle drove up and got out of the car. The sheriff was a soft-spoken
man, but he was no dawdler. He got right to the point.

'l hear,' he said, 'you found something in the woods.'
"That | did,' said Mose.

'l 'hear it died on you.'

‘Sheriff, you heard right.’

I'd liketo seeit, Mose!

‘Can't. | buriedit. And | ain't telling where.'

'Mose, the sheriff said, 'l don't want to make you trouble, but you did an illegal thing. Y ou can't go finding peoplein
the woods and just bury them when they up and die on you.'

'Y ou talk to Doc Benson?
The sheriff nodded. 'He said it wasn't any kind of thing he'd ever seen before. He said it wasn't human.'

'Well, then, said Mosg, 'l guessthat |lets you out. If it wasn't human, there could be no crime against a person. And if
it wasn't owned, there ain't any crime against property. There's been no one around to claim they owned the thing, is



there?

The sheriff rubbed his chin. 'No, there hasn't. Maybe you're right. Where did you study law?

'| never studied law. | never studied anything. | just use common sense.'

'‘Doc said something about the folks up at the university might want alook at it.'

'l tell you, Sheriff,' ssid Mose. 'This thing came here from somewhere and it died. | don't know where it came from and
| don't know what it was and | don't hanker none to know. To me it wasjust aliving thing that needed help real bad. It
was alive and it had its dignity and in death it commanded some respect. When the rest of you refused it decent burial,
| did the best | could. And that isall thereistoit.'

‘All right, Mose,' the sheriff said, 'if that's how you want it.'

He turned around and stalked back to the car. Mose stood beside old Bess hitched to her plow and watched him
drive away. He drove fast and reckless asif he might be angry.

Mose put the plow away and turned the horse back to the pasture and by now it was time to do chores again.

He got the chores all finished and made himself some supper and after supper sat beside the stove, listening to the
ticking of the clock, loud in the silent house, and the crackle of the fire.

All night long the house was lonely.

The next afternoon, as he was plowing corn, areporter came and walked up the row with him and talked with him
when he came to the end of the row. Mose didn't like this reporter much. He was too flip and he asked some funny
guestions, so Mose clammed up and didn't tell him much.

A few days later, aman turned up from the university and showed him the story the reporter had gone back and
written. The story made fun of Mose.

'I'm sorry.' the professor said. "These newspapermen arc unaccountable. | wouldn't worry too much about anything
they write.'

'l don't,’ Mosetold him.

The man from the university asked alot of questions and made quite a point about how important it was that he
should see the body.

But Mose only shook his head. 'It's at peace,' he said. 'l aim to leave it that way.'
The man went away disgusted, but till quite dignified.

For several days there were people driving by and dropping in, theidly curious, and there were some neighbors
Mose hadn't seen for months. But he gave them all short shrift and in alittle while they left him aone and he went on
with his farming and the house stayed lonely.

He thought again that maybe he should get a dog, but he thought of Towser and he couldn't do it.

One day, working in the garden, he found the plant that grew out of the grave. It was afunny-looking plant and his
first impulse was to root it out.

But he didn't do it, for the plant intrigued him. It was akind he'd never seen before and he decided he would let it
grow, for awhile at least, to see what kind it was. It was a bulky, fleshy plant, with heavy, dark-green, curling leaves,
and it reminded him in some ways of the skunk cabbage that burgeoned in the woods come spring.

There was another visitor, the queerest of the lot. He was a dark and intense man who said he was the president of a
flying saucer club. He wanted to know if Mose had talked with the thing he'd found out in the woods and seemed
terribly disappointed when Mose told him he hadn't. He wanted to know if Mose had found a vehicle the creature
might have traveled in and Mose lied to him about it. He was afraid, the wild way the man was acting, that he might
demand to search the place, and if he had, he'd likely have found the birdcage hidden in the machine shed back in the
corner by the forge. But the man got to lecturing M ose about withholding vital information.



Finally Mose had taken all he could of it, so he stepped into the house and picked up the shotgun from behind the
door. The president of the flying saucer club said good-by rather hastily and got out of there.

Farm life went on as usual, with the corn laid by and the haying started and out in the garden the strange plant kept
on growing and now was taking shape. Old Mose couldn't believe his eyes when he saw the sort of shape it took and
he spent long evening hours just standing in the garden, watching it and wondering if hisloneliness were playing
trickson him.

The morning came when he found the plant standing at the door and waiting for him. He should have been surprised,
of course, but he really wasn't, for he had lived with it, watching it of eventide, and although he had not dared admit it
even to himself, he had known what it was.

For here was the creature he'd found in the woods, no longer sick and keening, no longer close to death, but full of
life and youth.

It was not the same entirely, though. He stood and looked at it and could see the differences - the little differences
that might have been those between youth and age, or between a father and a son, or again the differences expressed
in an evolutionary pattern.

'‘Good morning,' said Mose, not feeling strange at al to be talking to the thing. 'It's good to have you back.'

The thing standing in the yard did not answer him. But that was not important; he had not expected that it would.
The one important point was that he had something he could talk to.

'I'm going out to do the chores,' said Mose. 'Y ou want to tag along?

It tagged along with him and it watched him as he did the chores and he talked to it, which was a vast improvement
over talking to himsalf.

At breakfast, helaid an extra plate for it and pulled up an extrachair, but it turned out the critter was not equipped to
use a chair, for it wasn't hinged to sit.

Nor did it eat. That bothered Mose at first, for he was hospitable, but he told himself that a big, strong, strapping
youngster like this one knew enough to take care of itself, and he probably didn't need to worry too much about how it
got along.

After breakfast, he went out to the garden, with the critter accompanying him, and sure enough, the plant was gone.
There was a collapsed husk lying on the ground, the outer covering that had been the cradle of the creature at his side.

Then he went to the machine shed and the creature saw the birdcage and rushed over to it and looked it over
minutely. Then it turned around to Mose and made a sort of pleading gesture.

Mose went over to it and laid his hands on one of the twisted bars and the critter stood beside him and laid its hands
on, too, and they pulled together. It was no use. They could move the metal some, but not enough to pull it back in
shape again.

They stood and looked at one another, although looking may not be the word, for the critter had no eyes to look
with. It made some funny motions with its hands, but Mose couldn't understand. Then it lay down on the floor and
showed him how the birdcage ribs were fastened to the base.

It took awhile for Mose to understand how the fastening worked and he never did know exactly why it did. There
wasn't actually, any reason that it should work that way.

First you applied some pressure, just the right amount at the exact and correct angle, and the bar would move alittle.
Then you applied some more pressure, again the exact amount and at the proper angle, and the bar would move some
more. Y ou did this three times and the bar came loose, although there was, God knows, no reason why it should.

Mose started afire in the forge and shoveled in some coal and worked the bellows while the critter watched. But
when he picked up the bar to put it in the fire, the critter got between him and the forge, and wouldn't let him near.
Mose realized then he couldn't - or wasn't supposed to - heat the bar to straighten it and he never questioned the
entire rightness of it. For, he told himself, this thing must surely know the proper way to do it.

So he took the bar over to the anvil and started hammering it back into shape again, cold, without the use of fire,
while the critter tried to show him the shape that it should be. It took quite awhile, but finally it was straightened out



to the critter's satisfaction.
Mose figured they'd have themselves a time getting the bar back in place again, but it slipped on as slick as could be.
Then they took off another bar and this one went faster, now that Mose had the hang of it.
But it was hard and grueling labor. They worked all day and only straightened out five bars.

It took four solid days to get the bars on the birdcage hammered into shape and all the time the hay was waiting to be
cut.

But it was al right with Mose. He had someone to talk to and the house had lost its loneliness.

When they got the bars back in place, the critter dipped into the cage and starting fooling with a dingus on the roof
of it that looked like a complicated basket. Mose, watching, figured that the basket was some sort of control.

The critter was discouraged. It walked around the shed looking for something and seemed unable to find it. It came
back to Mose and made its despairing, pleading gesture. Mose showed it iron and steel; he dug into a carton where he
kept bolts and clamps and bushings and scraps of metal and other odds and ends, finding brass and copper and even
some aluminium, but it wasn't any of these.

And Mose was glad - abit ashamed for feeling glad, but glad all the same,

For it had been clear to him that when the birdcage was all ready, the critter would be leaving him. It had been
impossible for Mose to stand in the way of the repair of the cage, or to refuse to help. But now that it apparently
couldn't be, he found himself well pleased.

Now the critter would have to stay with him and he'd have someone to talk to and the house would not be lonely.
It would be welcome, he told himself, to have folks again. The critter was almost as good a companion as Towser.

Next morning, while Mose was fixing breakfast, he reached up in the cupboard to get the box of oatmeal and his hand
struck the cigar box and it came crashing to the floor. It fell over on its side and the lid came open and the dollars went
free-wheeling al around the kitchen.

Out of the corner of his eye, Mose saw the critter leaping quickly in pursuit of one of them. It snatched it up and
turned to Mose, with the coin held between its fingers, and a sort of thrumming noise was coming out of the nest of
worms on top of it.

It bent and scooped up more of them and cuddled them and danced a sort of jig, and Mose knew, with asinking
heart, that it had been silver the critter had been hunting.

So Mose got down on his hands and knees and helped the critter gather up all the dollars. They put them back into
the cigar box and Mose picked up the box and gave it to the critter.

The critter took it and hefted it and had a disappointed look. Taking the box over to the table, it took the dollars out
and stacked them in neat piles and Mose could see it was very disappointed.

Perhaps, after al, Mose thought, it had not been silver the thing had been hunting for, Maybe it had made a mistake
in thinking that the silver was some other kind of metal.

Mose got down the oatmeal and poured it into some water and put it on the stove. When it was cooked and the
coffee was ready, he carried his breakfast to the table and sat down to eat.

The critter still was standing across the table from him, stacking and restacking the piles of silver dollars. And now it
showed him with ahand held above the stacks, that it needed more of them. This many stacks, it showed him, and
each stack so high.

Mose sat stricken, with a spoon full of oatmeal halfway to his mouth. He thought of all those other dollars, theiron
kettle packed with them, underneath the floor boards in the living room. And he couldn't do it; they were the only
thing he had - except the critter now. And he could not hive them up so the critter could go and leave him too.

He ate his bowl of oatmeal without tasting it and drank two cups of coffee. And al the time the critter stood there
and showed him how much more it needed.



'| can't do it for you,' Old Mose said. 'I've done all you can expect of any living being. | found you in the woods and |
gave you warmth and shelter. | tried to help you, and when | couldn't, at least | gave you aplaceto diein. | buried you
and protected you from all those other people and | didn't pull you up when you started growing once again. Surely
you can't expect me to keep on giving endlessly.’

But it was no good. The critter could not hear him and he did not convince himself.

He got up from the table and walked into the living room with the critter trailing him. He loosened the floor boards
and took out the kettle, and the critter, when it saw what was in the kettle, put its arms around itself and hugged in
happiness.

They lugged the money out to the machine shed and Mose built afire in the forge and put the kettle in the fire and
started melting down that hard-saved money.

There were times when he thought he couldn't finish the job, but he did.

The critter got the basket out of the birdcage and put it down beside the forge and dipped out the molten silver with
aniron ladle and poured it here and there into the basket, shaping it in place with careful hammer taps.

It took along time, for it was exacting work, but finally it was done and the silver ailmost gone. The critter lugged the
basket back into the birdcage and fastened it in place.

It was almost evening now and M ose had to go and do the chores. He half expected the thing might haul out the
bird-cage and be gone when he came back to the house. And he tried to be sore at it for its selfishness - it had taken
from him and had not tried to pay him back - it had not, so far as he could tell, even tried to thank him. But he made a
poor job of being sore at it.

It was waiting for him when he came in from the barn carrying two pailsfull of milk. It followed him inside the house
and stood around and he tried to talk to it. But he didn't have the heart to do much talking. He could not forget that it
would be leaving, and the pleasure of its present company was lost in histerror of the loneliness to come.

For now he didn't even have his money to help ward off the loneliness.

Ashe lay in bed that night, strange thoughts came creeping in upon him - the thought of an even greater loneliness
than he had ever known upon this runty farm, the terrible, devastating loneliness of the empty wastes that lay between
the stars, adriven loneliness while one hunted for a place or person that remained a misty thought one could not
define, but which it was most important one should find.

It was a strange thing for him to be thinking, and quite suddenly he knew it was no thought of his, but of this other
that was in the room with him.

Hetried to raise himself, he fought to raise himsdlf, but he couldn't do it. He held his head up a moment, then fell back
upon the pillow and went sound asleep.

Next morning, after Mose had eaten breakfast, the two of them went to the machine shed and dragged the birdcage
out. It stood there, aweird alien thing, in the chill brightness of the dawn.

The critter walked up to it and started to slide between two of the bars, but when it was halfway through, it stepped
out again and moved over to confront Old Mose.

'‘Good-by, friend,' said Mose. 'I'll missyou.'
There was a strange stinging in his eyes.

The other held out its hand in farewell, and Mose took it and there was something in the hand he grasped, something
round and smooth that was transferred from its hand to his.

The thing took its hand away and stepped quickly to the birdcage and slid between the bars. The hands reached for
the basket and there was a sudden flicker and the birdcage was no longer there.

Mose stood lonely in the barnyard, looking at the place where there was no birdcage and remembering what he had
felt or thought - or been told? - the night before as he lay in bed.



Already the critter would be there, out between the stars, in that black and utter loneliness, hunting for a place or
thing of person that no human mind could grasp.

Slowly Mose turned around to go back to the house, to get the pails and go down to the barn to get the milking
done.

He remembered the object in his hand and lifted his still clenched fist in front of him. He opened hisfingers and the
little crystal ball lay therein hispalm - and it was exactly like the one he'd found in the ditted flap in the body he had
buried in the garden. Except that one had been dead and cloudy and this one had the living glow of a distant-burning
fire

Looking at it, he had the strange fedling of a happiness and comfort such as he had seldom known before, as if there
were many people with him and all of them were friends.

He closed his hand upon it and the happiness stayed on - and it was all wrong, for there was not a single reason that
he should be happy. The critter finally had left him and his money was all gone and he had no friends, but till he kept
on feeling good.

He put the ball into his pocket and stepped spryly for the house to get the milking pails. He pursed up his whiskered
lips and began to whistle and it had been along, long time since he had even thought to whistle.

Maybe he was happy, he told himself, because the critter had not |eft without stopping to take his hand and try to
say good-by.

And agift, no matter how worthless it might be, how cheap atrinket, still had abasic value in simple sentiment. It had
been many years since anyone had bothered to give him a gift.

It was dark and lonely and unending in the depths of space with no Companion. It might be long before another was
obtainable.

It perhaps was a foolish thing to do, but the old creature had been such a kind savage, so fumbling and so pitiful and
eager to help. And one who travels far and fast must likewise travel light. There had been nothing else to give.
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Clifford D. Simak

| was sitting around, waiting for the boy to bring up the first batch of papers from the pressroom. | had my feet up on
the desk, my hat pulled down over my eyes, feeling pretty sick.

| couldn't get the picture of the fellow hitting the sidewalk out of my mind. Twenty storeysis along way to jump.
When he'd hit he'd just sort of spattered and it was very messy.

The fool had cavorted and pranced around up on that ledge since early morning, four long hours, before he took the
dive.

Herb Harding and Al Jarvey and a couple of other _Globe photographers had gone out with me, and | listened to
them figure out the way they'd co-operate on the shots. If the bird jumped, they knew they'd each have just time
enough to expose one plate. So they got their schedules worked out beforehand.

Al would take the first shot with the tel escopic lens as he made the jump. Joe would catch him halfway down. Harry
would snap him just before he hit, and Herb would get the moment of impact on the sidewalk.

It gave methe creeps, listening to them.
But anyhow, it worked and the _Globe had a swell sequence panel of the jump to go with my story.

Weknew the _Standard , even if it got that sidewalk shot, wouldn't use it, for the _Standard claimed to be afamily
newspaper and made alot of being a sheet fit for anyone to read.

But the Globe would print anything - and did. We gave it to 'em red-hot and without any fancy dressing.

"The guy was nuts,' said Herb, who had come over and sat down beside me.

"The whole damn world isnuts;" | told him. 'Thisis the sixth bird that's hopped off a high building in the last month.
I wish they'd put me down at the obit desk, or over on the markets, or something. I'm all fed up on gore.'

It goeslike that,' said Herb. 'For along time there ain't a thing worth shooting. Then all hell breaks |oose.'

Herb was right. News runs that way - in streaks. Crime waves and traffic-accident waves and suicide waves. But this
was something different. It wasn't just screwballs jumping off high places. It was alot of other things.

There was the guy who had massacred his family and then turned the gun on himself. There was the chap who'd
butchered his bride on their honeymoon. And the fellow who had poured gasoline over himself and struck a match.

All such damn senseless things.

No newsman in hisright mind objectsto alittle violence, for that's what newsis made of. But things were getting
pretty thick; just abit revolting and horrifying. Enough to sicken even a hard-working legman who isn't supposed to
have any feelings over things like that.

Just then the boy came up with the papers, and, if | say so myself, that story of mine read like a honey. It should
have. | had been thinking it up and composing it while | watched the bird teetering around up on that ledge.

The pictures were good, too. Great street-sale stuff. | could almost see old J.R. rubbing his hands together and
licking hislips and patting himself on the back for the kind of a sheet we had.

Billy Larson, the science editor, strolled over to my desk and draped himself over it. Billy was afunny guy. He wore
big, horn-rimmed spectacles, and he wiggled his ears when he got excited, but he knew alot of science. He could take a
dry-as-dust scientific paper and pep it up until it made good reading.

'l got an idea," he announced.



'So have l," | answered. 'I'm going down to the Dutchman's and take me on a beer. Maybe two or three.'
'| hope,' piped Herb. 'that it ain't something else about old Doc Ackerman and histime machine.'

‘Nope,' said Billy, 'it's something else. Doc's time machineisn't so hot any more. People got tired of reading about it. |
guess the old boy has plenty on the ball, but what of it? Who will ever use the thing? Everyoneis scared of it.'

'What'sit thistime? | asked.
'Sunspots,' he said.

| tried to brush him off, because | wanted that beer so bad | could almost taste it, but Billy had an idea, and he wasn't
going to let mc get away before he told me all about it.

'It's pretty well recognized,’ he told me, 'that sunspots do affect human lives. Lots of sunspots and we have good
times. Stocks and bonds are up, prices are high. Trade is good. But likewise, we have an increased nervous tension.
We have violence. People get excited.'

'Hell startsto pop,’ said Herb.

‘That's exactly it,' agreed Billy. "Tchijevsky, the Russian scientist, pointed it out thirty years ago. | believe he'sthe
one that noted increased activity on battle fronts during the first World War occurring simultaneously with the
appearance of large spots on the Sun. Back in 1937, the sit-down strikes were ushered in by one of the most rapid rises
in the sunspot curvein twenty years.'

| couldn't get excited. But Billy was all worked up about it. That's the way heis - enthusiastic about his work.

'People have their ups and downs,' he said, afanatic light creeping into his eyes, the way it does when he's on the
trail of someideato make _Globe readers gasp.

‘Not only people, but peoples - nations, cultures, civilizations. Go back through history and you can point out a
paralelism in the cycles of sunspots and significant events. Take 1937, for example, the year they had the sit-down
strikes. In July of that year the sunspot cycle hits its maximum with a Wolfer index of 137.

'Scientists are pretty sure periods of excitement are explained by acute changes in the nervous and psychic
characters of humanity which take place at sunspot maxima, but they aren't sure of the reasons for those changes.'

'Ultraviolet light,' | yawned, remembering something | had read in a magazine about it.

Billy wiggled his ears and went on: 'Most likely ultraviolet has alot to do with it. The spots themselves aren't strong
emission centers for ultraviolet. But it may be the very changesin the Sun's atmosphere which produce the spots aso
result in the production of more ultraviolet.

'‘Most of the ultraviolet reaching Earth's atmosphere is used up converting oxygen into ozone, but changes of as
much as twenty percent in itsintensity are possible at the surface.

'‘And ultraviolet produces definite reaction in human glands, largely in the endocrine glands.’

'| don't believe adamn word of it,' Herb declared flatly, but there was no stopping Billy.

He clinched his argument: 'Let's say, then, that changes in sunshine, such as occur during sunspot periods, affect
the physiological character and mental outlook of all the people on Earth. In other words, human behavior corresponds
to sunspot cycles.

'‘Compare Dow Jones averages with sunspots and you will find they show amarked sympathy with the cycles - the
market rising with sunspot activity. Sunspots were riding high in 1928 and 1929. In the autumn of 1929 there was an
abrupt break in sunspot activity and the market crashed. It hit bedrock in 1932 and 1933, and so did the sunspots. Wall
Street follows the sunspot cycle.’

'Keep those old sunspotsrolling,' | jeered at him, ‘and we'll have everlasting prosperity. We'll smply wallow in
wedth.'

'Sure,' said Herb, ‘and the damn fools will keep jumping off the buildings.'



'‘But what would happen if we reversed things - made alaw against sunspots? | asked.
'Why, then,’ said Billy, solemn as an owl, ‘we'd have terrible depressions.’

| got up and walked away from him. | had got to thinking about what | had seen on the sidewalk after the fellow
jumped, and | needed that beer.

Jake, one of the copy boys, yelled at me just as | was going out the door.
'JR. wantsto see you, Mike.'

So | turned around and walked toward the door behind which J.R. sat rubbing his hands and figuring out some new
stunts to shock the public into buying the _Globe .

'‘Mike," said J.R. when | stepped into his office, 'l want to congratulate you on the splendid job you did this morning.
Mighty fine story, my boy, mighty fine.'

"Thanks, JR.,' | said, knowing the old rascal didn't mean aword of it.

Then J.R. got down to business.

'Mike,' he said, 'l suppose you've been reading this stuff about Dr. Ackerman's time machine.'

"Yeah,' | told him, 'but if you think you're going to send me out to interview that old publicity grabber, you're al
wrong. | saw aguy spatter himself all over Fifth Street this morning, and | been listening to Billy Larson telling about
sunspots, and | can't stand much more. Not in one day, anyhow.'

Then J.R. dropped the bombshell on me.

‘The _Globe ' he announced, 'has bought atime machine.'

That took me clear off my feet.

The_Globe , in my time, had done alot of wacky things, but this was the worst.

'‘What for? | asked weakly, and J.R. looked shocked; but he recovered in aminute and |eaned across the desk.

‘Just consider, Mike. Think of the opportunities a time machine offers a newspaper. The other papers can tell them
what has happened and what is happening, but, by Godfrey, they'll haveto read the _Globe to know what is going to
happen.'

'l have adogan for you,' | said. "Read the News Before It Happens.”

He didn't know if | wasjoking or was serious and waited for a minute before going on.

'A war breaks out,' he said. 'The other papers can tell what is happening at the moment. We can do better than that.
We can tell them what will happen. Who will win and lose. What battles will be fought. How long the war will last-'

'‘But, JR.,' | yelled at him, 'you can't do that! Don't you see what a hell of amess you'll make of things. If one side
knew it was going to lose-'

"It doesn't apply merely towars,' said J.R. 'There's sports. Football games. Everybody is nuts right now to know if
Minnesotais going to lick Wisconsin. We jump into our time machine, travel ahead to next Saturday. Day before the
game we print the story, with pictures and everything.'

He rubbed his hands and purred.

"'l have old Johnson down at the Standard _ eating out of my hand,' he gloated. 'I'll make him wish he never saw a
newspaper. I'll take the wind out of his sails. I'll send my reporters out a day ahead-'

"You'll have every bookie on your neck,' | shouted. 'Don't you know there's millions of dollars bet every Saturday on



football games? Don't you see what you'd do?

You'd put every jackpot, every betting window out of business. Tracks would close down. Nobody would spend a
dimeto see agame they could read about ahead of time. Y ou'd put organized baseball and college football, boxing,
everything else out of business. What would be the use of staging a prize fight if the public knew in advance who was
going towin?

But JR. just chortled gleefully and rubbed his hands.

'WEe'll publish stock-market quotations for the coming month on the first of every month," he planned. 'Those papers
will sdll for ahundred bucks apiece.’

Seeing him sitting there gave me a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. For | knew that in his hands rested a
terrible power, a power that he was blind to or too stubborn to respect.

The power to rob every human being on Earth of every bit of happiness. For if aman could look ahead and see some
of the things that no doubt were going to happen, how could he be happy?

Power to hurl the whole world into chaos. Power to make and break any man, or thing, or institution that stood before
him.
| tried another angle.

‘But how do you know the machine will work?

'I have ample proof,’ said J.R. 'The other papersridiculed Dr. Ackerman, while we presented his announcement at face
value. That iswhy heis giving us an exclusive franchise to the purchase and use of hisinvention. It's costing us
plenty of money - abarrel of money - but we're going to make two barrels of money out of it.'

| shrugged my shoulders.

'O.K.,'| said. 'Go ahead. | don't see why the hell you called mein.'

'‘Because, beamed J.R., 'you're going to make the first trip in the time machine!'
'What!" | yelled.

JR. nodded. 'Y ou and a photographer. Herb Harding. | called you in first. Y ou leave tomorrow morning. Five hundred
yearsinto the future for a starter. Get pictures. Come back and write your story. Well spring it in the Sunday paper.
Whole front-page layout. What does the city look like five hundred years from now? What changes have been made?
Who's mayor? What are the women wearing in the fall of 24507

Hegrinned at me.

'And you might say, too, that the _Standard _no longer is published. Whether it's the truth or not, you know. Old
Johnson will go hog wild when he reads that in your story.'

| could have refused, of course, but if | had, he would have sent somebody else and tied the can on me. Even in 1950,
despite areturn to prosperity that beggared the flushest peak of 1929, good jobs in the newspaper field were not so
easy to pick up.

So | said I'd go, and haf an hour later | found myself getting just a bit excited about being one of the first men to
travel into time. For | wouldn't be the very first. Doc Ackerman had traveled ahead afew yearsin his own machine,
often enough and far enough to prove the thing would work.

But the prospect of it gave me a headache when | tried to reason it out. The whole thing sounded wacky to me. Not
so much the idea that one could really travel intime, for | had no doubt one could. J.R. wasn't anybody's fool. Before
he sunk his money in that time machine he would have demanded ironclad, gilt-edged proof that it would operate
successfully.

But the thing that bothered me was the complications that might arise. The more | thought of it, the sicker and more
confused | got.



Why, with atime machine areporter could travel ahead and report a man's death, get pictures of hisfuneral. Those
pictures could be taken back in time and published years before his death. That man, when he read the paper, would
know the exact hour that he would die, would see his own face framed within the casket.

A boy of ten might know that some day he would be elected president of the United States simply by reading the
_Globe . The present president, angling for athird term, could read his own political fateif the _Globe chose to print
it.

A man might read that the next day he would meet death in atraffic accident. And if that man knew he was going to
die, he would take steps to guard against it. But could he guard against it? Could he change his own future? Or was
the future fast in arigid mold? If the future said something was going to happen, was it absolutely necessary that it
must happen?

The more | thought about it, the crazier it sounded. But somehow | couldn't help but think of it. And the more |
thought about it, the worse my head hurt.

So | went down to the Dutchman's.
Louie was back of the bar, and when he handed me my first glass of beer, | said to him: 'It'sahell of aworld, Louie.'

And Louie said tome: 'It sureas hell is, Mike.'

| drank alot of beer, but | didn't get drunk. | stayed cold sober. And that made me sore, because | figured that by
rights | should take on aload. And all the time my head swam with questions and complicated puzzles.

| would have tried something stronger than beer, but | knew if | mixed drinks I'd get sick, so finally | gave up.

Louie asked me if there was something wrong, and | said no, there wasn't, but before | left | shook hands with Louie
and said good-by. If | had been drunk, Louie wouldn't have thought athing of it, but | could see he was surprised |
acted that way when he knew | was sober as the daylight.

Just as | was going out the door | met immy Langer coming in. Jmmy worked for the _Standard and was a good
newspaperman, but mean and full of low-down tricks. We were friends, of course, and had worked on lots of stories
together, but we always watched one another pretty close. There was never any telling what Jimmy might be up to.

"Hi, Immy,' | said.
And Jimmy did afunny thing. He didn't say aword. He just looked right at me and laughed into my face.

It took me so by surprise | didn't do anything until he was inside the Dutchman's, and then | walked down the street.
But at the corner | stopped, wondering if | hadn't better go back and punch Jimmy's nose. | hadn't liked the way he
laughed a me.

The time-machine device wasinstalled in a plane because, Doc Ackerman told us, it wouldn't be wiseto try to do
much traveling at ground level. A fellow might travel forward a hundred years or so and find himself smack in the
middle of abuilding. Or the ground might rise or sink and the time machine would be buried or left hanging in the air.
The only safe way to travel in time, Doc warned us, wasto do it in aplane.

The plane was sguatting in a pasture a short distance from Doc's Laboratories, situated at the edge of the city, and a
tough-looking thug carrying arifle was standing guard over it. The plane had been guarded night and day. It was just
too valuable a thing to let anyone get near it.

Doc explained the operation of the time machine to me.

'I'ssimple,' hesaid. 'Simple asfaling off alog.’

And what he said was true. All you had to do was set the indicator forward the number of years you wished to

travel. When you pressed the activator stud you went into the time spin, or whatever it was that happened to you, and
you stayed in it until you reached the proper time. Then the mechanism acted automatically, your time speed was



dowed down, and there you were. Y ou just reversed the process to go backward.

Simple. Simple, so Doc said, asfalling off alog. But | knew that behind all that simplicity was some of the most
wonderful science the world had ever known - science and brains and long years of grueling work and terrible
disappointment.

‘It will belike plunging into night.' Doc told me. 'Y ou will be traveling in time as asingle dimension. Therewill be no
heat, no air, no gravitation, absolutely nothing outside your plane. But the plane isinsulated to keep in the heat. In
case you do get cold, just snap on those heaters. Air will be supplied if you need it, by the oxygen tanks. But on a
short trip like five hundred years you probably won't need either the heaters or the oxygen. Just a few minutes and
you'll bethere.'

J.R. had been sore at me because | had been late. Sore, too, because Herb had one of the most beautiful hangovers |
have ever laid eyes on. But he'd forgotten all about that now. He was hopping up and down in his excitement.

‘Just wait," he chortled. 'Just wait until Johnson sees this down at the _Standard_. He'll probably have a stroke. Serve
him right, the stubborn old buzzard.'

The guard, standing just outside the door of the ship, was shuffling his feet. For some reason the fellow seemed
Nervous.

Doc croaked at him. 'What's the matter with you, Benson?

The guy stammered and shifted hisrifle from one hand to another. He tried to spesk, but the words just dried up in
his mouth. Then J.R. started some more of his gloating and we forgot about the guard.

Herb had his cameras stowed away and everything was ready. J.R. stuck out hisfist and shook hands with me and
Herb, and the old rascal was pretty close to tears.

Doc and J.R. got out of the ship, and | followed them to the door. Before | closed and sealed it | took one last look at
the city skyline. There it shimmered, in al its glory, through the blue haze of an autumn day. Familiar towers, and to the
north the smudge of smoke that hung over theindustrial district.

| waved my hand at the towers and said to them: 'So long, big boys. I'll be seeing you five hundred years from now.'

The skyline looked different up there in the future. | had expected it to look different because in five hundred years
some buildings would be torn down and new ones would go up. New architectural ideas, new construction principles
over the course of five centuries will change any city skyline.

But it was different in another way than that.

| had expected to see avaster and a greater and more perfect city down below us when we rolled out of our time spin,
and it was vaster and greater, but there was something wrong.

It had a dusty and neglected look.

It had grown in those five hundred years, there was no doubt of that. It had grown in all directions, and must have
been at least three times as big as the city Herb and | had just left behind.

Herb leaned forward in his sest.
'Isthat really the old burg down there? he asked. 'Or isit just my hangover?
'It'sthe same old place,’ | assured him. Then | asked him. 'Where did you pick up that beauty you've got?

'| was out with some of the boys," he told me. ‘Al and Harry. We met up with some of the _Standard _ boys and had a
few drinks with them later in the evening.'

There were no planesin the sky and | had expected that in 2450 the air would fairly swarm with them. They had been
getting pretty thick even back in 1950. And now | saw the streets were free of traffic, too.

We cruised around for half an hour, and during that time the truth was driven home to us. A truth that was plenty



hard to take.

That city below uswas adead city! There was no sign of life. Not a single automobile on the street, not a person on
the sidewalks.

Herb and | looked at one another, and disbelief must have been written in letters three feet high upon our faces.

'Herb,' | said, 'we gottafind out what thisis al about.'

Herb's Adam's apple jiggled up and down his neck.

'Hell," he said. 'l was figuring on dropping into the Dutchman's and getting me a pick-up.'

It took almost an hour to find anything that looked like an airport, but finally | found one that looked safe enough. It
was overgrown with weeds, but the place where the concrete runways had been was till fairly smooth, although the

concrete had been broken here and there, and grass and weeds were growing through the cracks.

| took her down as easy as | could, but even at that we hit a place where a slab of concrete had been heaved and just
missed a crack-up.

The old fellow with therifle could have stepped from the pages of ahistory of early pioneer days except that oncein
awhile the pioneers probably got a haircut.

He came out of the bushes about amile from the airport, and hisrifle hung cradled in his arm. There was something
about him that told me he wasn't one to fool with.

'Howdy, strangers,’ he said in avoice that had awhiny twang.

'By Heaven,' said Herb, 'it's Daniel Boone himself.'

"You jay birds must be aright smart step from home,' said the old guy, and he didn't sound asif he'd trust us very far.
'‘Not so far,' | said. 'We used to live here along time ago.'

'‘Danged if | recognize you.' He pushed back his old black felt hat and scratched his head. 'And | thought | knew
everybody that ever lived around here. Y ou wouldn't be Jake Smith's boys, would you?

'Doesn't look like many people are living here any more,' said Herb.

‘Matter of fact, there ain't,’ said Daniel Boone. 'The old woman was just telling me the other day we'd have to move so
we'd be nearer neighbors. It gets mighty lonesome for her. Nearest folks is about ten miles up thataway.'

He gestured to the north, where the skyline of the city loomed like a distant mountain range, with gleaming marble
ramparts and spires of mocking stone.

'Look here,' | asked him. 'Do you mean to say your nearest neighbor is ten miles away?

'Sure," he told me. "'The Smithslived over a couple of miles to the west, but they moved out this spring. Went down to
the south. Claimed the hunting was better there.'

He shook his head sadly. 'Maybe hunting isal right. | do alot of it. But | liketo do alittle farming, too, And it's
mighty hard to break new ground. | had aright handsome bunch of squashes and carrots this year. ‘Taters did well,
too.'

'‘But a onetime alot of people lived here.' | insisted. "Thousands and thousands of people. Probably millions of
them.’

'l heard tell of that,' agreed the old man, 'but | can't rightfully say there's any truth in it. Must've been along time ago.
Somebody must have built all them buildings -although what for | just can't figure out.'



The_Globe _editorial rooms were ghostly. Dust lay everywhere, and a silence that was almost as heavy as the dust.

There had been some changes, but it was still a newspaper office. All it needed was the blur of voices, the murmur of
the speeding pressesto bring it to life again.

The desks till were there, and chairs ringed the copy table.
Our feet |eft trails across the dust that lay upon the floor and raised a cloud that set us both to sneezing.
| made a beeline for one dark corner of the room; there | knew | would find what | was looking for.

Old bound files of the paper. Their pages crackled when | opened them, and the paper was so yellowed with age that
in spots it was hard to read.

| carried one of the filesto awindow and glanced at the date. September 14, 2143. Over three hundred years ago!

A banner screamed: 'Relief Riotsin Washington.' Hurriedly we leafed through the pages. And there, on the front
pages of those papers that had seen the light more than three centuries before, we read the explanation for the silent
city that lay beyond the shattered, grime-streaked windows.

'Stocks Crash to Lowest Point in Ten Y ears!' shrieked one banner. Another said: 'Congress Votes Record Relief
Funds.' Still another: "Taxpayers Refuse to Pay.' After that they came faster and faster. 'Debt Moratorium Declared’;
'‘Bank Holiday Enforced": "Thousands Starving in Cleveland'; Jobless March on Washington'; "Troops Fight Starving
Mabs: 'Congress Gives Up, Goes Home': 'Epidemic Sweeping East'; 'President Declares National Emergency':

‘British Government Abdicates; 'Howling Mob Sweeping Over France'; 'U.S. Government Bankrupt.'

In the market and financial pages, under smaller heads, we read footnotes to those front-page lines. Story after story
of business houses closing their doors, of corporations crashing, reports on declining trade; increasing
unemployment, idle factories.

Civilization, three hundred years before, had crashed to ruin under the very weight of its own superstructure. The
yellowed files did not tell the entire story, but it was easy to imagine.

"The world went nuts,' said Herb, 'Yeah,' | said. 'Like that guy who took the dive.'

| could seeit all asplain as day. Declining business, increasing unemployment, heavier taxation to help the
unemployed and buy back prosperity, property owners unable to pay those taxes. A vicious circle.

Herb was rummaging around back in the dimness by the filing cabinet. Presently he came out into the light again, all
covered with dust.

"They're only twenty or thirty years of files,' he said, 'and we got the newest one. But | found something else. Back
behind the cabinet. Guess it must have fallen back there and nobody ever bothered to clean it out.'

He handed it to me - an old and crumpled paper, so brittle with age | was afraid it might crumble to dust in my very
hands.

"There was quite abit of rubble back of the cabinet,’ said Herb. 'Some other papers. Old, too, but this one was the
oldest.'

| looked at the date. April 16, 1985.

That yellowed paper was almost five hundred years old! It had come off the pressless than thirty-five years after
Herb and | had taken off with the time machine!

Lying behind the filing cabinet all those years. The cabinet was large and heavy to move, and janitors in newspaper
offices aren't noted for outstanding tidiness.

But there was something bothering me. A little whisper way back in my head, somewhere down at the base of my
brain, that kept telling me there was something | should remember.



| tossed the old paper on adesk and walked to awindow. Most of the glass was broken out, and what wasn't broken
out was coated so thick with grime you couldn't see through it. | looked out through the place where there wasn't any
glass.

Therethecity lay - almost as | remembered it. There was Jackson's tower, the tallest in the city back in 1950, but now
dwarfed by three or four others. The spire of the old cathedral was gone, and | missed that, for it had been a pretty
thing. | used to sit and watch it from this very window through the mist of early-spring rain or through the ghostly
white of the winter'sfirst snowfall. | missed the spire, but Jackson's tower was there, and so were alot of other
buildings | could place.

And every one of them looked lonely. Lonely and not quite understanding - like a dog that's been kicked out of a
chair he thinks of as his own. Their windows gaping like dead eyes. No cheerful glow of light within them. Their colors
dulled by the wash of seasons that had rolled over them.

Thiswasworse, | told myself, than if we'd found the place al smashed to hell by bombs. Because, brutal asit is, one
can understand a bombed city. And one can't understand, or feel comfortable in a city that'sjust been left behind to
die

And the people!

Thinking about them gave methe jitters. Were all the people like old Daniel Boone? We had seen how he and his
family lived, and it wasn't pretty. People who had backed down the scale of progress. People who had forgotten the
printed word, had twisted the old truths and the old history into screwy legends.

It was easy enough to understand how it had happened. Pull the economic props from under a civilization and there's
hell to pay. First you have mad savagery and even madder destruction as class hatred flames unchecked. And when
that hatred dies down after an orgy of destruction there is bewilderment, and then some more savagery and hatred
born of bewilderment.

But, sink aslow as he may, man awayswill climb again. It'sthe nature of the beast. He's an ornery cuss.

But man, apparently, hadn't climbed again. Civilization, as Herb and | knew it, had crashed all of three hundred years
before - and man still was content to livein the shadow of hisformer greatness, not questioning the mute evidences of
his mighty past, uninspired by the soaring blocks of stone that reared mountainous above him.

There was something wrong. Something devilish wrong.

Dust rose and tickled my nose, and suddenly | realized my throat was hot and dry. | wanted a beer, if | could only
step down the street to the Dutchman's- Then it smacked me straight between the eyes, the thing that had been
whispering around in the back of my head all day.

| remembered Billy Larson's face and the way his ears wiggled when he got excited and how hopped up he had been
about a sunspot story.

'‘By Heaven, Herb, | got it,' | yelled, turning from the window.
Herb's mouth sagged, and | knew he thought that | was nuts.

'I know what happened now,' | said. 'We have to get atelescope.’
'Look here, Mike,' said Herb, 'if you fed-'

But | didn't let him finish.

'It'sthe sunspots,' | yelled at him.

'Sunspots? he squeaked.

'Sure,' | said. 'There aren't any.'

My hunch bad been right.

There weren't any sunspots. No black dots on that great ball of flame.



It had taken two days before we found a pair of powerful field glassesin the rubbish of what once had been ajewelry
store. Most of the stores and shops were wiped clean. Raided time after time in the violence which must have followed
the breakdown of government, they later would have been looted systematically.

'Herb,' | said, 'there must have been something in what Billy said. Lots of sunspots and we have good times. No
sunspots and we have bad times.'

'Yeah,' said Herb, 'Billy was plenty smart. He knew his science, all right.'
| could almost see Billy, his ears wiggling, his eyes glowing, as he talked tome that morning.

Wall Street followed the sunspot cycle, he had said. Business boomed when sunspots were riding high, went to pot
when they blinked out.

| remembered asking him what would happen if someone passed a law against sunspots. And now it seemed that
someone had!

It was hard to believe, but the evidence was there. The story lay in those musty filesup in the _Globe _ office. Stories
that told of the world going mad when business scraped rock bottom. Of governments smashing, of starving hordes
sweeping nation after nation.

| put my head down between my hands and groaned. | wanted a glass of beer. The kind Louie used to push across
the bar, cool and with alot of foam on top. And now there wasn't any beer. There hadn't been for centuries. All
because of sunspots!

Ultraviolet light. Endocrine glands and human behavior. Words that scientists rolled around in their mouths and
nobody paid much attention to. But they were the things that had played the devil with the human race.

Herb chuckled behind me. | swung around on him, my nerves on edge.

‘What's the matter with you? | demanded.

'‘Boy,' said Herb, 'this Wash Tubbs can get himself into some of the damnedest scrapes!’
'What you got there? | asked, seeing he was reading a paper.

'Oh, this." he said. 'Thisisthat old paper we found up at the office. The one published in '85. I'm going to take it back
and giveit to JR. But right now I'm reading the funnies-'

| grunted and hunkered down, turning my mind back to the sunspots. It sounded wacky, al right, but that was the
only explanation.

It didn't seem right that a body of matter ninety-three million miles away could rule the lives of mankind - but, after all,
all life depended on the Sun. Whiff out the Sun and there wouldn't be any life. Those old savages who had worshiped
the Sun had the right idea.

Say, then, that sunspots had gone out of style. What would happen? Exactly what those files back at the _Globe

office had shown. Depression, ever deepening. Business failures, more and more men out of work, taxes piling higher
and higher as a panicky government fought to hold off the day of reckoning.

| heard Herb making some strangling sounds and swung around again. | was getting annoyed with Herb.

But the look on Herb's face halted the words that were bubbling on my lips. His face was stark. It waswhiteasa
sheet and his eyes were frozen wide.

He shoved the paper at me, babbling, a shaking finger pointing at a small item,

| grabbed the sheet and squinted to make out the faded type. Then | read, slowly, but with growing horror:

LANGERDIES



‘James Langer, convicted in 1951 of tampering with the time machine in which Mike Hamilton and Herb Harding,
_Globe_newsmen, set out on aflight into the future the preceding year, died in Rocky Point prison today at the age of
sixty-five.

‘Langer, at histrial, confessed he had bribed the guard placed in charge of the machine, to alow him to enter the
plane in which it wasinstalled. There, he testified, he removed that portion of the mechanism which made it possible
for the machine to move backward in time.

'Langer, at that time, was an employee of the _Standard , which went out of business afew years later.

‘National indignation aroused by the incident resulted in the passage by Congress of alaw prohibiting further

building or experimentation with time machines. Heartbroken, Dr. Ambrose Ackerman, inventor of the machine, died
two weeks after the trid.'

| sat numb for afew minutes, my hand tightening in aterrible grip upon the paper, grinding its yellowed pages into
flaking shreds.

Then | looked at Herb, and as | looked into his fear-stricken face | remembered something.
'So." | said, and | was so mad that | almost choked.

'So, you just had afew drinks with the boys that night before we l€eft. Y ou just met up with some _Standard _ boys
and had afew.'

| remembered the way Jimmy Langer had laughed in my face as| was leaving the Dutchman's. | remembered how
nervous the guard had been that morning.

"You didn't spill your guts, did you? | rasped.
'Look, Mike-' said Herb, getting up off the ground.

'Y ou got drunk, damn you,' | yelled at him, 'and your brains ran right out of your mouth. You told that _Standard
crowd everything you knew. And Old Man Johnson sent Langer out to do the dirty work.'

I was mad, mad clear down to the soles of my boots.

‘Damn you, Mike-' said Herb, and right then | let him have it. | gave him a poke that shook him clear down to the
ground, but he came right back at me. Maybe he was mad, too.

He clipped me alongside the jaw and | plastered him over the eye, and after that we went at it hammer and tongs.

Herb wasn't any slouch with his dukes, and he kept me pretty busy. | gave him everything | had, but he always came
back for more, and he pasted me afew that set my head to ringing.

But | didn't mind - all | wanted wasto give Herb alicking he'd remember right down to the day he breathed his last.

When we quit it was just because neither one of us could fight another lick. We lay there on the ground, gasping
and glaring at one another. One of Herb's eyeswas closed, and | knew | had lost a couple of teeth and my face felt like
it bad been run through ameat grinder.

Then Herb grinned at me.

'If I could have stayed on my feet a bit longer,’ he gasped, 'I'd have murdered you.'

And | grinned back at him.

Probably we should have stayed back in 2450. We had a chance back there. Old Daniel Boone didn't know too much,



but at least he was civilized in a good many ways. And no doubt there still were books, and we might have been able
to find other useful things.

We might have made a stab at rebuilding civilization, although the cards would have been stacked against us. For
there's something funny about that sunspot business. When the sunspots stopped rearing around out on the Sun,
something seemed to have run out of men - the old double-fisted, hell-for-leather spirit that had taken them up through
the ages.

But we figured that men would make a come-back. We were pretty sure that somewhere up in the future we'd find a
race that had started to climb back.

So we went ahead in time. Even if we couldn't go back, we could till go ahead..

We went five hundred years and found nothing. No trace of Daniel Boone's descendants. Maybe they'd given up
raising squashes and had moved out where the hunting was better. The city still stood, although some of the stones
had crumbled and some of the buildings were falling to pieces.

We traveled another five hundred years, and thistime a horde of howling savages, men little more advanced than the
tribes which roamed over Europe in the old Stone Age., charged out of the ruins at us, screaming and waving clubs
and spears.

Wejust beat them to the plane.

In two thousand years the tribe had disappeared, and in its place we saw skulking figures that slunk among the
mounds that once had been a city. Things that looked like men.

And after that we found nothing at all. Nothing, that is, except a skeleton that looked like it might once have been a
human being.

Here at last we stop. There's no use of going farther, and the gasin the tank of our planeis running low.

The city is a heap of earthy mounds, bearing stunted trees. Queer animals shuffle and slink over and among the
mounds. Herb says they are mutations - he read about mutations somewhere in a book.

To the west stretch great veldts of waving grass, and across the river the hills are forested with mighty trees.

But Man isgone. Herose, and for alittle while he walked the Earth, But now he's swept away.

Back in 1950, Man thought he was the whole works. But he wasn't so hot, after all. The sunspots took him to the
cleaners. Maybe it was the sunspots in the first place that enabled him to rise up on his hind legs and rule the roost.
Billy said that sunspots could do some funny things.

But that doesn't matter now. Man isjust another has-been.

There's not much left for usto do. Just to sit and think about J.R. rubbing his hands together. And Billy Larson
wiggling his ears. And the way Jimmy Langer laughed that night outside the Dutchman's place.

Right now I'd sell my soul to walk into the Dutchman's place and say to Louie: 'It'sahell of aworld, Louie'

And hear Louie answer back: 'lt sureashell is, Mike.'
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The Autumn Land

Clifford D. Smak

He sat on the porch in the rocking chair, with the loose board creaking as he rocked. Across the street the old
white-haired lady cut a bouquet of chrysanthemumsin the never-ending autumn. Where he could see between the
ancient houses to the distant woods and wastelands, a soft Indian-summer blue lay upon the land. The entire village
was soft and quiet, as old things often are - a place constructed for a dreaming mind rather than aliving being. It was
an hour too early for his other old and shaky neighbor to come fumbling down the grass-grown sidewalk, tapping the
bricks with his seeking cane. And he would not hear the distant children at their play until dusk had fallen - if he heard
them then. He did not always hear them.

There were books to read, but he did not want to read them. He could go into the backyard and spade and rake the
garden once again, reducing the soil to afiner texture to receive the seed when it could be planted - if it ever could be
planted - but there was slight incentive in the further preparation of a seed bed against a spring that never came.
Earlier, much earlier, before he knew about the autumn and the spring, he had mentioned garden seeds to the Milkman,
who had been very much embarrassed.

He had walked the magic miles and left the world behind in bitterness and when he first had come here had been
content to live in utter idleness, to be supremely idle and to feel no guilt or shame at doing absolutely nothing or as
close to absolutely nothing as a man was able. He had come walking down the autumn street in the quietness and the
golden sunshine, and the first person that he saw was the old lady who lived across the street. She had been waiting
at the gate of her picket fence asif she had known he would be coming, and she had said to him, 'Y ou're anew one
cometo live with us. There are not many come these days. That is your house across the street from me, and | know
welll be good neighbors.' He had reached up his hand to doff his hat to her, forgetting that he had no hat. 'My nameis
Nelson Rand,' he'd told her. 'l am an engineer. | will try to be a decent neighbor.' He had the impression that she stood
taller and straighter than she did, but old and bent as she might be there was a comforting graciousness about her.
"You will please comein,' she said. 'l have lemonade and cookies. There are other people there, but | shall not introduce
them to you.' He waited for her to explain why she would not introduce him, but there was no explanation, and he
followed her down the time-mellowed walk of bricks with great beds of asters and chrysanthemums, a mass of color on
either side of it.

In the large, high-ceilinged living room, with its bay windows forming window sests, filled with massive furniture
from another time and with a small blaze burning in the fireplace, she had shown him to a seat before asmall table to
one side of the fire and had sat down opposite him and poured the lemonade and passed the plate of cookies.

'Y ou must pay no attention to them,' she had told him. "They are all dying to meet you, but | shall not humor them.'

It was easy to pay no attention to them, for there was no one there.

"The Mgjor, standing over there by the fireplace,’ said his hostess, 'with his elbow on the mantel, a most ungainly
poseif you should ask me, is not happy with my lemonade. He would prefer astronger drink. Please, Mr. Rand, will
you not taste my lemonade? | assure you it is good. | made it myself. | have no maid, you see, and no one in the
kitchen. | live quite by myself and satisfactorily, although my friends keep dropping in, sometimes more often than |
like'

He tasted the lemonade, not without misgivings, and to his surprise it was lemonade and was really good, like the



lemonade he had drunk when a boy at Fourth of July celebrations and at grade school picnics, and had never tasted
since.

It isexcdllent,' he said.

‘Thelady in blue," his hostess said, 'sitting in the chair by the window, lived here many years ago. Sheand | were
friends, although she moved away some time ago and | am surprised that she comes back, which she often does. The
infuriating thing isthat | cannot remember her name, if | ever knew it. Y ou don't know it, do you?

‘I am afraid | don't.’
'Oh, of course, you wouldn't. | had forgotten. | forget so easily these days. You are anew arrival.'

He had sat through the afternoon and drank her lemonade and eaten her cookies, while she chattered on about her
nonexistent guests. It was only when he had crossed the street to the house she had pointed out as his, with her
standing on the stoop and waving her farewell, that he realized she had not told him her name. He did not know it even
now.

How long had it been? He wondered, and realized he didn't know. It was this autumn business. How could aman
keep track of time when it was always autumn?

It al had started on that day when he'd been driving across lowa, heading for Chicago. No, he reminded himsalf, it
had started with the thinnesses, although he had paid little attention to the thinnesses to begin with. Just been aware
of them, perhaps as a strange condition of the mind, or perhaps an unusual quality to the atmosphere and light. Asif
the world lacked a certain solidity that one had come to expect, as if one were running along a mystic borderline
between here and somewhere else.

He had lost his West Coast job when a government contract had failed to materialize. His company had not been the
only one; there were many other companies that were losing contracts and there were alot of engineers who walked
the streets bewildered. There was a bare possibility of ajob in Chicago, athough he was well aware that by now it
might befilled. Even if there were no job, he reminded himself, he was in better shape than alot of other men. He was
young and single, he had afew dollarsin the bank, he had no house mortgage, no car payments, no kids to put
through school. He had only himself to support - no family of any sort at all. The old, hard-fisted bachelor uncle who
had taken him to raise when his parents had died in a car crash and had worked him hard on that stony hilly Wisconsin
farm, had receded deep into the past becoming adim, far figure that was hard to recognize. He had not liked his uncle,
Rand remembered - had not hated him, simply had not liked him. He had shed no tears, he recalled, when the old man
had been caught out in a pasture by a bull and gored to death. So now Rand was quite alone, not even holding the
memories of afamily.

He had been hoarding the little money that he had, for with alimited work record, with other men better qualified
looking for the jobs, he realized that it might be some time before he could connect with anything. The beat-up wagon
that he drove had space for sleeping, and he stopped at the little wayside parks along the way to cook his meals.

He had almost crossed the state, and the road had started its long winding through the bluffs that rimmed the
Mississippi. Ahead he caught a glimpse, at several turnings of the road, of smokestacks and tall structures that marked
the city just ahead.

He emerged from the bluffs, and the city before him, asmall industrial center that lay on either sidetheriver. It was
then that he felt and saw (if one could call it seeing) the thinness that he had seen before or had sensed before. There
was about it, not exactly an alienness, but a sense of unreality, asif one were seeing the actuality of the scene through
some sort of veil, with the edges softened and the angles flattened out, as if one might be looking at it as one would
look at the bottom of a clear-water |ake with a breeze gently ruffling the surface. When he had seen it before, he had
attributed it to road fatigue and had opened the window to get a breath of air or had stopped the car and gotten out to
walk up and down the road awhile, and it had gone away.

But thistime it was worse than ever, and he was somewhat frightened at it - not so much frightened at it as he was
frightened of himself, wondering what might be wrong with him.

He pulled off to the side of the road, braking the car to a halt, and it seemed to him, even as he did it, that the
shoulder of the road was rougher than he'd thought. As he pulled off the road, the thinness seemed to lessen, and he
saw that the road had changed, which explained its roughness. The surface was pocked with chuckholes and blocks of
concrete had been heaved up and other blocks were broken into pebbly shards.

Heraised his eyes from the road to ook at the city, and there was no city, only the broken stumps of a place that had



somehow been destroyed. He sat with his hands frozen on the wheel, and in the silence - the deadly, unaccustomed
silence - he heard the cawing of crows. Foolishly, hetried to remember the last time he had heard the caw of crows, and
then he saw them, black specks that flapped just above the bluff top. There was something else aswell - the trees. No
longer trees, but only here and there blackened stumps. The stumps of a city and the stumps of trees, with the black,
ash-like flecks of crows flapping over them.

Scarcely knowing what he did, he stumbled from the car. Thinking of it later, it had seemed afoolish thing to do, for
the car was the only thing he knew, the one last link he had to reality. As he stumbled from it, he put his hand down in
the seat, and beneath his hand he felt the solid, oblong object. His fingers closed upon it, and it was not until he was
standing by the car that he realized what he held - the camera that had been lying in the seat beside him.

Sitting on the porch, with the loose floor board creaking underneath the rocker, he remembered that he still had the
pictures, although it had been along time since he had thought of them - along time, actually, since he'd thought of
anything at all beyond hislife, day to day, in this autumn land. It was as though he had been trying to keep himself
from thinking, attempting to keep hismind in neutral, to shut out what he knew - or, more precisely perhaps, what he
thought he knew.

He did not consciously take the pictures, although afterward he had tried to tell himself he did (but never quite
convincing himself that thiswas entirely true), complimenting himself in awry sort of way for providing a piece of
evidence that his memory alone never could have provided. For aman can think so many things, daydream so many
things, imagine so many things that he can never trust his mind.

The entire incident, when he later thought of it, was hazy, asif the reality of that blasted city lay in some strange
dimension of experience that could not be explained, or even rationalized. He could remember only vaguely the camera
at his eyes and the clicking as the shutter snapped. He did recall the band of people charging down the hill toward him
and his mad scramble for the car, locking the door behind him and putting the car in gear, intent on steering a zigzag
course along the broken pavement to get away from the screaming humans who were less than a hundred feet away.

But as he pulled off the shoulder, the pavement was no longer broken. It ran smooth and level toward the city that
was no longer blasted. He pulled off the road again and sat limply, beaten, and it was only after many minutes that he
could proceed again, going very slowly because he did not trust himself, shaken as he was, to drive at greater speed.

He had planned to cross the river and continue to Chicago, getting there that night, but now his plans were changed.
He was too shaken up and, besides, there were the films. And he needed time to think, he told himself, alot of time to
think.

He found aroadside park afew miles outside the city and pulled into it, parking alongside an outdoor grill and an
old-fashioned pump. He got some wood from the small supply he carried in the back and built afire. He hauled out the
box with his cooking gear and food, fixed the coffee pot, set a pan upon the grill and cracked three eggsinto it.

When he had pulled off the road, he had seen the man walking along the roadside; and now, as he cracked the eggs,
he saw that the man had turned into the park and was walking toward the car. The man came up to the pump.

'Does thisthing work? he asked.

Rand nodded. 'l got water for the pot,' he said. 'Just now.'
'It'sahot day,' said the man.

He worked the pump handle up and down.

'Hot for walking,' he said.

'Y ou been walking far?

‘The last six weeks," he said.

Rand had a closer look at him. The clothes were old and worn, but fairly clean. He had shaved aday or two before.
His hair was long - not that he wore it long, but from lack of barbering.

Water gushed from the spout and the man cupped his hands under it, bent to drink.

"That was good,' be finally said. 'l wasthirsty.'



'How are you doing for food? asked Rand, The man hesitated. ‘Not too well," he said.

'Reach into that box on the tailgate. Find yourself a plate and some eating implements. A cup, too. Coffee will be
ready soon.'

‘Migter, | wouldn't want you to think | waswalking up here...
'Forget it,' said Rand. 'l know how it is. There's enough for the both of us.'
The man got a plate and cup, a knife, afork, a spoon. He came over and stood beside the fire.

'l am new at this.' he said. 'l've never had to do athing like this before. | always had a job. For seventeen years| had a
job...

'Hereyou are," said Rand. He dlid the eggs onto the plate, went back to the box to get three more.

The man walked over to a picnic table and put down his plate. 'Don't wait for me,' said Rand. 'Eat them while they're
hot. The coffee's almost ready. There's bread if you want any.'

"'l get adlice later,’ said the man, 'for mopping up.'

John Sterling, he said his name was, and where now would John Sterling be, Rand wondered - till tramping the
highways, looking for work, any kind of work, aday of work, an hour of work, aman who for seventeen years had held
ajob and had ajob no longer? Thinking of Sterling, he felt a pang of guilt. He owed John Sterling a debt he never
could repay, not knowing at the time they talked there was any debt involved.

They had sat and talked, eating their eggs, mopping up the plates with bread, drinking hot coffee.

'For seventeen years,' said Sterling. 'A machine operator. An experienced hand. With the same company. Then they
let me out. Me and four hundred others. All a one time. Later they let out others. | was not the only one. There were a
lot of us. Weweren't laid off, we were let out. No promise of going back. Not the company's fault, | guess. Therewas a
big contract that fizzled out. There was no work to do. How about yourself? Y ou let out, too?

Rand nodded. 'How did you know?
'Well, eating like this. Cheaper than arestaurant. And you got a sleeping bag. Y ou sleep in the car?
That isright,’ said Rand. 'It's not as bad for me asit isfor some of the others. | have no family.'

' have afamily,' said Sterling. 'Wife, three kids. We talked it over, the wife and me. She didn't want meto leave, but it
made sense | should. Money all gone, unemployment run out. Long as | was around, it was hard to get relief. But if |
deserted her, she could get relief. That way there's food for the wife and kids, aroof over their heads. Hardest thing |
ever did. Hard for dl of us. Someday I'll go back. When times get better, I'll go back. The family will be waiting.'

Out on the highway the cars went whisking past. A squirrel came down out of atree, advanced cautiously toward
the table, suddenly turned and fled for his very life, swarming up a nearby trunk.

'l don't know," said Sterling. ‘It might be too big for us, this society of ours. It may be out of hand. | read alot. Always
liked to read. And | think about what | read. It seems to me maybe we've outrun our brains. The brains we have maybe
were OK back in prehistoric days. We did al right with the brains we had until we built too big and complex. Maybe we
built beyond our brains. Maybe our brains no longer are good enough to handle what we have. We have set |oose
economic forces we don't understand and political forces that we do not understand, and if we can't understand them,
we can't control them. Maybe that iswhy you and | are out of jobs.'

‘I wouldn't know,' said Rand. 'l never thought about it.'

‘A man thinksalot, said Sterling. 'He dreams alot walking down the road. Nothing else to do. He dreams some silly
things: Things that are silly on the face of them, but are hard to say can't be really true. Did this ever happen to you?

‘Sometimes,' said Rand.
'One thing | thought about alot. A terribly silly thought. Maybe thinking it because | do so much walking.

Sometimes people pick me up, but mostly | walk. And | got to wondering if a man should walk far enough could he
leaveit al behind? The farther aman might walk, the farther he would be from everything.'



'‘Where you heading? Rand asked.

'Nowhere in particular. Just keep on moving, that isall. Month or so I'll start heading south. Get a good head start on
winter. These northern states are no place to be when winter comes,’

‘There are two eggs left,' said Rand. 'How about it?

'Hell, man, | can't. | aready...

"Three eggs aren't alot. | can get some more.'

'‘Well, if you're sure that you don't mind. Tell you what - |et's split them, one for you, one for me.'

The giddy old lady had finished cutting her bouquet and had gone into the house. From up the street came the
tapping of a cane - Rand's other ancient neighbor, out for his evening walk. The sinking sun poured a blessing on the
land. The leaves were gold and red, brown and yellow - they had been that way since the day that Rand had come. The
grass had atawny look about it - not dead, just dressed up for dying.

The old man came trudging carefully down the walk, his cane aert against a stumble, helping himsealf with it without
really needing any help. He was slow, was all. He halted by the walk that ran up to the porch. 'Good afternoon,' he said.
'Good afternoon.' said Rand. 'Y ou have a nice day for your walk.' The old man acknowledged the observation
graciously and with atouch of modesty, asif he, himself, might somehow be responsible for the goodness of the day.
"It looks," he said, 'as if we might have another fine day tomorrow." And having said that, he continued down the street.

It wasritual. The same words were said each day. The situation, like the village and the weather, never varied. He
could sit here on this porch athousand years, Rand told himself, and the old man would continue going past and each
time the selfsame words would be mouthed - a set piece, astrip of film run over and over again. Something here had
happened to time. The year had stuck on autumn.

Rand did not understand it. He did not try to understand it. There was no way for him to try. Sterling had said that
man's cleverness might have outstripped his feeble, prehistoric mind - or, perhaps, his brutal and prehistoric mind. And
here there was less chance of understanding than there had been back in that other world.

He found himself thinking of that other world in the same myth-haunted way as he thought of this one. The one now
seemed as unreal as the other. Would he ever, Rand wondered, find reality again? Did he want to find it?

There was away to find reality, he knew. Go into the house and take out the photos in the drawer of his bedside
table and have alook at them. Refresh his memory, stare reality in the face again. For those photos, grim as they might
be, were a harder reality than this world in which he sat or the world that he had known. For they were nothing seen by
the human eye, interpreted by the human brain.

They were, somehow, fact. The camera saw what it saw and could not lie about it; it did not fantasize, it did not
rationalize, and it had no faulty memory, which was more than could be said of the human mind.

He had gone back to the camera shop where he had left the film and the clerk had picked out the envelope from the
box behind the counter.

‘That will be three ninety-five.' he said.

Rand took afive-dollar bill out of hiswallet and laid it on the counter.

'If you don't mind my asking,' said the clerk, ‘where did you get these pictures?

It istrick photography,' said Rand.

The clerk shook his head. 'If that iswhat they are, they're the best I've ever seen.'

The clerk rang up the sale and, leaving the register open, stepped back and picked up the envelope.
'What do you want? asked Rand.

The man shook the prints out of the envelope, shuffled through them.



‘Thisone,' he said.

Rand stared at him levelly. 'What about it? he asked.

"The people. | know some of them. The onein front. That is Bob Gentry. Heis my best friend.'
Y ou must be mistaken,' Rand said coldly.

He took the prints from the clerk's fingers, put them back in the envelope.

The clerk made the change. He till was shaking his head, confused, perhaps alittle frightened, when Rand | eft the
shop.

He drove carefully, but with no loss of time, through the city and across the bridge. When he hit open country
beyond the river, he built up his speed, keeping an eye on the rear-vision mirror. The clerk had been upset, perhaps
enough to phone the police. Others would have seen the pictures and been upset as well. Although, he told himself, it
was silly to think of the police. In taking the photos, he had broken no regulations, violated no laws. He had had a
perfect right to take them.

Acrossthe river and twenty miles down the highway, he turned off into a small, dusty country road and followed it
until he found a place to pull off, where the road widened at the approach to a bridge that crossed a small stream.
There was evidence that the pull-off was much used, fishermen more than likely parking their cars there while they
tried their luck. But now the place was empty.

He was disturbed to find that his hands were shaking when he pulled the envelope from his pocket and shook out
the prints.

And thereit was - as he no longer could remember it.

He was surprised that he had taken as many pictures as he had. He could not remember having taken half that many.
But they were there, and as he looked at them, his memory, reinforced, came back again, although the photos were
much sharper than his memory. The world, he recalled, had seemed to be hazed and indistinct so far as his eyes had
been concerned; in the photos it lay cruel and merciless and clear. The blackened stumps stood up, stark and desol ate,
and there could be no doubt that the imprint that lay upon the photos was the actuality of a bombed-out city. The
photos of the bluff showed the barren rock no longer masked by trees, with only here and there the skeletons of trees
that by some accidental miracle had not been utterly reduced by the storm of fire. There was only one photo of the
band of people who had come charging down the hill toward him; and that was understandable, for once having seen
them, he had been in a hurry to get back to the car. Studying the photo, he saw they were much closer than he'd
thought. Apparently they had been there al the time, just alittle way off, and he had not noticed them in his
astonishment at what had happened to the city. If they had been quieter about it, they could have been on top of him
and overwhelmed him before he discovered them. He looked closely at the picture and saw that they had been close
enough that some of the faces were fairly well defined. He wondered which one of them was the man the clerk back at
the camera shop had recognized.

He shuffled the photographs together and slid them back into the envelope and put it in his pocket. He got out of the
car and walked down to the edge of the stream. The stream, he saw, was no more than ten feet or so across; but here,
below the bridge, it had gathered itself into a pool, and the bank had been trampled bare of vegetation, and there were
places where fishermen had sat. Rand sat down in one of these places and inspected the pool. The current camein
close against the bank and probably had undercut it, and lying there, in the undercut, would be the fish that the
now-absent anglers sought, dangling their worms at the end of along cane pole and waiting for a bite.

The place was pleasant and cool, shaded by a great oak that grew on the bank just below the bridge. From some
far-off field came the subdued clatter of a mower. The water dimpled as a fish came up to suck in afloating insect. A
good place to stay, thought Rand. A place to sit and rest awhile. He tried to blank his mind, to wipe out the memory
and the photos, to pretend that nothing at all had happened, that there was nothing he must think about.

But there was, he found, something that he must think about. Not about the photos, but something that Sterling had
said just the day before. 'l got to wondering.' he had said, 'if aman should walk far enough, could he leave it all behind.'

How desperate must a man get, Rand wondered, before he would be driven to asking such a question. Perhaps not
desperate at al - just worried and alone and tired and not being able to see the end of it. Either that, or afraid of what
lay up ahead. Like knowing, perhaps, that in afew yearstime (and not too many years, for in that photo of the people
the clerk had seen a man he knew) awarhead would hit alittle lowatown and wipe it out. Not that there was any
reason for it being hit; it was no Los Angeles, no New Y ork, no Washington, no busy port, no center of transportation



or communication, held no great industrial complex, was no seat of government. Simply hit because it had been there,
hit by blunder, by malfunction, or by miscalculation. Although it probably didn't matter greatly, for by the timeit had
been hit, the nation and perhaps the world might have been gone. A few years, Rand told himself, and it would come
to that. After all the labor, all the hopes and dreams, the world would come to just that.

It was the sort of thing that a man might want to walk away from, hoping that in time be might forget it ever had been
there. But to walk away, he thought, rather idly, one would have to find a starting point. Y ou could not walk away from
everything by just starting anywhere.

It was an idle thought, sparked by the memory of histalk with Sterling; and he sat there, idly, on the stream bank;
and because it had a sense of attractive wonder, he held it in his mind, not letting go at once asone did with idle
thoughts. And as he sat there, still holding it in mind, another thought, another time and place crept in to keep it
company; and suddenly he knew, with no doubt at all, without really thinking, without searching for an answer, that he
knew the place where he could start.

He stiffened and sat rigid, momentarily frightened, feeling like afool trapped by his own unconscious fantasy. For
that, said common sense, was all that it could be. The bitter wondering of a beaten man as he tramped the endless road
looking for ajob, the shock of what the photos showed, some strange, mesmeric quality of this shaded pool that
seemed a place apart from arock-hard world - all of these put together had produced the fantasy.

Rand hauled himself erect and turned back toward the car, but as he did he could see within his mind this special
starting place. He had been aboy - how old? he wondered, maybe nine or ten - and he had found the little valley (not
quite aglen, yet not quite avalley, either) running below his uncle's farm down toward the river. He had never been
there before and he had never gone again; on his uncle's farm there had been too many chores, too many thingsto do
to allow the time to go anywhere at all. He tried to recall the circumstances of his being there and found that he could
not. All that he could remember was a single magic moment, asif he had been looking at a single frame of amovie film -
asingle frame impressed upon his memory because of what? Because of some peculiar angle at which the light had
struck the landscape? Because for an instant he had seen with different eyes than he'd ever used before or since?
Because for the fractional part of a second he had sensed a simple truth behind the facade of the ordinary world? No
matter what, he knew, he had seen magic in that moment.

He went back to the car and sat behind the wheel, staring at the bridge and dliding water and the field beyond, but
seeing, instead of them, the map inside his head. When he went back to the highway, he'd turn left instead of right,
back toward the river and the town, and before he reached them he would turn north on another road and the valley of
the magic moment would be only alittle more than a hundred miles away. He sat and saw the map and purpose
hardened in his mind. Enough of this silliness, he thought; there were no magic moments, never had been one; when
he reached the highway, he'd turn to the right and hope the job might still be there when he reached Chicago.

When he reached the highway, he turned not right, but left.

It had been so easy to find, he thought as he sat on the porch. There had been no taking of wrong roads, no
stopping for directions; he'd gone directly there asif he'd aways known he would be coming back and had kept the
way in mind. He had parked the car at the hollow's mouth, since there was no road, and had gone on foot up the little
valley. It could so easily have been that he would not have found the place, he told himself, admitting now for the first
time sinceit al began that he might not have been so sure as he had thought he was. He might have gone up the full
length of the valley and not have found the magic ground, or he might have passed it by, seeing it with other eyes and
not recognizing it.

But it still was there, and he had stopped and looked at it and known it; again he was only nine or ten, and it was all
right, the magic still was there. He had found a path he had not seen before and had followed it, the magic till
remaining; and when he reached the hilltop, the village had been there. He had walked down the street in the quietness
of the golden sunshine, and the first person that he had seen had been the old lady waiting at the gate of her picket
fence, asif she had been told that he would becoming.

After he had left her house be went across the street to the house she said was his. As he came in the front door,
there was someone knocking at the back.

'l am the Milkman,' the knocker had explained. He was a shadowy sort of person: you could see and yet you did not
really see him; when one looked away and then looked back at him, it was as if one were seeing someone he had never
seen before.

'Milkman,' Rand had said. 'Yes, | suppose | could do with milk.'

'Also,' said the Milkman, 'l have eggs, bread, butter, bacon and other things that you will need. Hereis a can of oil;



you'll need it for your lamps. The woodshed iswell stocked, and when there's need of it, I'll replenish it. The kindling's
to the left as you go through the door.'

Rand recalled that he'd never paid the milkman or even mentioned payment. The Milkman was not the kind of man to
whom one mentioned money. There was no need, either, to leave an order dip in the milkbox; the Milkman seemed to
know what one might need and when without being told. With some shame, Rand remembered the time he had
mentioned garden seeds and caused embarrassment, not only for the Milkman, but for himself as well. For as soon as
he mentioned them, he had sensed that he'd broken some very subtle code of which he should have been aware.

The day was fading into evening, and he should be going in soon to cook himself ameal. And after that, what he
wondered. There still were books to read, but he did not want to read them. He could take out from the desk the plan
he had laid out for the garden and mull over it awhile, but now he knew he'd never plant the garden. Y ou didn't plant a
garden in aforever-autumn land, and there were no seeds.

Acrossthe street alight blossomed in the windows of that great front room with its massive furniture, its roomy
window seats, the great fireplace flaring to the ceiling. The old man with the cane had not returned, and it was getting
late for him. In the distance now Rand could hear the sounds of children playing in the dusk.

The old and young, he thought. The old, who do not care: the young, who do not think. And what was he doing
here, neither young nor old?

He left the porch and went down the walk. The street was empty, asit dways was. He drifted slowly down it, heading
toward the little park at the village edge. He often went there, to sit on a bench beneath the friendly trees; and it was
there, he was sure, that he would find the children. Although why he should think that he would find them there he did
not know, for he had never found them, but only heard their voices.

He went past the houses, standing sedately in the dusk. Had people ever lived in them, he wondered. Had there ever
been that many peoplein this nameless village? The old lady across the street spoke of friends she once had known,
of people who had lived here and had gone away. But was this her memory speaking or the kind befuddlement of
someone growing old?

The houses, he had noted, all were in good repair. A loose shingle here and there, alittle peeling paint, but no
windows broken, no loosened gutters, sagging from the eaves, no rotting porch posts. Asif, he thought, good
househol ders had been here until very recently.

He reached the park and could see that it was empty. He still heard the childish voices, crying at their play, but they
had receded and now came from somewhere just beyond the park. He crossed the park and stood at its edge, staring
off across the scrub and abandoned fields.

In the east the moon was rising, a full moon that lighted the landscape so that he could see every little clump of
bushes, every grove of trees. And as he stood there, he realized with a sudden start that the moon was full again, that
it was always full, it rose with the setting of the sun and set just before the sun came up, and it was always a great
pumpkin of amoon, an eternal harvest moon shining on an eternal autumn world.

The readlization that this was so all at once seemed shocking. How was it that he had never noticed this before?
Certainly he had been here long enough, had watched the moon often enough to have noticed it. He had been here
long enough - and how long had that been, a few weeks, afew months, ayear? He found he did not know. He tried to
figure back and there was no way to figure back. There were no temporal landmarks. Nothing ever happened to mark
one day from the next. Time flowed so smoothly and so uneventfully that it might as well stand still.

The voices of the playing children had been moving from him, becoming fainter in the distance; and as he listened to
them, he found that he was hearing them in his mind when they were no longer there. They had come and played and
now had ceased their play. They would come again, if not tomorrow night, in another night or two. It did not matter, he
admitted, if they came or not, for they really weren't there.

He turned heavily about and went back through the streets. As he approached his house, a dark figure moved out
from the shadow of the trees and stood waiting for him. It was the old lady from across the street. It was evident that
she had been waiting his return.

'Good evening, malam.' he said gravely. 'It is a pleasant night.'

'Heisgone,' she said. 'He did not come back. He went just like the others and he won't come back.'

'Y ou mean the old man.'



'Our neighbor,' she said. 'The old man with the cane. | do not know his name. | never knew hisname. And | don't
know yours.'

'l told it to you once,' said Rand, but she paid him no attention.

‘Just afew doors up the street.’ she said, 'and | never knew his name and | doubt that he knew mine. We are a
nameless people here, and it is aterrible thing to be a namel ess person.'

' will 1ook for him," said Rand. 'He may have lost hisway.'

'Yes, go and look for him," she said. ‘By all meanslook for him. It will ease your mind. It will take away the guilt. But
you will never find him.'

He took the direction that he knew the old man always took. He had the impression that his ancient neighbor, on his
daily walks, went to the town square and the deserted business section, but he did not know. At no other time had it
ever seemed important where he might have gone on hiswalks.

When he emerged into the square, he saw, immediately, the dark object lying on the pavement and recognized it as
the old man's hat. There was no sign of the old man himself.

Rand walked out into the square and picked up the hat. He gently reshaped and creased it and after that was done
held it carefully by the brim so that it would come to no further damage.

The business section drowsed in the moonlight. The statue of the unknown man stood starkly on its basein the
center of the square. When he first had come here, Rand recalled, he had tried to unravel the identity of the statue and
had failed. There was no legend carved into the granite base, no bronze plate affixed. The face was undistinguished,
the stony costume gave no hint asto identity or period. There was nothing in the posture or the attitude of the carven
body to provide a clue. The statue stood, a forgotten tribute to some unknown mediocrity.

As he gazed about the square at the business houses. Rand was struck again, as he always was, by the carefully
unmodern make-up of the establishments. A barber shop, a hotel, alivery barn, a bicycle shop, a harness shop, a
grocery store, ameat market, a blacksmith shop - no garage, no service station, no pizza parlor, no hamburger joint.
The houses along the quiet streets told the story; here it was emphasized. This was an old town, forgotten and
by-passed by the sweep of time, a place of another century. But there was about it all what seemed to be a disturbing
sense of unreality, asif it were no old town at all, but a place deliberately fashioned in such a manner asto represent a
segment of the past.

Rand shook his head. What was wrong with him tonight? Most of the time he was quite willing to accept the village
for what it seemed to be, but tonight he was assailed with uneasy doubt.

Across the sguare he found the old man's cane. If his neighbor had come in this direction, he reasoned, he must have
crossed the square and gone on down the street nearest to the place where he had dropped the cane. But why had he
dropped the cane? First his hat and then his cane. What had happened here?

Rand glanced around, expecting that he might catch some movement, some furtive lurker on the margin of the square.
There was nothing. If there had been something earlier, there was nothing now.

Following the street toward which his neighbor might have been heading, he walked carefully and alert, watching the
shadows closely. The shadows played tricks on him, conjuring up lumpy objects that could have been afallen man,
but weren't. A half a dozen times he froze when he thought he detected something moving, but it was, in each case,
only an illusion of the shadows.

When the village ended, the street continued as a path. Rand hesitated, trying to plan his action. The old man had
lost his hat and cane, and the points where he had dropped them argued that he had intended going down the Street
that Rand had followed. If he had come down the Street, he might have continued down the path, out of the village
and away from it, perhaps fleeing from something in the village.

There was no way one could be sure, Rand knew. But he was here and might as well go on for at least aways. The
old man might be out there somewhere, exhausted, perhaps terribly frightened, perhaps fallen beside the path and
needing help.

Rand forged ahead. The path, rather well-defined at first, became fainter asit wound its way acrosstherolling
moonlit countryside. A flushed rabbit went bobbing through the grass. Far off an owl chortled wickedly. A faint chill



wind came out of the west. And with the wind came a sense of loneliness, of open empty space untenanted by
anything other than rabbit, owl and wind.

The path came to an end, its faintness finally pinching out to nothing. The groves of trees and thickets of
low-growing shrubs gave way to alevel plain of blowing grass, bleached to whiteness by the moon, afaceless prairie
land. Staring out acrossit, Rand knew that this wilderness of grass would run on and on forever. It had in it the scent
and taste of foreverness. He shuddered at the sight of it and wondered why a man should shudder at athing so
simple. But even as he wondered, he knew - the grass was staring back at him; it knew him and waited patiently for
him, for in time he would come to it. He would wander into it and be lost in it, swallowed by itsimmensity and
anonymity.

He turned and ran, unashamedly, chill of blood and brain, shaken to the core. When he reached the outskirts of the
village, he finally stopped the running and turned to look back into the wasteland. He had left the grass behind, but he
sensed illogically that it was stalking him, flowing forward, still out of sight, but soon to appear, with the wind blowing
billowsin its whiteness.

Heran again, but not so fast and hard this time, jogging down the street. He came into the square and crossed it, and
when he reached his house, he saw that the house across the street was dark. He did not hesitate, but went on down
the street he'd walked when he first came to the village. For he knew now that he must leave this magic place with its
strange and quiet old village, its forever autumn and eternal harvest moon, its faceless sea of grass, its children who
receded in the distance when one went to look for them, its old man who walked into oblivion, dropping hat and cane -
that he must somehow find his way back to that other world where few jobs existed and men walked the road to find
them, where nasty little wars flared in forgotten corners and a camera caught on film the doom that was to come.

He left the village behind him and knew that he had not far to go to reach the place where the path swerved to the
right and down a broken slopeinto the little valley to the magic starting point he'd found again after many years. He
went slowly and carefully so that he would not wander off the path, for as he remembered it the path was very faint. It
took much longer than he had thought to reach the point where the path swerved to the right into the broken ground,
and the realization grew upon him that the path did not swing to right and there was no broken ground.

In front of him he saw the grass again and there was no path leading into it. He knew that he was trapped, that he
would never leave the village until he left it as the old man had, walking out of it and into nothingness. He did not
move closer to the grass, for he knew there was terror there and he'd had enough of terror. Y ou're a coward, he told
himsdf.

Retracing the path back to the village, he kept a sharp lookout, going slowly so that he'd not miss the turnoff if it
should be there. It was not, however. It once had been, he told himself, bemused, and he'd come walking up it, out of
that other world he'd fled.

The village street was dappled by the moonlight shining through the rustling leaves. The house across the street still
was dark, and there was an empty loneliness about it. Rand remembered that he had not eaten since the sandwich he
had made that noon. There'd be something in the milkbox - he'd not looked in it that morning, or had he? He could not
remember.

He went around the house to the back porch where the milkbox stood. The Milkman was standing there. He was
more shadowy than ever, lesswell defined, with the moonlight shining on him, and his face was deeply shaded by the
wide-brimmed hat he wore.

Rand halted abruptly and stood looking at him, astounded that the Milkman should he there. For he was out of place
in the autumn moonlight. He was a creature of the early morning hours and of no other times.

'I came,’ the Milkman said, 'to determineiif | could be of help.'

Rand said nothing. His head buzzed large and misty, and there was nothing to be said.
‘A gun,’ the Milkman suggested. 'Perhaps you would like agun.'

‘A gun? Why should | want one?

'Y ou have had a most disturbing evening. Y ou might fedl safer, more secure, with agun in hand, a gun strapped
about your waist.'

Rand hesitated. Was there mockery in the Milkman's voice?



‘Or across.'

‘A cross?

‘A crucifix. A symbal ..."

‘No," said Rand. 'l do not need a cross.'
‘A volume of philosophy, perhaps.'

'No!' Rand shouted at him. 'l |eft all that behind. We tried to use them all, we relied on them and they weren't good
enough and now..."

He stopped, for that had not been what he'd meant to say, if in fact he'd meant to say anything at al. It was
something that he'd never even thought about; it was asif someone inside of him were speaking through his mouth.

'Or perhaps some currency?

'Y ou are making fun of me,' Rand said hitterly, 'and you have noright...'

'I merely mention certain things,' the Milkman said, ‘upon which humans place reliance...'

‘Tell meonething,' said Rand, ‘as simply as you can. Isthere any way of going back?

'‘Back to where you came from?

'Yes,' said Rand. ‘That iswhat | mean.'

"There is nothing to go back to.' the Milkman said. 'Anyone who comes has nothing to go back to.'

'‘But the old man left. He wore a black felt hat and carried a cane. He dropped them and | found them.'

'He did not go back,’ the Milkman said. 'He went ahead. And do not ask me where, for | do not know.'

'‘But you're apart of this.'

'l am ahumble servant. | haveajobtodoand | try to do it well. | care for our guests the best that | am able. But there
;c;rges atime when each of our guests leaves us. | would suspect thisis a halfway house on the road to someplace

'A place for getting ready,’ Rand said.

'What do you mean? the Milkman asked.

‘| am not sure,' said Rand. 'l had not meant to say it." And this was the second time, he thought, that he'd said
something he had not meant to say.

‘There's one comfort about this place.’ the Milkman said. 'One good thing about it you should keep in mind. In this
village nothing ever happens.'

He came down off the porch and stood upon the walk. Y ou spoke of the old man,' he said, 'and it was not the old
man only. The old lady also |eft us. The two of them stayed on much beyond their time.'

"You mean I'm here dl aone?

The Milkman had started down the walk, but now he stopped and turned. 'Therelll be others coming,' he said. "There
are always others coming.'

What was it Sterling had said about man outrunning his brain capacity? Rand tried to recall the words, but now, in
the confusion of the moment, he had forgotten them. But if that should be the case, if Sterling had been right (no
matter how he had phrased his thought), might not man need, for awhile, a place like this, where nothing ever
happened, where the moon was aways full and the year was stuck on autumn?

Another thought intruded and Rand swung about, shouting in sudden panic at the Milkman. 'But these others? Will



they talk to me? Can | talk with them? Will | know their names?
The Milkman had reached the gate by now and it appeared that he had not heard.

The moonlight was paler than it had been. The eastern sky was flushed. Another matchless autumn day was about
to dawn.

Rand went around the house. He climbed the steps that led up to the porch. He sat down in the rocking chair and
began waiting for the others.
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THESTTERS
Clifford D. Smak

THE FIRST WEEK of school was finished. Johnson Dean, superintendent of Millville High, sat at his desk, enjoying
the quiet and the satisfaction of late Friday afternoon.

The quiet was massacred by Coach Jerry Higgins. He clomped into the office and threw his muscular blond frame
heavily in achair.

"Well, you can call off football for the year," he said angrily. "We can drop out of the conference.”

Dean pushed away the papers on which he had been working and leaned back in his chair. The sunlight from the
western windows turned his silver thatch into a seeming halo.

His pale, blue-veined, wrinkled hands smoothed out, painstakingly, the fading crease in his fading trousers.
"What has happened now?" he asked.
"It'sKing and Martin, Mr. Dean. They aren't coming out this year."

Dean clucked sympathetically, but somewhat hollowly, asif his heart was not quiteinit. "Let me see,”" he said. "If |
remember rightly, those two were very good last year. King was in the line and Martin quarterback.”

Higgins exploded in righteous indignation. "Who ever heard of a quarterback deciding he wouldn't play no more?
And not just an ordinary boy, but one of the very best. He made al-conference last year."

"Y ou've talked to them, of course?"



"I got down on my knees to them," said the coach. "I asked them did they want that | should lose my job. | asked is
there anything you got against me. | told them they were letting down the schoal. | told them we wouldn't have ateam
without them. They didn't laugh at me, but -"

"They wouldn't laugh at you," said Dean. "Those boys are gentlemen. In fact, all the youngstersin school -"

"They're a pack of sissies!" stormed the coach.

Dean said gently, "That is a matter of opinion. There have been moments when | also wasn't able to attach as much
importance to football as it seemed to me | should.”

"But that's different," argued the coach. "When aman grows up, naturally he will lose some interest. But these are
kids. Thisjust isn't healthy. These young fellows should be out there pawing up the earth. All kids should have a
strong sense of competition. And even if they don't, there's the financial angle. Any outstanding football man has a
chance, when he goesto college -"

"Our kids don't need athletic subsidies," said Dean, alittle sharply. "They're getting more than their share of
scholastic scholarships.”

"If we had alot more material," moaned Higgins, "King and Martin wouldn't mean so much. We wouldn't win too
often, but we till would have ateam. But asit is- do you realize, Mr. Dean, that there have been fewer coming out
each year? Right now, | haven't more than enough -"

"Y ou've talked to King and Martin. Y ou're sure they won't reconsider?'

"Y ou know what they told me? They said football interfered with studies!"

Theway Higgins said it, it was rank heresy.

"I guess, then," Dean said cheerfully, "that welll just have to faceit.”

"But it isn't normal," the coach protested. "There aren't any kids who think more of studies than they do of football.
There aren't any kids so wrapped up in books -"

"There are," said Dean. "There are alat, right here at Millville. Y ou should take alook at the grade averages over the
past ten years, if you don't believeit."

"What gets me is that they don't act like kids. They act like a bunch of adults." The coach shook his head, asif to
say it was all beyond him. "It's adirty shame. If only some of those big bruisers would turn out, we'd have the makings
of ateam.”

"Here, also," Dean reminded him, "we have the makings of men and women that Millville in the future may very well
be proud of."

The coach got up angrily. "We won't win agame," he warned. "Even Bagley will beat us."
"That is something," Dean observed philosophically, "that shan't worry me too much."

He sat quietly at his desk and listened to the hollow ringing of the coach's footsteps going down the corridor,
dimming out with distance.

And he heard the swish and rumble of ajanitorial servomechanism wiping down the stairs. He wondered where
Stuffy was. Fiddling around somewhere, no doubt. With al the scrubbers and the washers and wipers and other
mechanical contraptions, there wasn't too much to take up Stuffy'stime.

Although Stuffy, in his day, had done alot of work - he'd been on the go from dark to dark, a top-notch janitor.

If it weren't for the labor shortage, Stuffy would have been retired several years ago. But they didn't retire men any
more the way they had at one time. With Man going to the stars, there now was more than the human race could do. If
they had been retiring men, Dean thought, he himself would be without a job.

And there was nothing he would have hated more than that. For Millville High was his. He had madeit his. For more
than fifty years, he'd lived for Millville High, first as ayoung and eager teacher, then as principal, and now, the last



fifteen years or so, as its superintendent.

He had given everything he had. And it had given back. It had been wife and child and family, a beginning and an
end. And he was satisfied, he told himself - satisfied on this Friday of anew school year, with Stuffy puttering
somewhere in the building and no football team - or, at least, next to none.

He rose from the desk and stood looking out, the window. A student, late in going home, was walking across the
lawn.

Dean thought he knew her, although of late his eyes bad not been so good for distance.

He squinted at her harder, almost certain it was Judy Charleson. He'd known her grandfather back in the early days
and the girl, he thought, had old Henry Charleson's gait. He chuckled, thinking back. Old Charleson, he recalled, had
been a slippery one in a business deal. There had been that time be had gotten tangled up in the deal for tube-liners to
be used by a starship ouitfit...

Hejerked his mind away, tried to wipe out his thinking of the old days. It was a sign of advancing age, the dawn of
second childhood.

But however that might be, old Henry Charleson was the only man in Millville who had ever had a thing to do with
starships - except Lamont Stiles.

Dean grinned alittle, remembering Lamont Stiles and the grimnessin him and how he'd amounted to something after
many years, to the horrified exasperation of many people who had confidently prophesied he'd come to no good end.

And there was no one now, of course, who knew, or perhaps would ever know, what kind of end Lamont Stiles had
finally cometo. Or if, in fact, hed cometo an end as yet.

Lamont Stiles, Dean thought, might this very moment be striding down the street of some fantastic city on some
distant world. And if that were so, and if he came home again, what would he bring this time?

Thelast time he'd come home - the only time he ever had come home - he had brought the Sitters, and they were a
funny lot.

Dean turned from the window and walked back to the desk. He sat down and pulled the papers back in front of him.
But he couldn't get down to work. That was the way it often was. He'd start thinking of the old days, when there were
many friends and many things to do, and get so involved in thinking that he couldn't settle down to work.

He heard the shuffle coming along the hall and shoved the papersto one side. He could tell that it was Stuffy, from
the familiar shuffle, coming by to passthe time of day.

Dean wondered at the quiet anticipation he felt within himself. Although it was not so strange, once one considered
it. There weren't many left like Stuffy, not many he could talk with.

It was odd with the old, he thought. Age dissolved or loosened the ties of other days. The old died or moved away
or were bound by infirmities. Or they drew within themselves, into aworld of their own, where they sought a comfort
they could find no longer in the outer world.

Stuffy shuffled to the doorway, stopped and leaned against the jamb. He wiped his drooping yellow mustaches with
agreasy hand.

"What's ailing the coach?' he asked. "He went busting out of here like he was turpentined.”
"He has no football team," said Dean. "Or he tells me that he hasn't any."

"He cries early every season," Stuffy said. "It'sjust an act."

"I'm not so sure thistime. King and Martin aren't coming out."

Stuffy shuffled afew more pacesinto the room and dropped into a chair.

"It'sthem Sitters," Stuffy declared. "They're the cause of it."

Dean sat upright. "What is that you said!"



"I been watching it for years. Y ou can spot the kids that the Sitters sat with or that went to their nursery school.
They done something to them kids."

"Fairy tale," said Dean.

"It ain't afairy tale," Stuffy declared stubbornly. "Y ou know | don't take no stock in superstition. Just because them
Sitters are from some other planet... Say, did you ever find out what planet they were from?"

Dean shook his head. "I don't know that Lamont ever said. He might have, but | never heard it."

"They're weird critters," said Stuffy, stroking his mustaches slowly to lend an air of deliberation to hiswords, "but |
never held their strangeness against them. After al, they ain't the only aliens on the Earth. The only oneswe havein
Millville, of course, but there are thousands of other critters from the stars scattered round the Earth.”

Dean nodded in agreement, scarcely knowing what he was agreeing with. He said nothing, however, for there was no
need of that. Once Stuffy got off to a running start, he'd go on and on.

"They seem right honest beings," Stuffy said. 'They never played on no one's sympathy. They just settled in, after
Lamont went away and left them, and never asked no one to intercede for them. They made an honest living all these
years and that is all one could expect of them."

"And yet," said Dean, "you think they've done something to the kids."

"They changed them. Ain't you noticed it?"

Dean shook his head. "I never thought to notice. I've known these youngsters for years. | knew their folks before
them. How do you think they were changed?"

"They grew them up too fast," Stuffy said.
"Talk sense," snapped Dean. "Who grew what too fast?

"The Sitters grew the kids too fast. That's what's wrong with them. Here they are in high school and they're already
grown up."”

From somewhere on one of the floors below came the dismal hooting of a servo-mechanism in distress.

Stuffy sprang to his feet. "That's the mopper-upper. I'll bet you it got caught in a door again."

He swung around and galloped off at arapid shuffle.

"Stupid machine!" he yelped as he went out the door.

Dean pulled the papers back in front of him again and picked up a pencil. It was getting late and he had to finish.

But he didn't see the papers. He saw many little faces staring up at him from where the paperslay - solemn, big-eyed
little faces with an elusive look about them.

And he knew that elusive look - the look of dawning adulthood staring out of childish faces.

They grew them up too fast!

"No," said Dean to himself. "No, it couldn't be!"

And yet there was corroborative evidence: The high averages, the unusual number of scholarships, the disdain for
athletics. And, as well, the general attitude. And the lack of juvenile delinquency - for years, Millville had been proud
that its juvenile delinquency had been aminor problem. He remembered that several years ago he had been asked to
write an article about it for a parent-teacher magazine.

Hetried to remember what he had written in that article and slowly bits of it came back to him - the realization of

parents that their children were a part of the family and not mere appendages; the role played by the churches of the
town; the emphasis placed on the socia sciences by the schools.



"And was | wrong?' he asked himself. "Was it none of these, but something else entirely - someone else entirely?*

Hetried to work and couldn't. He was too upset. He could not erase the smiling little faces that were staring up at
him.

Finally he shoved the papersin a drawer and got up from the desk. He put on his worn topcoat and sat the battered
old black felt hat atop his silver head.

On the ground floor, he found Stuffy herding the last of the servo-mechanisms into their cubby for the night. Stuffy
was infuriated.

"It got itself caught in aheating grill," beraged. "If | hadn't gotten there in the nick of time, it would have wrecked
the works." He shook his head dolefully. "Them machines are fine when everything goes well. But just let something
happen and they panic. It was best the old way, John."

Stuffy slammed the door on the last of the waddling machines and locked it savagely.

"Stuffy, how well did you know Lamont Stiles?* asked Dean.

Stuffy rubbed his mustaches in fine deliberation. "Knew him well. Lamont and me, we were kids together. Y ou were a
little older. Y ou were in the crowd ahead.”

Dean nodded his head slowly. "Yes, | remember, Stuffy. Odd that you and | stayed on in the old home town. So
many of the othersleft."

"Lamont ran away when he was seventeen. There wasn't much to stay for. His old lady was dead and his old man
was drinking himsdlf to death and Lamont had been in a scrape or two. Everyone was agreed Lamont never would
amount to nothing."

"It's hard for aboy when awhole town turns against him."

"That'safact," said the janitor. "There was no one on his side. He told me when he left that someday he'd come back
and show them. But | just thought he was talking big. Like akid will do, you know, to bolster up himself."

"Y ou were wrong," said Dean.

"Never wronger, John."

For Lamont Stiles had come back, more than thirty years after he had run away, back to the old weather-beaten house
on Maple Street that had waited empty for him all the lonely years; had come back, an old man when he still was
scarcely fifty, big and tough despite the snow-white hair and the skin turned cordovan with the burn of many alien
suns; back from far wandering among the distant stars.

But he was a stranger. The town remembered him; he had forgotten it. Yearsin aien lands had taken the town and
twisted it in his brain, and what he remembered of it was more fantasy than truth - the fantasy spawned by years of
thinking back and of yearning and of hate.

"I must go," Dean said. "Carrie will have supper ready. She doesn't like to have it getting cold.”

"Good night, John," said the janitor.

The sun was almost down when Dean came out the door and started down the walk. It was later than he'd thought.
Carrie would be sore at him and she would bawl him out.

Dean chuckled to himself. There was no one quite like Carrie.

Not wife, for he'd never had awife. Not mother or sister, for both of those were dead. But housekeeper, faithful all the
years - and a bit of wife and sister, and sometimes even mother.

A man's loyalties are queer, he thought. They blind him and they bind him and they shape the man heis. And,
through them, he serves and achieves akind of greatness, although at times the greatness may be gray and pallid and
very, very quiet.

Not like the swaggering and the bitter greatness of Lamont Stiles, who came striding from the stars, bringing with him



those three queer creatures who became the Sitters.

Bringing them and installing them in his house on Maple Street and then, in ayear or two, going off to the stars
again and leaving them in Millville.

Queer, Dean thought, that so provincial atown as this should accept so quietly these exotic beings. Queerer till that
the mothers of the town, in time, should entrust their childrhen to the diens' care.

As Dean turned the corner into Lincoln Street, he met awoman walking with a knee-high boy.

It was Mildred Anderson, he saw - or had been Mildred Anderson, but she was married now and for the life of him be
could not recall the name. Funny, he thought, how fast the young ones grew up. Not more than a couple of years ago,
it seemed, that Mildred was in school - although he knew he must be wrong on that; it would be more like ten.

Hetipped his hat, "Good evening, Mildred. My, how the boy is growing."

"I doeto cool," the child lisped.

His mother interpreted. "He means he goes to school. Heis so proud of it."

"Nursery school, of course."

"Yes, Mr. Dean. The Sitters. They are such lovely things. And so good with children. And there's the cost. Or,
rather, the lack of it. You just give them abouquet of flowers or alittle bottle of perfume or a pretty picture and they are
satisfied. They positively refuse to take any money. | can't understand that. Can you, Mr. Dean?"

"No," said Dean. "I can't."

He'd forgotten what atalker Mildred was. There had been a period in school, he recalled, when she had been
appropriately nicknamed Gabby.

"l sometimes think," she said, hurrying on so she'd miss no time for talk, "that we people here on Earth attach too
much importance to money. The Sitters don't seem to know what money is, or if they do, they pay no attention to it.
Asif it were something that was not important. But | understand there are other races like that. It makes one think,
doesn't it, Mr. Dean?"'

And he remembered now another infuriating trait of Mildred's - how she inevitably ended any string of sentences
with a dangling question.

Hedidn't try to answer. He knew an answer was not expected of him.
"I must be getting on," he said. "l am late already.”

"It was nice to see you, Mr. Dean," said Mildred. "I so often think of my days in school and sometimes it seemslike
just positively ages and there are other times when it seems no more than just yesterday and..."

"Very nice, indeed," said Dean, lifting his hat to her, then almost scurrying off.
It was undignified, he grumbled to himself, being routed in broad daylight on a public street by a talkative woman.
As he went up the walk to the house, he heard Carrie bustling angrily about.

"Johnson Dean," she cried the instant he came in the door, "you sit right down and eat. Y our food's already cold.
And it'smy circle night. Don't you even stop to wash."

Dean camly hung up his hat and coat.
"For that matter," he said, "I guess | don't need to wash. My kind of job, a man doesn't get too dirty."

She was bustling about in the dining area, pouring his cup of coffee and straightening up the bouquet of mums that
served for the centerpiece.

"Sinceit'smy circle night," she said, laying deliberate stress upon the words to shame him for being late, "I won't
stay to wash the dishes. Y ou just leave them on the table. | will do them later."



He sat down meekly to eat.

Somehow, for some reason he could not understand, fulfilling a need of which he was not aware, he suddenly felt
safe. Safe and secure against a nagging worry and a half-formed fear that had been building up within him without his
knowing it.

Carrie came through the living room, settling a determined hat upon her determined head. She had the very air of a
woman who was late for her circle meeting through no fault of her own. She halted at the door.

"Y ou got everything you need? she asked, her eyes making a swift inventory of the table.
"Everything." He chuckled. "Have agood time at the circle. Pick up alot of gossip.”
It was his favorite quip and he knew it irked her - and it was childish, too. But he could not resist it.

She flounced out of the door and he heard her putting down her heels with unnecessary firmness as she went down
thewalk.

With her going, a hard silence gripped the house and the deeper dusk moved in as he sat at the table eating.

Safe, he thought - old Johnson Dean, school man, safe inside the house his grandfather had built - how many years
ago? Old-fashioned now, with its split-level floor plan and its high-bricked fireplace, with its double, attached garage
and the planter out in front.

Safe and lonely.

And safe against what threat, against what creeping disturbance, so subtle that it failed of recognition?

He shook his head at that.

But lonely - that was different. That could be explained.

The middle-young, he thought, and the very old are lonely. The middle-young because full communication had not
been established, and the very old because communication bad broken down.

Society was stratified, he told himself, stratified and sectored and partitioned off by many different factors - by age,
by occupation, by education, by financial status. And the list did not end there. One could go on and on. It would be
interesting, if aman could only find the time, to chart the stratification of humanity. Finished, if it ever could be
finished, that chart would be aweird affair.

He finished the meal and wiped his mouth carefully with the napkin. He pushed back from the table and prowled the
darkening living area.

He knew that he should at least pick up the dishes and tidy up the table. By rights, he should even wash them. He
had caused Carrie alot of fuss because be bad been late. But he couldn't bring himself to do it. He couldn't settle
down. Safe, he still was not at peace.

There was no use in putting this business off any longer, he realized, no use to duck the fear that was nagging at
him. He knew what it was he faced, if he only would admit it.

Stuffy was crazy, of course. He could not possibly be right. He'd been thinking too much - imagining, rather.
The kids were no different now than they'd ever been.

Except that the grade averages had improved noticeably in the last ten years or so.

Except that there were, as one might expect of such grade averages, an increase in scholarships.

Except that the glitter of competitive sports was beginning to wear off.

Except that there was, in Millville, aimost no delinquency. And those solemn childish faces, with the big, bright eyes,
staring up at him from the papers on his desk.



He paced dowly up and down the carpeting before the big brick fireplace, and the dead, black maw beneath the
chimney throat, with the bitter smell of old wood ashesin it, seemed to be a mouth making sport of him.

He cracked one feebly clenched old fist into a shaky palm.

"It can't beright," he said fiercely to himself.

And yet, on the face of all evidence, it was.

The children in Millville were maturing faster; they were growing up, intellectually, much faster than they should.
And perhaps even more than that.

Growing in anew dimension, he wondered. Receding farther from the savage that still lingered in humanity. For
sports, organized sports on whatever basis, still remained a refined product of the cave - some antagonism that Man
had carried forward under many different guises and which broke forth at least partially in the open in the field of
sports.

If he could only talk with the students, he thought, if he could somehow find out what they thought, then there
might be a chance of running this thing to the ground.

But that wasimpossible. The barriers were too high and intricate, the lines of communication much too cluttered.

For he was old and they were young; he was authority and they were the regimented. Once again the stratifications
would keep them apart. There was no way in which he could approach them.

It was all right to say there was something happening, ridiculous as it might sound. But the important matter, if such
should be the case, was to discover the cause and to plot the trend.

And Stuffy must be wrong. For it was fantastic to suggest the Sitters were engineering it.

Peculiarly enough, the Sitters, alien as they were, had established themselves as solid citizens of Millville. They
would, he was sure, do nothing to jeopardize the position they had won - the position of being accepted and generally
let alone and little talked about.

They would do nothing to attract attention to themselves. Through the years, too many other aliens had gotten into
trouble through attempts to meddle and by exhibitionism.

Although, come to think of it, what might have seemed to be exhibitionism, from the human viewpoint, possibly had
been no more than normal alien conduct.

It had been the good fortune of the Sitters that their natural mother-disposition had enabled them to fit into the
human pattern. They had proven ideal baby-sitters and in this they had an economic value and were the more readily
accepted.

For many years, they had taken care of the Millville babies and they were everything that a sitter ought to be. And
now they ran a nursery school, although, he remembered, there had been some ruckus over that, since they quite
understandably did not hold formal education credits.

He turned on alight and went to the shelves to find something he could read. But there was nothing there that held
any interest for him. He ran afinger along the backs of the rows of volumes and his eyes flicked down the titles, but he
found absolutely nothing.

He left the shelves and paced over to the large front window and stared out at the street. The street |lamps had not
come on yet, but there were lights here and there in windows and occasionally a bubble-shaped car moved silently
down the pavement, the fanning headlights catching a scurrying bunch of leaves or a crouching cat.

It was one of the older streetsin town; at one time, he had known everyone who had lived upon it. He could call out
without hesitation the names of the one-time owners - Wilson, Becket, Johnson, Random - but none of them lived here
any longer. The names had changed and the faces were faces that he did not know; the stratification had shifted and
he knew almost no one on the street.

The middle-young and the very old, he thought, they are the lonely ones.



He went back to the chair beside the lamp he'd lighted and sat down rather stiffly init. He fidgeted, drumming his
fingers on the arms. He wanted to get up, but there was nothing to get up for, unless it was to wash the dishes, and he
didn't want to wash them.

He could take awalk, he told himself. That might be agood idea. There was alot of comfort in an evening walk.
He got his coat and hat and went out the door and down the walk and turned west at the gate.

He was more than halfway there, skirting the business section, before he admitted to himself that he was heading for
the Stiles house and the Sitters - that he had, in fact, never intended doing otherwise.

What he might do there, what he might learn there, he had no idea. There was no actual purpose in hismind. It was
amost asif he were on an unknown mission, asif he were being pushed by some unseen force into a situation of
no-choice.

He came to the Stiles house and stood on the walk outside, looking ét it.

It was an old house, surrounded by shade trees that had been planted many years before, and the front yard was a
wilderness of shrubs. Every once in awhile, someone would come and cut the lawn and maybe trim the hedges and fix
up the flower bedsto pay the Sittersfor al the baby-

minding they had done, since the Sitters took no money.

And that was a funny thing, Dean thought, their not taking any money - just asif they didn't need it, asif they might
not know what to do with it even if they had any.

Perhaps they didn't need it, for they bought no food and still they kept on living and never had been sick enough for
anyone to know about it. There must have been times when they were cold, although no one ever mentioned it, but
they bought no fuel, and Lamont Stiles had left a fund to pay the taxes - so maybe it was true that they had no need of
money.

There had been atime, Dean recalled, when there had been alot of speculation in the town about their not eating - or
at least not buying any food. But after atime the speculation dwindled down and all anyone would say was that you
could never figure alot of things about alien people and there was no use in trying.

And that was right, of course.

The Stiles house, Dean realized with something of a start, was even older than his house. It was arambler and they
had been popular many years before the split-level had comein.

Heavy drapes were drawn at the windows, but there was light behind the drapes and he knew the Sitters were at
home. They were usually home, of course. Except on babysitting jobs, they never left the house, and in recent years
they had gone out but little, for people had gotten in the habit of dropping off the kids at the Sitters house. The kids
never made afuss, not even thetiny ones. They all liked going to the Sitters.

He went up thewalk and climbed the stoop to ring the bell.
He waited and heard movement in the house.

The door came open and one of the Sitters stood there, with the light behind it, and he had forgotten - it had been
many years since he'd seen one of the Sitters.

Shortly after Lamont Stiles had come home, Dean remembered, he had met all three of them, and in the years between,
he had seen one of them from time to time a distance on the street. But the memory and the wonder had faded from his
mind and now it struck him once again with all the olden force - the faery grace, the sense of suddenly standing face to
face with agentle flower.

Theface, if it might be called aface, was sweet - too sweet, so sweet that it had no character and hardly an
individuality. A baffling skin arrangement, like the petals of aflower, rose above the face, and the body of the Sitter
was sender beyond all belief and yet so full of grace and poise that one forgot the slimness. And about the entire
creature hung an air of such sweet simplicity and such a scent of innocence that it blotted out al else.

No wonder, Dean found himself thinking, that the children liked them so.



"Mr. Dean," the Sitter said, "won't you please come in? We are very honored."

"Thank you," he said, taking off his hat.

He stepped inside and heard the closing of the door and then the Sitter was at his side again.
"This chair right here," it said. "We reserve this one for our special visitors."

And it wasal very sweet and friendly, and yet there was an alien, frightening touch.

Somewhere there were children laughing in the house. He twisted his head around to find where the laughter came
from.

"They'rein the nursery," said the Sitter. "I will close the door."
Dean sank into the chair and perched his battered old soft hat on one bony knee, fondling it with his bony fingers.

The Sitter came back and sat down on the floor in front of him, sat down with asingle, effortless motion and he had
the distinct impression of the swirl of flaring skirts, although the Sitter wore none.

"Now," the Sitter said by way of announcing that Dean commanded its entire attention.

But he did not speak, for the laughter still wasin the room. Even with the door to the nursery shut, there still was
childish laughter. It came from everywhere all about the room and it was an utterly happy laughter, the gay and
abandoned, the unthinking, the spontaneous laughter of children hard at play.

Nor wasthat all.

Childish sparkle glittered in the air and there was the long forgotten sense of timelessness - of the day that never
ended, that was never meant to end. A breeze was blowing out of some never-never land and it carried with it the scent
of brook water bearing on itstide flotillas of fallen autumn leaves, and there was, as well, the hint of clover and of
marigolds, and the smell of fuzzy, new-washed blankets such as are used in cribs.

"Mr. Dean," the Sitter said.

He roused himsdlf guiltily.

"I'm sorry," he told the Sitter. "l was listening to the children."

"But the door is closed.”

"The children in thisroom," he said.

"There are no children in this room."

"Quiteright," he said. "Quiteright."

But there were. He could hear their laughter and the patter of their feet.

There were children, or at least the sense of them, and there was also the sense of many flowers, long since died and
shriveled in actuality, but with the feel of them still caged inside the room. And the sense of beauty - the beauty of
many different things, of flowers and gee-gaw jewelry and little painted pictures and of gaily colored scarves, of all the
things that through the years bad been given to the Sittersin lieu of money.

"This room," he said haltingly, half-confused. "It is such a pleasant room. I'd just like to sit here."

He felt himself sink into the room, into the youngness and the gayety. If he let go, he thought, if he only could let go,
he might join the running and be the same as they.

"Mr. Dean," the Sitter said, "you are very sensitive."
"I am very old," said Dean. "Maybe that's the reason."

The room was both ancient and antique. It was a cry across almost two centuries, with its small brick fireplace



paneled in white wood, its arched doorways and the windows that stretched from floor to ceiling, covered by heavy
drapes of black and green, etched with golden thread. And it had a solid comfort and a deep security that the present
architecture of aluminum and glass never could achieve. It was dusty and moldy and cluttered and perhaps unsanitary,
but it had the feel of home.

"I am old-fashioned," said Dean, "and, | suspect, very closeto senile, and | am afraid that the time has come again to
believein fairy talesand magic."

"It isnot magic,” the Sitter replied. "It isthe way we live, the only way we can live. Y ou will agreethat even Sitters
must somehow stay alive."

"Yes, | agree," said Dean.

He lifted the battered hat from off his knee and rose slowly to hisfeet.

The laughter seemed to be fainter now and the patter not so loud. But the sense of youth - of youngness, of vitality
and of happiness - till lay within the room. It lent a sheen to the ancient shabbiness and it made his heart begin to
ache with a sudden gladness.

The Sitter still sat upon the floor. "There was something you wanted, Mr. Dean?"

Dean fumbled with his hat. "Not any more. | think I've found my answer."

And even as he said it, he knew it was unbelievable, that once be stood outside the door, he'd know with certainty
there could be no truth in what he'd found.

The Sitter rose. "Y ou will come again? We would love to have you."

"Perhaps," said Dean, and turned toward the door.

Suddenly there was atop spinning on the floor, a golden top with flashing jewels set in it that caught the light and
scattered it in amillion flashing colors, and asit spun, it played awhistling tune - the kind of music that got inside and

melted down one's soul.

Dean felt himself let go - as, sitting in the chair, he had thought it was impossible for him to do. And the laughter
came again and the world outside withdrew and the room suddenly was filled with the marvelous light of Christmas.

He took a quick step forward and he dropped his hat. He didn't know his name, nor where he was, nor how he might
have come there, and he didn't care. He felt a gurgling happiness welling up in him and he stooped to reach out for the
top.

He missed it by an inch or two and he shuffled forward, stooping, reaching, and his toe caught in aholein the
ancient carpeting and he crashed down on his knees.

The top was gone and the Christmas light snapped out and the world rushed in upon him. The gurgling happiness
had gone and he was an old man in a beauty-haunted house, struggling from his knees to face an alien creature.

"I am sorry," said the Sitter. " ou almost had it. Perhaps some other time."

He shook his head. "No! Not another time!"

The Sitter answered kindly, "It's the best we have to offer.'

Dean fumbled his hat back on his head and turned shakily to the door. The Sitter opened it and he staggered out.

"Come again,” the Sitter said, most sweetly. "Any time you wish."

On the street outside, Dean stopped and |eaned against atree. He took off his hat and mopped his brow.

Now, where he had felt only shock before, the horror began creeping in - the horror of akind of life that did not eat as
human beings ate, but in another way, who sucked their nourishment from beauty and from youth, who drained a

bouquet dry and who nibbled from the happy hours of laughing child, and even munched the laughter.

It was no wonder that the children of this village matured beyond their years. For they had their childishness



stripped from them by a hungry form of life that looked on them as fodder. There might be, he thought, only so much
of happy running and of childish laughter dealt out to an human. And while some might not use their quota, there still
might be alimit on it, and once one had used it all, then it was gone and a person became an adult without too much of
wonder or of laughter left within him.

The Sitters took no money. There was no reason that they should, for they had no need of it. Their house was filled
with all the provender they had stowed away for years.

And in al those years, he was the first to know, the first to sense the nature of those aliens brought home by Lamont
Stiles. It was a sobering thought - that he should be the first to find it out. He had said that he was old and that might
be the reason. But that had been no more than words rising to his lips almost automatically as a part of his
professional self-pity. Y et there might be something in it even so.

Could it be possible that, for the old, there might be certain compensations for the loss of other faculties? As the
body slowed and the mind began to dim, might some magical ability, a sort of psychic bloodhound sense, rise out of
the embers of alife that was nearly spent?

He was always pothering around about how old he was, he told himself, asif the mere fact of getting old might be a
virtue. He was forgetful of the present and his preoccupation with the past was growing to the danger point. He was
close to second childhood and he was the one who knew it - and might that be the answer? Might that be why he'd
seen the top and known the Christmas lights?

He wondered what might have happened if he could have grabbed the top.
He put his hat back on and stepped out from the tree and went slowly up the walk, heading back for home.

What could he do about it, he wondered, now that he'd unearthed the Sitters' secret? He could run and tattle, surely,
but there'd be no one to believe him. They would listen to him and they would be polite so as not to hurt hisfeelings,
yet there was no one in the village but would take it for an old man's imaginings, and there'd be nothing that he could
do about it. For beyond his own sure knowledge, he had not a shred of proof.

He might call attention to the maturity of the young people, as Stuffy had called his attention to it this very
afternoon. But even there he would find no proof, for in the final reckoning, al the villagers would retreat to
rationalization. Parental pride, if nothing else, might require they should. Not a single one of them would find much
cause for wonder in the fact that aboy or girl of theirs was singularly well-mannered and above the average in
intelligence.

One might say that the parents should have noticed, that they should have known that an entire village full of
children could not possibly be so well-behaved or so levelheaded or so anything else as were these Millville children.
And yet they had not noticed. It had crept along so slowly, had insinuated itself so smoothly, that the change was not
apparent.

For that matter, he himself had not noticed it, he who most of hislife had been intimately associated with these very
children in which he found so much wonder now. And if he had not noticed, then why expect that someone else
should? It had remained for a gossipy old busybody like the janitor to put afinger onit.

Histhroat was dry and his belly weak and sick and what he needed most of all, Dean told himself, was a cup of
coffee.

He turned off on a street that would take him to the downtown section and he plodded along with his head bent
against the dark.

What would be the end of it, he asked himself. What would be the gain for thislost childhood? For this pilfering of
children? What the value that growing boys and girls should cease to play alittle sooner, that they take up the
attitude of adults before the chosen time?

There was some gain aready seen. The children of Millville were obedient and polite; they were constructive in their
play; they'd ceased to be little savages or snobs.

The trouble was, now that one thought of it, they'd almost ceased being children, too.
And in the days to come? Would Millville supply Earth with great statesmen, with canny diplomats, with topnotch

educators and able scientists? Perhaps, but that was not the point at all. The question of robbing childhood of its
heritage to achieve these qualities was the basic question.



Dean came into the business district, not quite three blocks long and walked slowly down the street, heading for the
only drugstorein the town.

There were only afew people in the store and he walked over to the lunch counter and sat down. He perched on the
stool forlornly, with the battered hat pulled down above his eyes, and he gripped the counter's edge to keep his hands
from shaking.

"Coffee," he said to the girl who came to take his order, and she brought it to him.

He sipped at it, for it was too hot to drink. He was sorry he had come.

Hefelt all alone and strange, with al the bright light and the chrome, asif he were something that had shuffled from
the past into a place reserved for the present.

He almost never came downtown any more and that must be the reason for the way he felt. Especially he almost
never came down in the evening, although there had been atime he had.

He smiled, remembering how the old crowd used to get together and talk around in circles, about inconsequential
things, their talk not getting anywhere and never meaning to.

But that was all ended now. The crowd had disappeared.

Some of them were dead and some had moved away and the few of them still left seldom ventured out.

He sat there, thinking, knowing he was maudlin and not caring if he was, too tired and shaken to flinch away from it.
A hand fell on his shoulder and he swung around, surprised.

Y oung Bob Martin stood there, and although he smiled, be still had the look of someone who had done a thing that
he was unsure of.

"Sir, there are some of us down here at atable," said young Martin, gulping alittle at his own boldness.
Dean nodded. "That's very nice," he mumbled.

"We wondered if maybe - that is, Mr. Dean, we'd be pleased if you would care to join us.”
"Well, that is very nice of you, indeed."

"Wedidn't mean, sir - that is-"

"Why, certainly," said Dean. "I'd be very glad to."

"Here, sir, let me take your coffee. | won't spill adrop of it."

"I'll trust you, Bob," said Dean, getting to his feet. " ou almost never fumble."

"I can explain that, Mr. Dean. It's not that | don't want to play. It'sjust that..."

Dean tapped him on the shoulder lightly. "I understand. Thereis no need to explain.”

He paused a second, trying to decideif it were wise to say what was in his mind.

He decided to: "If you don't tell the coach, | might even say | agree with you. There comes atimein life when football
beginsto seem alittle silly."

Martin grinned, relieved. "Y ou've hit it on the head. Exactly."
Heled the way to the table.
There were four of them - Ronald King, George Woods, Judy Charleson and Donna Thompson. All good kids,

thought Dean, every one of them. He saw they had been dawdling away at sodas, making them stretch out as long as
possible.



They all looked up at him and smiled, and George Woods pulled back a chair in invitation. Dean sat down carefully
and placed his hat on the floor beside him. Bob set down the coffee.

"It was good of you to think of me," said Dean and wondered why he found himself embarrassed. After all, these
were hiskids - the kids he saw every day in school, the ones be pushed and coddled into an education, the kids he'd
never had himself.

"You're just the man we need,” said Ronald King. "We've been talking about Lamont Stiles. He is the only Millville
man who ever went to space and..."

"Y ou must have known him, Mr. Dean," said Judy.

"Yes," Dean said dowly, "I did know him, but not as well as Stuffy did. Stuffy and he were kids together. | was alittle
older."

"What kind of man ishe?"' asked Donna.

Dean chuckled. "Lamont Stiles? He was the town's delinquent. He was poor in school and he had no home life and
he just mostly ran wild. If there was trouble, you could bet your life that Lamont had had ahand in it. Everyone said
that Lamont never would amount to anything and when it had been said often enough and long enough, Lamont must
have taken it to heart..."

He talked on and on, and they asked him questions, and Ronald King went to the counter and came back with
another cup of coffeefor him.

Thetak switched from Stiles to football. King and Martin told him what they had told the coach. Then the talk went
on to problemsin student government and from that to the new theoriesin ionic drive, announced just recently.

Dean did not do all thetalking; he did alot of listening, too, and he asked questions of his own and time flowed on
unnoticed.

Suddenly the lights blinked and Dean looked up, startled.

Judy laughed at him. "That means the place is closing. It's the signal that we have to leave.”
"I see," said Dean. "Do you folks do this often - staying until closing time, | mean?'

"Not often," Bob Martin told him. "On weekdays, there is too much studying."

"I remember many years ago -" Dean began, then left the words hanging in the air.

Y es, indeed, be thought, many years ago. And again tonight!

He looked at them, the five faces around the table. Courtesy, he thought, and kindness and respect. But something
more than that.

Talking with them, he had forgotten he was old. They had accepted him as another human being, not as an aged
human being, not as a symbol of authority. They had moved over for him and made him one of them and themselves
one of him; they had broken down the barrier not only of pupil and teacher, but of age and youth as well.

"I have my car," Bob Martin said. "Can | drive you home?"

Dean picked his hat from off the floor and rose slowly to hisfeet.

"No, thanks," he said. "I think I'd like to walk. | have an idea or two I'd like to mull abit. Walking helps one think."

"Come again,” said Judy Charleson. "Some other Friday night, perhaps.”

"Why, thanks," said Dean, "I do believe | will."

Great kids, he told himself with a certain pride. Full of akindness and a courtesy beyond even normal adult courtesy

and kindness. Not brash, not condescending, not like kids at all, and yet with the shine of youthfulness and the
idealism and ambition that walked hand in hand with youth.



Premature adults, lacking cynicism... And that was an important thing, the lack of cynicism.

Surely there could be nothing wrong in a humanity like that. Perhaps this was the very coin in which the Sitters paid
for the childhood they had stolen... if they had stolen it. For they might not have stolen it; they might merely have
captured it and stored it.

And in such a case, then they had given free this new maturity and this new equality. And they had taken something
which would have been lost in any event - something for which the human race had no use at all, but which wasthe
stuff of life for the Sitter people.

They had taken youth and beauty and they had stored it in the house; they had preserved something that a human
could not preserve except in memory. They had caught a fleeting thing and held it and it was there - the harvest of
many years; the house was bulging with it.

Lamont Stiles, he wondered, talking in his mind to that man so long ago, so far away, how much did you know? What
purpose was in your mind?

Perhaps a rebuke to the smugness of the town that had driven him to greatness. Perhaps a hope, maybe a certainty,
that no onein Millville could ever say again, as they had said of Lamont Stiles, that this or that boy or girl would
amount to nothing.

That much, perhaps, but surely not any more than that.

Donna had put her hand upon his arm, was tugging at his sleeve.

"Come on, Mr. Dean," she urged. "Y ou can't stay standing here."

They walked with him to the door and said good night and he went up the street at alittle faster gait, it seemed to
him, than he ordinarily traveled.

But that, he told himself quite seriously, was because now he was just slightly younger than he had been a couple of
hours before.

Dean went on even faster and he didn't hobble and he wasn't tired at all, but he wouldn't admit it to himself - for it
was adream, a hope, a seeking after that one never must admit. Until one said it aloud, there was no commitment to the
hope, but once the word was spoken, then bitter disappointment lurked behind atree.

He was walking in the wrong direction. He should be heading back for home. It was getting late and he should bein
bed.

And he mustn't speak the word. He must not breathe the thought.
He went up the walk, past the shrub-choked lawn, and he saw that the light still filtered through the drawn drapes.

He stopped on the stoop and the thought flashed through his mind: There are Stuffy and myself and old Abe
Hawkins. Therearealot of us...

The door came open and the Sitter stood there, poised and beautiful and not the least surprised. It was, he thought,
almost asif it had been expecting him.

And the other two of them, he saw, were sitting by the fireplace.

"Won't you please comein?' the Sitter said. "We are so glad you decided to come back. The children all are gone.
We can have acozy chat."

He camein and sat down in the chair again and perched the hat carefully on one knee.
Once again the children were running in the room and there was the sense of timelessness and the sound of laughter.
He sat and nodded, thinking, while the Sitters waited.

It was hard, he thought. Hard to make the words come right.



Hefelt again as he had felt many years ago, when the teacher had called upon him to recite in the second grade.
They were waiting, but they were patient; they would give him time.

He had to say it right. He must make them understand.

He couldn't blurt it out. It must be made to sound natural, and logical aswell.

And how, he asked himself, could he make it logical ?

There was nothing logical at all in men as old as he and Stuffy needing baby-sitters.
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Galactic Chest

Clifford D. Smak

| had just finished writing the daily Community Chest story, and each day | wrote that story | was sore about it; there
were plenty of punks in the office who could have ground out that kind of copy. Even the copy boys could have
written it and no one would have known the difference; no one ever read it - except maybe some of the drive chairmen,
and I'm not even sure about them reading it.

| had protested to Barnacle Bill about my handling the Community Chest for another year. | had protested loud. | had
said: "Now, you know, Barnacle, | been writing that thing for three or four years. | write it with my eyes shut. You
ought to get some new blood into it. Give one of the cubs a chance; they can breathe somelifeinto it. Me, I'm all
written out on it."

But it didn't do a bit of good. The Barnacle had me down on the assignment book for the Community Chest, and he
never changed a thing once he put it in the book.

| wish | knew the real reason for that name of his. I've heard alot of stories about how it was hung on him, but | don't
think there's any truth in them. | think he got it ssimply from the way he can hang on to a bar.

I hed just finished writing the Community Chest story and was sitting there, killing time and hating myself, when
along came Jo Ann. Jo Ann was the sob sister on the paper; she got some lousy yarns to write, and that's a somber
fact | guessit was because | am of a sympathetic nature, and took pity on her, and let her cry upon my shoulder that



we got to know each other so well. By now, of course, we figure we'rein love; off and on we talk about getting married,
as soon as | snag that foreign correspondent job I've been angling for.

"Hi, kid," | said.

And she says, "Do you know, Mark, what the Barnacle has me down for today?"

"He'sfinaly ferreted out a one-armed paperhanger,” | guessed, "and he wants you to do afeature..."
"Its worse than that," she moans. "It's an old lady who is celebrating her one hundredth birthday."
"Maybe," | said, "shewill give you apiece of her birthday cake."

"I don't see how even you can joke about athing like this," Jo Ann told me. "It's positively ghastly."

Just then the Barnacle let out a bellow for me, so | picked up the Community Chest story and went over to the city
desk.

Barnacle Bill is up to his elbowsin copy; the phoneisringing and he'signoring it, and for this early in the morning
he has worked himself into more than a customary lather. "Y ou remember old Mrs. Clayborne?”

"Sure, she's dead. | wrote the obit on her ten days or so ago."

"Well, | want you to go over to the house and snoop around a bit."

"What for?" | asked. "She hasn't come back, has she?"

"No, but there's some funny business over there. | got atip that someone might have hurried her alittle.”

"Thistime," | told him, "you've outdone yourself. Y ou've been watching too many television thrillers.”

"I got it on good authority,” he said and turned back to his work.

So | went and got my hat and told mysdlf it was no skin off my nose how | spent the day; 1'd get paid just the same!

But | was getting alittle fed up with some of the wild-goose chases to which the Barnacle was assigning not only me,
but the rest of the staff as well. Sometimes they paid off; usualy, they didn't. And when they didn't, Barnacle had the
nasty habit of making it appear that the man he had sent out, not he himself, had dreamed up the chase. His "good

authority" probably was no more than some casual chatter of someone next to him at the latest bar he'd honored with
his cash.

Old Mrs. Clayborne had been one of the last of the faded gentility which at one time had graced Douglas Avenue.
The family had petered out, and she was the last of them; she had died in abig and lonely house with only afew
servants, and a nurse in attendance on her, and no kin close enough to wait out her final hoursin person.

It was unlikely, | told myself, that anyone could have profited by giving her an overdose of drugs, or otherwise
hurrying her death. And even if it wastrue, there'd be little chance that it could be proved; and that was the kind of
story you didn't run unless you had it down in black and white.

| went to the house on Douglas Avenue. It was a quiet and lovely place, standing in its fenced-in yard among the
autumn-colored trees.

There was an old gardener raking leaves, and he didn't notice me when | went up the walk. He was an old man,
pottering away and more than likely mumbling to himself, and | found out later that he was a little deaf.

| went up the steps, rang the bell and stood waiting, feeling cold at heart and wondering what 1'd say once | got
inside. | couldn't say what | had in mind; somehow or other 1'd have to go about it by deviousindirection.

A maid came to the door.



"Good morning, malam,” | said, "l am from the _Tribune . May | comein and talk?"

She didn't even answer; she looked at me for amoment and then slammed the door. | told myself | might have known
that was the way it would be.

| turned around, went down the steps, and cut across the grounds to where the gardener was working. He didn't
notice me until | was almost upon him; when he did see me, hisface sort of lit up. He dropped the rake, and sat down
on the wheelbarrow. | suppose | was as good an excuse as any for him to take a breather.

"Hello," | said to him, "Nice day," he said to me. "Indeed it is."

"You'll have to speak up louder," hetold me; "I can't hear athing you say."

"Too bad about Mrs. Clayborne,” | told him.

"Yes, yes," hesaid. "You live around here? | don't recall your face."

| nodded; it wasn't much of alie, just twenty miles or so.

"Shewas anice old lady. Worked for her almost fifty years. It'sablessing sheis gone."

"l supposeit is."

"She was dying hard," he said.

He sat nodding in the autumn sun and you could amost hear his mind go traveling back across those fifty years. |
am certain that, momentarily, he'd forgotten | was there.

"Nurse tellsafunny story," he said finally, speaking to himself more than he spoke to me. "It might be just
imagining; nurse was tired, you know."

"I heard about it," | encouraged him.

"Nurse left her just aminute and she swears there was something in the room when she came back again. Saysit
went out the window, just as she came in. Too dark to seeit good, she says. | told her she wasimagining. Funny
things happen, though; things we don't know about."

"That was her room," | said, pointing at the house. "'l remember, years ago..."

He chuckled at having caught mein the wrong. "Y ou're mistaken, sonny. It was the corner one; that one over there."

He rose from the barrow slowly and took up the rake again.

"It was good to talk with you," | said. "These are pretty flowers you have. Mind if | walk around and have alook at
them?"

"Might aswell. Frost will get them in aweek or so."

So | walked around the grounds, hating myself for what | had to do, and looking at the flowers, working my way
closer to the corner of the house he had pointed out to me.

There was a bed of petunias underneath the window and they were sorry-looking things. | squatted down and
pretended | was admiring them, although all the time | was looking for some evidence that someone might have jumped
out the window.

| didn't expect to find it, but | did.

There, in alittle piece of soft earth where the petunias had petered out, was a footprint-well, not afootprint, either,
maybe, but anyhow a print. It looked something like a duck track-except that the duck that made it would have had to
be as hig as a good-sized dog.

| squatted on the walk, staring at it and | could feel spiders on my spine. Finally | got up and walked away, forcing
myself to saunter when my body screamed to run.



Outsidethe gate| _did_ run.

| got to aphone asfast as| could, at a corner drugstore, and sat in the booth awhile to get my breathing back to
normal before | put in acall to the city desk.

The Barnacle bellowed at me. "What you got?'

"I don't know," | said. "Maybe nothing. Who was Mrs. Clayborne's doctor?"

Hetold me. | asked him if he knew who her nurse had been, and he asked how the hell should he know, so | hung up.
| went to see the doctor and he threw me out.

| spent the rest of the day tracking down the nurse; when | finally found her she threw me out too. So there was afulll
day's work gone entirely down the drain.

It was late in the afternoon when | got back to the office. Barnacle Bill pounced on me at once. "What did you get?"

"Nothing," | told him. There was no use telling him about that track underneath the window. By that time, | was
beginning to doubt I'd ever seen it, it seemed so unbelievable.

"How big do ducks get?' | asked him. He growled at me and went back to his work.

| looked at the next day's page in the assignment book. He had me down for the Community Chest, and: _See Dr.
Thomas at Univ.-magnetism._

"What's this?" | asked. "This magnetism business?"

"Guy's been working on it for years," said the Barnacle. "I got it on good authority he's set to pop with something.”
There was that "good authority" again. And just about as hazy as the most of his hot tips.

And anyhow, | don't like to interview scientists. More often than not, they're a crochety set and are apt to look down

their noses at newspapermen. Ten to one the newspaperman is earning more than they are - and in his own way, more
than likely, doing just as good ajob and with less fumbling.

| saw that Jo Ann was getting ready to go home, so | walked over to her and asked her how it went.

"I got afunny feeling in my gizzard, Mark," she told me. "Buy me adrink and I'll tell you all about it."

So we went down to the corner bar and took a booth way in the back.

Joe came over and he was grumbling about business, which was unusual for him. "If it weren't for you folks over at
the paper," be said, "I'd close up and go home. That must be what all my customers are doing; they sure ain't coming

here. Can you think of anything more disgusting than going straight home from your job?"

Wetold him that we couldn't, and to show that he appreciated our attitude he wiped off the table - athing he almost
never did.

He brought the drinks and Jo Ann told me about the old lady and her hundredth birthday. "It was horrible. There she
sat in her rocking chair in that bare living room, rocking back and forth, gently, delicately, the way old ladies rock. And
she was glad to see me, and she smiled so nice and she introduced me all around."

"Well, that wasfing," | said. "Werethere alot of people there?'

"Not asoul."

| choked on _my_drink. "But you said she introduced...”

"Shedid. To empty chairs."

"Good Lord!"



"They all were dead," she said.

"Now, let's get this straight..."

"She said, 'Miss Evans, | want you to meet my old friend, Mrs. Smith. She lives just down the street. | recall the day
she moved into the neighborhood, back in '33. Those were hard times, | tell you.' Chattering on, you know, like most
old ladies do. And me, standing there and staring at an empty chair, wondering what to do. And, Mark, | don't know if
| did right or not, but | said, 'Hello, Mrs. Smith. | am glad to know you." And do you know what happened then?'

"No," | said. "How could |?'

"The'old lady said, just as casually as could be - just conversationally, asif it were the most natural thing in all the
world-"Y ou know, Miss Evans, Mrs. Smith died three years ago. Don't you think it's nice she dropped in to see me?"

"She was pulling your leg," | said. "Some of these old ones sometimes get pretty dy."

"I don't think she was. She introduced me all around; there were six or seven of them, and all of them were dead.”

"She was happy, thinking they were there. What difference does it make?"

"It was horrible," said Jo Ann.

So we had another drink to chase away the horror.

Joe was still down in the mouth. "Did you ever see the like of it? Y ou could shoot off a cannon in thisjoint and not
touch asingle soul. By thistime, usually, they'd be lined up against the bar, and it'd be adull evening if someone
hadn't taken a poke at someone else - although you understand | run a decent place.”

"Sureyou do," | said. "Sit down and have adrink with us."

"It ain't right that | should,” said Joe. "A bartender should never take a drink when he's conducting business. But |
feel solow that if you don't mind, I'll take you up onit."

He went back to the bar and got a bottle and a glass and we had quite afew.

The corner, he said, had always been a good spot - steady business all the time, with arush at noon and a good
crowd in the evening. But business had started dropping off six weeks before, and now was down to nothing.

"It'sthe same all over town," he said, "some places worse than others. This place is one of the worst; | just don't
know what's gotten into people.”

We said we didn't, either. | fished out some money and left it for the drinks, and we made our escape.

Outside | asked Jo Ann to have dinner with me, but she said it was the night her bridge club met, so | drove her home
and went on to my place.

| take alot of ribbing at the office for living so far out of town, but | likeit. | got the cottage cheap, and it's better than
living in a couple of cooped-up rooms in athird-rate resident hotel-which would be the best | could afford if | stayed in
town.

After I'd fixed up a steak and some fried potatoes for supper, | went down to the dock and rowed out into the lake a
ways. | sat there for awhile, watching the lighted windows winking all around the shore and listening to the sounds
you never hear in daytime - the muskrat swimming and the soft chuckling of the ducks and the occasiona slap of a
jumping fish.

It was abit chilly and after alittle while | rowed back in again, thinking there was alot to do before winter came. The
boat should be caulked and painted; the cottage itself could take a coat of paint, if | could get around to it. There were
acouple of storm windows that needed glass replaced, and by rights | should putty all of them. The chimney needed
some bricks to replace the ones that had blown off in awindstorm earlier in the year, and the door should have new
weatherstripping.

| sat around and read awhile and then | went to bed. Just before | went to sleep | thought some about the two old
ladies - one of them happy and the other dead.



The next morning | got the Community Chest story out of the way, first thing; then | got an encyclopedia from the
library and did some reading on magnetism.

| figured that | should know something about it, before | saw this whiz-bang at the university.

But | needn't have worried so much; this Dr. Thomas turned out to be aregular Joe. We sat around and had quite a
talk. He told me about magnetism, and when he found out | lived at the lake be talked about fishing; then we found we
knew some of the same people, and it was al right.

Except he didn't have a story.

"There may be onein another year or 0," he told me. "When thereis, I'll let you inoniit."

I'd heard that one before, of course, so | tried to pin him down.

"Itsapromise,” he said; "you get it first, ahead of anyone?

| letit go at that. Y ou couldn't ask the man to sign a contract on it.

| was watching for a chance to get away, but | could see he still had moreto say. So | stayed on; it's refreshing to
find someone who wants to talk to you.

"I think therell be astory," be said, looking worried, asif he were afraid there mightn't be. "I've worked on it for
years. Magnetism is still one of the phenomenawe don't know too much about. Once we knew nothing about
electricity, and even now we do not entirely understand it; but we found out about it, and when we knew enough
about it, we put it to work, We could do the same with magnetism, perhaps-if we only could determine the first
fundamentals of it."

He stopped and looked straight at me. "When you were akid, did you believe in brownies?’
That one threw me and he must have seen it did.

"Y ou remember - the little helpful people. If they liked you, they did all sorts of things for you; and all they expected
of you wasthat you'd leave out abowl of milk for them."

| told him I'd read the stories, and | supposed that at one time | must have believed in them - although right at the
moment | couldn't swear | had.

"If I didn't know better," he said, "I'd think | had browniesin thislab. Someone - or something - shuffled my notes for
me. I'd left them on the desktop held down with a paperweight; the next morning they were spread all over, and part of
them dumped onto the floor."

"A cleaning woman," | suggested.
He smiled at my suggestion. "I'm the cleaning woman here."

| thought he had finished and | wondered why all thistalk of notes and brownies. | was reaching for my hat when he
told metherest of it.

"There were two sheets of the notes still underneath the paperweight,”" he said. "One of them had been folded
carefully. | was about to pick them up, and put them with the other sheets so | could sort them later, when | happened
to read what was on those sheets beneath the paperweight."

He drew along breath. "They were two sections of my notesthat, if left to myself, | probably never would havetied
together. Sometimes we have strange blind spots; sometimes we look so closely at athing that we are blinded to it.
And there it was - two sheets laid there by accident. Two sheets, one of them folded to tie up with the other, to show
me a possibility I'd never have thought of otherwise. I've been working on that possibility ever since; | have hopes it
may work out."

"When it does..." | said.

"Itisyours," hetold me.



| got my hat and left.

And | thought idly of brownies al the way back to the office.

| had just got back to the office, and settled down for an hour or two of loafing, when old J. H. - our publisher - made
one of hisirregular pilgrimages of good will out into the newsroom. J. H. _is _apompous windbag, without a sincere
bone in his body; he knows we know this and we know he knows-but he, and all therest of _us , carry out the
comedy of good fellowship to its bitter end.

He stopped beside my desk, clapped me on the shoulder, and said in a voice that boomed throughout the newsroom:
"That's atremendous job you're doing on the Community Chest, my boy."

Feeling alittle sick and silly, | got to my feet and said, "Thank you, J. H.; it's nice of you to say so."

Which was what was expected of me. It was almost ritual.

He grabbed me by the hand, put the other hand on my shoulder, shook my hand vigorously and squeezed my
shoulder hard. And I'll be damned if there weren't tearsin his eyes as he told me, "Y ou just stick around, Mark, and
keep up thework. Y ou won't regret it for aminute. We may not always show it, but we appreciate good work and
loyalty and we're always watching what you do out here."

Then he dropped me like a hot potato and went on with his greetings.

| sat down again; the rest of the day was ruined for me. | told myself that if | deserved any commendation | could
have hoped it would be for something other than the Community Chest stories. They were lousy stories; | knew it, and
so did the Barnacle and all the rest of them. No one blamed me for their being lousy - you can't write anything but a
lousy story on a Community Chest drive. But they weren't cheering me.

And | had asinking feeling that, somehow, old J. H. had found out about the applications | had planted with a half
dozen other papers and that this was his gentle way of letting me know he knew - and that | had better watch my step.

Just before noon, Steve Johnson - who handles the medical run aong with whatever else the Barnacle can find for
him to do - came over to my desk. He had a bunch of clippingsin his hand and he was looking worried. "I hate to ask
you this, Mark," he said, "but would you help me out?"

"Sure thing, Steve."

"It's an operation. | have to check onit, but | won't have the time. | got to run out to the airport and catch an
interview."

Helaid the clips down on my desk. "It's all in there,"

Then he was off for hisinterview.

| picked up the clippings and read them through; it was a story that would break your heart.

There was this little fellow, about three years old, who had to have an operation on his heart. It was a piece of
surgery that had been done only atime or two before, and then only in big Eastern hospitals by famous medical names
- and never on one as young as three.

| hated to pick up the phone and call; | was almost sure the kind of answer | would get.

But | did, and naturally | ran into the kind of trouble you always run into when you try to get some information out of
ahospital staff - asif they were shining pure and you were adirty little mongrel trying to sneak in. But | finally got
hold of someone who told me the boy seemed to be okay and that the operation appeared to be successful.

So | called the surgeon who had done the job. | must have caught him in one of his better moments, for hefilled mein
on some information that fit into the story.

"You are to be congratulated, Doctor," | told him and he got alittle testy.

"Y oung man," hetold me, "in an operation such as this the surgeon is no more than a single factor. There are so



many other factors that no one can take credit.”
Then suddenly he sounded tired and scared. "It was amiracle," he said.
"But don't you quote me on that," he fairly shouted at me.
"I wouldn't think of it," | told him.
Then | called the hospital again, and talked to the mother of the boy.

It was agood story. We caught the home edition with it, a four-column head on the left side of page one, and the
Barnacle dipped a cog or two and gave me abyline onit.

After lunch | went back to Jo Ann's desk; she wasin atizzy. The Barnacle had thrown a church convention program
at her and she was in the midst of writing an advance story, listing al the speakers and committee members and special
panels and events. Ifsthe deadliest kind of a story you can be told to write; it'sworse, even, than the Community
Chest.

| listened to her being bitter for quite awhile; then | asked her if she figured she'd have any strength left when the
day was over.

"I'm al pooped out," she said.
"Reason | asked," | told her, "isthat | want to take the boat out of the water and | need someone to help me."
"Mark," she said, "if you expect me to go out there and horse a boat around...”

"You wouldn't haveto lift," | told her. "Maybe just tug alittle. We'll use ablock and tackle to lift it on the blocks so
that | can paint it later. All | need is someone to steady it while | haul it up."

She still wasn't sold onit, so | laid out some bait.

"We could stop downtown and pick up acouple of lobsters,” | told her. "Y ou are good at lobsters. | could make
some of my Roquefort dressing, and we could have a..."

"But without the garlic,” she said. So | promised to forego the garlic and she agreed to come.

Somehow or other, we never did get that boat out of the water; there were so many other things to do.

After dinner we built afire in the fireplace and sat in front of it. She put her head on my shoulder and we were
comfortable and cozy. "Let's play pretend,” she said. "Let's pretend you have that job you want. Let'ssay itisin
London, and thisisalodge in the English fens..."

"A fen," | said, "isahell of aplaceto have alodge."

"Y ou always spoil things," she complained. "Let's start over again. Let's pretend you have that job you want..."

And she stuck to her fens.

Driving back to the lake after taking her home, | wondered if 1'd ever get that job. Right at the moment it didn't look so
rosy. Not that | couldn't have handled it, for | knew | could. | had racks of books on world affairs, and | kept close track
of what was going on. | had a good command of French, aworking knowledge of German, and off and on | was

struggling with Spanish. It was something I'd wanted al my life - to feel that | was part of that fabul ous newspaper
fraternity which kept check around the world.

| overdept, and was late to work in the morning. The Barnacle took a sour view of it. "Why did you bother to comein
at al?' he growled at me. "Why do you ever bother to come in? Last two days | sent you out on two assignments, and
where are the stories?"'

"There weren't any stories,” | told him, trying to keep my temper. "They were just some more pipe dreams you dug
up."



"Some day," he said, "when you get to be areal reporter, you'll dig up stories for yourself. That's what's the matter
with this staff,” he said in a sudden burst of anger. "That's what's wrong with you. No initiative; sit around and wait;
wait until | dig up something | can send you out on. No one ever surprises me and bringsin astory | haven't sent them
out on."

He pegged me with his eyes. "Why don't you just once surprise me?"

"I'll surprise you, buster," | said and walked over to my desk.

| sat there thinking. | thought about old Mrs. Clayborne, who had been dying hard - and then suddenly had died
easy. | remembered what the gardener had told me, and the footprint | had found underneath the window. | thought of
that other old lady who had been a hundred years old, and how all her old, dead friends had come visiting. And about
the physicist who had browniesin hislab. And about the boy and his successful operation.

And | got anidea.

| went to the files and went through them three weeks back, page by page. | took alot of notes and got alittle scared,
but told myself it was nothing but coincidence.

Then | sat down at my typewriter and made half a dozen false starts, but finally | had it.
_The brownies have come back again , | wrote.

_You know, those little people who do all sorts of good deeds for you, and expect nothing in return except that you
set out abowl of milk for them._

At thetime| didn't realize that | was using almost the exact words the physicist had said.

| didn't write about Mrs. Clayborne, or the old lady with her visitors, or the physicist, or the little boy who had the
operation; those weren't things you could write about with your tongue in cheek, and that's the way | wroteiit.

But | did write about the little two and three paragraph items | had found tucked away in theissues | had gone
through - the good luck stories; the little happy stories of no consequence, except for the ones they had happened to -
about people finding things they'd lost months or years ago, about stray dogs coming home, and kids winning essay
contests, and neighbor helping neighbor. All the kindly little news stories that we'd thrown in just to fill up awkward
holes.

There were alot of them - alot more, it seemed to me, than you could normally expect to find. _All these things
happened in our town in the last three weeks , | wrote at the end of it.

And | added onelast line: _Have you put out that bowl of milk?_

After it wasfinished, | sat there for awhile, debating whether | should hand it in. And thinking it over, | decided that
the Barnacle had it coming to him, after the way he'd shot off his mouth.

So | threw it into the basket on the city desk and went back to write the Community Chest story.

The Barnacle never said athing to me and | didn't say athing to him; you could have knocked my eyes off with a
stick when the kid brought the papers up from the pressroom, and there was my brownie story spread across the top
of page one in an eight-column feature strip.

No one mentioned it to me except Jo Ann, who came along and patted me on the head and said she was proud of me
- athough Cod knows why she should have been.

Then the Barnacle sent me out on another one of his wild-goose chases concerning someone who was supposed to
be building a homemade atomic pilein his back yard. It turned out that this fellow is an old geezer who, at one time,
had built a perpetual motion machine that didn't work. Once | found that out, | was so disgusted that | didn't even go
back to the office, but went straight home instead.

| rigged up ablock and tackle, had some trouble what with no one to help me, but | finally got the boat up on the
blocks. Then | droveto aUtile village at the end of the lake and bought paint not only for the boat, but the cottage as
well. | felt pretty good about making such afine start on al thework | should do that fall.

The next morning when | got to the office, | found the place in an uproar. The switchboard had been clogged al



night and it still looked like a Christmas tree. One of the operators had passed out, and they were trying to bring her to.

The Barnacle had awild gleam in his eye, and his necktie was al askew. When he saw me, he took me firmly by the
arm and led meto my desk and sat me down. "Now, damn you, get to work!" he yelled and he dumped a bale of notes
down in front of me.

"What's going on?" | asked.

"It'sthat brownie deal of yours," he yelled. "Thousands of people are calling in. All of them have brownies; they've
been helped by brownies; some of them have even seen brownies."

"What about the milk?" | asked.

"Milk? What milk?'

"Why, the milk they should set out for them."

"How do | know?" he said. "Why don't you call up some of the milk companies and find out?’

That isjust what | did - and, so help me Hannah, the milk companies were slowly going crazy. Every driver had come
racing back to get extramilk, because most of their customers were ordering an extra quart or so. They were lined up
for blocks outside the stations waiting for new loads and the milk supply was running low.

There weren't any of usin the newsroom that morning who did anything but write brownie copy. We filled the paper
with it - al sorts of stories about how the brownies had been helping people. Except, of course, they hadn't known it
was brownies hel ping them until they read my story. They'd just thought that it was good luck.

When the first edition was in, we sat back and sort of caught our breath - although the calls still were coming in - and
| swear my typewriter still was hot from the copy I'd turned out.

The papers came up, and each of ustook our copy and started to go through it, when we heard aroar from JH.'s
office. A second later, J. H. came out himself, waving a paper in his fist, his face three shades redder than a brand-new
firetruck.

He practically galloped to the city desk and he flung the paper down in front of the Barnacle and hit it with hisfist.
'What do you mean?' he shouted. "Explain yourself. Making us ridiculous!"

"But, J. H., | thought it was a good gag and -"
"Brownies!" J. H. snorted.
"Wegot all those calls," said Barnacle Bill. "They till are coming in. And -"

"That's enough," J. H. thundered. "Y ou're fired!" He swung around from the city desk and looked straight at me.
"You're the one who started it," he said. "Y ou're fired, too."

I got up from my chair and moved over to the city desk. "WEe'll be back alittle later,” | told J. H., "to collect our
severance pay."

Heflinched alittle at that, but he didn't back up any. The Barnacle picked up an ash tray off hisdesk and let it fall. It
hit the floor and broke. He dusted off his hands. "Come on, Mark," he said; "I'll buy you adrink."

We went over to the corner. Joe brought us a bottle and a couple of glasses, and we settled down to business.

Pretty soon some of the other boys started dropping in. They'd have adrink or two with us and then go back to
work. It was their way of showing us they were sorry the way things had turned out. They didn't say anything, but
they kept dropping in. There never was atime during the entire afternoon when there wasn't someone drinking with us.
The Barnacle and | took on quite aload.

We talked over this brownie business and at first we were alittle skeptical about it, laying the situation more or less
to public gullibility. But the more we thought about it, and the more we drank, the more we began to believe there
might really be brownies. For one thing, good luck just doesn't come in hunks the way it appeared to have cometo this
town of oursin the last few weeks. Good luck is apt to scatter itself around abit - and while it may runin streaks, it's
usually pretty thin. But here it seemed that hundreds - if not thousands - of persons had been visited by good luck.



By the middle of the afternoon, we were fairly well agreed there might be something to this brownie business. Then,
of course, we tried to figure out who the brownies were, and why they were helping people.

"Y ou know what | think," said Barnacle. "l think they're aliens. People from the stars. Maybe they're the ones who
have been flying all these saucers.”

"But why would aliens want to help us?' | objected. "Sure, they'd want to watch us and find out all they could; and
after awhile, they might try to make contact with us. They might even be willing to help us, but if they were they'd
want to help us as arace, not asindividuals."

"Maybe," the Barnacle suggested, "they're just busybodies. There are humans like that. Psychopathic dogooders,
always sticking in their noses, never letting well enough alone."

"I don't think so," | argued back at him. "If they arefrying to help us, I'd guessit's areligion with them. Like the old
friarswho wandered all over Europe in the early days. Like the Good Samaritan. Like the Salvation Army."

But he wouldn't have it that way. "They're busybodies," he insisted. "Maybe they come from a surplus economy, a
planet where all the work is done by machines and there is more than enough of everything for everyone. Maybe there
isn't anything left for anyone to do - and you know yourself that a man has to have something to keep him occupied,
something to do so he can think that he isimportant.”

Then along about five o'clock Jo Ann came in. It had been her day off and she hadn't known what had happened
until someone from the office phoned her. So she'd come right over.

Shewas plenty sore at me, and she wouldn't listen to me when | tried to explain that at atime like thisaman had to
have a drink or two. She got me out of there and out back to my car and drove me to her place. She fed me black coffee
and finally gave me something to eat and along about eight o'clock or so she figured 1'd sobered up enough to try
driving home.

| took it easy and | madeit, but | had an awful head and | remembered that | didn't have ajob. Worst of al, | was
probably tagged for life as the man who had dreamed up the brownie hoax. There was no doubt that the wire services
had picked up the story, and that it had made front page in most of the papers coast to coast. No doubt, the radio and
television commentators were doing a lot of chuckling at it.

My cottage stands up on a sharp little rise above the lake, a sort of hog's back between the lake and road, and there's
no road up to it. | had to leave my car alongside the road at the foot of the rise, and walk up to the place.

| walked along, my head bent alittle so | could see the path in the moonlight, and | was amost to the cottage before |
heard a sound that made me raise my head.

And there they were.

They had rigged up a scaffold and there were four of them on it, painting the cottage madly. Three of them were up
on the roof replacing the bricks that had been knocked out of the chimney. They had storm windows scattered all over
the place and were furioudly applying putty to them. And you could scarcely see the boat, there were so many of them
dapping paint on it.

| stood there staring at them, with my jaw hanging on my breastbone, when | heard asudden _swish_and stepped
quickly to one side. About a dozen of them rushed by, reeling out the hose, running down the hill withit. Almost ina
shorter time than it takes to tell it, they were washing the car.

They didn't seem to notice me. Maybe it was because they were so busy they didn't have the timeto - or it might
have been just that it wasn't proper etiquette to take notice of someone when they were helping him.

They looked alot like the brownies that you see pictured in the children's books, but there were differences. They
wore pointed caps, al right, but when | got close to one of them who was busy puttying, | could see that it was no cap
at all. His head ran up to a point, and that the tassle on the top of it was no tassle of a cap, but atuft of hair or feathers
- | couldn't make out which. They wore coats with big fancy buttons on them, but | got theimpression - | don't know
how - that they weren't buttons, but something else entirely. And instead of the big sloppy clown-type shoes they're
usually shown as wearing, they had nothing on their feet.



They worked hard and fast; they didn't waste a minute. They didn't walk, but ran. And there were so many of them.

Suddenly they were finished. The boat was painted, and so was the cottage. The puttied, painted storm windows
were leaned against the trees. The hose was dragged up the hill and neatly coiled again.

| saw that they were finishing and | tried to call them all together so that | could thank them, but they paid no
attention to me. And when they were finished, they were gone. | was left standing, all aone - with the newly painted
cottage shining in the moonlight and the smell of paint heavy in the air.

| suppose | wasn't exactly sober, despite the night air and all the coffee Jo Ann had poured into me. If | had been
cold, stone sober | might have done it better; | might have thought of something. Asit was, I'm afraid | bungled it.

| staggered into the house, and the outside door seemed a little hard to shut. When | looked for the reason, | saw it
had been weather-stripped.

With the lights on, | looked around - and in all the time I'd been there the place had never been so neat. There wasn't
a speck of dust on anything and all the metal shone. All the pots and pans were neatly stacked in place; all the
clothing I had left strewn around had been put away; all the books were lined straight within the shelves, and the
magazines were where they should be instead of just thrown anywhere.

| managed to get into bed, and | tried to think about it; but someone came along with a heavy mallet and hit me on
the head and that wasthe last | knew until | was awakened by aterrible racket.

| got toit asfast as| could.

"What isit now?" | snarled, which is no way to answer a phone, but was the way | felt.

It was J.H. "What's the matter with you?' he yelled. "Why aren't you at the office? What do you mean by..."
"Just aminute, J. H.; don't you remember? Y ou canned me yesterday."

"Now, Mark," he said, "you wouldn't hold that against me, would you? We were all excited..."

" | _wasn't excited," | told him.

"Look," he said, "I need you, There's someone here to see you."

"All right," | said and hung up.

| didn't hurry any; | took my time. If J. H. needed me, if there was someone there to see me, both of them could wait. |
turned on the coffee maker and took a shower; after the shower and coffee, | felt almost human.

| was crossing the yard, heading for the path down to the car, when | saw something that stopped me like a shot.

There were tracks in the dust, tracks all over the place-exactly the kind of tracks I'd seen in the flower bed underneath
the window at the Clayborne estate. | squatted down and looked closely at them to make sure there was no mistake
and there couldn't be. They were the self-same tracks.

They were brownie tracks!

| stayed there for along time, squatting beside the tracks and thinking that now it was all believable because there
was no longer any room for disbelief.

The nurse had been right; there had been something in the room that night Mrs. Clayborne died. It was a mercy, the
old gardener said, his thoughts and speech all fuzzed with the weariness and the basic simplicity of the very old. An
act of mercy, agood deed, for the old lady had been dying hard, no hope for her.

And if there were good deeds in death, there were aswell in life. In an operation such asthis, the surgeon had told
me, there are so many factors that no one can take the credit. It was a miracle, he'd said, but don't you quote me on it.

And someone - no cleaning woman, but someone or something else - had messed up the notes of the physicist and
in the messing of them had put together two pages out of several hundred - two pages that tied together and made
sense.



Coincidence? | asked myself. Coincidence that awoman died and that a boy lived, and that a researcher got aclue
he'd otherwise have missed? No, not coincidence when there was a track beneath a window and papers scattered from
beneath a paperweight.

And - I'd dmost forgotten - Jo Ann's old lady who sat rocking happily because al her old dead friends had come to
visit her. There were even times when senility might become a very kindness.

| straightened up and went down to the car. As| droveinto town | kept thinking about the magic touch of kindness
from the stars or if, perhaps, there might be upon this earth, coexistent with the human race, another race that had a
different outlook and a different way of life. A race, perhaps, that had tried time and time again to aly itself with the

humans and each time had been rejected and driven into hiding - sometimes by ignorance and superstition and again
by atoo-brittle knowledge of what wasimpossible. A race, perhaps, that might be trying once again.

J. H. was waiting for me, looking exactly like a cat sitting serenely inside abird cage, with feathers on his whiskers.
With him was a high brass flyboy, who had a rainbow of decorations spread across his jacket and eagles on his
shoulders. They shone so bright and earnestly that they almost sparkled.

"Mark, thisis Colonel Duncan," said J. H. "He'd like to have aword with you."

The two of us shook hands and the colonel was more affable than one would have expected him to be. Then J. H. left
usin his office and shut the door behind him. The two of us sat down and each of us sort of measured up the other. |
don't know how the colonel felt, but | was ready to admit | was uncomfortable. | wondered what | might have done and
what the penalty might be.

"I wonder, Lathrop," said the colonel, "if you'd mind telling me exactly how it happened.

"How you found out about the brownies?"

"I didn't find out about them, Colonel; it wasjust agag.”

| told him about the Barnacle shooting off his mouth about no one on the staff ever showing any initiative, and how
I'd dreamed up the brownie story to get even with him. And how the Barnacle had got even with me by running it.

But that didn't satisfy the colonel. "There must be more to it than that," he said.

| could see that he'd keep at me until I'd told it, anyhow; and while he hadn't said aword about it, | kept seeing
images of the Pentagon, and the chiefs of staff, and Project Saucer - or whatever they might call it now - and the FBI,
and alot of other unpleasant things just over hisleft shoulder.

So | came clean with him. | told him all of it and alot of it, | granted, sounded downright silly.

But he didn't seem to think that it was silly. "And what do you think about all this?'

"I don't know," | told him. "They might come from outer space, or ..."

He nodded quietly. "We've known for some time now that there have been landings. Thisisthe first time they've
ever deliberately called attention to themselves.”

'What do they want, Colonel ? What are they aiming at?"
"I wish | knew."

Then he said very quietly, "Of course, if you should write anything about this, | shall simply deny it. That will leave
you in amost peculiar position at best."

I don't know how much more he might have told me - maybe quite a bit. But right then the phonerang. | picked it up
and answered; it was for the colonel.

Hesaid "Yes," and listened. He didn't say another word. He got alittle white around the gills; then he hung up the
phone.

He sat there, looking sick.



"What's the matter, Colonel ?"

"That wasthefield," he told me. "It happened just awhile ago. They came out of nowhere and swarmed all over the
plane - polished it and cleaned it and made it spic and span, both inside and out. The men couldn't do a thing about it.
They just had to stand and watch."

I grinned. "There's nothing bad about that, Colonel. They were just being good to you."
"Y ou don't know the half of it," he said. "When they got it all prettied up, they painted a brownie on the nose.”

That'sjust about all there'sto it as far as the brownies are concerned. The job they did on the colonel's plane was,
actually, the sole public appearance that they made. But it was enough to serve their purpose if publicity was what
they wanted - a sort of visual clincher, asit were. One of our photographers - aloopy character by the name of Charles,
who never was where you wanted him when you wanted him, but neverthel ess seemed to be exactly on the spot when
the unusual or disaster struck - was out at the airport that morning. He wasn't supposed to be there; he was supposed
to be covering afire, which turned out luckily to be no more than a minor blaze. How he managed to wind up at the
airport even he, himself, never was able to explain. But he was there and he got the pictures of the brownies polishing
up the plane - not only one or two pictures, but a couple dozen of them, all the plates he had. Another thing - he got
the pictures with atelescopic lens. He'd put it in his bag that morning by mistake; he'd never carried it before. After
that one time he never was without it again and, to my knowledge, never had another occasion where he had to useiit.

Those pictures were a bunch of [ulus. We used the best of them on page one - a solid page of them - and ran two
more pages of therest inside. The AP got hold of them, transmitted them, and a number of other member papers used
them before someone at the Pentagon heard about it and promptly blew his stack. But no matter what the Pentagon
might say, the pictures had been run and whatever harm - or good - they might have done could not be recalled.

| suppose that if the colonel had known about them, he'd have warned us not to use them and might have
confiscated them. But no one knew the pictures had been taken until the colonel was out of town, and probably back
in Washington. Charlie got waylaid somehow - at a beer joint most likely - and didn't get back to the office until the
middle of the afternoon.

When he heard about it, J. H. paced up and down and tore his hair and threatened to fire Charlie; but some of the rest
of us got him calmed down and back into his office. We caught the picturesin our final street edition, picked the pages
up for the early runs next day, and the circulation boys were pop-eyed for days at the way those papers sold.

The next day, after the worst of the excitement had subsided, the Barnacle and | went down to the corner to have
ourselves acouple. | had never cared too much for the Barnacle before, but the fact that we'd been fired together
established a sort of bond between us; and he didn't seem to be such a bad sort, after al,

Joe was as sad as ever. "It's them brownies," he told us, and he described them in a manner no one should ever use
when talking of a brownie. "They've gone and made everyone so happy they don't need to drink no more."

"Both you and me, Joe," said the Barnacle; "they ain't done nothing for me, either.”
"Y ou got your job back," | told him.
"Mark," he said, solemnly, pouring out another. "I'm not so sure if that is good or not."

It might have developed into a grade-A crying session if Lighthing, our most up-and-coming copy boy, had not
come shuffling in at that very moment.

"Mr. Lathrop," he said, "there's a phone call for you."

"Waell, that'sjust fine."

"But it'sfrom New York," said the kid.

That did it. It'sthefirst timein my life | ever left aplace so fast that | forgot my drink.

The call was from one of the papersto which | had applied, and the man at the New Y ork end told me there was ajob

opening in the London staff and that he'd like to talk with me about it. In itself, it probably wasn't any better than the
job I had, he said, but it would give me achance to break in on the kind of work | wanted.



When could | come in? he asked, and | said tomorrow morning.

| hung up and sat back and the world all at once looked rosy. | knew right then and there those brownies still were
working for me.

| had alot of time to think on the plane trip to New Y ork; and while | spent some of it thinking about the new job and
London, | spent alot of it thinking about the brownies, too.

They'd come to Earth before, that much at least was clear. And the world had not been ready for them. It had muffled
them in afog of folklore and superstition, and had lacked the capacity to use what they had offered it. Now, they tried
again. Thistimewe must not fail them, for there might not be athird time.

Perhaps one of the reasons they had failed before - although not the only reason - had been the lack of a media of
mass communications. The story of them, and of their deeds and doings, had gone by word of mouth and had been
distorted in the telling. The fantasy of the age attached itself to the story of the brownies until they became no more
than amagic little people who were very droll, and on occasion helpful, but in the same category as the ogre, or the
dragon, and others of their ilk.

Today it had been different. Today there was a better chance the brownies would be objectively reported. And while
the entire story could not be told immediately, the people could still guess.

And that was important - the publicity they got. People must know they were back again, and must believe in them
and trust them.

And why, | wondered, had one medium-sized city in the midwest of America been chosen as the place where they
would make known their presence and demonstrate their worth? | puzzled alot about that one, but | never did get it
figured out, not even to this day.

Jo Ann was waiting for me at the airport when | came back from New Y ork with the job tucked in my pocket. | was
looking for her when | came down the ramp and | saw that she'd got past the gate and was running toward the plane. |
raced out to meet her and | scooped her up and kissed her and some damn fool popped a flash bulb at us. | wanted to
mop up on him, but Jo Ann wouldn't let me.

It was early evening and you could see some stars shining in the sky, despite the blinding floodlights; from way up,
you could hear another plane that had just taken off; and up at the far end of the field, another one was warming up.
There were the buildings and the lights and the people and the great machines and it seemed, for along moment, like a
table built to represent the strength and swiftness, the competence and assurance of this world of ours.

Jo Ann must have felt it, too, for she said suddenly:
"It'snice, Mark. | wonder if they'll changeit." | knew who she meant without even asking.

"I think 1 know what they are," | told her; "I think | got it figured out. Y ou know that Community Chest drive that's
going on right now. Well, that's what they are doing, too - a sort of Galactic Chest. Except that they aren't spending
money on the poor and needy; their kind of charity isadifferent sort. Instead of spending money on us, they're
spending love and kindness, neighborliness and brotherhood. And | guessthat it's all right. | wouldn't wonder but
that, of all the people in the universe, we are the ones who need it most. They didn't come to solve all our problems for
us - just to help clear away some of the little problems that somehow keep us from turning our full power on the
important jobs, or keep us from looking at them in the right way."

That was more years ago than | like to think about, but | still can remember just asif it were yesterday.
Something happened yesterday that brought it all to mind again.
| happened to be in Downing Street, not too far from No. 10, when | saw alittle fellow | first took to be some sort of

dwarf. When | turned to look at him, | saw that he was watching me; he raised one hand in an emphatic gesture, with
the thumb and first finger made into a circle - the good, solid American signal that everything's okay.



Then he disappeared. He probably ducked into an alley, although | can't say for afact | actually saw him...

But he wasright. Everything's okay.

Theworld is bright, and the cold war isal but over. We may be entering upon the first true peace the human race has
ever known.

Jo Annis packing, and crying as she packs, because she has to leave so many things behind. But the kids are
goggle-eyed about the great adventure just ahead. Tomorrow morning we leave for Peking, where I'll be the first
accredited American correspondent for almost thirty years.

And | can't help but wonder if, perhaps, somewhere in that ancient city - perhapsin a crowded, dirty street; perhaps
along the imperial highway; maybe some day out in the country beside the Great Wall, built so fearsomely so many
years ago - | may not see another little man.
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DROPDEAD
Clifford D. Smak

THE CRITTERS were unbelievable. They looked like something from the maudlin
pen of awell-alcoholed cartoonist.

One herd of them clustered in asemicircle in front of the ship, not

jittery or belligerent - just looking at us. And that was strange.

Ordinarily, when a spaceship sets down on avirgin planet, it takes aweek
at least for any life that might have seen or heard it to creep out of

hiding and sneak alook around.

The critters were amost cow-size, but nohow as graceful as acow. Their
bodies were pushed together asif every blessed one of them had run
full-tilt into awall. And they were just as lumpy as you'd expect from a
collision like that. Their hides were splashed with large squares of pastel
color - the kind of color one never finds on any self-respecting animal:
violet, pink, orange, chartreuse, to name only afew. The overall effect
was of a checkerboard done by an old lady who made crazy quilts.



And that, by far, was not the worst of it.

From their heads and other parts of their anatomy sprouted a weird sort of
vegetation, so that it appeared each animal was hiding, somewhat
ineffectively, behind a skimpy thicket. To compound the situation and make
it completely insane, fruits and vegetables - or what appeared to be fruits
and vegetables - grew from the vegetation.

So we stood there, the critters looking at us and us looking back at them,
and finally one of them walked forward until it was no more than six feet
from us. It stood there for amoment, gazing at us soulfully, then dropped
dead at our feet.

Therest of the herd turned around and trotted awkwardly away, for all the
world asif they had done what they had come to do and now could go about
their business.

Julian Oliver, our botanist, put up a hand and rubbed his balding head with
an absentminded motion.

"Another what isit coming up!" he moaned. "Why couldn't it, for once, be
something plain and ssimple?"

"It never is," | told him. "Remember that bush out on Hamal V that spent
half itslife asakind of glorified tomato and the other half asgrade A
poison ivy?"

"I remember it," Oliver said sadly.

Max Weber, our biologist, walked over to the critter, reached out a
cautious foot and prodded it.

"Troubleis," he said, "that Hamal tomato was Julian's baby and this one
hereismine."

"I wouldn't say entirely yours," Oliver retorted. "What do you call that
underbrush growing out of it?"

| camein fast to head off an argument. | had listened to those two
quarreling for the past twelve years, across several hundred light-years
and on a couple dozen planets. | couldn't stop it here, | knew, but at
least | could postpone it until they had something vital to quarrel about.

"Cut it out," | said. "It'sonly acouple of hourstill nightfall and we
have to get the camp set up."

"But this critter," Weber said. "We can't just leave it here."

"Why not? There are millions more of them. This one will stay right here
and even if it doesn't -"

"But it dropped dead!"

"Soit wasold and feeble."

"It wasn't. It wasright in the prime of life."

"We can talk about it later," said Alfred Kemper, our bacteriologist. "I'm
as interested as you two, but what Bob saysisright. We have to get the
camp set up."

"Another thing," | added, looking hard at &l of them. "No matter how
innocent this place may look, we observe planet rules. No eating anything.



No drinking any water. No wandering off alone. No carelessness of any
kind."

"There's nothing here," said Weber. "Just the herds of critters. Just the
endless plains. No trees, no hills, no nothing."

He redlly didn't mean it. He knew aswell as| did the reason for observing
planet rules. He only wanted to argue.

"All right," | said, "which isit? Do we set up camp or do we spend the
night up in the ship?"

That did it.

We had the camp set up before the sun went down and by dusk we were all
settled in. Carl Parsons, our ecologist, had the stove together and the
supper started before the last tent peg was driven.

| dug out my diet kit and mixed up my formulaand all of them kidded me
about it, the way they always did.

It didn't bother me. Their jibs were automatic and | had automatic answers.
It was something that had been going on for along, long time. Maybe it was
best that way, better if they'd disregarded my enforced eating habits.

| remember Carl was grilling steaks and | had to move away so | couldn't
smdll them. There's never atime when | wouldn't give my good right arm for
asteak or, to tell the truth, any other kind of normal chow. This diet

stuff keeps aman aive al right, but that's about the only thing that can

be said of it.

I know ulcers must sound silly and archaic. Ask any medic and hell tell

you they don't happen any more. But | have ariddled stomach and the diet
kit to prove they sometimes do. | guessit'swhat you might call an
occupational ailment. There's alot of never-ending worry playing nursemaid
to planet survey gangs.

After supper, we went out and dragged the critter in and had a closer look
ait.

It was even worse to look at close than from a distance.

There was no fooling about that vegetation. It was the real McCoy and it
was part and parcel of the critter. But it seemed that it only grew out of
certain of the color blocksin the critter's body.

We found another thing that practically had Weber frothing at the mouth.
One of the color blocks had holesin it - it looked almost exactly like one

of those peg sets that children use as toys. When Weber took out his
jackknife and poked into one of the holes, he pried out an insect that
looked something like a bee. He couldn't quite believeit, so he did some
more probing and in another one of the holes he found another bee. Both of
the bees were dead.

He and Oliver wanted to start dissection then and there, but the rest of us
managed to talk them out of it.

We pulled straws to see who would stand first guard and, with my usual
luck, | pulled the shortest straw. Actually there wasn't much real reason
for standing guard, with the alarm system set to protect the camp, but it
was regulation - there had to be a guard.

| got agun and the others said good night and went to their tents, but |
could hear them talking for along time afterward. No matter how hardened



you may get to this Survey business, no matter how blase’, you hardly ever
get much sleep the first night on any planet.

| sat on achair at one side of the camp table, on which burned alantern
in lieu of the campfire we would have had on any other planet. But here we
couldn't have afire because there wasn't any wood.

| sat at one side of the table, with the dead critter lying on the other
sideof it and | did some worrying, although it wasn't time for me to start
worrying yet. I'm an agricultural economist and | don't begin my worrying
until at least thefirst reports are in.

But sitting just across the table from whereit lay, | couldn't help but do
some wondering about that mixed-up critter. | didn't get anywhere except go
around in circlesand | was sort of glad when Tabott Fullerton, the Double
Eye, came out and sat down beside me.

Sort of, | said. No one cared too much for Fullerton. | have yet to see the
Double Eye| or anybody else ever cared much about.

"Too excited to deep?’ | asked him.

He nodded vaguely, staring off into the darkness beyond the lantern's
light.

"Wondering," he said. "Wondering if this could be the planet."

"It won't be," | told him. "Y ou're chasing an El Dorado, bunting down a
fable"

"They found it once before," Fullerton argued stubbornly. "It's all there
in the records.”

"So was the Gilded Man. And the Empire of Prester John. Atlantisand all
therest of it. So was the old Northwest Passage back on ancient Earth. So
were the Seven Cities. But nobody ever found any of those places because
they weren't there."

He sat with the lamplight in his face and he had that wild look in his eyes
and his hands were knotting into fists, then straightening out again.

"Sutter,” he said unhappily, "I don't know why you do this - this mocking

of yours. Somewhere in this universe there isimmortality. Somewhere,
somehow, it has been accomplished. And the human race must find it. We have
the space for it now - all the space thereis - millions of planets and

eventually other galaxies. We don't have to keep making room for new
generations, the way we would if we were stuck on asingleworld or a

single solar system. Immortality, | tell you, isthe next step for

humanity!"

"Forget it," | said curtly, but once a Double Eye gets going, you can't
shut him up.

"Look at thisplanet," he said. "An almost perfect Earth-type planet.
Main-sequence sun. Good soil, good climate, plenty of water - an ideal
place for a colony. How many years, do you think, before Man will settle
here?'

"A thousand. Five thousand. Maybe more."
"That's right. And there are countless other planets like it, planets

crying to be settled. But we won't settle them, because we keep dying off.
And that's not al of it..."



Patiently, | listened to all the rest - the terrible waste of dying - and |
knew every bit of it by heart. Before Fullerton, we'd been saddled by one
Double Eye fanatic and, before him, yet another. It was regulation. Every
planet-checking team, no matter what its purpose or its destination, was
required to carry as supercargo an agent of Immortality Institute.

But thiskid seemed just a little worse than the usual run of them. It was
hisfirst trip out and he was all steamed up with idealism. In all of them,
though, burned the same intense dedication to the proposition that Man must
live forever and an equally unyielding belief that immortality could and

would be found. For had not alost spaceship found the answer centuries
before - an unnamed spaceship on an unknown planet in along-forgotten
year!

It was amyth, of course. It had all the hallmarks of one and al the

fierce loyalty that a myth can muster. It was kept alive by Immortality
Institute, operating under a government grant and billions of bequests and
giftsfrom hopeful rich and poor - all of whom, of course, had died or
would die in spite of their generosity.

"What are you looking for?' | asked Fullerton, just alittle wearily, for |
was bored with it. "A plant? An animal? A people?’

And hereplied, solemn asajudge: "That's something | can't tell you.”
Asif | gaveadamn!

But | went on needling him. Maybe it was just something to while away my
time. That and the fact that | didiked the fellow. Fanatics annoy me. They
won't get off your ear.

"Would you know it if you found it?"

He didn't answer that one, but he turned haunted eyes on me.

| cut out the needling. Any more of it and I'd have had him bawling.
We sat around awhile longer, but we did no talking.

He fished a toothpick out of his pocket and put it in his mouth and rolled
it around, chewing at it moodily. | would have liked to reach out and slug
him, for he chewed toothpicks al the time and it was an irritating habit,
that set me unreasonably on edge. | guess | was jumpy, too.

Finally he spit out the mangled toothpick and slouched off to bed.

| sat alone, looking up at the ship, and the lantern light was just bright
enough for me to make out the legend lettered on it: 'Caph VI - Ag Survey
286', which was enough to identify us anywhere in the Galaxy.

For everyone knew Caph VI, the agricultural experimental planet, just as
they would have known Alderbaran X11, the medical research planet, or
CapellalX, the university planet, or any of the other special departmental
planets.

Caph VIl isamassive operation and the hundreds of survey teams like us
werejust apart of it. But we were the spearheads who went out to new
worlds, some of them uncharted, some just barely charted, looking for
plants and animals that might be developed on the experimental tracts.

Not that our team had found a great deal. We had discovered some grasses
that did well on one of the Eltanian worlds, but by and large we hadn't
done anything that could be called distinguished. Our luck just seemed to
run bad - like that Hamal poison ivy business. We worked as hard as any of



the rest of them, but alot of good that did.

Sometimes it was tough to take - when all the other teams brought in stuff
that got them written up and earned them bonuses, while we came creeping in
with afew piddling grasses or maybe not athing at all.

It'satough life and don't let anyone tell you different. Some of the

planets turn out to be afairly rugged business. At times, the boys come

back pretty much the worse for wear and there are times when they don't
come back at all.

But right now it looked as though we'd hit it lucky - a peaceful planet,
good climate, easy terrain, no hostile inhabitants and no dangerous fauna.

Weber took histime relieving me at guard, but finally he showed up.

| could see he still was goggle-eyed about the critter. He walked around it
several times, looking it over.

"That's the most fantastic case of symbiosis| have ever seen,” he said.
"If it weren't lying over there, I'd say it wasimpossible. Usually you
associate symbiosis with the lower, more simple forms of life."

"Y ou mean that brush growing out of it?' He nodded.

"And the bees?"

He gagged over the bees.

"How are you so sure it's symbiosis?"

He almost wrung his hands. "I don't know," he admitted.

| gave him the rifle and went to the tent | shared with Kemper. The
bacteriologist was awake when | camein.

"That you, Bob?"

"It'sme. Everything'sal right."

"I've been lying here and thinking," he said. "Thisis a screwy place.”
"The critters?'

"No, not the critters. The planet itself. Never saw onelikeit. It's
positively naked. No trees. No flowers. Nothing. It'sjust a sea of grass."

"Why not?" | asked. "Where does it say you can't find a pasture planet?"

"It'stoo simple,” be protested. "Too simplified. Too neat and packaged.
Almost asif someone had said 'let's make a simple planet, let's cut out
all thefrills, let's skip all the biological experiments and get right

down to basics. Just one form of life and the grassfor it to eat.”

"You'reway out on alimb," | told him. "How do you know all this? There
may be other life-forms. There may be complexities we can't suspect. Sure,
all we've seen are the critters, but maybe that's because there are so many
of them.”

"To hell with you," he said and turned over on his cot.

Now there'saguy | liked. We'd been tent partners ever since he'd joined
the team better than ten years before and we got along fine.



Often | had wished the rest could get along as well. But it was too much to
expect.

The fighting started right after breakfast, when Oliver and Weber insisted

on using the camp table for dissecting. Parsons, who doubled as cook,
jumped straight down their throats. Why he did it, | don't know. He knew
before be said aword that he was licked, hands down. The same thing had
happened many times before and he knew, no matter what he did or said, they
would use the table.

But he put up a good battle. Y ou guys go and find some other place to do
your butchering! Who wants to eat on atable that's all slopped up?"

"But, Carl, where can we do it? Well use only one end of the table."
Which was alaugh, because in half an hour they'd be sprawled al over it.
"Spread out a canvas,” Parsons snapped back.

"You can't dissect on a canvas. Y ou got to have -"

"Another thing. How long do you figure it will take? In aday or two, that
critter isgoing to get ripe."

It went on like that for quite awhile, but by thetime | started up the
ladder to get the animals, Oliver and Weber had flung the critter on the
table and were at work onit.

Unshipping the animals is something not exactly in my line of duty, but

over the years I'd taken on the job of getting them unloaded, so they'd be
there and waiting when Weber or some of the others needed them to run off a
batch of tests.

| went down into the compartment where we kept them in their cages. The
rats started squeaking at me and the zartyls from Centauri started
screeching at me and the punkins from Polaris made an unholy racket,
because the punkins are hungry al thetime. Y ou just can't give them
enough to eat. Turn them loose with food and they'd eat themselves to
death.

It was quite ajob to get them all lugged up to the port and to rig up a

dling and lower them to the ground, but | finally finished it without

busting a single cage. That was an accomplishment. Usually | smashed a cage
or two and some of the animals escaped and then Weber would froth around
for days about my carelessness.

| had the cages all set out in rows and was puttering with canvas flies to
protect them from the weather when Kemper came along and stood watching me.

"I have been wandering around,” he announced. From the way he said it, |
could see he had the wind up.

But | didn't ask him, for then he'd never have told me. Y ou had to wait for
Kemper to make up his mind to talk.

"Peaceful place," | said and it was all of that. It was abright, clear day

and the sun was not too warm. There was a little breeze and you could see a
long way off. And it was quiet. Really quiet. There wasn't any noise at

al.

"It'salonesome place," said Kemper.

"I don't get you," | answered patiently.



"Remember what | said last night? About this planet being too simplified?"

He stood watching me put up the canvas, as if he might be considering how
much moreto tell me. | waited.

Findly, he blurted it. "Baob, there are no insects!" "What have insects -"

"Y ou know what | mean," he said. "Y ou go out on Earth or any Earthilke
planet and lie down in the grass and watch. Y ou'll see the insects. Some of
them on the ground and others on the grass. Therelll be all kinds of them.”
"And there aren't any here?"

He shook his head. "Nonethat | could see. | wandered around and lay down
and looked in a dozen different places. Stands to reason a man should find
some insectsif helooked al morning. It isn't natural, Bob."

| kept on with my canvasand | don't know why it was, but | got alittle
chilled about there not being any insects. Not that | care a hoot for

insects, but as Kemper said, it was unnatural, although you come to expect
the so-called unnatural in this planet-checking business.

"There are the bees," 1 said.

"What bees?'

"The onesthat are in the critters. Didn't you see any?

"None," hesaid. "I didn't get close to any critter herds. Maybe the bees
don't travel very far."

"Any birds?'

"I didn't seeaone,”" he said. "But | was wrong about the flowers. The
grass hastiny flowers."

"For the bees to work on."

Kemper's face went stony. "That's right. Don't you see the pattern of it,
the planned -"

"l seeit," | told him.

He helped me with the canvas and we didn't say much more. When we had it
done, we waked into camp.

Parsons was cooking lunch and grumbling at Oliver and Weber, but they
weren't paying much attention to him. They had the table littered with
different parts they'd carved out of the critter and they were looking
dightly numb.

"No brain," Weber said to us accusingly, as if we might have made off with
it when he wasn't looking. "We can't find a brain and there's no nervous
system."

"It'simpossible," declared Oliver. "How can ahighly organized, complex
animal exist without a brain or nervous system?”

"Look at that butcher shop!" Parsons yelled wrathfufly from the stove. "You
guys will have to eat standing up!"

"Butcher shop isright," Weber agreed. "As near as we can figure out, there
are at least adozen different kinds of flesh - some fish, some fowl, some
good red meat. Maybe alittle lizard, even."



"An all-purpose animal," said Kemper. "Maybe we found something finally."

"If it'sedible," Oliver added. "If it doesn't poison you. If it doesn't
grow hair al over you."

"That's up to you," | told him. "I got the cages down and all lined up. You
can start killing off the little cusses to your heart's content.”

Weber looked ruefully at the mess on the table.

"Wedid just arough exploratory job," he explained. "We ought to start
another one from scratch. Y ou'll have to get in on that next one, Kemper."

Kemper nodded glumly.

Weber looked at me. "Think you can get us one?"
"Sure," | said. "No trouble.”

It wasn'.

Right after lunch, alone critter came walking up, asif to visit us. It
stopped about six feet from where we sat, gazed at us soulfully, then
obligingly dropped dead.

During the next few days, Oliver and Weber barely took time out to eat and
sleep. They sliced and probed. They couldn't believe half the things they
found. They argued. They waved their scalpelsin the air to emphasize their
anguish. They almost broke down and wept. Kemper filled box after box with
slides and sat hunched, half petrified, above his microscope.

Parsons and | wandered around while the others worked. He dug up some soil
samples and tried to classify the grasses and failed, because there weren't
any grasses - there was just one type of grass. He made notes on the
weather and ran an analysis of the air and tried to pull together an

ecological report without alot to go on.

| looked for insects and | didn't find any except the bees and | never saw
those unless | was near a critter herd. | watched for birds and there were
none. | spent two days investigating a creek, lying on my belly and staring
down into the water, and there were no signs of life. | hunted up a sugar
sack and put a hoop in the mouth of it and spent another two days seining.
| didn't catch athing - not afish, not even a crawdad, not asingle

thing.

By that time, | was ready to admit that Kemper had guessed right.

Fullerton walked around, too, but we paid no attention to him. All the
Double Eyes, every one of them, always were looking for something no one
else could see. After awhile, you got pretty tired of them. 1'd spent

twenty years getting tired of them.

Thelast day | went seining, Fullerton stumbled onto me late in the

afternoon. He stood up on the bank and watched me working in a pool. When |
looked up, | had the feeling he'd been watching me for quite alittle

while.

"There's nothing there," he said.

Theway he said it, he made it sound asif he'd known all along there was
nothing there and that | was afool for looking.

But that wasn't the only reason | got sore.



Sticking out of hisface, instead of the usual toothpick, a stem of grass
and hewasrolling it around in hislips chewing it the way he chewed the
toothpicks.

"Spit out that grass!" | shouted at him. "Y ou fool, spit it out!"
His eyes grew startled and he spit out the grass.

"It's hard to remember," he mumbled. "Y ou seg, it's my first trip out and

"It could be your last one, too," | told him brutally. "Ask Weber sometime,
when you have a moment, what happened to the guy who pulled aleaf and
chewed it. Absent-minded, sure. Habit, certainly. He was just as dead as if

he'd committed suicide.”

Fullerton stiffened up.
"I'll keepitin mind," he said.

| stood there, looking up at him, feeling alittle sorry that 1'd been so
tough with him.

But | had to be. There were so many absent-minded, well-intentioned ways a
man could kill himself.

"You find anything?" | asked.

"I've been watching the critters," he said. "There was something funny that
| couldn't quite make out at first..."

"I can list you a hundred funny things."

"That's not what | mean, Sutter. Not the patchwork color or the bushes
growing out of them. There was something else. | finally got it figured
out. There aren't any young."

Fullerton was right, of course. | realized it now, after he had told me.

There weren't any calves or whatever you might call them. All we'd seen
were adults. And yet that didn't necessarily mean there weren't any calves.
It just meant we hadn't seen them. And the same, | knew, applied aswell to
insects, birds and fish. They all might be on the planet, but we just

hadn't managed to find them yet.

And then, belatedly, | got it - the inference, the hope, the half-crazy
fantasy behind this thing that Fullerton had found, or imagined he'd found.

"Y ou're downright loopy," | said flatly.
He stared back at me and his eyes were shining like akid's at Christmas.

He said: "It had to happen sometime, Sutter, somewhere." | climbed up the
bank and stood beside him. | looked at the net | till held in my hands and
threw it back into the creek and watched it sink.

"Besensible" | warned him. "Y ou have no evidence. Immortality wouldn't
work that way. It couldn't. That way, it would be nothing but a dead end.
Don't mention it to anyone. They'd ride you without mercy all the way back
home."

| don't know why | wasted time on him. He stared back at me stubbornly, but
till with that awful light of hope and triumph on hisface.



"I'll keep my mouth shut,” | told him curtly. "I won't say aword."
"Thanks, Sutter," he answered. "l appreciateit alot."

| knew from the way he said it that he could murder me with gusto.
We trudged back to camp.

The camp was al dicked up.

The dissecting mess had been cleared away and the table had been scrubbed
so hard that it gleamed. Parsons was cooking supper and singing one of his
obscene ditties. The other three sat around in their camp chairs and they

had broken out some liquor and were human once again.

"All buttoned up?"' | asked, but Oliver shook his head.

They poured adrink for Fullerton and he accepted it, a bit ungraciously,
but he did take it. That was some improvement on the usual Double Eye.

They didn't offer me any. They knew | couldn't drink it. "What have we
got?' | asked.

"It could be something good,” said Oliver. "It'sawalking menu. It's an
all-purpose animal, for sure. It lays eggs, gives milk, makes honey. It has
six different kinds of red meat, two of fowl, one of fish and a couple of
otherswe can't identify."

"Layseggs,” | said. "Gives milk. Then it reproduces." "Certainly," said
Weber. "What did you think?"'

"There aren't any young."

Weber grunted. "Could be they have nursery areas. Certain places
instinctively set aside in which to rear their young."

"Or they might have ingtinctive birth control," suggested Oliver. "That
would fit in with the perfectly balanced ecology Kemper talks about..."

Weber snorted. "Ridiculous!"

"Not so ridiculous," Kemper retorted. "Not half so ridiculous as some other
things we found. Not one-tenth as ridiculous as no brain or nervous system.
Not any more ridiculous than my bacteria.”

"Y our bacterial" Weber said. He drank down half aglass of liquor in a
single gulp to make his disdain emphatic.

"The critters swarm with them," Kemper went on. "Y ou find them everywhere
throughout the entire animal. Not just in the bloodstream, not in

restricted areas, but in the entire organism. And all of them the same.
Normally it takes ahundred different kinds of bacteriato make a

metabolism work, but here there's only one. And that one, by definition,

must be general purpose - it must do all the work that the hundred other
species do."

He grinned at Weber. "1 wouldn't doubt but right there are your brains and
nervous systems - the bacteria doubling in brass for both systems.”

Parsons came over from the stove and stood with hisfists planted on his
hips, a steak fork grasped in one hand and sticking out at a tangent from
his body.

"If you ask me," he announced, "there ain't no such animal. The critters



are all wrong. They can't be made that way." '
"But they are," said Kemper.

"It doesn't make sense! One kind of life. One kind of grassfor it to eat.

I'll bet that if we could make a census, we'd find the critter population

isat exact capacity - just so many of them to the acre, figured down
precisely to the last mouthful of grass. Just enough for them to eat and no
more. Just enough so the grass won't be overgrazed. Or undergrazed, for
that matter."

"What's wrong with that?" | asked, just to needle him.
| thought for a minute he'd take the steak fork to me.

"What's wrong with it?" he thundered. "Nature's never static, never
standing still. But hereit's standing still. Where's the competition?
Where's the evolution?”

"That's not the point,” said Kemper quietly. "The fact isthat that's the
way it is. The point iswhy?How did it happen? How was it planned? Why was
it planned?"

"Nothing's planned," Weber told him sourly. "Y ou know better than to talk
likethat."

Parsons went back to his cooking. Fullerton had wandered off somewhere.
Maybe he was discouraged from hearing about the eggs and milk.

For atime, the four of usjust sat.

Finally Weber said: "The first night we were here, | came out to relieve
Bob at guard and | said to him..."

Helooked at me. "Y ou remember, Bob?' "Sure. Y ou said symbiosis.”
"And now?" asked Kemper.

"I don't know. It simply couldn't happen. But if it did - if it could -

this critter would be the most beautifully logical example of symbiosisyou
could dream up. Symbiosis carried to itslogical conclusion. Like, long
ago, al the life-forms said let's quit this feuding, let's get together,

let's cooperate. All the plants and animals and fish and bacteria got
together -"

"It'sfar-fetched, of course," said Kemper. "But, by and large, it's not
anything unheard of, merely carried further, that's all. Symbiosisisa
recognized way of life and there's nothing -"

Parsons let out a bellow for them to come and get it, and | went to my tent
and broke out my diet kit and mixed up amess of goo. It was ardlief to
eat in private, without the others making cracks about the stuff | had to
choke down.

| found athin sheaf of working notes on the small wooden crate I'd set up
for adesk. | thumbed through them while | ate. They were fairly sketchy
and sometimes hard to read, being smeared with blood and other gook from
the dissecting table. But | was used to that. | worked with notes like that

all the blessed time; So | was able to decipher them. The whole picture
wasn't there, of course, but there was enough to bear out what they'd told
me and agood deal more aswell.

For examples, the color squares that gave the critters their crazy-quiltish
look were separate kinds of meat or fish or fowl or unknown food, whatever



it might be. Almost as if each square was the present-day survivor of each
ancient symbiont - if, in fact, there was any basisto thistalk of
symbiosis.

The egg-laying apparatus was described in some biologic detail, but there
seemed to be no evidence of recent egg production. The same was true of the
lactation system.

There were, the notes said in Oliver's crabbed writing, five kinds of fruit
and three kinds of vegetables to be derived from the plants growing from
the critters.

| shoved the notes to one side and sat back on my chair, gloating just a
little

Here was diversified farming with a vengeance! Y ou had meat and dairy
herds, fish pond, aviary, poultry yard, orchard and garden rolled into one,
all inthe body of asingle animal that was a complete farm in itself!

I went through the notes hurriedly again and found what | was looking for.
The food product seemed high in relation to the gross weight of the animal.
Very little would be lost in dressing out.

That isthe kind of thing an ag economist has to consider.

But that isn't al of it, by any means. What if aman couldn't eat the
critter? Suppose the critters couldn't be moved off the planet because they
died if you took them from their range?

| recalled how they'd just walked up and died; that in itself was another
headache to befiled for future worry.

What if they could only eat the grass that grew on this one planet? And if
S0, could the grass be grown elsewhere? What kind of tolerance would the
critter show to different kinds of climate? What was the rate of
reproduction? If it was slow, as was indicated, could it be stepped up?
What was the rate of growth?

| got up and walked out of the tent and stood for awhile, outside. The
little breeze that had been blowing had died down at sunset and the place
was quiet. Quiet because there was nothing but the critters to make any
noise and we had yet to hear them make a single sound. The stars blazed
overhead and there were so many of them that they lighted up the
countryside as if there were amoon.

| walked over to where the rest of the men were sitting. "It looks like
we'll be herefor awhile" | said. "Tomorrow we might aswell get the ship
unloaded."

No one answered me, but in the silence | could sense the half-hidden
satisfaction and the triumph. At last we'd hit the jackpot! We'd be going
home with something that would make those other teams look pallid. We'd be
the ones who got the notices and bonuses.

Oliver finally broke the silence. ""Some of our animals aren't in good
shape. | went down this afternoon to have alook at them. A couple of the
pigs and several of the rats."

Helooked at me accusingly.

| flared up at him. "Don't look at me! I'm not their keeper. | just take
care of them until you're ready to use them."

Kemper butted in to bead off an argument. "Before we do any feeding, welll



need another critter."
"I'll lay you a bet," said Weber.
Kemper didn't take him up.

It wasjust aswell he didn't, for acritter camein, right after
breakfast, and died with a savoir faire that was positively marvelous. They
went to work on it immediately.

Parsons and | started unloading the supplies. We put in abusy day. We
moved all the food except the emergency rations we left in the ship. We
slung down arefrigerating unit Weber had been yelling for, to keep the
critter products fresh.

We unloaded alot of equipment and some silly odds and ends that | knew
we'd have no use for, but that some of the others wanted broken out. We put
up tents and we lugged and pushed and hauled all day. Late in the
afternoon, we had it al stacked up and under canvas and were completely
bushed.

Kemper went back to his bacteria. Weber spent hours with the animals.
Oliver dug up abunch of grass and gave the grass the works. Parsons went
out on field trips, mumbling and fretting.

Of al of us, Parsons had the job that was most infuriating.

Ordinarily the ecology of even the simplest of planetsis a complicated
business and there's alot of work to do. But here was almost nothing.
There was no competition for survival.

There was no dog eat dog. There were just critters cropping grass.

| started to pull my report together, knowing that it would have to be
revised and rewritten again and again. But | was anxiousto get going. |
fairly itched to see the piecesfall together - although | knew from the
very start some of them wouldn't fit. They amost never do.

Things went well. Too well, it sometimes seemed to me.

There were incidents, of course, like when the punkins somehow chewed their
way out of their cage and disappeared.

Weber was almost beside himself.

"They'll come back," said Kemper. "With that appetite of theirs, they won't
stay away for long."

And he was right about that part of it. The punkins were the hungriest
creaturesin the Galaxy. Y ou could never feed them enough to satisfy them.
And they'd eat anything. It made no difference to them, just so therewas a
lot of it. And it was that very factor in their metabolism that made them
invaluable as research animals.

The other animals thrived on the critter diet. The carnivorous ones ate the
critter-meat and the vegetarians chomped on critter-fruit and
critter-vegetables. They all grew sleek and sassy. They seemed in better
health than the control animals, which continued their regular diet. Even
the pigs and rats that had been sick got well again and as fat and happy as
any of the others.

Kemper told us, "This critter stuff is more than just afood. It'sa
medicine. | can seethe signs: 'Eat Critter and Keep Well!™



Weber grunted at him. He was never one for joking and | think he was a
worried man. A thorough man, he'd found too many things that violated all
the tenets he'd accepted as the truth. No brain or nervous system. The
ability to die at will. The lingering hint of wholesale symbiosis. And the
bacteria

The bacteria, | think, must have seemed to him the worst of all.
There was, it now appeared, only one type involved.

Kemper had hunted frantically and had discovered no others, Oliver found it
in the grass. Parsons found it in the soil and water. The air, strangely
enough, seemed to be free of it.

But Weber wasn't the only one who worried. Kemper worried, too. He unloaded
most of it just before our bedtime, sitting on the edge of his cot and
trying to talk the worry out of himself while | worked on my reports.

And he'd picked the craziest point imaginable to pin hisworry on.

"You can explainit al," hesaid, "if you are only willing to concede on

certain points. Y ou can explain the crittersif you're willing to believe

in asymbiotic arrangement carried out on a planetary basis. Y ou can

believe in the utter simplicity of the ecology if you're willing to assume

that, given space and time enough, anything can happen within the bounds of

logic."

"Y ou can visualize how the bacteria might take the place of brains and
nervous systemsif you're ready to say thisis abacterial world and not a
critter world. And you can even envision the bacteria - all of them, every
single one of them - asforming one gigantic linked intelligence. And if

you accept that theory, then the voluntary deaths become understandable,
because there's no actual death involved - it's just like you or me

trimming off ahangnail. And if thisistrue, then Fullerton has found
immortality, although it's not the kind he was looking for and it won't do
him or us asingle bit of good.

"But the thing that worries me," he went on, his face al knotted up with
worry, "isthe seeming lack of anything resembling a defense mechanism.
Even assuming that the critters are no more than fronting for a bacterial
world, the mechanism should be there as a simple matter of precaution.
Every living thing we know of has some sort of way to defend itself or to
escape potential enemies. It either fights or runs and hides to preserve
itslife.

Hewasright, of course. Not only did the critters have no defense, they
even saved one the trouble of going out to kill them.

"Maybe we are wrong," Kemper concluded. "Maybe life, after al, isnot as
valuable aswethink it is, Maybe it's not athing to cling to. Maybe it's

not worth fighting for. Maybe the critters, in their dying, are closer to

the truth than we."

It would go on like that, night after night, with Kemper talking around in
circles and never getting anywhere. | think most of the time he wasn't
talking to me, but talking to himself, trying by the very process of
putting it in words to work out some final answer.

And long after we had turned out the lights and gone to bed, I'd lie on my
cot and think about all that Kemper said and | thought in circles, too. |
wondered why all the critters that camein and died were in the prime of
life. Was the dying a privilege that was accorded only to thefit? Or were
all the crittersin the prime of life? Was there really some cause to

believe they might be immortal?



| asked alot of questions, but there weren't any answers.

We continued with our work. Weber killed some of his animals and examined
them and there were no signs of ill effect from the critter diet. There
weretraces of critter bacteriain their blood, but no sickness, reaction

or antibody formation. Kemper kept on with his bacterial work. Oliver

started awhole series of experiments with the grass. Parsons just gave up.

The punkins didn't come back and Parsons and Fullerton went out and hunted
for them, but without success.

| worked on my report and the pieces fell together better than | had hoped
they would. It began to look as though we had the situation well nailed
down. We were al feeling pretty good. We could almost taste that bonus.

But | think that, in the back of our minds, all of uswere wondering if we
could get away scot free. | know | had mental fingers crossed. It just
didn't seem quite possible that something wouldn't happen.

And, of coursg, it did.

We were sitting around after supper, with the lantern lighted, when we
heard the sound. | realized afterward that we had been hearing it for some
time before we paid attention to it. It started so soft and so far away

that it crept upon us without alarming us. At first, it sounded like a

sighing, asif a gentle wind were blowing through alittle tree, and then

it changed into arumble, but afar-off rumble that had no menaceinit. |

was just getting ready to say something about thunder and wondering if our
stretch of weather was about to bresk when Kemper jumped up and yelled.

| don't know what he yelled. Maybe it wasn't aword at &ll. But the way he
yelled brought usto our feet and sent us at a dead run for the safety of

the ship. Even before we got there, in the few seconds it took to reach the
ladder, the character of the sound had changed and there was no mistaking
what it was - the drumming of hoofs heading straight for camp.

They were almost on top of us when we reached the ladder and there wasn't
time or room for all of usto useit. | wasthelastinlineand | saw I'd

never make it and a dozen possible escape plans flickered through my mind.
But | knew they wouldn't work fast enough. Then | saw the rope, hanging
where I'd left it after the unloading job, and | made ajump for it. I'm no
rope-climbing expert, but | shinnied up it with plenty of speed. And right
behind me came Weber, who was no rope-climber; either, but who was doing
rather well.

| thought of how lucky it had been that | hadn't found the time to take
down the rig and how Weber had ridden me unmercifully about not doing it. |
wanted to shout down and point it out to him, but | didn't have the breath.

We reached the port and tumbled into it. Below us, the stampeding critters
went grinding through the camp. There seemed to be millions of them. One of
the terrifying things about it was how silently they ran. They made no

outcry of any kind; all you could hear was the sound of their hoofs
pounding on the ground. It seemed amost asif they ran in some blind fury
that was too deep for outcry.

They spread for miles, asfar as one could see on the star-lit plains, but
the spaceship divided them and they flowed to either side of it and then
flowed back again, and beyond the spaceship there was alittle sector that
they never touched.

| thought how we could have been safe staying on the ground and huddling in
that sector, but that's one of the things a man never can foresee.



The stampede lasted for almost an hour. When it was all over, we came down
and surveyed the damage. The animalsin their cages, lined up between the
ship and the camp, were safe. All but one of the sleeping tents were
standing. The lantern till burned brightly on the table. But everything

else was gone. Our food supply was trampled in the ground. Much of the
equipment was lost and wrecked. On either side of the camp, the ground was
churned up like a half-plowed field. The whole thing was a mess.

It looked asif we were licked.

The tent Kemper and | used for sleeping still stood, so our notes were
safe. The animals were all right. But that was all we had - the notes and
animals.

"I need three more weeks," said Weber. "Give mejust three weeksto
complete the tests.”

"We haven't got three weeks," | answered. "All our food is gone."
"The emergency rations in the ship?

"That's for going home."

"We can go alittle hungry."

Heglared at us - at each of usin turn - challenging usto do alittle
starving.

"I can go three weeks," he said, "without any food at all? "We could eat
critter," suggested Parsons. "We could take a chance."

Weber shook his head. "Not yet. In three weeks, when the tests are
finished, then maybe we will know. Maybe we won't need those rations for
going home. Maybe we can stock up on critters and eat our heads off all the
way to Caph."

| looked around at the rest of them, but | knew, before | looked, the
answer | would get.

"All right," | said. "Well try it."

"It'sal right for you," Fullerton retorted hastily. "Y ou have your diet
kit."

Parsons reached out and grabbed him and shook him so hard that be went
cross-eyed. "We don't talk like that about those diet kits."

Then Parsons et him go.

We set up double guards, for the stampede had wrecked our warning system,
but none of us got much sleep. We were too upset.

Personaly, | did some worrying about why the critters had stampeded. There
was nothing on the planet that could scare them. There were no other
animals. There was no thunder or lightning - as a matter of fact, it

appeared that the planet might have no boisterous weather ever. And there
seemed to be nothing in the critter makeup, from our observation of them,
that would set them off emotionally.

But there must be areason and a purpose, | told myself. And there must be,
too, in their dropping dead for us. But was the purpose intelligence or
ingtinct? That was what bothered me most. It kept me awake al night long.



At daybreak, acritter walked in and died for us happily. We went without
our breakfast and, when noon came, no one said anything about lunch, so we
skipped that, too.

Late in the afternoon, | climbed the ladder to get some food for supper.

There wasn't any. Instead, | found five of the fattest punkins you ever

laid your eyes on. They had chewed holes through the packing boxes and the
food was cleaned out. The sacks were limp and empty. They'd even managed to
get the lid off the coffee can somehow and had eaten every bean.

Thefive of them sat contentedly in a corner, blinking smugly at me. They
didn't make aracket, as they usualy did. Maybe they knew they werein the
wrong or maybe they were just too full. For once, perhaps, they'd gotten

all they could eat.

| just stood there and looked at them and | knew how they'd gotten on the
ship. | blamed myself, not them. If only I'd found the time to take down

the unloading rig, they'd never gotten in. But then | remembered how that
dangling rope had saved my life and Weber's and | couldn't decide whether
I'd doneright or wrong.

| went over to the corner and picked the punkins up. | stuffed three of
them in my pockets and carried the other two. | climbed down from the ship
and walked up to camp. | put the punkins on the table.

"Herethey are," | said. "They were in the ship. That's why we couldn't
find them. They climbed up the rope."

Weber took one look at them. "They look well fed. Did they leave anything?"
"Not a scrap. They cleaned us out entirely."

The punkins were quite happy. It was apparent they were glad to be back
with us again. After al, they'd eaten everything in reach and there was no

further reason for their staying in the ship.

Parsons picked up a knife and walked over to the critter that had died that
morning.

"Tieon your bibs," he said.

He carved out big steaks and threw them on the table and then he it his
stove. | retreated to my tent as soon as he started cooking, for never in
my life have | smelled anything as good as those critter steaks.

| broke out the kit and mixed me up some goo and sat there eating it,
fedling sorry for mysdlf.

Kemper camein after awhile and sat down on his cot.

"Do you want to hear?' he asked me.

"Go ahead," | invited him resignedly.

"It'swonderful. It's got everything you've ever eaten backed clear off the
table. We had three different kinds of red meat and a dlab of fish and
something that resembled lobster, only better. And there's one kind of
fruit growing out of that bush in the middle of the back..."

"And tomorrow you drop dead."

"I don't think so," Kemper said. "The animals have been thriving on it.
There's nothing wrong with them."



It seemed that Kemper was right. Between the animals and men, it took a
critter a day. The critters didn't seemto mind. They were
johnny-on-the-spot. They walked in promptly, one at atime, and keeled over
every morning.

The way the men and animals ate was positively indecent. Parsons cooked
great platters of different kinds of meat and fish and fowl and what-not.

He prepared huge bowls of vegetables. He heaped other bowls with fruit. He
racked up combs of honey and the men licked the platters clean. They sat
around with belts unloosened and patted their bulging bellies and were
disgustingly contented.

| waited for them to break out in arash or to start turning green with

purple spots or grow scales or something of the sort. But nothing happened.
They thrived, just as the animals were thriving. They felt better than they
ever had.

Then, one morning, Fullerton turned up sick. He lay on his cot flushed with
fever. It looked like Centaurian virus, although we'd been inocul ated

against that. In fact, we'd been inoculated and immunized against almost
everything. Each time, before we blasted off on another survey, they jabbed
us full of booster shots.

| didn't think much of it. | wasfairly well convinced, for atime at
least, that all that was wrong with him was overeating.

Oliver, who knew alittle about medicine, but not much, got the medicine
chest out of the ship and pumped Fullerton full of some new antibiotic that
came highly recommended for almost everything.

We went on with our work, expecting he'd be on hisfeet in aday or two.
But he wasn't. If anything, he got worse.

Oliver went through the medicine chest, reading all the labels carefully,

but didn't find anything that seemed to be the proper medication. He read
the first-aid booklet. It didn't tell him anything except how to set broken
legs or apply artificial respiration and simple things like that.

Kemper had been doing alot of worrying, so he had Oliver take a sample of
Fullerton's blood and then prepared a slide. When he looked at the blood
through the microscope, he found that it swarmed with bacteriafrom the
critters. Oliver took some more blood samples and Kemper prepared more
slides, just to double-check, and there was no doubt about it.

By thistime, all of uswere standing around the table watching Kemper and
waiting for the verdict. | know the same thing must have been in the mind
of each of us.

It was Oliver who put it into words. "Who is next?' he asked.

Parsons stepped up and Oliver took the sample.

We waited anxioudly.

Finally Kemper straightened.

"Y ou have them, too," he said to Parsons. "Not as high a count as
Fullerton.”

Man after man stepped up. All of us had the bacteria, but in my case the
count was low.

"It'sthe critter," Parsons said. "Bob hasn't been eating any."



"But cooking kills-" Oliver started to say.

"You can't be sure. These bacteria would have to be highly adaptable. They
do the work of thousands of other microorganisms. They're a sort of
bandy-man, ajack-of-al-trades. They can acclimatize. They can meet new
situations. They haven't weakened the strain by becoming specialized."

"Besides," said Parsons, "we don't cook all of it. We don't cook the fruit
and most of you guysraise hell if a steak is more than singed.”

"What | can't figure out iswhy it should be Fullerton,” Weber said. "Why
should his count be higher? He started on the critter the same time as the
rest of us."

| remembered that day down by the creek.

"He got ahead start on therest of you," | explained. "He ran out of
toothpicks and took to chewing grass stems. | caught him at it."

| know it wasn't very comforting. It meant that in another week or two, al

of them would have as high a count as Fullerton. But there was no sense hot
telling them. It would have been crimina not to. There was no place for
wishful thinking in asituation like that.

"We can't stop eating critter," said Weber. "It's all the food we have.
There's nothing we can do."

"I have ahunch," Kemper replied, "it'stoo late anyhow."
"If we started home right now," | said, "there's my diet kit..."

They didn't let me finish making my offer. They dapped me on the back and
pounded one another and laughed like mad.

It wasn't funny. They just needed something they could laugh at.

"It wouldn't do any good," said Kemper. 'We've already had it. Anyhow, your
diet kit wouldn't last us @l the way back home."

'‘We could have atry at it," | argued.

"It may be just atransitory thing," Parsons said. "Just a bit of fever. A
little upset from a change of diet."

We all hoped that, of course.
But Fullerton got no better.

Weber took blood samples of the animals and they bad a bacterial count
almost as high as Fullerton's - much higher than when he'd taken it before.

Weber blamed himself. "I should have kept closer check. | should have taken
tests every day or so."

"What difference would it have made?' demanded Parsons. "Even if you had,
even if you'd found alot of bacteriain the blood, we'd till have eaten
critter. There was no other choice.”

"Maybe it's not the bacteria," said Oliver. 'We may be jumping at
conclusions. It may be something else that Fullerton picked up."

Weber brightened up a bit. "That's right. The animals still seem to be
okay."



They were bright and chipper, in the best of health.
We waited. Fullerton got neither worse nor better.
Then, one night, he disappeared.

Oliver, who had been sitting with him, had dozed off for amoment. Parsons,
on guard, had heard nothing.

We hunted for him for three full days. He couldn't have gone far, we
figured. He had wandered off in adelirium and he didn't have the strength
to cover any distance.

But wedidn't find him.

We did find one queer thing, however. It was aball of some strange
substance, white and fresh-appearing. It was about four feet in diameter.
It lay at the bottom of alittle gully, hidden out of sight, as if someone

or something might have brought it there and hidden it away.

We did some cautious poking at it and we rolled it back and forth alittle

and wondered what it was, but we were hunting Fullerton and we didn't have
the time to do much investigating. Later on, we agreed, we would come back
and get it and find out what it was.

Then the animals came down with the fever, one after another - all except
the controls, which had been eating regular food until the stampede had
destroyed the supply.

After that, of course, al of them ate critter.
By the end of two days, most of the animals were down.

Weber worked with them, scarcely taking timeto rest. We all helped as best
we could.

Blood samples showed a greater concentration of bacteria. Weber started a
dissection, but never finished it. Once he got the animal open, he took a
quick look at it and scraped the whole thing off the table into a pail. |

saw him, but | don't think any of the others did. We were pretty busy.

| asked him about it later in the day, when we were aone for amoment. He
briskly brushed me off.

| went to bed early that night because | had the second guard. It seemed |
had no more than shut my eyes when | was brought upright by a racket that
raised goose pimples on every inch of me.

| tumbled out of bed and scrabbled around to find my shoes and get them on.
By that time, Kemper had dashed out of the tent.

There was trouble with the animals. They were fighting to break out,
chewing the bars of their cages and throwing themselves against them in a
blind and terrible frenzy. And al the time they were squealing and
screaming. To listen to them set your teeth on edge.

Weber dashed around with a hypodermic. After what seemed hours, we had them
full of sedative. A few of them broke loose and got away, but the rest were

sleeping peacefully.
| got agun and took over guard duty while the other men went back to bed.

| stayed down near the cages, walking back and forth because | was too



tense to do much sitting down. It seemed to me that between the animals
frenzy to escape and Fullerton's disappearance, there was a parallel that
was too similar for comfort.

| tried to review all that had happened on the planet and | got bogged down
time after time as| tried to make the picture dovetail. Thetrail of

thought | followed kept turning back to Kemper's worry about the critters
lack of adefense mechanism.

Maybe, | told myself, they had a defense mechanism, after all - the
dickest, smoothest, trickiest one Man ever had encountered.

As soon as the camp awoke, | went to our tent to stretch out for amoment,
perhaps to catch a catnap. Worn out, | slept for hours.

Kemper woke me.
"Get up, Bob!" he said. "For the love of God, get up!"

It was | ate afternoon and the last rays of the sun were streaming through
the tent flap. Kemper's face was haggard. It was asif he'd suddenly grown
old since I'd seen him less than twelve hours before.

"They're encysting," he gasped. "They're turning into cocoons or
chrysalisesor..."

| sat up quickly. "That one we found out therein the field!"

He nodded.

"Fullerton? | askecl

"Well go out and see, al five of us, leaving the camp and animals alone.”

We had some trouble finding it because the land was so flat and featureless
that there were no landmarks.

But finally we located it, just as dusk was setting in. The ball had split
intwo - not in a clean break, in ajagged one. It looked like an egg after
a chicken has been hatched. And the halves lay therein the gathering
darkness, in the silence underneath the sudden glitter of the stars - a
last farewell and a new beginning and aterrible alien fact.

| tried to say something, but my brain was so numb that | was not entirely
sure just what | should say. Anyhow, the words died in the dryness of my
mouth and the thickness of my tongue before | could get them out.

For it was not only the two halves of the cocoon - it was the marks within
that hollow, the impression of what had been there, blurred and distorted
by the marks of what it had become.

We fled back to camp.

Someone, | think it was Oliver, got the lantern lighted. We stood uneasily,
unable to look at one another, knowing that the time was past for all
dissembling, that there was no use of glossing over or denying what we'd
seeninthedim light inthe gully.

"Bob isthe only one who has a chance," Kemper finally said, speaking more
concisaly than seemed possible. "I think be should leave right now. Someone
must get back to Caph. Someone has to tell them."

He looked acrossthe circle of lantern light at me.



'Well," he said sharply, "get going! What's the matter with you?

"You wereright," | said, not much more than whispering. "Remember how you
wondered about a defense mechanism?"

"They haveit," Weber agreed. "The best you can find. There's no beating
them. They don't fight you. They absorb you. They make you into them. No
wonder there are just the critters here. No wonder the planet's ecology is
simple. They have you pegged and measured from the instant you set foot on
the planet. Take one drink of water. Chew a single grass stem. Take one

bite of critter. Do any one of these things and they have you cold.”

Oliver came out of the dark and walked across the lantern-lighted circle.
He stopped in front of me.

"Here are your diet kit and notes," he said.
"But | can't run out on you!"

"Forget us!" Parsons barked at me. "We aren't human any more. In afew more
days..."

He grabbed the lantern and strode down the cages and held the lantern high,
so that we could see.

"Look," he said.

There were no animals. There were just the cocoons and the little critters
and the cocoons that had split in half.

| saw Kemper looking at me and there was, of all things, compassion on his
face.

"Y ou don't want to stay," he told me. "If you do, in aday or two, a
critter will comein and drop dead for you. And you'll go crazy all the way
back home - wondering which one of usit was."

He turned away then. They all turned away from me and suddenly it seemed |
wasall done.

Weber had found an axe somewhere and he started walking down the row of
cages, knocking off the barsto let the little critters out.

| walked slowly over to the ship and stood at the foot of the ladder,
holding the notes and the diet kit tight against my chest.

When | got there, | turned around and looked back at them and it seemed |
couldn't leave them.

| thought of all we'd been through together and when | tried to think of
specific things, the only thing | could think about was how they always
kidded me about the diet kit.

And | thought of thetimes| had to leave and go off somewhere and eat
alone so that | couldn't smell the food. | thought of almost ten years of
eating that damn goo and that | could never eat like anormal human because
of my ulcerated stomach.

Maybe they were the lucky ones, | told myself. If aman got turned into a
critter, he'd probably come out with awhole stomach and never have to
worry about how much or what he ate. The critters never ate anything except
the grass, but maybe, | thought, that grass tasted just as good to them as
asteak or apumpkin pie would taste to me.



So | stood there for awhile and | thought about it. Then | took the diet
kit and flung it out into the darkness asfar as| could throw it and 1
dropped the notes to the ground.

| walked back into the camp and the first man | saw was Parsons.

"What have you got for supper?' | asked him.
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Fina Gentleman

Clifford D. Smak

After thirty years and several million words there finally came a day when he couldn't write aline.
There was nothing moreto say. He had said it all.

The book, the last of many of them, had been finished weeks ago and would be published soon and there was an
emptinessinside of him, a sense of having been completely drained away.

He sat now at the study window, waiting for the man from the news magazine to come, looking out across the
wilderness of lawn, with its evergreens and birches and the gayness of the tulips. And he wondered why he cared that
he would write no more, for certainly he had said agreat deal more than most men in histrade and most of it more to
the point than was usual, and cloaked though it wasin fictional garb, he'd said it with sincerity and, he hoped,
convincingly.

His place in literature was secure and solid. And, perhaps, he thought, this was the way it should be - to stop now at
the floodtide of his art rather than to go into his declining years with the sharp tooth of senility nibbling away the
bright valor of hiswork.

And yet there remained the urge to write, an inborn feeling that to fail to write was treachery, although to whom it
might be traitorous he had no idea. And there was more to it than that: An injured pride, perhaps, and a sense of panic
such asthe newly blind must feel.

Although that was foolishness, he told himsdlf. In his thirty years of writing, he had done a lifetime'swork. And hed
made a_good_ life of it. Not frivolous or exciting, but surely satisfying.

He glanced around the study and thought how aroom must bear the imprint of the man who lives within it - the rows
of calf-bound books, the decorous neatness of the massive oaken desk, the mellow carpet on the floor, the old chairs
full of comfort, the sense of everything firmly and properly in place.



A knock came. 'Comein.' said Harrington.

The door opened and old Adams stood there, bent shoulders, snow white hair - the perfect picture of the old
retainer.

'It's the gentleman from _Situation_, Sir.'
'Fine," said Harrington. 'Will you show him in?

It wasn't fine - he didn't want to see this man from the magazine. But the arrangements had been made many weeks
before and there was nothing now but to go through with it.

The man from the magazine looked more like a businessman than awriter, and Harrington caught himself wondering
how such aman could write the curt, penetrating journalistic prose which had made _Situation_ famous.

‘John Leonard, sir,' said the man, shaking hands with Harrington.
'I'm glad to have you here,' said Harrington, falling into his pat pattern of hospitality. 'Won't you take this chair? | feel
I know you people down there. I've read your magazine for years. | always read the Harvey column immediately it

arives.'

Leonard laughed alittle. 'Harvey,' he said, 'seems to be our best known columnist and greatest attraction. All the
visitors want to have alook at him.'

He sat down in the chair Harrington had pointed out.

'Mr. White," he said, 'sends you his best wishes.'

"That is considerate of him,' said Harrington. "Y ou must thank him for me. It's been years since | have seen him.'

And thinking back upon it, he recalled that he'd met Preston White only once, al of twenty years ago. The man, he
remembered, had made a great impression upon him at the time - aforceful, driving, opinionated man, an exact
reflection of the magazine he published.

‘A few weeks ago,’ said Leonard. 'l talked with another friend of yours. Senator Johnson Enright.’

Harrington nodded. 'I've known the senator for years and have admired him greatly. | suppose you could call it a
dissimilar association. The senator and | are not too much alike.'

'He has a deep respect and affection for you.'
'‘And | for him." said Harrington. 'But this secretary of state business. | am concerned...'
'Yes?

'Oh, he'sthe man for it, al right.' said Harrington. 'or | would suppose he is. He is intellectually honest and he has a
strange, hard streak of stubbornness and a rugged constitution, which is what we need. But there are considerations...'

Leonard showed surprise. 'Surely you do not..."

Harrington waved aweary hand. 'No, Mr. Leonard, | am looking at it solely from the viewpoint of a man who has
given most of hislifeto the public service. | know that Johnson must ook upon this possibility with something close
to dread. There have been timesin the recent past when he's been ready to retire, when only his sense of duty has
kept him at his post.'

'A man,' said Leonard positively, ‘does not turn down a chance to head the state department. Besides, Harvey said
last week he would accept the post.’

'Yes, | know,' said Harrington. 'l read it in his column.'

Leonard got down to business. 'l won't impose too much upon your time," he said. 'l've aready done the basic
research on you.'



'I'squite all right, said Harrington. 'Take all the time you want. | haven't a single thing to do until this evening, when
have dinner with my mother.'

Leonard's eyebrows raised a bit. 'Y our mother is till living?

‘Very spry.' said Harrington, 'for al she's eighty-three. A sort of Whistler's mother. Serene and beautiful .’

"You're lucky. My mother died when | was still quite young.'

'I'm sorry to hear of it,' said Harrington. 'My mother is a gentlewoman to her fingertips. Y ou don't find many like her
now. | am positive | owe agreat deal of what | am to her. Perhaps the thing I'm proudest of iswhat your book editor,
Cedric Madison, wrote about me quite some years ago. | sent anote to thank him at thetime and | fully meant to look
him up someday, although | never did. I'd like to meet the man.’

'What was it that he said?

'He said, if | recall correctly, that | was the last surviving gentleman.’

"That'sagood line.' Leonard said. 'I'll have to look it up. | think you might like Cedric. He may seem dightly strange at
times, but he's adevoted man, like you. He livesin his office, amost day and night.’

Leonard reached into his briefcase and brought out a sheaf of notes, rustling through them until he found the page
he wanted.

‘We'll do afull-length profile on you," he told Harrington. ‘A cover and an inside spread with pictures. | know a great
deal about you, but there till are some questions, a few inconsistencies.'

'I'm not sure | follow you.'

'Y ou know how we operate,' said Leonard. 'We do exhaustive checking to be sure we have the background facts,
then we go out and get the human facts. We talk with our subject's boyhood chums, his teachers, al the people who
might have something to contribute to a better understanding of the man himself. We visit the places he haslived, pick
up the human story, the little anecdotes. It's a demanding job, but we pride ourselves on the way we do it.’

'‘And rightly so, young man.'

"I went to Wyalusing in Wisconsin,' said the man from the magazine. 'That's where the data said that you were born.'

‘A charming place as | remember it,' said Harrington. ‘A little town, sandwiched between the river and the hills!'

‘Mr. Harrington.'

'Yes?

'Y ou weren't born there.'

' beg your pardon?

"There's no birth record at the county seat. No one remembers you.'

'Some mistake," said Harrington. 'Or perhaps you're joking.'

'Y ou went to Harvard, Mr. Harrington. Class of 27.'

‘That isright. | did."

'Y ou never married, Sr.'

"Therewasagirl. Shedied.'

'Her name,’ said Leonard, ‘was Cornelia Storm.'

‘That was her name. The fact's not widely known.'



'We are thorough, Mr. Harrington, in our background work.'

'l don't mind," said Harrington. 'It's not athing to hide. It's just not afact to flaunt.'
'Mr. Harrington.'

'Yes?

'I's not Wyalusing only. It's al therest of it. Thereisno record that you went to Harvard. There never was agirl
named Cornelia Storm.’

Harrington came straight out of hischair.
"That isridiculous!" he shouted. "What can you mean by it?

'I'm sorry,' Leonard said. 'Perhaps | could have found a better way of telling you than blurting it al out. Isthere
anything -'

'Yes, thereis,' said Harrington. 'l think you'd better leave.'

'Isthere nothing | can do? Anything at all?

'Y ou've done quite enough,' said Harrington. 'Quite enough, indeed.'

He sat down in the chair again, gripping its arms with his shaking hands, listening to the man go out.
When he heard the front door close, he called to Adamsto comein.

'Is there something | can do for you? asked Adams.

'Yes. You can tell mewho | am.’

'‘Why, gir,' said Adams, plainly puzzled, 'you're Mr. Hollis Harrington.'

"Thank you, Adams,’ said Harrington. "That's who | thought | was!'

Dusk had fallen when he wheeled the car along the familiar street and drew up to the curb in front of the old,
white-pillared house set well back from the front of wide, tree-shaded grounds.

He cut the engine and got out, standing for a moment to let the sense of the street soak into him - the correct and
orderly, the aristocratic street, arefuge in this age of materialism. Even the cars that moved along it, he told himself,
seemed to be aware of the quality of the street, for they went more dowly and more silently than they did on other
streets and there was about them a sense of decorum one did not often find in a mechanical contraption.

He turned from the street and went up the walk, smelling in the dusk the awakening life of gardensin the springtime,
and he wished that it were light for Henry, his mother's gardener, was quite famous for his tulips.

As he walked along the path, with the garden scent, he felt the strange sense of urgency and of panic drop away
from him, for the street and house were in themselves assurances that everything was exactly asit should be.

He mounted the brick steps and went across the porch and reached out his hand for the knocker on the door.

There was alight in the sitting room and he knew his mother would be there, waiting for him to arrive, but that it
would be Tilda, hurrying from the kitchen, who would answer to his knock, for his mother did not move about as
briskly as she had.

He knocked and waited and as he waited he remembered the happy days he'd spent in this house before he'd gone to
Harvard, when his father till was living. Some of the old families still lived here, but he'd not seen them for years, for
on hisvisits lately he'd scarcely stirred outdoors, but sat for hours talking with his mother.

The door opened, and it was not Tildain her rustling skirts and her white starched collar, but an utter stranger.



'Good evening,' he said. 'Y ou must be a neighbor.'

'l live here.' said the woman.

'l can't be mistaken,’ said Harrington. 'Thisis the residence of Mrs. Jennings Harrington.'

'I'm sorry,' said the woman. 'l do not know the name. What was the address you were looking for?
2034 Summit Drive.'

"That's the number,’ said the woman, 'but Harrington - | know of no Harringtons. We've lived here fifteen years and
there's never been a Harrington in the neighborhood.'

'‘Madam," Harrington said, sharply, 'thisis most serious -'
The woman closed the door.

He stood on the porch for long moments after she had closed the door, once reaching out his hand to clang the
knocker again, then withdrawing it. Finally he went back to the street.

He stood beside the car, looking at the house, trying to catch in it some unfamiliarity - but it was familiar. It wasthe
house to which he'd come for years to see his mother; it was the house in which he'd spent his youth.

He opened the car door and slid beneath the wheel. He had trouble getting the key out of his pocket and his hand
was shaking so that it took along time for him to insert it in the ignition lock.

He twisted the key and the engine started. He did not, however, drive off immediately, but sat gripping the wheel. He
kept staring at the house and his mind hurled back the fact again and yet again that strangers had lived behind its
walls for more than fifteen years.

Where, then, were his mother and her faithful Tilda? Where, then, was Henry, who was a hand at tulips? Where the
many evenings he had spent in that very house? Where the conversations in the sitting room, with the birch and
maple burning in the fireplace and the cat asleep upon the hearth?

There was a pattern, he was reminded - adeadly pattern- in al that had ever happened to him; in the way that he
had lived, in the books that he had written, in the attachments he had had and, perhaps, more important, the ones he
had not had. There was a haunting quality that had lurked behind the scenes, just out of sight, for years, and there had
been many times he'd been aware of it and wondered at it and tried to lay hisfingerson it - but never atime when he'd
ever been quite so acutely aware of it as this very moment.

It was, he knew, this haunted factor in hislife which kept him steady now, which kept him from storming up the walk
again to hammer at the door and demand to see his mother.

He saw that he had stopped shaking, and he closed the window and put the car in gear.
He turned left at the next corner and began to climb, street after street.

He reached the cemetery in ten minutes time and parked the car. He found the topcoat in the rear seat and put it on.
For amoment, he stood beside the car and |ooked down across the town, to where the river flowed between the hills.

This, hetold himself, at least isreal, the river and the town. This no one could take away from him, or the books upon
the shelf.

Helet himself into the cemetery by the postern gate and followed the path unerringly in the uncertain light of asickle
moon.

The stone was there and the shape of it unchanged; it was a shape, he told himself, that was burned into his heart.
He knelt before it and put out his hands and laid them on it and felt the moss and lichens that had grown there and
they were familiar, too!

‘Cornelia,’ he said. 'Y ou are dtill here, Cornelia’

He fumbled in his pocket for apack of matches and lit three of them before the fourth blazed up in a steady flame. He
cupped the blaze between his hands and held it close against the stone.



A name was graven there.

It was not Cornelia Storm.

Senator Johnson Enright reached out and lifted the decanter.

'No thanks,' said Harrington. 'Thisoneisall | wish. | just dropped by to say hello. I'll be going in aminute.'

He looked around the room in which they sat and now he was sure of it - sure of the thing that he had come to find.
The study was not the same as he had remembered it. Some of the bright was gone, some of the glory vanished. It was
faded at the edges and it seemed dlightly out of focus and the moose head above the mantle was somehow just alittle
shabby, instead of grand and notable.

'Y ou come too seldom,’ said the senator, 'even when you know that you are always welcome. Especially tonight. The
family areall out and I'm atroubled man.’

"This business of the state department?

Enright nodded. That isit exactly. | told the President, yes, | would takeit if he could find no one else. | amost
pleaded with him to find another man.'

'Y ou could not tell him no?

'l tried to,' said the senator. 'l did my best to tell him. I, who never in my life have been at aloss for words. And |
couldn't do it. Because | was too proud. Because through the years | have built up in me a certain pride of service that
| cannot turn my back upon.'

The senator sat sprawling in his chair and Harrington saw that there was no change in him, as there had been in the
room within which they sat. He was the same as ever - the iron-gray unruly mop of hair, the woodchopper face, the
snaggly teeth, the hunched shoulders of a grizzly.

"You realize, of course,' said Enright, 'that | have been one of your most faithful readers.’

'I know,' said Harrington. 'l am proud of it.'

'Y ou have afiendish ability,' said the senator, 'to string words together with fishhooks hidden in them. They fasten
into you and they won't let loose and you go around remembering them for days.'

He lifted up his glass and drank.

'I've never told you this before,' he said. 'l don't know if | should, but | suppose I'd better. In one of your books you
said that the hallmark of destiny might rest upon one man. If that man failed, you said, the world might well be lost.'

'l think | did say that. | have afedling...

"You're sure,' asked the senator, reaching for the brandy, ‘that you won't have more of this?

'No, thanks," said Harrington.

And suddenly he was thinking of another time and place where he'd once gone drinking and there had been a
shadow in the corner that had talked with him - and it was the first time he'd ever thought of that. It was something, it
seemed, that had never happened, that could not remotely have happened to Hollis Harrington. It was a happening
that he would not - could not - accept, and yet there it lay cold and naked in his brain.

'l was going to tell you," said the senator, 'about that line on destiny. A most peculiar circumstance, | think you will
agree. Y ou know, of course, that onetime | had decided to retire.’

"I remember it,' said Harrington. 'l recall | told you that you should.'

"It was at that time," said the senator, 'that | read that paragraph of yours. | had written out a statement announcing
my retirement at the completion of my term and intended in the morning to giveit to the press. Then | read that line and



asked myself what if | were that very man you were writing of. Not, of course, that | actually thought | was.'
Harrington stirred uneasily. 'l don't know what to say. Y ou place too great a responsibility upon me.'
' did not retire,’ said the senator. 'l tore up the statement.'
They sat quietly for amoment, staring at the fire flaming on the hearth.
'‘And now,' said Enright, 'there isthis other thing.'

'l wish that | could help,' said Harrington, almost desperately. 'l wish that | could find the proper wordsto say. But |
can't, because I'm at the end myself. | am written out. There's nothing left inside me.'

And that was not, he knew, what he had wished to say. _| came hereto tell you that someone else has been living in
my mother's house for more than fifteen years, that the name on Cornelid's headstone is not Cornelial's name. | came
here to seeif thisroom had changed and it has changed. It has lost some of its old baronial magic..._

But he could not say it. There was no way to say it. Even to so close afriend as the senator it was impossible.

'Hallis, | am sorry,' said the senator.

It was all insane, thought Harrington. He was Hollis Harrington. He had been born in Wisconsin. He was a graduate
of Harvard and - what wasit Cedric Madison had called him - the last surviving gentleman.

Hislife had been correct to the last detail, his house correct, hiswriting most artistically correct - the result of good
breeding to the fingertips.

Perhaps just dightly too correct. Too correct for thisworld of 1962, which had sloughed off the final vestige of the
old punctilio.

He was Hollis Harrington, last surviving gentleman, famous writer, romantic figure in the literary world - and written
out, wrung dry of all emotion, empty of anything to say since he had finally said all that he was capable of saying.

Herose dowly from his chair.
'I must be going, Johnson. I've stayed longer than | should.’

"There is something else,' said the senator. 'Something I've always meant to ask you. Nothing to do with this matter of
myself. I've meant to ask you many times, but felt perhaps | shouldn't, that it might somehow..."

It'squite dl right,' said Harrington. 'I'll answer if | can.'

'One of your early books,' said the senator _'A Boneto Gnaw'_, | think.'

"That," said Harrington, ‘was many years ago.'

"This central character,' said the senator. "This Neandertha er that you wrote about. Y ou made him seem so human.'

Harrington nodded. 'That is right. That is what he was. He was a human being. Just because he lived a hundred
thousand years ago -'

'Of course.' said the senator. 'Y ou are entirely right. But you had him down so well. All your other characters have
been sophisticates, people of the world. | have often wondered how you could write so convincingly of that kind of
man - an amost mindless savage.'

‘Not mindless," said Harrington. ‘Not really savage. A product of histimes. | lived with him for along time, Johnson,
before | wrote about him. | tried to put myself into his situation, think as he did, guess his viewpoint. | knew hisfears
and triumphs. There weretimes, | sometimes think, that | was close to being him.'

Enright nodded solemnly. 'l can well believe that. Y ou really must be going? Y ou're sure about that drink?

'I'm sorry. Johnson. | have along way to drive.'

The senator heaved himself out of the chair and walked with him to the door.



'We'll talk again,’ he said, 'and soon. About thiswriting business. | can't believe you're at the end of it.'
'Maybe not,' said Harrington. ‘It may all come back.'
But he only said this to satisfy the senator. He knew there was no chance that it would come back.

They said good-night and Harrington went trudging down the walk. And that was wrong - in al hislife, he'd never
trudged before.

His car was parked just opposite the gate and he stopped beside it, staring in astonishment, for it was not his car.

His had been an expensive, dignified model, and this one was not only one of the less expensive kinds, but
noticeably decrepit.

And yet it was familiar in avague and tantalizing way.
And here it was again, but with a difference thistime, for in this instance he was on the verge of accepting unreality.

He opened the door and climbed into the seat. He reached into his pocket and found the key and fumbled for the
ignition lock. He found it in the dark and the key clicked into it. He twisted, and the engine started.

Something came struggling up from the mist inside his brain. He could fedl it struggle and he knew what it was. It was
Hollis Harrington, final gentleman.

He sat there for amoment and in that moment he was neither final gentleman nor the man who sat in the ancient car,
but ayounger man and a far-off man who was drunk and miserable.

He sat in abooth in the farthest, darkest corner of some unknown establishment that was filled with noise and smell
and in acorner of the booth that was even darker than the corner where he sat was another one, who talked.

Hetried to see the stranger's face, hut it either was too dark or there was no face to see. And all the time the faceless
stranger talked.

There were papers on the table, a fragmented manuscript, and he knew it was no good and he tried to tell the stranger
how it was no good and how he wished it might be good, but his tongue was thick and his throat was choked.

He couldn't frame the words to say it, but he felt it inside himself - the terrible, screaming need of putting down on
paper the conviction and belief that shouted for expression.

And he heard clearly only one thing that the stranger said.
' amwilling,' said the stranger, 'to make a deal with you.'
And that was all there was. There was no more to remember.

And thereit stood - that ancient, fearsome thing - an isolated remembrance from some former life, an incident without
apast or future and no connection with him.

The night suddenly was chilly and he shivered in the chill. He put the car in gear and pulled out from the curb and
drove slowly down the street.

He drove for half an hour or more and he was still shivering from the chilly night. A cup of coffee, he thought, might
warm him and he pulled the car up to the curb in front of an all-night quick-and-greasy. And realized with some
astonishment that he could not be more than amile or two from home.

There was no one in the place except a shabby blonde who lounged behind the corner, listening to aradio.

He climbed up on astool.

'Coffee, please,' he said and while he waited for her to fill the cup he glanced about the place. It was clean and cozy
with the cigarette machines and the rack of magazines lined against the wall.

The blonde set the cup down in front of him.



'Anything else? she asked, but he didn't answer, for his eye had caught aline of printing across the front of one of
the more lurid magazines.

'Isthat all? asked the blonde again.
'l guess so,' said Harrington. 'l guessthat's all | want.'
Hedidn't look at her; he was till staring at the magazine.

Across the front of it ran the glaring lines:

THE ENCHANTED WORLD OF
HOLLISHARRINGTON!

Cautiously he did off the stool and stalked the magazine. He reached out quickly and snatched it from the rack
before it could elude him. For he had the fedling, until he had it safely in his hand, that the magazine would be like all
therest of it, crazy and unreal. He took it back to the counter and laid it down and stared at the cover and the line
stayed there. It did not change; it did not go away. He extended his thumb and rubbed the printed words and they
werereal enough.

He thumbed swiftly through the magazine and found the article and staring out at him was a face he knew to be his
own, although it was not the kind of face he had imagined he would have - it was a somewhat younger, darker face that
tended to untidiness, and beneath that face was another face that was without doubt a face of great distinction. And
the caption that ran between them asked a question: _Which one of these men isreally Hallis Harrington? _

There was as well apicture of ahouse that he recognized in all its ramshackleness and below it another picture of the
same house, but highly idealized, gleaming with white paint and surrounded by neatly tended grounds - a house with
character.

He did not bother with the reading of the caption that ran between the houses. He knew what it would say.

And the text of the article itself:

_IsHoallis Harrington really more than aman? Is he in actuality the man he thinks he is, a man he has created out of
his own mind, a man who movesin an incredibly enchanted world of good living and good manners? Or is this attitude
no more than a carefully cultivated pose, an exceptional piece of perfect showmanship? Or could it be that to write in
the manner that he does, to turn out the sleekly tailored, thoughtful, often significant prose that he has been writing

for more than thirty years, it is necessary that he create for himself another life than the one he readly lives, that he has
forced himself to accept this strange internal world of his and believe in it as a condition to his continued writing.

A hand came out and spread itself across the page so he could not read and he looked up quickly. It was the hand of
the waitress and he saw there was a shining in her eyes that was very closeto tears.

'Mr. Harrington.' she said. 'Please, Mr. Harrington. Please don't read it, Sir.'
‘But, miss...

'l told Harry that he shouldn't let them put in that magazine. | told him he should hide it. But he said you never came
in here except on Saturdays.'

'Y ou mean," asked Harrington, ‘that |'ve been here before?

'‘Almost every Saturday,' she told him, surprised. 'Every Saturday for years. You like our cherry pie. Y ou always have
apiece of our cherry pie.

'Yes, of course,' he said.



But, actually, he had no inkling of this place, unless, good God, he thought, unless he had been pretending all the
timethat it was some other place, some goldplated eatery of very great distinction.

But it wasimpossible, he told himself, to pretend as big as that. For alittle while, perhaps, but not for thirty years. No
man alone could do it unless he had some help.

' had forgotten,' he told the waitress. 'I'm somewhat upset tonight. | wonder if you have a piece of that cherry pie.’
'Of course,' the waitress said.

She took the pie off the shelf and cut awedge and dlid it on the plate. She put the plate down in front of him and laid
afork besideit.

'I'm sorry, Mr. Harrington,' she said. 'I'm sorry | didn't hide the magazine. Y ou must pay no attention to it - or to
anything. Not to any of the things that people say or what other people write. All of us around here are so proud of
you.'

She leaned across the counter toward him.

'Y ou mustn't mind,' she said. "Y ou are too big to mind.'

'l don't believe | do,' said Hollis Harrington.

And that was the solemn truth, for he was too numb to care. There was in him nothing but a vast wonderment that
filled his being so there was room for nothing else.

'l am willing,' the stranger in the corner of the booth had told him many years ago. 'l am willing to make adeal with
you.'

But of the deal he had no recollection, no hint of terms or of the purpose of it, although possibly he could guess.

He had written for al of thirty years and he had been well paid for it - not in cash and honor and acclaim alone- but in
something else aswell. In a great white house standing on a hill with awilderness of grounds, with an old retainer out
of apicture book, with a Whistler's mother, with aromantic bittersweetnesstied to a gravestone symbol.

But now the job was done and the pay had stopped and the make-believe had ended.

The pay had stopped and the delusions that were a part of it were gone. The glory and the tinsel had been stripped
out of hismind. No longer could he see an old and battered car as a sleek, glossy machine. Now, once again, he could
read aright the graving on a stone. And the dream of a Whistler's mother had vanished from his brain - but had been
once so firmly planted that on this very evening he actually had driven to a house and an address that was a duplicate
of the one imprinted on his imagination.

He had seen everything, he realized, overlain by agrandeur and alustre out of story books.

But was it possible, he wondered. Could it be made to work? Could aman in dl sanity play agame of make-believe
for thirty years on end? Or might he be insane?

He considered it calmly and it seemed unlikely, for no insanity could have written as he had written; that he _had
written what he thought he had was proved by the senator's remarks tonight.

So the rest had been make-believe; it could be nothing else. Make-bdlieve with help from that faceless being,
whoever he might be, who had made a deal with him that night so long ago.

Although, he thought, it might not take much help. The propensity to kid one's self was strong in the human race.
Children were good at it; they became in al redlity all the things they pretended that they were. And there were many
adults who made themselves believe the things they thought they should believe or the things they merely wanted to
believe for their peace of mind.

Surely, he told himself, it would be no great step from this kind of pretending to a sum total of pretending.

'Mr. Harrington," asked the waitress, ‘don't you like your pie?



'Certainly,’ said Harrington, picking up the fork and cutting off a bite.

So pretending was the pay, the ability to pretend without conscious effort a private world in which he moved alone.
And perhaps it was even more than that - perhaps it was a prior condition to hiswriting as he did, the exact kind of
world and life in which it had been calculated, by whatever means, he would do his best.

And the purpose of it?

He had no idea what the purpose was.

Unless, of course, the body of hiswork was a purposein itself.

The music in the radio cut off and a solemn voice said:

'‘We interrupt our program to bring you a bulletin. The Associated Press has just reported that the White House has
named Senator Johnson Enright as secretary of state. And now, we continue with our music...."

Harrington paused with a bite of pie poised on the fork, halfway to his mouth.
"The hallmark of destiny," he quoted, 'may rest upon one man!'

'What was that you said, Mr. Harrington?

'‘Nothing. Nothing, miss. Just something | remembered. It's really not important.'
Although, of course, it was.

How many other people in the world, he wondered, might have read a certain line out of one of his books? How many
other lives might have been influenced in some manner from the reading of a phrase that he had written?

And had he had help in the writing of those lines? Did he have actual talent or had he merely written the thoughts
that lay in other minds? Had he had help in writing as well asin pretending? Might that be the reason now he felt so
written out?

But however that might be, it was all over now. He had done the job and he had been fired. And the firing of him had
been as efficient and as thorough as one might well expect - al the mumbo-jumbo had been run in competent reverse,
beginning with the man from the magazine this morning. Now here he sat, a humdrum human being perched upon a
stool, eating cherry pie.

How many other humdrum humans might have sat, as he sat now, in how many ages past, released from their
dream-life as he had been released, trying with no better luck than he was having to figure out what had hit them? How
many others, even now, might still be living out alife of make-believe as he had lived for thirty years until thisvery
day?

For it wasridiculous, he realized, to suppose he was the only one. There would be no point in ssimply running a
one-man make-believe.

How many eccentric geniuses had been, perhaps, neither geniuses nor eccentric until they, too, had sat in some
darkened corner with afaceless being and listened to his offer?

Suppose - just suppose - that the only purpose in his thirty years had been that Senator Johnson Enright should not
retire from public life and thus remain available to head the state department now? Why, and to whom, could it be so
important that one particular man got one certain post? And was it important enough to justify the use of one man's
life to achieve another's end?

Somewhere, Harrington told himself, there had to be a clue. Somewhere back aong the tangled skein of those thirty

years there must be certain signposts which would point the way to the man or thing or organization, whatever it might
be.

He felt dull anger stirring in him, aformless, senseless, amost hopeless anger that had no direction and no focal
point.

A man camein the door and took a stool one removed from Harrington.



'Hi, Gladys," he bellowed.

Then he noticed Harrington and smote him on the back. 'Hi, there, pal,’ he trumpeted. 'Y our name's in the paper.’
'Quiet down, Joe,' said Gladys. 'What is it you want?

‘Gimme ahunk of apple pie and a cuppa coffee.’

The man, Harrington saw, was big and hairy. He wore a Teamsters badge.

'Y ou said something about my name being in the paper.'

Joe dapped down afolded paper.

‘Right there on the front page. The story there with your pictureinit.’

He pointed a grease-stained finger.

'Hot off the press,' he yelped and burst into gales of laughter.

‘Thanks,' said Harrington.

'Well, go ahead and read it,' Joe urged boisteroudly. 'Or ain't you interested.’
'Definitely,’ said Harrington.

The headline said:

NOTED AUTHORWILL RETIRE

'So you're quitting,' blared the driver. 'Can't say | blame you, pal. How many books you written?
'Fourteen,' said Harrington.

'Gladys, can you imagine that! Fourteen books! | ain't even read that many booksin my entirelife...'
'Shut up, Joe,' said Gladys, banging down the pie and coffee.

The story said:

_Hoallis Harrington, author of_ See My Empty House, _which won him the Nobel prize, will retire from the writing
field with the publication of hislatest work_, Come Back, My Soul.

_The announcement will be made in thisweek's issue of _ Situation Magazine, _under the byline of Cedric Madison,
book editor.

Harrington feels, Madison writes, that he has finally, in his forthcoming book, rounded out the thesis which he
commenced some thirty years and thirteen books ago..._

Harrington's hand closed convulsively upon the paper, crumpling it.
'Wassa matter, pal?

'‘Not athing,' said Harrington.



‘ThisMadisonisajerk,' said Joe. 'Y ou can't believe athing he says. Heisfull of..."
'He'sright,’ said Harrington. 'I'm afraid he'sright.' But how could he have known? He asked himself. How could Cedric

Madison, that queer, devoted man who practically lived in histangled office, writing there his endless stream of

competent literary criticism, have known athing like this? Especialy, Harrington told himself, since he himself had not
been sure of it until this very morning.

'‘Don't you like your pie? asked Joe. '‘And your coffee's getting cold.'
‘Leave him aone,' said Gladys, fiercely. 'I'll warm up his coffee.’
Harrington said to Joe: "Would you mind if | took this paper?

'Sure not, pal. I'm through with it. Sportsisall | read.'

"Thanks,' said Harrington. 'l have a man to see.'

The lobby of the _Situation_ building was empty and sparkling - the bright, efficient sparkle that was the trademark
of the magazine and the men who madeit.

The 1-foot globe, encased inits circular glass shield, spun slowly and mgjestically, with the time-zone clocks ranged
around its base and with the keyed-in world situation markers flashing on its surface.

Harrington stopped just inside the door and glanced around, bewildered and disturbed by the brightness and the

glitter. Slowly he oriented himself. Over there the elevators and beside them the floor directory board. There the
information counter, now unoccupied, and just beyond it the door that was marked:

HARVEY
Visiting Hours
9to 5 on Week Days

Harrington crossed to the directory and stood there, craning his neck, searching for the name. And found it.

CEDRICMADISON... 317

He turned from the board and pressed the button for the elevator.

On the third floor the elevator stopped and he got out of it and to his right was the newsroom and to hisleft aline of
offices flanking along hall.

He turned to the left and 317 was the third one down. The door was open and he stepped inside. A man sat behind a

desk stacked high with books, while other books were piled helter-skelter on the floor, and still others bulged the
shelves upon the walls.

'‘Mr. Madison? asked Harrington and the man looked up from the book that he was reading.

And suddenly Harrington was back again in that smoky, shadowed booth where long ago he'd bargained with the
faceless being - but no longer faceless. He knew by the aura of the man and the sense of him, the impelling force of
personality, the disquieting, obscene fedling that was a kind of psychic spoor.

'‘Why, Harrington!" cried the faceless man, who now had taken on aface. 'How nice that you dropped in! It's
incredible that the two of us...'

'Yes, isn't it,' said Harrington.



He scarcely knew he said it. It was, he realized, an automatic thing to say, a putting up of hands to guard against a
blow, a pure and simple defense mechanism.

Madison was on his feet now and coming around the desk to greet him, and if he could have turned and run,
Harrington would have fled. But he couldn't run; he was struck and frozen; he could make no move at al beyond the
automatic ones of austere politeness that had been drilled into him through thirty years of simulated aristocratic living.

He could feel hisface, al tiff and dry with the urbane deadpan that he had affected - and he was grateful for it, for
he knew that it would never do to show in any way that he had recognized the man.

"It'sincredible that the two of us have never met,’' said Madison, 'l've read so much of what you've written and liked
so much everything I've read.'

'It's good of you to say so,' said the urbane, unruffled part of Harrington, putting out his hand. 'The fault we have
never met isentirely mine. | do not get around as much as | really should.'

He felt Madison's hand inside his own and closed his fingers on it in a sense of half-revulsion, for the hand was dry
and cold and very like aclaw. The man was vulture-like -the tight, dessicated skin drawn tight across the death-head
face, the piercing, restless eyes, the utter lack of hair, the knife-like slash of mouth.

'Y ou must sit down,' said Madison, 'and spend some time with me. There are so many things we have to talk about.'

There was just one empty chair; al the others overflowed with books. Harrington sat down in it stiffly, his mouth still
dry with fear.

Madison scurried back behind the desk and hunched forward in his chair.
"You look just like your pictures,' he declared.
Harrington shrugged. 'l have a good photographer - my publisher insists.'

He could fedl himself dowly coming back to life, recovering from the numbness, the two of him flowing back together
into the single man.

'It s;emsto me,' he said, 'that you have the advantage of me there. | cannot recall I've ever seen your picture.’

Madison waved awaggish finger a him. 'l am anonymous,' he said. 'Surely you must know all editors are faceless.
They must not intrude themselves upon the public consciousness.'

‘That's afallacy, no doubt," Harrington declared, 'but since you seem to value it so much, | will not challenge you.'
And hefelt atwinge of panic - the remark about editorial facelessness seemed too pat to be coincidental.

'‘And now that you've finally come to see me," Madison was saying, 'l fear it may bein regard to an item in the
morning papers.'

'‘Asamatter of fact,' Harrington said smoothly, ‘that iswhy I'm here!’
'l hope you're not too angry.'

Harrington shook his head. 'Not at all. In fact, | came to thank you for your help in making up my mind. | had
considered it, you see. It was something | told myself | should do, but...'

'‘But you were worried about an implied responsibility. To your public, perhaps; perhaps even to yourself.'

‘Writers seldom quit,’ said Harrington, ‘At least not voluntarily. It didn't seem quite cricket.'

'‘But it was obvious,' protested Madison. ‘It seemed so appropriate a thing for you to do, so proper and so called-for,
that | could not resist. | confess | may have wished somewhat to influence you. Y ou've tied up so beautifully what you
set out to say so many years ago in this last book of yours that it would be a shame to spail it by attempting to say
more. It would be different, of course, if you had need of money from continued writing, but your royalties-'

'‘Mr. Madison, what would you have doneiif | had protested?



'‘Why, then," said Madison, 'l would have made the most abject apology in the public prints. | would have set it all
aright in the best manner possible.’

He got up from the desk and scrabbled at a pile of books stacked atop a chair.

'l have areview copy of your latest book right here," he said. 'There are afew thingsin it I'd like to chat about with
you...'

He'saclue, thought Harrington, watching him scrabble through the books - but that was all he was. There was more,
Harrington was sure, to this business, whatever it might be, than Cedric Madison.

He must get out of here, he knew, as quickly as he could, and yet it must be done in such a manner as not to arouse
suspicion. And while he remained, he sternly warned himself, he must play his part as the accomplished man of letters,
thefinal gentleman.

'‘Ah, hereit igl' cried Madison in triumph.

He scurried to the desk, with the book clutched in his hand.

Heleafed through it rapidly.

Now, here, in chapter six, you said..."

The moon was setting when Harrington drove through the massive gates and up the curving driveway to the white
and stately house perched upon its hill.

He got out of the car and mounted the broad stone steps that ran up to the house. When he reached the top, he
halted to gaze down the moon-shadowed slope of grass and tulips, whitened birch and darkened evergreen, and he
thought it was the sort of thing a man should see more often - a breathless moment of haunting beauty snatched from
the cycle that curved from birth to death.

He stood there, proudly, gazing down the slope, |etting the moonlit beauty, the etching of the night soak into his
soul.

This, hetold himself, was one of those incal culable moments of experience which one could not anticipate, or
afterwards be able to evaluate or analyze.

He heard the front door open and slowly turned around.

Old Adams stood in the doorway, his figure outlined by the night lamp on the table in the hall. His snow-white hair
was ruffled, standing like a halo round his head, and one frail hand was clutched against his chest, holding together
the ragged dressing gown he wore.

'You arelate, sir,' said Adams. 'We were growing a bit disturbed.'

'l am sorry,' said Harrington. 'l was considerably delayed.'

He mounted the stoop and Adams stood aside as he went through the door.

'You're sure that everything'sal right, sir?

'Oh, quite all right," said Harrington. 'l called on Cedric Madison down at _Situation_. He proved a charming chap.'

'If it'sall right with you, sir. I'll go back to bed. Knowing you are safely in, | can get some sleep.’

'It'squite al right,' said Harrington. "Thanks for waiting up.'

He stood at the study door and watched Adams trudge slowly up the stairs, then went into the study, turning on the
lights.

The place closed in around him with the old familiarity, with the smell of comfort and the sense of being home, and he



stood gazing at the rows of calf-bound books, and the ordered desk, the old and home-like chairs, the worn, mellow
carpet.

He shrugged out of histopcoat and tossed it on a chair and became aware of the folded paper bulging in his jacket
pocket.

Puzzled, he pulled it out and held it in front of him and the headline hit him in the face:

The room changed, a swift and subtle changing. No longer the ordered sanctuary, but a ssmple workroom for a
writing man. No longer the calf-bound volumesin all their elegance upon the shelves, but untidy rows of tattered,
dog-eared books. And the carpet was neither worn nor mellow; it was utilitarian and almost brand new.

'My God!" gasped Harrington, almost prayerfully.

He could fedl the perspiration breaking out aong his forehead and his hands suddenly were shaking and his knees
like weter.

For he had changed as well as the room had changed; the room had changed because of the change in him.

He was no longer the final gentleman, but that other, more real person he had been this evening. He was himself
again; had been jerked back to himself again, he knew, by the headlinesin the paper.

He glanced around the room and knew that it finally was right, that all its starkness was redl, that this had been the
way the room had always been, even when he had made it into something more romantic.

He had found himself this very evening after thirty years and then - he sweat as he thought about it - and then he
had lost himsdlf again, easily and without knowing it, without a twitch of strangeness.

He had gone to see Cedric Madison, with this very paper clutched within his hands, had gone without a clear
purpose - amost, he told himself, asif he were being harried there. And he had been harried for too long. He had been
harried into seeing aroom different than it was; he had been made to read a myth-haunted name upon a strange
gravestone; he had been deluded into thinking that he had supper often with his mother who had long been dead; he
had been forced to imagine that a common quick-and-greasy was afamous eatery - and, of course, much more than
that.

It was humiliating to think upon, but there was more than mere humiliation - there was a method and a purpose and
now it was important, most immediately important, to learn that method and that purpose.

He dropped the paper on the floor and went to the liquor cabinet and got a bottle and a glass. He sloshed liquor in
the glass and gulped it.

Y ou had to find a place to start, he told himself, and you worked aong from there - and Cedric Madison was a
starting point, although he was not the whole of it. No more, perhaps, than asingle clue, but at least a starting point.

He had gone to see Cedric Madison and the two of them had sat and talked much longer than he planned, and
somewherein that talk he'd dlid smoothly back into the final gentleman.

He tried to drive his mind and memory aong the pathway of those hours, seeking for some break, hunting for the
moment he had changed, but there was nothing. It ironed out flat and smooth.

But somewhere he had changed, or more likely had been changed, back into the masguerade that had been forced
upon him long years in the past.

And what would be the motive of that masguerade? What would be the reason in changing a man'slife, or, more
probably, the lives of many men?

A sort of welfare endeavor, perhaps. A matter of rampant do-goodism, an expression of the itch to interfere in other
people'slives.

Or was there here a conscious, well-planned effort to change the course of world events, so to alter the destiny of
mankind as to bring about some specific end-result? That would mean that whoever, or whatever, was responsible
possessed a sure method of predicting the future, and the ability to pick out the key factors in the present which must
be changed in order effectively to change that future m the desired direction.



From where it stood upon the desk the phone snarled viciously.

He swung around in terror, frightened at the sound. The phone snarled a second time.
He strode to the desk and answered. It was the senator.

'Good," said the senator. 'l did not get you up.'

‘No. | wasjust getting ready to turnin.'

'Y ou heard the news, of course.'

'On theradio,' said Harrington.

"The White House called...'

'‘And you had to takeit.'

'Yes, of course, but then..."

There was a gulping, breathing sound at the other end as if the senator were on the verge of strangling.
‘What's the matter, Johnson? What is going -'

‘Then,' said the senator, 'l had avisitor.'

Harrington waited.

'Preston White," said the senator. 'Y ou know him, of course.’

'Yes. The publisher of _Situation_.'

'He was conspiratorial,' said the senator. 'And a shade dramatic. He talked in whispers and very confidentially. Asif
the two of uswerein some sort of dedl.’

'‘But what -'
'He offered me," said the senator, almost strangling with rare, 'the exclusive use of Harvey -'
Harrington interrupted, without knowing why - almost as if he feared to let the senator go on.

'Y ou know," he said, 'l can remember many years ago - | wasjust alad - when Harvey wasinstalled down in the
_Situation_ office.'

And hewas surprised at how well he could remember it -the great hurrah of fanfare. Although at that time, he
recalled, no one had put too much credence in the matter, for _Situation_ was then notorious for its circulation stunts.
But it was different now. Almost everyone read the Harvey column and even in the most learned of circlesit was
quoted as authority.

'Harvey!' spat the senator. 'A geared-up calculator! A mechanical predicter!'

And that was it, Harrington thought wildly. That was the very thing for which he had been groping!

For Harvey was a predicter. He predicted every week and the magazine ran a column of the predictions he spewed
out.

'White was most persuasive,' said the senator. 'He was very buddy-buddy. He placed Harvey at my complete
disposal. He said that he would let me see all the predictions that he made immediately he made them and that he'd
withhold from publication any that | wished.'

‘It might be ahelp, at that,' said Harrington.

For Harvey was good. Of that there was no question. Week after week he called the shots exactly, right straight
down theline.



'I'll have none of it!" yelled the senator. 'I'll have no part of Harvey. Heis the worst thing that could have happened so
far as public opinion is concerned. The human raceis entirely capable, in its own good judgment, of accepting or
rejecting the predictions of any human pundit. But our technological society has developed a conditioning factor that
acceptsthe infalibility of machines. It would seem to methat _Situation_, in using an analytical computer, humanized
by the name of Harvey, to predict the trend of world events, is deliberately preying upon public gullibility. And I'll
have no part of it. | will not be tarred with -'

'I knew White was for you,' said Harrington. 'l knew he favored your appointment, but -'

'Preston White," said the senator, 'is a dangerous man. Any powerful man is a dangerous man, and in our time the
man who isin a position to mold public opinion isthe most powerful of them all. | can't afford to be associated with
him in any way at al. Here | stand, a man of some forty years of service, without, thank God, a single smudge upon me.
What would happen to me if someone came along and pegged this man White - but good? How would | stand then?

"They almost had him pegged.' said Harrington, ‘that time years ago when the congressional committee investigated
him. As| remember, much of the testimony at that time had to do with Harvey.'

'Hollis,' said the senator. 'l don't know why | trouble you. | don't know why | phoned you. Just to blow off steam, |
guess.'

'l am glad you did,' said Harrington. ‘What do you intend to do?

'l don't know,' said the senator. 'l threw White out, of course, so my hands theoretically are clean, but it'sall gone
sour on me. | have aviletaste in my mouth.'

'Sleep onit,' said Harrington. 'Y ou'll know better in the morning.'
"Thanks, Hollis, | think | will,' said the senator. 'Good night.'
Harrington put up the phone and stood stiff beside the desk.

For now it all was crystal clear. Now he knew without a doubt exactly who it was that had wanted Enright in the state
department.

It was precisely the kind of thing, he thought, one could expect of White.

He could not imagine how it had been done - but if there had been away to do it, White would have been the one to
ferret out that way.

He'd engineered it so that Enright, by reading aline out of a book, had stayed in public life until the proper time had
come for him to head the state department.

And how many other men, how many other situations, stood as they did tonight because of the vast schemings of
one Preston White?

He saw the paper on the floor and picked it up and looked at the headline, then threw it down again.

They had tried to get rid of him, he thought, and it would have been al right if he'd just wandered off like an old
horse turned out to pasture, abandoned and forgotten. Perhaps all the others had done exactly that. But in getting rid
of him, in getting rid of anyone, they must have been aware of a certain danger. The only safe and fool proof way
would have been to keep him on, to let him go on living as the final gentleman until his dying day.

Why had they not done that? Was it possible, for example, that there were limitations on the project, that the
operation, whatever its purpose, had aload capacity that was now crammed to its very limit? So that, before they could
take on someone el se, they must get rid of him?

If that were true, it very well could be there was a spot here where they were vulnerable.

And yet another thing, a vague remembrance from that congressional hearing of some years ago - a sentence and a
picture carried in the papers at the time. The picture of avery puzzled man, one of the top technicians who had
assembled Harvey, sitting in the witness chair and saying:

‘But, senator, | tell you no analytical computer can be anywhere near as good as they claim Harvey is.'



And it might mean something and it might not. Harrington told himself, but it was something to remember, it wasa
hope to which to cling.

Most astonishing, he thought placidly, how a mere machine could take the place of thinking man. He had commented
on that before, with some asperity, in one of his books - he could not recall which one. As Cedric Madison had said
this very evening...

He caught himsdlf intime.

In some dim corner of his brain an alarm was ringing, and he dived for the folded paper he had tossed onto the floor.

He found it, and the headline screamed at him and the books lost their calf-bound elegance and the carpeting
regained its harsh newness, and he was himself once more.

He knelt, sobbing, on the floor, the paper clutched in a shaky hand.

No change, he thought, no warning!

And a crumpled paper the only shield he had.

But a powerful shield, he thought.

_Tryitagain!_hescreamed at Harvey. _Go ahead and try!

Harvey didn't try.

Ithad been Harvey. And, hetold himself, of course he didn't know.

Defenseless, he thought, except for afolded paper with a headline set in 18 point caps.
Defenseless, with a story that no one would believe even if hetold it to them.
Defenseless, with thirty years of eccentricity to make his every act suspect.

He searched his mind for help and there was no help. The police would not believe him and he had few friendsto
help, for in thirty years he had made few friends.

There was the senator - but the senator had troubles of his own.

And there was something el se - there was a certain weapon that could be used against him. Harvey only had to wait
until he went to sleep. For if he went to sleep, there was no doubt he'd wake the final gentleman and more than likely
then remain the final gentleman, even more firmly the final gentleman than he'd ever been before. For if they got him
now, they'd never let him go.

He wondered, somewhat vaguely, why he should fight against it so. The last thirty years had not been so bad; the
way they had been passed would not be a bad way, he admitted. being honest with himself, to live out the years that
he had left in him.

But the thought revolted him as an insult to his very humanness. He had aright to be himself, perhaps even an
obligation to remain himself, and he felt a deep-banked anger at the arrogance that would make him someone el se.

The issue was straightly drawn, he knew. Two facts were crystal clear: Whatever he did, he must do himself; he must
expect no help. And he must do it now before he needed dleep.

He clambered to his feet, with the paper in his hand, squared his shoulders and turned toward the door. But at the
door he halted, for a sudden, terrible truth had occurred to him.

Once he | eft the house and went out into the darkness, he would be without his shield. In the darkness the paper
would be worthless since he would not be able to read the headline.

He glanced at hiswatch and it was just after three. There were still three hours of darkness and he couldn't wait three
hours.



He needed time, he thought. He must somehow buy some time. Within the next few hours he must in some way
manage to smash or disable Harvey. And while that, he admitted to himself, might not be the whole answer, it would
givehimtime.

He stood beside the door and the thought came to him that he might be wrong - that it might not be Harvey or

Madison or White. He had put it al together in his mind and now he'd managed to convince himself. He might, he
realized, have hypnotized himself almost as effectively as Harvey or someone else had hypnotized him thirty years

ago.
Although probably it had not been hypnotism.

But whatever it might be, he realized, it was a bootless thing to try to thresh out now. There were more immediate
problems that badly needed solving.

First of al he must devise some other sort of shield. Defenseless, he'd never reach the door of the _Situation  lobby.

Association, he thought - some sort of association - some way of reminding himself of who and what he was. Like a
string around hisfinger, like ajinglein his brain.

The study door came open and old Adams stood there, clutching his ragged robe together.
'I heard someone talking, sir.'
‘It was|." said Harrington. 'On the telephone.’

'l thought, perhaps,’ said Adams, 'someone had dropped in. Although it's an unearthly time of night for anyone to
cdl!

Harrington stood silent, looking at old Adams, and he felt some of his grimness leave him - for Adams was the same.
Adams had not changed. He was the only thing of truth in the entire pattern.

'If you will pardon me,' said Adams, 'your shirt tail's hanging out.’
‘Thanks,' said Harrington. 'l hadn't noticed. Thanks for telling me.'
'Perhaps you had better get on to bed, sir. It israther late.'

"I will,' said Harrington, 'in just another minute.' He listened to the shuffling of old Adams' slippers going down the
hall and began tucking in his shirt tail.

And suddenly it struck him: Shirt tails - they'd be better than a string!
For anyone would wonder, even the final gentleman would wonder, why his shirt tails had a knot in them.

He stuffed the paper in his jacket pocket and tugged the shirt tails entirely free. He had to loosen several buttons
before there was cloth enough to make a satisfactory knot.

He made it good and hard, a square knot so it wouldn't slip, and tight enough so that it would have to be untied
before he took off the shirt.

And he composed asilly line that went with the knotted shirt tails:

_| tie this knot because I'm not the final gentleman._

He went out of the house and down the steps and around the house to the shack where the garden tools were kept.

He lighted matches until he found the maul that he was looking for. With it in his hand, he went back to the car.

And all the time he kept repesting to himself the line:



_| tiethis knot, because I'm not the final gentleman.

The _Situation_lobby was as brilliant as he remembered it and as silent and deserted and he headed for the door
that ssid HARVEY onit.

He had expected that it would be locked, but it wasn't, and he went through it and closed it carefully behind him.

Hewas on anarrow catwalk that ranin acircle, with the wall behind him and the railing out in front. And down in the
pit circled by the catwalk was something that could be only Harvey.

_Hello, son_, it said, or seemed to say, inside his brain.

_Héllo, son. I'm glad that you've come home again._

He stepped forward to the railing eagerly and leaned the maul against it and gripped the railing with both hands to
stare down into the pit, enveloped in the feel of father-love that welled up from the thing that squatted in the pit - the
old pipe-tweed coat-grizzled whisker love he'd forgotten long ago.

A lump came in histhroat and tears smarted in his eyes and he forgot the barren street outside and all the lonely
years.

The love kept welling up - the love and understanding and the faint amusement that he should have expected
anything but love from an entity to which he had been tied so intimately for all of thirty years.

_Youdid agood job, son.I am proud of you. I'm glad that you've come hometo me again._

He leaned across the railing, yearning toward the father squatting in the pit, and one of the rails caught against the
knotted shirt tail and shoved it hard against his belly.

Reflexes clicked within his brain and he said, almost automatically: _| tie this knot because I'm not_

And then he was saying it consciously and with fervor, like a single chant.

_| tie this knot because I'm not the final gentleman._

_I tiethis knot because I'm not..._

He was shouting now and the sweat streamed down his face and he fought like a drunken man to push back from the
railing, and still he was conscious of the father, not insistent, not demanding, but somewhat hurt and puzzled by this

ingratitude.

Harrington's hand slipped from the top rail and the fingers touched the handle of the maul and seized and closed
upon it and lifted it from the floor to throw.

But even as he lifted it, the door catch snicked behind him and he swung around.
Cedric Madison stood just inside the door and his death-head face wore alook of utter calm.
'Get him off my back!" yelled Harrington. ‘Make him let loose of me or | will let you haveit.'

And was surprised to find that he meant every word of it, that aman as mild as he could find it in his heart to kill
another man without a second thought.

‘All right," said Madison, and the father-love was gone and the world stood cold and hard and empty, with just the
two of them standing face to face.

'I'm sorry that this happened, Harrington. You arethe _first_..."

'Y ou took achance,' said Harrington. 'Y ou tried to turn me loose. What did you expect | would do - moon around and
wonder what had happened to me?



'We'll take you back again. It was a pleasant life. You can liveit out,’

'l have no doubt you would. Y ou and White and all the rest of -'

Madison sighed, a very patient sigh. 'Leave White out of this,' he said. "The poor fool thinks that Harvey...'
He stopped what he meant to say and chuckled.

'‘Believe me, Harrington, it'sa dick and foolproof setup. It is even better than the oracle at Delphi.’

He was sure of himself, so sure that it sent athrill of apprehension deep through Harrington, a sense of being
trapped, of being backed into a corner from which he never could escape.

They had him cold, he thought, between the two of them - Madison in front and Harvey at hisrear. Any second now
Harvey would throw another punch at him and despite all that he had said, despite the maul he gripped, despite the
knotted shirt tails and the silly rhyme, he had grave doubts that he could fight it off.

'| am astonished that you are surprised,’ Madison was saying smoothly. 'For Harvey has been in fact afather to you
for al these many years, or the next thing to a father, maybe better than a father. Y ou've been closer to him, day and
night, than you've ever been to any other creature. He has watched over you and watched out for you and guided you
at times and the relationship between the two of you has been more real than you can ever guess.'

'‘But why? asked Harrington and he was seeking furiously for some way out of this, for some defense that might be
more substantial than a knotted shirt.

'l do not know how to say this so you will believeit," Madison told him earnestly, 'but the father-feeling was no trick
at al. You are closer at this moment to Harvey and perhaps even to myself than you can ever be to any other being.
No one could work with you as long as Harvey worked with you without forming deep attachments. He, and |, have no
thought but good for you. Won't you let us proveit?

Harrington remained silent, but he was wavering - even when he knew that he should not waver. For what Madison
had said seemed to make some sense.

"Theworld,' said Madison, ‘is cold and merciless. It has no pity for you. Y ou've not built awarm and pleasant world
and now that you seeit asit is no doubt you are repelled by it. Thereis no reason you should remainin it. We can
give you back the world you've known. We can give you security and comfort. Surely you would be happy then. You
can gain nothing by remaining as you are. Thereis no disloyalty to the human race in going back to this world you
love. Now you can neither hurt nor harm the race. Y our work is done...'

‘Nol" cried Harrington.
Madison shook his head. 'Y our race is a queer one, Harrington.'
'My race!' yelled Harrington. 'Y ou talk asiif -'

"Thereis greatnessin you,' said Madison, 'but you must be pushed to bring it out. Y ou must be cheered and coddled,
you must be placed in danger, you must be given problems. Y ou are like so many children. It is my duty, Harrington,
my sworn, solemn duty to bring out the greatness in you. And | will not allow you nor anyone to stand against the
duty.’

And the truth was there, screaming through the dark, dread corridors of belated recognition. It had been there all the
time, Harrington told himself, and he should have seenit.

He swung up the maul in asimple reflex action, as a gesture of horror and revulsion, and he heard his screaming
voice asif it were some other voice and not hisown at all:

‘Why, damn you, you aren't even human!’

And as he brought the maul up inits arc and forward, Madison was weaving to one side so that the maul would
miss, and his face and hands were changing and his body, too - although changing was perhaps not the word for it. It
was arelaxing, rather, asif the body and the face and hands that had been Madison were flowing back again into their
normal mould after being held and imprisoned into human shape. The human clothes he wore ripped apart with the
pressure of the change and hung on himin tatters.



He was bigger, or he seemed to be, asif he had been forced to compress his bigness to conform to human standards,
but he was humanoid and there was no essential change in his skull-like face beyond its taking on afaintly greenish
cast.

The maul clanged to the floor and skidded on the steel face of the catwalk and the thing that had been Madison was
douching forward with the alien surenessin it. And from Harvey poured a storm of anger and frustration - a father's
storming anger at a naughty child which must now stand in punishment. And the punishment was death, for no
naughty child must bar the great and solemn duty of a sworn and dedicated task. In that storming fury, even asit
rocked his mind, Harrington sensed an essential oneness between machine and alien, asif the two moved and thought
in unison.

And there was a snarling and a coughing sound of anger and Harrington found himself moving toward the alien
thing with his fingers spread and his muscles tensed for the seizing and the rending of this enemy from the darkness
that extended out beyond the cave. He was shambling forward on bowed and sturdy legs and there was fear
deep-rooted in hismind, aterrible, shriveling fear that drove him to hiswork. But above and beyond that fear there was
aswell the knowledge of the strength within his own brute body.

For amoment he was aghast at the realization that the snarling and the coughing was coming from himself and that
the foam of fighting anger was dripping from hisjaws. Then he was aghast no longer, for he knew with surety who he
was and al that he might have been or might ever have thought was submerged and swept away in sheer bestiality
and the driving urge to kill.

His hands reached out and caught the alien flesh and tore at it and broke it and ripped it from the bones, and in the
wild, black job of killing scarcely felt or noticed the raking of the other's talons or the stabbing of the beak.

There was a screaming somewhere, a piercing sound of pain and agony from some other place, and the job was done.

Harrington crouched above the body that lay upon the floor and wondered at the growling sounds which till
rumbled in histhroat.

He stood erect and held out his hands and in the dim light saw that they were stained with sticky red, while from the
pit he heard Harvey's screams dwindle into moaning.

He staggered forward to the railing and looked down into the pit and streams of some dark and stringy substance
were pouring out of every crack and joint of Harvey - asif thelife and intelligence were draining out of him.

And somewhere avoice (avoice?) was saying: You fool! Now look at what you've done! _What will happen to you
now?_

'We'll get along," said Harrington, not the final gentleman, nor yet Neanderthaler.

There was a gash along one arm and the blood was 0ozing out and soaking the fabric of historn coat and one side of
his face was wet and sticky, but he was all right,

_Wekept you on theroad_, said the dying voice, now faint and far away. We kept you on it for so many ages...
Y es, thought Harrington. Y es, my friend, you're right. Once the Del phian oracle and how many cons before that?

And clever - once an oracle and in this day an analytical computer. And where in the years between - in monastery?
in palace? in some counting house?

Although, perhaps, the operation need not have been continuous. Perhaps it was only necessary at certain crisis
points.

And what the actual purpose? To guide the toddling footsteps of humanity, make man think as they wanted him to
think? Or to shape humanity to the purpose of an alien race? And what the shape of human culture if there had been
no interference?

And he, himself, he wondered - was he the summer-up, the man who had been used to write the final verdict of the
centuries of patterning? Not in hiswords, of course, but in the words of these other two - the one down in the pit, the
other on this catwalk. Or were there two of them? Might there have been only one? Was it possible, he wondered, that
they were the same - the one of them no more than an extension of the other? For when Madison had died, so had
Harvey.



"The trouble with you, friend," he said to the thing lying on the floor. ‘was that you were too close to human in many
ways yourself. Y ou got too confident and you made mistakes.'

And the worst mistake of all had been when they'd allowed him to write a Neanderthaler into that early story.

He walked slowly toward the door and stopped at it for amoment to look back at the twisted form that lay huddlied
on the floor. They'd find it in an hour or two and think at first, perhaps, that it was Madison. Then they'd note the
changes and know that it could not be Madison. And they'd be puzzled people, especially since Madison himself

would have disappeared. They'd wonder, too, what had happened to Harvey, who'd never work again. And they'd find
the maul!

The maul! Good God, he thought. | amost left the maul! He turned back and picked it up and his mind was churning
with the fear of what might have happened had he | eft it there. For his fingerprints would be all over it and the police
would have come around to find out what he knew.

And hisfingerprints would be on the railing too, he thought. He'd have to wipe them off.

He took out his handkerchief and began to wipe the railing, wondering as he did it why he went to all the trouble, for
there would be no guilt associated with this thing he'd done.

_Noguilt!_ he asked himself.

How could he be sure?

Had Madison been avillain or a benefactor?

There was no way, he knew, that anyone could be sure.

Not yet, at least. Not so shortly after. And now perhaps there'd never be any way to know. For the human race had
been set so firmly in the track that had been engineered for it, it might never deviate. For the rest of his days he'd
wonder about the rightness and the wrongness of this deed he'd done.

He'd watch for signs and portents. He'd wonder if every piece of disturbing news he read might have been averted
by this alien that now lay upon the floor. He'd come fighting out of sleep at night, chased by nightmares of anidiot
doom that his hand had brought about.

He finished polishing the railing and walked to the door. He polished the knob most carefully and shut the door
behind him. And, asafina gesture, he untied the shirt tails.

There was no one in the lobby and no one in the street, and he stood looking up and down the street in the pale cold
light of morning.

He cringed against it - against the morning light and against this street that was a symbol of the world. For there
seemed to him to be a crying in the street, acrying of his guilt.

There was away, he knew, that he could forget all this - could wipe it from his mind and leaveit al behind him. There
was a path that even at this hour led to comfort and security and even, yes, to smugness, and he was tempted by it.
For there was no reason that he shouldn't. There was no point in not doing it. No one except himself stood either to
gainor to lose.

But he shook his head stubbornly, as if to scare the thought away.

He shifted the maul from one hand to the other and stepped out to cross the street. He reached the car and opened
the back door and threw the maul in on the floor.

And he stood there, empty-handed now, and felt the silence beating in long rolls, like relentless surf pounding
through his head.

He put up his hands to keep his head from bursting and he felt aterrible weakness in him. He knew it was reaction
-nerves suddenly letting go after being taut too long.

Then the stifling silence was no more than an overriding quietness. He dropped his hands.



A car was coming down the street, and he watched it as it parked across from him a short distance up the street.
From it came the shrilling voice of aradio tuned high:

"... In his note to the President, refusing the appointment, Enright said that after some soul-searching he was
convinced it would be better for the country and the world if he did not accept the post. In Washington, foreign policy
observers and the diplomatic corps are reported in a dither. What, after all, they ask, could soul-searching have to do
with the state department?

'‘And hereis another piece of news this morning that is likewise difficult to assess. Peking announces a reshuffling of
its government, with known moderates taking over. While it istoo early yet to say, the shift could result in a complete
reversal of Red Chinds policies-'

The radio shut off abruptly and the man got from the car. He slammed the door behind him and went striding down
the street.

Harrington opened the front door and climbed behind the wheel. He had the strangest sense that he had forgotten
something. Hetried to remember what it was, but it was gone entirely.

He sat with his hands clutched upon the wheel and he felt alittle shiver running through his body. Like a shiver of
relief, athough he could not imagine why he should fed relief.

Perhaps over that news about Enright. he told himself. For it was very good news. Not that Enright was the wrong
man for the post, for he surely was the right one. But there came atime when aman had the right and duty to be
himsdlf entirely.

And the human race, he told himself, had that same right.

And the shift of government in Chinawas a most amazing thing. Asif, he thought, evil geniuses throughout the
world might be disappearing with the coming of the dawn.

And there was something about geniuses, be told himself, that he should remember. Something about how a genius
came about.

But he could not recall it.

Herolled down the window of the car and sniffed the brisk, fresh breeze of morning. Sniffing it, he consciously
straightened his body and lifted up his chin. A man should do athing like this more often, he told himself contentedly.
There was something in the beginning of aday that sharpened up one's soul.

He put the car in gear and wheeled it out into the street.

Too bad about Madison, he thought. He was readlly, after all, avery decent fellow.

Hollis Harrington, final gentleman, drove down the morning street.
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The Golden Bugs

Clifford D. Smak

It started as a lousy day.
Arthur Belsen, acrossthe alley, turned on his orchestra at six o'clock and brought me sitting up in bed.

I'm telling you, Belsen makes his living as an engineer, but music is his passion. And since heis an engineer, he's not
content to leave well enough aone. He had to mess around.

A year or two before he'd had the idea of arobotic symphony, and the man has talent, you have to give him that. He
went to work on this idea and designed machines that could read--not only play, but read--music from atape, and he
built a machine to transcribe the tapes. Then he built alot of these music machinesin his basement workshop.

And he tried them out!

It was experimental work, quite understandably, and there was redesigning and adjusting to be done, and Belsen was
finicky about the performance that each machine turned out. So he tried them out alot--and loudly--not being satisfied
until he had the instrumentation just the way he thought it should be.

There had been some idle talk in the neighborhood about a lynching party, but nothing came of it. That's the trouble,
one of the troubles, with this neighborhood of ours--they'll talk an arm off you, but never do athing.

Asyet no one could see an end to al the Belsen racket. It had taken him better than a year to work up the percussion
section and that was bad enough. But now he'd started on the strings and that was even worse.

Helen sat up in bed beside me and put her hands up to her ears, but she couldn't keep from hearing. Belsen had it
turned up loud, to get, as he would tell you, the fedl of it.

By thistime, | figured, he probably had the entire neighborhood awake.

'Well, that'sit," | said, starting to get up.

"Y ou want me to get breakfast?"

"You might aswell," | said. "No one's going to get any sleep with that thing turned on."

While she started breakfast, | headed for the garden back of the garage to see how the dahlias might be faring. | don't
mind telling you | was delighted with those dahlias. It was nearly fair time and there were some of them that would be

at bloom perfection just in time for showing.

| started for the garden, but | never got there. That'sthe way it isin this neighborhood. A man will start to do
something and never get it done because someone aways catches him and wants to talk awhile.

Thistime it was Dobby. Dobby is Dr. Darby Wells, avenerable old codger with white chin whiskers, and he lives
next door. We al call him Dobby and he doesn't mind abit, for in away it's a badge of tribute to the man. At onetime
Dobby had been an entomologist of some repute at the university and it had been his students who had hung the
name on him. It was no corruption of hisregular name, but stemmed rather from his one-time interest in mud-dauber

wasps.



But now Dobby was retired, with nothing in the world to do except hold long and aimless conversations with anyone
he could manage to nail down.

Assoon as| caught sight of him, | knew | was sunk.

"I think it's admirable," said Dobby, leaning on his fence and launching into full-length discussion as soon as | was
in voice distance, "for aman to have a hobby. But | submit it's inconsiderate of him to practice it so noisily at the crack
of dawn."

"Y ou mean that," | said, making a thumb at the Belsen house, from which the screeching and the caterwauling still
issued in full force.

"Exactly," said Dobby, combing his white chin whiskerswith an air of grave ddliberation. "Now, mind me, not for a
moment would | refuse the man the utmost admiration--"

"Admiration? | demanded. There are occasions when | have a hard time understanding Dobby. Not so much
because of the pontifical way in which be talks as because of the way he thinks.

"Precisdly;" Debby told me. "Not for his machines, although they are electronic marvels, but for the way in which he
engineers his tapes. The machine that he rigged up to turn out those tapes is a most versatile contraption. Sometimes
it seemsto be amost human."

"When | was aboy," | said, "we had player pianos and the pianos ran on tapes.”

"Yes, Randall, you areright,” admitted Dobby; "the principle was there, but the execution--think of the execution. All
those old pianos had to do was tinkle merrily along, but Belsen has worked into his tapes the most delicate nuances."”

"I must have missed them nuances," | told him, without any charity at al. "All I've heard is racket."
We talked about Belsen and his orchestra until Helen called mein for breakfast.
I had no sooner sat down than she dragged out her grievance list.

"Randall," she said, with determination, "the kitchen is positively crawling with grease ants again. They're so small
you can hardly see them and all at once they're into everything."

"I thought you got rid of them," | said.

"I did. | tracked them to their nest and poured boiling water into it. But thistimeit's up to you."
"Sure thing," | promised. "I'll do it right away."

"That's what you said last time."

"I wasready to," | told her, "but you beat metoit."

"And that isn't all," she said. "There are those wasps up in the attic louvers. They stung the little Montgomery girl
the other day."

She was getting ready to say more, but just then Billy, our eleven year old, came stumbling down the stairs.
"Look, Dad," he cried excitedly, holding out a small-size plastic box. "I have one here I've never seen before.”

| didn't have to ask one what. | knew it was another insect. Last year it had been stamp collecting and this year it was
insects--and that's another thing about having an idle entomologist for a next door neighbor.

| took the box without enthusiasm.
"A ladybug," | said.

"No, it'snot," said Billy. "It's too big to be aladybug. And the spots are different and the color is all wrong. Thisone
isgold and aladybug is orange."

"Well, look it up," | said, impatiently. The kid will do anything to keep away from reading.



"I did," said Billy. "I looked all through the book and | couldn't find it."

"Oh, for goodness sakes," snapped Helen, "sit down and eat your breakfast. It's bad enough to be overrun with ants
and wasps without you spending all your time catching other bugs."

"But, Mom, it's educational," protested Billy. "That's what Dr. Wells says. He says there are seven hundred
thousand known families of insects..."

"Where did you find it, son?" | asked, a bit ashamed of how we both were jumping on him.

"Right in my room," said Billy.

"In the house!" screamed Helen. "Ants aren't bad enough..."

"Soon as | get through eating, I'll show it to Dr. Wells."

"Now, don't you pester Dobby."

"I hope he pesters him alot," Helen said, tight-lipped. "It was Dobby who got him started on this foolishness."
I handed back the box and Billy put it down beside his plate and started in on breakfast.

"Randall," Helen said, taking up her third point of complaint. "1 don't know what I'm going to do with Nora."
Norawas the cleaning woman. She came in twice aweek.

"What did she do thistime?*

"It'swhat she doesn't do. She simply will not dust. She just waves a cloth around and that's all there isto it. She
won't move alamp or vase."

"Well, get someone elsg,” | said.

"Randall, you don't know what you're talking about. Cleaning women are hard to find and you can't depend on them.
| wastalking to Amy..."

| listened and made the appropriate replies. I've heard it al before.

Assoon as| finished breakfast, | took off for the office. It wastoo early to see any prospects, but | had some
policies to write up and some other work to do and | could use the extra hour or two.

Helen phoned me shortly after noon and she was exasperated.

"Randall," she said, without preamble, "someone has dumped a boulder in the middle of the garden.”
"Comeagain?' | said.

"Y ou know. A big rock. It squashed down al the dahlias."

"Dahlias!" | yipped.

"And the funny thing about it isthere aren't any tracks. It would take a truck to move arock that big and..."

"Now, let's take this easy. How big, exactly, is this boulder?"

"It'samost astdl as| am."

"It'simpossible!" | stormed. Then | tried to calm mysdlf, "It'sajoke," | said. "Someone played ajoke."

| searched my mind for someone who might have done it and | couldn't think of anyone who'd go to al the trouble

involved in that sort of joke. There was George Montgomery, but George was a sobersides. And Belsen, but Belsen
was too wrapped up in music to be playing any jokes. And Dobby--it was inconceivable he'd ever play ajoke.



"Somejoke!" said Helen.

Nobody in the neighborhood, | told myself, would have done atrick like that, Everyone knew | was counting on
those dahlias to win me some more ribbons.

"I'll knock off early," | told her, "and see what can be done about it."

Although | knew there was precious little that could be done about it--just haul the thing away.

"I'll be over at Amy's," Helen said. "I'll try to get home early."

| went out and saw another prospect, but | didn't do too well. All thetime | was thinking of the dahlias.

I knocked off work in the middle of the afternoon and bought a spray-can of insecticide at a drugstore. The label
claimed it was effective against ants, roaches, wasps, aphids and a host of other pests.

At home, Billy was sitting on the steps.

"Hello, son. Nothing much to do?"

"Me and Tommy Henderson played soldier for awhile, but we got tired of it."

| put the insecticide on the kitchen table, then headed for the garden. Billy trailed listlessly behind me.

The boulder was there, squarely in the middle of the dahlia patch, and every bit as big as Helen said it was. It was a
funny looking thing, not just a big slab-sided piece of rock, but afreckled looking job. It was awashed out red and
almost a perfect globe.

| walked around it, ng the damage. There were afew of the dahlias left, but the better ones were gone. There
were no tracks, no indication of how the rock might have gotten where it was. It lay a good thirty feet from the
alleyway and someone might have used a crane to hoist it off atruck bed, but that seemed most unlikely, for a heavy
nest of utility wiresran along the aley.

| went up to the boulder and had a good, close look at it. The whole face of it was pitted with small, irregular holes,
none of them much deeper than half an inch, and there were occasional smooth patches, with the darker luster
showing, asif some part of the original surface had been knocked off, The darker, smoother patches had the shine of
highly polished wax, and | remembered something from very long ago--when aonetime pa of mine had been a
momentary rock collector.

| bent alittle closer to one of the smooth, waxy surfaces and it seemed to me that | could see the hint of wavy lines
running in the stone.

"Billy," | asked, "would you know an agate if you saw one?'

"Gosh, Dad, | don't know. But Tommy would. He is a sort of rockhound. He's hunting all the time for different kinds
of rocks."

He came up close and looked at one of the polished surfaces. He wet his thumb against his tongue and rubbed it
across the waxy surface to bring out the satin of the stone.

"l don't know," he said, "but | think it is."

He backed off aways and stared at the boulder with a new respect.

"Say, Dad, if it really is an agate--if it is one big agate, | mean, it would be worth alot of money, wouldn't it?" '
"I don't know. | suppose it might be."

"A million dollars, maybe."

| shook my head. "Not amillion dollars."

"I'll go get Tommy, right away," he said.



He went around the garage like aflash and | could hear him running down the driveway, hitting out for Tommy's
place.

| walked around the boulder several times and tried to estimate its weight, but | had no knowledge | could go on.

| went back to the house and read the directions on the can of insecticide. | uncapped and tested it and the sprayer
worked.

So | got down on my kneesin front of the threshold of the kitchen door and tried to find the path the ants were using
to comein. | couldn't see any of them right away, but | knew from past experience that they are little more than specks
and almost transparent in the bargain and mighty hard to see.

A glittery motion in one corner of the kitchen caught my eye and | wheeled around. A glob of golden shimmer was
running on the floor, keeping close to the baseboard and heading for the cabinet underneath the kitchen sink.

It was another of the outsize ladybugs.
| aimed the squirt can at it and let it have a burst, but it kept right on and vani shed underneath the cabinet.

With the bug gone, | resumed looking for the ants and found no sign of them. There were none coming in the door.
Or going out, for that matter. There were none on the sink or the work table space.

So | went around the corner of the house to size up Operation Wasp. It would be a sticky one, | knew. The nest was
located in the attic louver and would be hard to get at. Standing off and looking at it, | decided the only thing to do
was wait until night, when | could be sure all the wasps werein the nest. Then I'd put up aladder and climb up and let
them haveit, then get out asfast as| could manage without breaking my fool neck.

It was a piece of work that | frankly had no stomach for, but | knew from the tone of Helen's voice at the breakfast
table there was no ducking it.

There were afew wasps flying around the nest, and as | watched a couple of them dropped out of the nest and
tumbled to the ground.

Wondering what was going on, | stepped alittle closer and then | saw the ground was littered with dead or dying
wasps. Even as | watched, another wasp fell down and lay there, twisting and squirming.

| circled around a bit to try to get a better ook at whatever might be happening. But | could make out nothing except
that every now and then another wasp fell down.

| told mysdlf it was all right with me. If something was killing off the wasps it would save me the job of getting rid of
them.

| was turning around to take the insecticide back to the kitchen when Billy and Tommy Henderson came panting in
excitement from the backyard.

"Mr. Marsden," Tommy said, "that rock out there is an agate. It's a banded agate."
"Wdl, now, that'sfine," | said.

"But you don't understand,” cried Tommy. "No agate gets that big. Especially not a banded agate. They call them
L ake Superior agates and they don't ever get much bigger than your fist."

That did it. | jerked swiftly to attention and went pelting around the house to have another look at the boulder in the
garden. The boys came pounding on behind me.

That boulder was alovely thing. | put out my hand and stroked it. | thought how lucky | was that someone had
plopped it in my garden. | had forgotten all about the dahlias.

"I bet you," Tommy told me, his eyes half as big as saucers, "that you could get alot of money for it."
| won't deny that approximately the same thought had been going through my mind.

| put out my hand and pushed against it, just to get the solid and substantial feel of it.



And as| pushed, it rocked slightly underneath the pressure!
Astonished, | pushed alittle harder, and it rocked again.

Tommy stood bug-eyed. "That's funny, Mr. Marsden. By rights, it hadn't ought to move. It must weigh several tons.
Y ou must be awfully strong.”

"I'm not strong," | told him. "Not as strong as that.” | tottered back to the house and put away the insecticide, then
went out and sat down on the steps to do some worrying.

There was no sign of the boys. They probably had run swiftly off to spread the news through the neighborhood.

If that thing was an agate, as Tommy said it was--if it really was one tremendous agate, then it would be a fantastic
museum piece and might command some money. But if it was an agate, why wasiit so light? No ten men, pushing on it,
should have made it budge.

| wondered, too, just what my rights would beif it should actually turn out to be an agate. It was on my property and
it should be mine. But what if someone came along and claimed it?

And there was this other thing: How had it gotten there to start with?

| was all tied up in knots with my worrying when Dobby came trundling around the corner of the house and sat down
on the steps beside me.

"Lots of extraordinary things going on," he said. "'l hear you have an agate boulder in the garden.”

"That's what Tommy Henderson tells me. | suppose that he should know. Billy tells me he's arockhound.”

Dobby scratched at his whiskers. " Great things, hobbies," he said. "Especialy for kids. They learn alot from them,"

"Yeah," | said without enthusiasm.

"Y our son brought me an insect for identification after breakfast this morning.”

"I told him not to bother you."

"I am glad he brought it," Dobby said. "It was one I'd never seen before.”

"It looked like aladybug.”

"Yes," Dobby agreed, "thereis_some_resemblance. But I'm not entirely certain--well, fact of the matter is, I'm not
even surethat it isan insect. To tell thetruth, it resembles aturtle in many ways more than it does an insect. Thereis
an utter lack of bodily segmentation, such as you'd find in any insect. The exoskeleton is extremely hard and the head

and legs are retractible and it has no antennae.”

He shook his head in some perplexity. "I can't be sure, of course. Much more extensive examination would be
necessary before an attempt could be made at classifying it Y ou didn't happen to find any more of them, did your'

"I saw one running on the floor not so long ago."
"Would you mind, next time you see one, grabbing it for me?'
"Not at all," | said. "I'll try to get you one."

| kept my word. After he left | went down into the basement to look up abug for him. | saw several of them, but
couldn't catch aone. | gave up in disgust.

After supper, Arthur Belsen came popping from across the alley. He was in a dither, but that was not unusual. Heisa
birdlike, nervous man and it doesn't take too much to get him all upset.

"I hear that boulder in your garden is an agate," he said to me. "What do you intend to do with it?"

"Why, | don't know. Sdll it, | suppose, if anyone wantsto buy it."



"It might be valuable," said Belsen. "Y ou can't just leave it out there. Someone might come along and pinch it."

"Guess there's nothing elseto do,” | told him. "I certainly can't move it and I'm not going to sit up all night to guard
it

"Y ou don't need to sit up al night," said Belsen. "I can fix it for you. We can rig up anest of trip wires and hook up
anaam."

| wasn't too impressed and tried to discourage him, but he was like a beagle on arabbit trail. He went back to his
basement and came out with a batch of wire and akit of tools and we fell to work.

We worked until almost bedtime getting the wires rigged up and an alarm bell installed just inside the kitchen door.
Helen took a sour view of it. She didn't like the idea of messing up her kitchen, agate or no agate.

In the middle of the night the clamor of the bell jerked me out of bed, wondering what all the racket was. Then |
remembered and went rushing for the stairs. On the third step from the bottom | stepped on something that rolled
beneath my foot and sent me pitching down the stairsinto the living room. | fell sprawling and skidded into alamp,
which landed on top and me and hit me on the head. | brought up against a chair, tangled with the lamp.

A marble, | thought. That damn kid has been strewing marbles all over the house again! He'stoo big for that. He
knows better than to leave marbles on the stairs.

In the bright moonlight pouring through the picture window | saw the marble and it was moving rapidly-- _not
rolling, moving!_ And there were alot of other marbles, racing across the floor. Sparkling golden marbles running in
the moonlight.

And that wasn't all--in the center of the living room stood the refrigerator!

The darm bell was till clanging loudly and | picked myself up and got |oose from the lamp and rushed for the
kitchen door. Behind me | heard Helen yelling a me from the landing.

I got the door open and went racing in bare feet through the dew-soaked grass around the corner of the house.

A puzzled dog was standing by the boulder. He had managed to get one foot caught in one of Belsen's silly wires
and he was standing there, three-legged, trying to get loose.

| yelled at him and bent over, scrabbling in the grass, trying to find something | could throw at him. He made a
sudden lurch and freed himself. He took off up the alley, ears flapping in the breeze.

Behind me the clanging bell fell silent.

| turned around and trailed back to the house, feeling like afool.

| suddenly remembered that | had seen the refrigerator standing in the living room. But, | told myself, that must be
wrong. The refrigerator was in the kitchen and no one would have moved it. There was, first of al, no reason for a
refrigerator to be in the living room; its place was in the kitchen. No one would have wanted to move it, and even if
they did, they'd have made noise enough to wake the house if they'd tried to do it.

| wasimagining things, | told myself. The boulder and the bugs had got me all upset and | was seeing things.

But | wasn't.

The refrigerator still stood in the center of the living room. The plug had been pulled out of the outlet and the cord
trailed across the floor. A puddle of water from the slowly-thawing box had soaked into the carpet.

"It's ruining the carpet!" Helen shrieked at me, standing in a corner and staring at the errant refrigerator. "And the
food will all be spoiled and..."

Billy came stumbling down the stairs, till half asleep.
"What's going on?"' he asked.

"I don't know," | said.



| amost told him about the bugs I'd seen running in the house, but caught myself in time. There was no use
upsetting Helen any more than she was right then.

"Let's get that box back where it belongs," | suggested, as matter-of-factly as | could. "The three of uscan doit."

We tugged and shoved and hauled and lifted and got it back in its proper place and plugged it in again. Helen found
some rags and started to mop up the sopping carpet.

"Was there something at the boulder, Dad?' asked Billy.

"A dog," | told him. "Nothing but adog."

"I was againgt it--from the start," declared Helen, on her knees, angrily mopping the carpet. "It was alot of
foolishness. No one would have stolen the boulder. It isn't something you can just pick up and carry off. That Arthur

Belsen's crazy."

"I agree with you," | told her, ruefully. "But he is a conscientious sort of fellow and a determined cuss and he thinks
in terms of gadgets..."

"Wewon't get awink of sleep,” she said. "WE'I be up a dozen times a night, chasing off stray dogs and cats. And |
don't believe the boulder is an agate. All we have to go on is Tommy Henderson."

"Tommy isarockhound," Billy told her, staunchly defending his pal. "He knows an agate when he sees one. He's
got a big shoe box full of ones he's found."

And here we were, | thought, arguing about the boulder, when the thing that should most concern us--the
happening with the most brain-twisting implications--was the refrigerator.

And athought came to me--a floating, random thought that came bumbling out of nowhere and glanced against my
mind.

| shivered at the thought and it came back again and burrowed into me and | was stuck with it:
_What if there was some connection between the refrigerator and the bugs?
Helen got up from the floor. "There," she said accusingly, "that isthe best | can do. | hope the carpet isn't ruined.”

But abug, | told myself--no bug could move arefrigerator. No bug, nor athousand bugs. And what was more and
final, no bug would want to move one. No bug would care whether arefrigerator was in the living room or kitchen.

Helen was very businesslike. She spread the wet cloth out on the sink to dry. She went into the living room and
turned out the lights.

"We might aswell get back to bed,” she said. "If we are lucky, we can get some sleep."
| went over to the alarm beside the kitchen door and jerked the connections loose.
"Now," | told her, "we can get some deep.”

| didn't really expect to get any. | expected to stay awake the rest of the night, worrying about the refrigerator. But |
did drop off, although not for very long.

At six-thirty Belsen turned on his orchestra and brought me out of bed.
Helen sat up, with her hands against her ears.

"Oh, not again!" she said.

| went around and closed the windows. It cut down the noise alittle.
"Put the pillow over your head," | told her.

| dressed and went downstairs. The refrigerator was in the kitchen and everything seemed to be all right. There were
afew of the bugs running around, but they weren't bothering anything.



| made myself some breakfast; then | went to work. And this was the second day running I'd gone early to the office.
If this kept up, | told myself, the neighborhood would have to get together and do something about Belsen and his

symphony.
Everything went all right. | sold acouple of policies during the morning and lined up athird.
When | came back to the office early in the afternoon awild-eyed individual was awaiting me.
"Y ou Marsden?' he demanded. "Y ou the guy that's got an agate boulder?" -
"That'swhat I'mtolditis” | said.

The man was alittle runt. He wore sloppy khaki pants and engineer boots. Stuck in his belt was arock hammer, one
of those things with a hammer on one end of the head and a pick on the other.

"I heard about it," said the man, excitedly and a bit belligerently, "and | can't believeit. Thereisn't any agate that ever
ran that big."

| didn't like his attitude. "If you came here to argue..."

"It isn't that," said the man. "My nameis Christian Barr. I'm arockhound, you understand. Been at it all my life. Have
31 ?;g ‘(':ollecti on. President of our rock club. Win prizes at amost every show. And | thought if you had arock like

——

"Well, if you had arock like this, | might make an offer for it. I'd have to seeit first."

| jammed my hat back on my head.

"Let usgo," | said.

In the garden, Barr walked entranced around the boulder, He wet his thumb and rubbed the smooth places on its
hide. He leaned close and inspected it. He ran a speculative hand across its surface. He muttered to himself.

"Well?" | asked.

"It'san agate," Barr told me, breathlessly. "Apparently a single, complete agate. Look here, this sort of pebbled,
freckled surface--well, that's the inverse imprint of the volcanic bubble inside of which it formed. There's the
characteristic mottling on the surface one would expect to find. And the fractures where the surface has been nicked
show subconchoidal cleavage. And, of course, there is the indication of some banding.”

He pulled the rock hammer from his belt and idly banged the boulder. It rang like a monstrous bell.

Barr froze and his mouth dropped open.

"It hadn't ought to do that," he explained as soon as he regained some of his composure. "It sounds asif it's
hollow."

He rapped it once again and the boulder pealed.

"Agateis strange stuff," he said. "It's tougher than the best of stedl. | suppose you could make a bell out of it if you
could only fabricateit."

He stuck the hammer back into his belt and prowled around the boulder.

"It could be athunderegg,” he said, talking to himself, "But no, it can't be that. A thunderegg has agate in its center
and not on the surface. And thisis banded agate and you don't find banded agate associated with a thunderegg.”

"What is athunderegg?’ | asked, but he didn't answer. He had hunkered down and was examining the bottom
portion.

"Marsden," he asked, "how much will you take for it?"



"You'd haveto nameafigure,” | told him. "I have no ideawhat it's worth."
"I'll give you athousand asit stands.”

"I don't think so," | said. Not that | didn't think it was enough, but on the principle that it's never wise to take a man's
firgt figure.

"If it weren't hollow,” Barr told me, "It would be worth awhole lot more.”
"You can't be sureit's hollow."

"You heard it when | rapped it."

"Maybe that's just the way it sounds."

Barr shook his head. "It's all wrong," he complained. "No banded agate ever ran this big. No agate's ever hollow.
And you don't know where this one came from."

| didn't answer him. There was no reason for me to.
"Look here," he said, after awhile. "There'saholein it. Down here near the bottom."

| squatted down to look where his finger pointed. There was a neat, round hole, no more than half aninchin
diameter; no haphazard hole, but round and sharply cut, asif someone might have drilled it.

Barr hunted around and found a heavy weed stalk and stripped off the |eaves. The stalk, some two feet of it, did into
the hole.

Barr squatted back and stared, frowning, at the boulder.
"She's hollow, sureas hell,” he said.

| didn't pay too much attention to him. | was beginning to sweat alittle. For another crazy thought had come
bumbling along and fastened onto me:

_That hole would be just big enough for one of those bugs to get through!

"Tell youwhat," said Barr. "I'll raise that offer to two thousand and take it off your hands."

I shook my head. | was going off _my__rocker linking up the bugs and boulder--even if there was a bug-size hole
drilled into the boulder. | remembered that | likewise had linked the bugs with the refrigerator--and it must be perfectly
obvious to anyone that the bugs could not have anything to do with either the refrigerator or the boulder.

They were just ordinary bugs--well, maybe not just ordinary bugs, but, anyhow, just bugs. Dobby had been puzzled
by them, but Dobby would be the first, | knew, to tell you that there were many insects unclassified as yet. This might
be a species which suddenly had flared into prominence, favored by some strange quirk of ecology, after years of
keeping strictly under cover.

"Y ou mean to say," asked Barr, astonished, "that you won't take two thousand?'

"Huh?"' | asked, coming back to earth.

"I just offered you two thousand for the boulder."

| took agood hard look at him. He didn't ook like the kind of man who'd spend two thousand for a hobby. More than
likely, | told mysdlf, he knew a good thing when he saw it and was out to make akilling. He wanted to snap this
boulder up before | knew what it was worth.

"I'dliketo think it over," | told him, warily. "If | decide to take the offer, where can | get in touch with you?"

Hetold me curtly and gruffly said goodbye. He was sore about my not taking his two thousand. He went stumping
around the garage and amoment later | heard him start his car and drive away.



| squatted there and wondered if maybe | shouldn't have taken that two thousand. Two thousand was a lot of money
and | could have used it. But the man had been too anxious and he'd had a greedy look.

Now, however, there was one thing certain. | couldn't leave the boulder out here in the garden. It was much too
valuable to be left unguarded. Somehow or other I'd have to get it into the garage where | could lock it up. George
Montgomery had a block and tackle and maybe | could borrow it and use it to move the boulder.

| started for the house to tell Helen the good news, although | was pretty sure she'd read me alecture for not selling
for two thousand.

She met me at the kitchen door and threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.

"Randall," she caroled, happily, "It's just too wonderful."

"| think so, too," | said, wondering how in the world she could have known about it.

"Just come and look at them," she cried. "The bugs are cleaning up the house!

"They're what!" | yelled.

"Come and look," she urged, tugging at my ann. "Did you ever see the like of it? Everything's just shining!"

| stumbled after her into the living room and stared in disbelief that bordered close on horror.

They were working in battalions and they were purposeful about it. One gang of them was going over a chair back,
four rows of them in line creeping up the chair back, and it was like one of those before-and-after pictures. The lower

half of the chair back was so clean it looked like new, while the upper half was dingy.

Another gang was dusting an end table and a squad of others was working on the baseboard in the corner and a
small army of them was polishing up the television set.

"They've got the carpeting all done!" squealed Helen. "And this end of the room is dusted and there are some of
them starting on the fireplace. | never could get Norato even touch the fireplace. And now | won't need Nora. Randall,
do you realize that these bugs will save us the twenty dollars aweek that we've been paying Nora? | wonder if you'll
let me have that twenty dollars for my very own. There are so many things | need, | haven't had a new dress for ages
and | should have another hat and | saw the cutest pair of shoes the other day..."

"But bugs!" | yelled. "Y ou are afraid of bugs. Y ou detest the things. And bugs don't clean carpeting. All they do is
ed it."

"These bugs are cute," protested Helen, happily, "and I'm not afraid of them. They're not like ants and spiders. They
don't give you a crawly feeling. They are so clean themselves and they are so friendly and so cheerful. They are even
pretty. And | just love to watch them work. Isn't it cunning, the way they get together in a bunch to work? They're just
like avacuum cleaner. They just move over something and the dust and dirt are gone."

| stood there, looking at them hard at work, and | felt an icy finger moving up my spine, for no matter how it might
violate common sense, now | knew that the things | had been thinking, about the refrigerator and the boulder, had not
been half as crazy as they might have seemed.

"I'm going to phone Amy," said Helen, starting for the kitchen. "Thisisjust too wonderful to keep. Maybe we could
give her some of the bugs. What do you think, Randall? Just enough of them to give her house a start."

"Hey, wait aminute," | hollered at her. "These things aren't bugs."

"I don't care what they are," said Helen, airily, aready dialing Amy's number, "just so they clean the house."
"But, Helen, if you'd only listen to me..."

"Shush," she said playfully. "How can | talk to Amy if you keep--Oh, hello, Amy, isthat you..."

| saw that it was hopeless. | retreated in compl ete defeat.

| went around the house to the garage, intending to move some stuff to make room for the boulder at the back.



The door was open. Inside was Billy, busy at the work bench.
"Hello, son," | said, as cheerfully as| could manage. "What's going on?'

"I'm making some bug traps, Dad. To catch some of the bugs that are cleaning up the house. Tommy's partners with
me. He went home to get some bait."

"Bait?'

"Sure. We found out that they like agates.”

| reached out and grabbed a studding to hold myself erect. Things were going just a bit too fast to take.

"Wetried out the traps down in the basement," Billy told me. "There are alot of the bugs down there. We tried
everything for bait. We tried cheese and apples and dead flies and alot of other things, but the bugs weren't having
any. Tommy had an agate in his pocket, just alittle gravel agate that he picked up. So wetried that."

"But why an agate, son? | can't think of anything less likely..."

"Well, you see, it wasthisway, Dad. We tried everything..."

"Yes" | said, "l can see thelogic of it."

"Troubleis," Billy went on, "we have to use plastic for the traps. It's the only thing that will hold the bugs. They
burst right out of a trap made of anything but plastic.”

"Now, just aminute there," | warned him. "Once you catch these bugs, what do you intend to do with them?"

"Sdll them, naturally," said Billy. "Tommy and me figured everyone would want them. Once the people around here
find out how they'll clean ahouse, everyone will want them. We'll charge five dollars for half adozen of them. That'sa
whole lot cheaper than a vacuum cleaner."

"But just six bugs..."

"They multiply," said Billy. "They must multiply real fast. A day or two ago we had just afew of them and now the
house is swarming."

Billy went on working on the trap.

Finally he said, "Maybe, Dad, you'd like to come in with us on the deal ? We need some capital. We have to buy
some plastic to make more and better traps. We might be able to make a big thing out of it."

"Look, son. Have you sold any of the bugs?'

"Well, we tried to, but no one would believe us. So we thought we'd wait until Mom noised it around a bit."
"What did you do with the bugs you caught?"

"We took them over to Dr. Wells. | remembered that he wanted some. We gave them to him free."

"Billy, | wish you'd do something for me."

"Sure, Dad. What isit?'

"Don't sell any of the bugs. Not right away at least. Not until | say that it's okay."

"But, gee, Dad..."

"Son, | have ahunch. | think the bugs are alien."

"Me and Tommy figured that they might be."

"You what!"



"It wasthisway, Dad. At first we figured we'd sell them just as curiosities. That was before we knew how they would
clean ahouse. We thought some folks might want them because they looked so different, and we tried to figure out a
sales pitch. And Tommy said why don't we call them alien bugs, like the bugs from Mars or something. And that
started us to thinking and the more we thought about it the more we thought they might really be bugs from Mars.
They aren't insects, nor anything else so far as we could find. They're not like anything on Earth..."

"All right," | said, "All right!"

That's the way kids are these days. Y ou can't keep up with them. Y ou think you have something all nailed down and
neat and here they've beat you to it. It happens all the time.

| tell you, honestly, it does nothing for aman.
"I suppose,” | said, "that while you were figuring all this out, you also got it doped how they might have got here."

"We can't be really sure," said Billy, "but we have atheory. That boulder out in back--we found aholein it just the
right size for these bugs. So we sort of thought they used that."

"You won't believe me, son," | told him, "but | was thinking the same thing. But the part that's got me stumped is
what they used for power. What made the boulder move through space?"

"Well, gee, Dad, we don't know that. But there is something else. They could have used the boulder for their food all
the time they traveled. There'd be just afew of them, most likely, and they'd get inside the boulder and there'd be all
that food, maybe enough of it to last them years and years. So they'd eat the agate, hollowing out the boulder and
making it lighter so it could travel faster--well, if not faster, at least alittle easier. But they'd be very careful not to chew
any holesinit until they'd landed and it wastime to leave."

"But agate isjust rock..."

"You weren't listening, Dad," said Billy, patiently. "I told you that agate was the only bait they'd go for."

"Randall," said Helen, coming down the driveway, "if you don't mind, I'd like to use the car to go over and see Amy.
She wants me to tell her al about the bugs.”

"Go ahead," | said. "Any way you look at it, my day is shot. | may aswell stay home."

She went tripping back down the driveway and | said to Billy: "You just lay off everything until | get back."
"Where are you going, Dad?"

"Over to see Dobby."

| found Dobby roosting on a bench beneath an apple tree, hisface all screwed up with worry. But it didn't stop him
from talking.

"Randall," he said, beginning to talk as soon as| hovein sight, "thisis a sad day for me. All my life I've been vastly
proud of my professional exactitude in my chosen calling. But thisday | violated, willingly and knowingly and in afit
of temper, every precept of experimental observation and laboratory technique.”

"That'stoo bad," | said, wondering what he was talking about. Which was not unusual. One often had to wonder
what he was getting at.

"It's those damn bugs of yours," Dobby accused me explosively.
"But you said you wanted some more bugs. Billy remembered that and he brought some over."

"And so | did. | wanted to carry forward my examination of them. | wanted to dissect one and see what made him go.
Perhaps you recall my telling you about the hardness of the exoskeletons.”

"Yes, of course | do."

"Randall," said Dobby sadly, "would you believe meif | told you that exoskel eton was so hard | could do nothing
with it? | couldn't cut it and | couldn't pedl it off. So you know what | did?"



"I have no idea," | declared, somewhat exasperated. | hoped that he'd soon get to the point, but there was no usein
hurrying him. He awaystook histime.

"Wedll, I'll tell you, then," said Dobby, seething. "I took one of those little so-and-sos and | put him on an anvil. Then
| picked up ahammer and | let him haveit. And | tell you frankly that | am not proud of it. It constituted, in every
respect, a most improper laboratory technique.”

"I wouldn't let that worry me at al,” | told him. "Y ou'll simply have to put this down as an unusual circumstance. The
important thing, it seemsto me, iswhat you learned about the bug..."

And then | had aterrible thought. "Don't tell me the hammer failed!"
"Not at all," said Dobby with some satisfaction. "It did ajob on him. He was smashed to smithereens."
| sat down on the bench beside him and settled down to wait. | knew that in due time he'd tell me.

"An amazing thing," said Dobby. "Y es, a most amazing thing. That bug was made of crystals--of something that
looked like the finest quartz. There was no protoplasm in him. Or, at least,” he qudified, judicioudly, "none | could
detect.”

"But acrystal bug! That'simpossible!"

"Impossible," said Dobby. "Yes, of course, by any earthly standard. It runs counter to everything we've ever known
or thought. But the question rises: Can our earthly standards, even remotely, be universal ?'

| sat there, without saying anything, but somehow | felt a great relief that someone else was thinking the same thing |
had thought It went to prove, just dightly, that | wasn't crazy.

"Of course," said Dobby, "it had to happen sometime. Soon or late, it should be amost inevitable that some alien
intelligence would finally seek us out. And knowing this, we speculated on monsters and monstrosities, but we fell
short of the actual mark of horr--"

"There's no reason at the moment,” | told him hastily, "that we should fear the bugs. They might in fact, become a
useful ally. Even now they are cooperating. They seemed to strike up some sort of deal. We furnish them a place to
live and they, inturn..."

"Y ou're mistaken, Randall," Dobby warned me solemnly. "These things are alien beings. Don't imagine for amoment
that they and the human race might have a common purpose or a single common concept. Their life process, whatever
it may be, isentirely alien to us. So must be their viewpoints. A spider is blood-brother to you as compared with
these."

"But we had ants and wasps and they cleaned out the ants and wasps."

"They may have cleaned out the ants and wasps, but it was no part, | am sure, of a cooperative effort. It was no
attempt on their part to butter up the human in whose dwelling place they happened to take refuge, or set up their
camp, or carve out their beachhead, however you may put it. | have grave doubts that they are aware of you at al
except as some mysterious and rather shadowy monstrosity they can't bother with as yet. Sure they killed your
insects, but in thisthey did no more than operate on alevel common with their own existence. The insects might have
been in their way or they may have recognized in them some potential threat or hindrance.”

"But even so, we can use them," | told him impatiently, "to control our insect pests, or carriers of disease.”

"Can we?' Dobby asked. "What makes you think we can? And it would not be insect pests alone, but rather all
insects. Would you, then deprive our plant life of its pollination agents--to mention just one example of thousands?"

"You may beright," | said, "but you can't tell me that we must be afraid of bugs, of even crystal bugs. Even if they
should turn out to be a menace, we could find away in which to cope with them."

"I have been sitting here and thinking, trying to get it straight within my mind," said Dobby, "and one thing that has
occurred to meisthat here we may be dealing with a social concept we've never met with on this planet. I'm convinced
that these aliens must necessarily operate on the hive-mind principle. We face not one of them alone nor the total
number of them, but we face the sum total of them asasingle unit, as asingle mind and a single expression of purpose
and performance.”



"If you really think they're dangerous, what would you have us do?"
"I till have my anvil and my hammer."
"Cut out the kidding, Dobby."

"You areright,” said Dobby. "Thisis no joking matter, nor isit one for an anvil and ahammer. My best suggestion is
that the area be evacuated and an atom bomb be dropped.”

Billy came tearing clown the path.

"Dad!" hewasyelling. "Dad!"

"Hold up there," | said, clutching at his arm. "What is going on?"

"Someone is ripping up our furniture,” yelled Billy, "and then throwing it outdoors."
"Now, wait a minute--are you sure?"

"I saw them doing it," yelled Billy. "Gosh, will Mom be sore!"

| didn't wait to hear any more. | started for the house asfast as | could go. Billy followed close behind me and Dobby
brought up the rear, white whiskers bristling like an excited billy goat.

The screen door off the kitchen was standing open as if someone had propped it, and outside, beyond the stoop, lay
apile of twisted fabric and the odds and ends of dismembered chairs.

| went up the stepsin one bound and headed for the door. And just as | reached the doorway | saw this great mass
of stuff bulleting straight toward me and | ducked aside. A limp and gutted love seat came hurtling out the door and
landed on the pile of debris. It sagged into a grotesque resemblance of its former self.

By thistime | was good and sore. | dived for the pile and grabbed up a chair leg. | got agood grip on it and rushed
through the door and across the kitchen into the living room. | had the club at ready and if there'd be anybody there |
would have let him haveit.

But there was no one there--no one | could see.

The refrigerator was back in the center of the room and heaped al about it were piles of pots and pans. The tangled
coil springs from the love seat were leaning crazily against it and scattered all about the carpet there were nuts and
bolts, washers, brads and nails and varying lengths of wire.

There was a strange creaking noise from somewhere and | glanced hurriedly around to find out what it was. | found
out, dl right.

Over on one corner, my favorite chair was slowly am deliberately and weirdly coming apart. The upholstery nails
were rising smoothly from the edging of the fabric--rising from the wood--as if by their own accord--and dropping to
the floor with tiny patterings. As | watched a bolt fell to the floor and one leg bent underneath the chair and the chair
tipped over. The upholstery nails kept right on coming out.

And as| stood there watching this, | felt the anger draining out of me and afear come dribbling in to take its place. |
started to get cold all over and | could feel the gooseflesh rising.

| started sneaking out. | didn't dare to turn my back so | backed carefully away and | kept my club ready.

| bumped into something and let out awhoop and spun around and raised my club to strike.

It was Dobby. | just stopped the club in time. "Randall," said Dobby calmly, "it's those bugs of yours again."
He gestured toward the ceiling and | looked. The ceiling was a solid mass of golden-gleaming bugs.

| lost some of my fear at seeing them and started to get sore again. | pulled back my arm and aimed the club up at the
celling. | wasready to let thelittle stinkers have it, when Dobby grabbed my arm.

"Don't go getting them stirred up,” he yelled. "No telling what they'd do."



| tried to jerk my arm away from him, but he hung onto it.

"It ismy considered opinion," he declared, even as he wrestled with me, "that the situation has evolved beyond the
point where it can be handled by the private citizen."

| gave up. It was undignified trying to get my arm loose from Dobby's clutching paws and | likewise began to see
that a club was no proper weapon to use against the bugs.

"You may beright,” | said.
| saw that Billy was peering through the door.

"Get out of here," | yelled at him. "You'rein the line of fire. They'll be throwing that chair out of herein another
minute. They're amost through with it."

Billy ducked back out of sight.

| walked out to the kitchen and hunted through a cupboard drawer until | found the phone book. | looked up the
number and dialed the police.

"Thisis Sergeant Andrewstalking," said avoice.
"Now listen closely, Sergeant,” | said. "I have some bugs out here..."
"Ain't we al?' the sergeant asked in a happy tone of voice.

"Sergeant,” | told him, trying to sound as reasonable as | could, "I know that this sounds funny. But these are a
different kind of bug. They're breaking up my furniture and throwing it outdoors."

"I tell you what," the sergeant said, still happy. "Y ou better go on back to bed and try to deep it off. If you don't, I'll
haveto runyouin."

"Sergeant,” | told him, "I am completely sober..."

A hollow click came from the other end and the phone went dead.
| dialed the number back.

"Sergeant Andrews," said the voice.

"You just hung up on me," | yelled. "What do you mean by that? I'm a sober, law-abiding, taxpaying citizen and I'm
entitled to protection, and even if you don't think so, to some courtesy aswell. And when | tell you | have bugs..."

"All right," said the sergeant wearily. "Since you are asking for it. What's your name and address?"
| gavethemto him.

"And Mr. Marsden," said the sergeant.

"What isit now?'

"Y ou better have those bugs. If you know what's good for you, there better be some bugs."

| slammed down the phone and turned around.

Dobby came tearing out of the living room.

"Look out! Here it comes!" heyelled.

My favorite chair, what was left of it, came swishing through the air. It hit the door and stuck. It jiggled violently and
broke loose to drop on the pile outside.

"Amazing," Dobby panted. "Truly amazing. But it explainsalot.”



"Tell me," | snapped at him, "what explainsalot?' | was getting tired of Dobby's ramblings.
"Telekinesis," said Dobby.
"Tele-what?'

"Well, maybe only teleportation,” Dobby admitted sheepishly. "That's the ability to move things by the power of
mind alone."

"And you think this teleportation business bears out your hive-mind theory?"

Dobby looked at me with some astonishment. "That's exactly what | meant," he said.

"What | can't figure out," | told him, "iswhy they're doing this."

"Of course you can't,” said Dabby. "No one expects you to. No one can presume to understand an alien motive. On
the surface of it, it would appear they are collecting metal, and that well may be exactly what they're doing. But the
mere fact of their metal grabbing does not go nearly far enough. To truly understand their motive..."

A siren came screaming down the street.

"There they are," | said, racing for the door.

The police car pulled up to the curb and two officers vaulted out.

"You Marsden?' asked the first one.

| told him that | was.

"That's funny," said the second one. "Sarge said he was stinko."

"Say," said thefirst one, staring at the pile of wreckage outside the kitchen door, "what is going on here?'

Two chair legs came whistling out the door and thudded to the ground.

"Who isin there throwing out the stuff?" the second cop demanded.

"Just the bugs,” | told them. "Just the bugs and Dobby. | guess Dobby's still in there."

"Let'sgoin and grab this Dobby character," said the first one, "before he wrecks the joint."

| stayed behind. There was no use of going in. All they'd do would be ask alot of silly questions and there were
enough of them | could ask myself without listening to the ones thought up by someone else.

A small crowd was beginning to gather. Billy had rounded up some of his pals and neighbor women were rushing
from house to house, cackling like excited chickens. Several cars had stopped and their occupants sat gawping.

| walked out to the street and sat down on the curbing.

And now, | thought, it all had become just alittle clearer. If Dobby was right about this tel eportation business, and
the evidence said he was, then the boulder could have been the ship the bugs had used to make their way to Earth. If
they could use their power to tear up furniture and throw it out of the house, they could use that selfsame power to
move anything through space. It needn't have been the boulder; it could have been anything at all.

Billy, in his uninhibited, boyish thinking, probably had struck close to the truth--they had used the boulder because
it was their food.

The policemen came pounding back out of the house and stopped beside me.
"Say, mister," said one of them, "do you have the least idea what is going on?"

| shook my head. "Y ou better talk to Dobby. He's the one with answers."



"He says these things are from Mars."
"Not Mars," said the second officer. "It was you who said it might be Mars. He said from the stars.”

"He's afunny-talking old coot," complained the first policeman. "A lot of stuff he saysis more than aman can
swallow."

"Jake," said the other one, "we better start doing something about this crowd. We can't let them get too close."

"I'll radio for help," said Jake.

He went to the police car and climbed into it.

"You stick around," the other said to me, "'Tm not going anywhere," | said.

The crowd was good-sized by now. More cars had stopped and some of the people in them had gotten out, but most
of them just sat and stared. There were an awful lot of kids by thistime and the women were still coming, perhaps from
blocks away. Word spreadsfast in an arealike ours.

Dobby came ambling down the yard. He sat down beside me and started pawing at his whiskers.

"1t makes no sense," he said, "but, then, of course, it wouldn't."

"What | can't figure out," | told him, "iswhy they cleaned the house. Why did it have to be spic and span before
they started piling up the metal ? There must be areason for it."

A car screeched down the street and slammed up to the curb just short of where we sat. Helen came bustling out of
it.

"I can't turn my back aminute," she declared, "but something up and happens.”
"It'syour bugs,” | said. "Y our nice house-cleaning bugs. They're ripping up the place.”
"Why don't you stop them, then?"

"Because | don't know how."

"They'rediens," Dobby told her calmly. "They came from somewhere out in space.”

"Dobby Wells, you keep out of this! Y ou've caused me all the trouble | can stand. The idea of getting Billy interested
ininsects! He's had the place cluttered up all summer."

A man came rushing up. He squatted down beside me and started pawing at my arm. | turned around and saw that it
was Barr, the rockhound.

"Marsden," he said, excitedly, "I have changed my mind. I'll give you five thousand for that boulder. I'll write you out
acheck right now."

"What boulder?' Helen asked. "Y ou mean our boulder out in the back?"

"That'sthe one," said Barr. "I've got to have that boulder."

"Sell itto him," Helen said.

"I will not," | told her.

"Randall Marsden," she screamed, "you can't turn down five thousand! Think of what five thousand..."

"I canturnit down," | told her, firmly. "It's worth awhole |ot more than that. It's not just an agate boulder any longer.
It'sthe first spaceship that ever came to Earth. | can get anything | ask."

Helen gasped.

"Dobby," she asked weakly, "is he telling me the truth?"



"I think," said Dobby, "that for once heis." The wail of sirens sounded down the street. One of the policemen came
back from the car.

"You folks will have to get across the street," he said.
"As soon as the others get here, we'll cordon off the place.”
We got up to start across the street.

"Lady," said the officer, "you'll have to move your car." "If you two want to stay together," Dobby offered, "I'll drive
it down the street."

Helen gave him the keys and the two of us walked across the street. Dobby got into the car and drove off,
The officers were hustling the other cars away.

A dozen police cars arrived. Men piled out of them. They started pushing back the crowd. Others fanned out to start
forming acircle around the house.

Broken furniture, bedding, clothing, draperies from time to time came flying out the kitchen door. The pile of debris
grew bigger by the moment.

We stood across the street and watched our house be wrecked.
"They must be almost through by now," | said, with a strange detachment. "I wonder what comes next."

"Randall," said Helen tearfully, clinging to my arm, "what do we do now? They're wrecking all my things. How about
it--isit covered by insurance?"

"Why, | don't know," | said. "l never thought of it."

And that was the truth of it--it hadn't crossed my mind. And me an insurance man!

| had written that policy myself and now | tried desperately to remember what the fine print might have said and | had
asinking feeling. How, | asked mysdlf, could anything like this be covered? It certainly was no hazard that could have
been anticipated.

"Anyhow," | said, "we still have the boulder. We can sl the boulder."

"] still think we should have taken the five thousand," Helen told me. "What if the Government should movein and
just grab the boulder off?"

And shewasright, | told myself. Thiswould be just the sort of thing in which the Government could become
intensely interested.

| began to think myself that maybe we should have taken that five thousand.

Three policemen walked across the yard and went into the house. AlImost at once they came tearing out again.
Pouring out behind them came a swarm of glittering dots that hummed and buzzed and swooped so fast they seemed
to leave streaks of their golden glitter in the air behind them. The policemen ran in weaving fashion, ducking and
dodging. They waved their handsin the air above their heads.

The crowd surged back and began to run. The police cordon broke and retreated with what dignity it could.

| found myself behind the house across the street, my hand still gripping Helen's arm. She was madder than a hornet.

"Y ou needn't have pulled me along so fast,” shetold me. "I could have made it by myself. Y ou made me lose my
shoes.”

"Forget your shoes," | told her sharply. "This thing is getting serious. Y ou go and round up Billy and the two of you
get out of here. Go up to Amy's place."

"Do you know where Billy is?"



"He's around somewhere. He iswith his pals. Just look for a bunch of boys."
"And you?"

“I'll beaong,”" | said.

"You'l be careful, Randall?'

| patted her shoulder and stooped down to kiss her. "I'll be careful. I'm not very brave, you know. Now go and get
the boy."

She started away and then turned back. "Will we ever go back home?* she asked.

"I think we will," | said, "and soon. Someone will find away to get them out of there."

| watched her walk away and felt the chilly coldness of the kindness of my lie.

Would we, in solemn truth, ever go back home again? Would the entire world, al of humanity, ever be at home
again? Would the golden bugs take away the smug comfort and the warm security that Man had known for agesin his

sole possession of a planet of his own?

| went up the backyard slope and found Helen's shoes. | put them in my pocket. | came to the back of the house and
peeked around the corner.

The bugs had given up the chase, but now a squadron of them flew in alazy, shining circle around and just above
the house. It was plain to see that they were on patrol.

| ducked back around the house and sat down in the grass, with my back against the house. It was awarm amid
blue-sky summer day; the kind of day a man should mow his lawn.

A slobbering horror, | thought, no matter how obscene or fearful, might be understood, might be fought against. But
the cold assuredness with which the golden bugs were directed to their purpose, the self-centered, vicious efficiency
with which they operated, was something else again.

And their impersonal detachment, their very disregard of us, was like a chilly blast upon human dignity.

| heard footsteps and looked up, startled.

It was Arthur Belsen and he was upset.

But that was not unusual. Belsen could get upset at something that was downright trivial.

"I was looking for you everywhere," he chattered. "I met Dobby just awhile ago and he tells me these bugs of
yours..."

"They're no bugs of mine," | told him sharply. | was getting tired of everyonetalking asif | owned the bugs, asif |
might be somehow responsible for their having cometo Earth.

"Well, anyway, he wastelling me they are after metal." | nodded. "That's what they're after. Maybe it's precious stuff
to them. Maybe they haven't got too much of it wherever they are from."

And | thought about the agate boulder. If they had had metal, certainly they'd not have used the agate boulder.

"I had an awful time getting home," said Belsen. "I thought there was afire. There are cars parked in the street for
blocks and an awful crowd. | was lucky to get through."

"Come on and sit down," | told him. " Stop your fidgeting.”
But he paid no attention to me.
"I have an awful lot of metal," he said. "All those machines of mine down in the basement. I've put alot of time and

work and money into those machines and | can't let anything happen to them. Y ou don't think the bugs will start
branching out, do you?"



"Branching out?'

"Well, yes, you know--after they get through with everything in your house, they might start getting into other
houses."

"I hadn't thought of it," | said. "I suppose that it could happen."

| sat there and thought about it and | had visions of them advancing house by house, cleaning out and salvaging all
the metal, putting it into one big pile until it covered the entire block and eventually the city.

"Dobby saysthat they are crystal. Isn't that a funny thing for bugs to be?"
| said nothing. After all, he was talking to himsalf.

"But crystal can't be alive," protested Belsen. "Crystal is stuff that things are made of. Vacuum tubes and such.
Thereisnolifeinit."

"Don't try to fight with me," | told him. "I can't help it if they are crystal.”

There seemed to be alot of ruckus going on out in the street and | got on my feet to peer around the corner of the
house.

For amoment there was nothing to see. Everything looked peaceful. One or two policemen were running around
excitedly, but | couldn't see that anything was happening. It looked just asit had before.

Then adoor dowly, almost majestically, detached itself from one of the police cars parked along the curb and started
floating toward the open kitchen door. It reached the door and made a neat left turn and disappeared inside.

A rear vision mirror sailed flashing through the air. It was followed by a siren. Both disappeared within the house.
Good Lord, | told myself, the bugs are going after the cars!
Now | saw that a couple of the cars were already minus hoods and fenders and that some other doors were missing.

The bugs, | thought, had finally really hit the jackpot. They wouldn't stop until they'd stripped the cars clean down
to thetires.

And | wasthinking, too, with a strange perverse reaction, that there wasn't nearly room enough inside the house to
pack al those dismantled cars, What, | wondered, would the bugs do when the house was full ?

A half dozen policemen dashed across the street and started for the house. They reached the lawn before the bug
patrol above the house became aware of them and swooped down in a screaming, golden arc.

The policemen ran back pell-mell. The bug patral, it's duty done, returned to circling the house. Fenders, doors,
taillights, headlights, radio antennae, and other parts of cars continued to pour into the house.

A dog came trotting out of nowhere and went across the lawn, tail wagging in friendly curiosity.

A flight of bugs left the patrol and headed down toward him.

The dog, startled by the whistle of the diving bugs, wheeled about to run.

Hewastoo late.

There was a sickening thud of missiles hitting flesh. The dog leaped high into the air and fell over on his back.
The bugs swooped up into the air again. There were no gapsin their ranks.

The dog lay twitching in the yard and blood ran in the grass.

| ducked back around the corner, sick. | doubled up, retching, trying hard to keep from throwing up.

| fought it off and my stomach quieted down. | peeked around the corner of the house.



All was peaceful once again. The dead dog lay sprawling in the yard. The bugs were busy with their stripping of the
cars. No policemen were in sight. There was no onein sight at all. Even Belsen had disappeared somewhere.

It was different now, | told myself. The dog had made it different.

The bugs were no longer only amystery; now they were a deadly danger. Each of them was arifle bullet with
intelligence.

I remembered something that Dobby had said just an hour or so ago. Evacuate the area, he had said, then drop an
atom bomb.

And would it cometo that? | wondered. Was that the measure of the danger?

No one, of course, was thinking that way yet, but in time they might. This was just the start of it. Today the city was
alerted and the police were on the scene; tomorrow it might be the governor sending in some troops. And in time it
would be the Federal Government. And after that, Dobby's solution might be the only answer.

The bugs hadn't spread too far as yet. But Belsen's fear was valid; in time they would expand, pushing out their
beachhead block by block as there were more and more of them. For Billy had been right when he had said they must
multiply rea fast.

| tried to imagine how the bugs could multiply, but | had no idea.

First of al, of course, the Government would probably try to make contact with them, would attempt to achieve some
communication with them--not with the creatures themselves, perhaps, but rather with that mass mind which Dobby
had figured them to have.

But was it possible to communicate with creatures such as these? On what intellectual level might one approach
them? And what good could possibly come of such communication if it was established? Where was the basis for
understanding between these creatures and the human race?

And | realized, even as| thought all this, that | was thinking with pure panic. To approach a problem such as the
bugs presented, there was need of pure objectivity--there could be no question of either fear or anger. The time had
come for Man to discard the pettiness of one-planet thinking.

It was no problem of mine, of course, but thinking of it, | saw a deadly danger--that the eventua authority, whoever
that might be, might delay too long in its objectivity.

There had to be away to stop the bugs; there must be some measure to control them. Before we tried to establish
contact, there must be away in which we could contain them.

And | thought of something--of Billy telling me that to hold them once you caught them you needed a plastic trap.

I wondered briefly how the kid had known that. Perhaps it had been no more than simpletrial and error. After al, he
and Tommy Henderson must have tried several different kinds of traps.

Plastic might be the answer to the problem | had posed. It could be the answer if we acted before they spread too far.

And why plastic? | wondered. What element within plastic would stop them cold and hold them once they were
trapped within it? Some factor, perhaps, that we would learn only after long and careful study. But it was something
that did not matter now; it was enough we knew that plastic did the trick.

| stood there for atime, turning the matter in my mind, wondering who to go to.

| could go to the police, of course, but | had afeeling | would get little hearing there. The same would be true of the
officials of the city. For while it was possible the might listen, they'd have to talk it over, they'd have to call a
conference, they'd feel compelled to consult some expert before they did anything about it. And the Government in
Washington, at the moment, was unthinkable.

The trouble was that no one was scared enough as yet to act as quickly as they should. They'd have to be scared
silly--and | had had alonger time to get scared silly than any of the rest.

Then | thought of another man who was as scared as | was.



Belsen.

Belsen was the man to help me. Belsen was scared tiff.

He was an engineer and possibly he could tell meif what | had been thinking was any good or not. He could sit
down and figure how it might be done. He'd know where to get the plastic that we needed and the best type of it to use
and more than likely he'd know how to go about arranging for its fabrication. And he might, awell, know someoneit
would do some good to talk to.

| went back to the corner of the house and had alook around.

There were afew policemen in sight, but not too many of them. They weren't doing anything, just standing there and
watching while the bugs kept on working at the cars. They had the bodies pretty well stripped down by now and were
working on the engines. As | watched | saw one motor rise and sail toward the house. It was dripping oil, and chunks
of caked grease and dust were falling off of it. | shivered at the thought of what a messlike that would do to Helen's
carpeting and the decorating.

There were afew knots of spectators here and there, but all of them were standing at quite a distance off.

It looked to me asif I'd have no trouble reaching Belsen's house if | circled around the block, so | started out.

| wondered if Belsen would be at home and was afraid he might not be. Most of the houses in the neighborhood
seemed to be deserted. But it was a chance, | knew, that | had to take. If he wasn't at his house, I'd have to hunt him
down.

| reached his place and went up the steps and rang the bell. There wasn't any answer, so | walked straight in.

The house seemed to be deserted.

"Belsen," | called.

Hedidn't answer meand | caled again.

Then | heard footsteps clattering up astairs.

The basement door came open and Belsen stuck his head out.

"Oh, it'syou," he said. "I'm glad you came. | will need some help. | sent the family off."

"Belsen,” | said, "l know what we can do. We can get a monstrous sheet of plastic and drop it on the house. That
way they can't get out. Maybe we can get some helicopters, maybe four of them, one for each corner of the sheet..."

"Come downstairs," said Belsen. "There's work for both of us."
| followed him downstairs into hisworkroom.
The place was orderly, as one might expect from afuss-budget such as Belsen.

The music machines stood in straight and shining lines, the work bench was immaculate and the toolswere al in
place. The tape machine stood in one corner and it was al lit up like a Christmas tree.

A table stood in front of the tape machine, but it was far from tidy. It was strewn with books, some of then lying flat
and open and others piled haphazardly. There were scribbled sheets of paper scattered everywhere and balled-up
bunches of it lay about the floor.

"I cannot be mistaken," Belsen told me, jittery as ever "I must be sure the first time. Therell be no second chance. |
had a devil of atime getting it al figured out but | think | have it now."

"Look, Belsen," | said, with someirritation, "I don't know what harebrained scheme you may be working on, but
whatever it may be, thisdeal of mineisimmediate and important.”

"Later," Belsen told me, almost hopping up and down in hisanxiety. "Later you can tell me. | have atape | haveto
finish. | have the mathematics all worked out..."



"But thisis about the bugs!"

Belsen shouted at me: "And so isthis, you fool! What else did you expect to find me working on? Y ou know | can't
take a chance of their getting in here. | won't let them take al this stuff I've built."

"But, Belsen..."

"See that machine," he said, pointing to one of the smaller ones. "That's the one we'll have to use. It is battery
powered. Seeif you can get it moved over to the door."

He swung around and scurried over to the tape machine and sat down in front of it. He began punching slowly and
carefully on the keyboard and the machine began to mutter and to chuckle at him and its lights winked on and off.

| saw there was no senseiin trying to talk to him until he had this business done. And there was a chance, of course,
that he knew what he was doing--that he had figured out some way either to protect these machines of his or to stop
the bugs.

| walked over to the machine and it was heavier than it looked. | started tugging at it and | could move it only afew
inches at atime, but | kept on tugging it.

And suddenly, as | tugged away, | knew without a question what Belsen must be planning.

And | wondered why | hadn't thought of it myself, why Dobby, with al histalk of A-bombs, hadn't thought of it. But,
of coursg, it would take a man like Belsen, with his particular hobby, to have thought of it.

Theideawas so old, so ancient, so much a part of the magic past that it was aimost laughable--and yet it ought to
work.

Belsen got up from the machine and lifted areel of tape from acylinder inits side. He hurried over to me and knelt
down beside the machine |'d tugged almost to the door.

"I can't be sure of exactly what they are," hetold me. "Crystal. Sure, | know they're crystalline in form, but what kind
of crystals--just what type of crystals? So | had to work out a sort of sliding shotgun pattern of supersonic
frequencies. Somewherein there, | hope, isthe one that will synchronize with whatever structure they may have."

He opened a section of the small machine and started threading in the tape.

"Liketheviolin that broke the goblet," | said.

He grinned at me nervoudly. "The classical example, | see you've heard of it."

"Everyone has," | said.

"Now listen to me carefully," said Belsen. "All we have to do isflip this switch and the tape starts moving. The dial
controls the volume and it's set at maximum. We' open up the door and we'll grab the machine, one on each side of it,

and we'll carry it asfar as we can before we set it down. | want to get it close."

"Not too close," | cautioned. "The bugs just killed a dog. Couple of them hit him and went through him without
stopping. They're animated bullets.”

Belsen licked hislips. "I figured something like that." He reached out for the door.
"Just a minute, Belsen. Have we got aright to?"
"A right to what?' he asked.

"A right to kill these things. They're thefirst aliens| cometo visit us. There's alot we might learn from them if we
could only talk to them..."

"Tdk to them?"

'Well, communicate. Get to understand them."



And | wondered what was wrong with me, that should be talking that way.
"After what they did to the dog? After what they did to you?"

"Yes, | think," | said, "even after what they did to me."

"You're crazy," Belsen screamed.

He pulled the door wide open.

"Now!" he shouted at me.

| hesitated for a second, then grabbed hold.

The machine was heavy, but we lifted it and rushed out into the yard. We went staggering with it aimost to the alley
and there the momentum of our rush played out and we set it down.

| looked up toward my house and the bug patrol was there, circling at rooftop height, aflashing golden circle in the
light of the setting sun.

"Maybe," Belsen panted, "maybe we can get it closer."

| bent to pick it up again and even as| did | saw the patrolling circle break.
"Look out!" | screamed. The bugswere diving at us.

"The switch!" | yelled. "The switch!"

But Belsen stood there, staring at them, frozen,