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For many years Hewlitt had been in the habit of spending half an hour sunning himsdlf at the entranceto
his shop when the sunlight was available in sufficient strength. The period was determined by the length of
timeit took for the sun to clear the eaves of the buildings on hissde of the street and to move far enough
out to necessitate his pulling out the shop's awning so that the cloth on display would not fade. He spent
the time watching the passersby--hoping that some of them wouldn't—and anything else of interest.
Usudly there was nothing interesting to see, but today was an exception.

A large, plain furniture van, preceded by apolice car and followed closdly by an Electricity Department
truck, turned into his street from the main road. The presence of the police vehicle was explained by the
fact that the convoy was moving in the wrong direction along aone-way street. When the procession
finaly halted, the removalsvan wasdirectly facing him.

For perhaps aminute there was nothing to see except the reflection of himsdlf and his doorway in the
dark, glossy flanks of the van. It wasthe dightly distorted picture of athin and rather ridiculousfigure
wearing ablack jacket and waistcoat with striped trousers, asmall flower inthelapel, and atape
measure—the outward sign of his professon—hanging loosdy from his neck. The lettering on the door
behind the figure was executed in gold leaf inabold italic script and said, in reverse:

GEORGE L. HEWLITT,
TAILOR
Suddenly—asif some hypothetica film director had shouted " Action!"—everything happened at once.

Two senior police officers carrying traffic-diversion signs|eft their vehicle and moved in opposite
directionsto sed off each end of the Street. The Electricity Department truck disgorged a gang of nestly
overalled workmen, who quickly began unloading collapsible screening, a nightwatchman'shut, and a
man wearing awell-tailored suit of dark gray worsted and atie which was gtrictly establishment. Hedso
wore avery worried expression as he glanced up and down the street and at the windows overlooking it.

"Good morning, Mr. Hewlitt," the man said, coming forward. "My nameisFox. I'm with the Foreign
Office. I, ah, would like to consult you professondly. May | comeinside?!

Hewlitt inclined his head politely and followed him into the shop.

For afew minutes nothing el se was said because Fox was pacing nervoudy about the interior, staring at
the shelves of nestly rolled cloth lengths, fingering the pattern books which were placed strategicaly on
the polished wooden counters, and examining the pandling and crystal-clear mirrorsin the big fitting
room. While the Foreign Office officid waslooking over the premises, Hewlitt was studying Fox with
equd attention.

Fox was of medium height, dimly built, with a head-forward tendency and prominent shoulder blades.
From the small but noticeable latera crease behind the jacket collar, it was obviousthat hetried to
correct the HF and PSB tendency by carrying himself unnaturally erect. Plainly Fox'stailor had had
problems, and Hewlitt wondered if he was about to inherit them.

"How may | help you, sir?* Hewlitt said when hisvisitor had findly cometo rest. He used atone which



was friendly but one with that touch of condescension which very plainly said that it would be Hewlitt's
decision whether or not he would build a jacket around Fox's prominent shoulder blades.

"I am not the client, Mr. Hewlitt," Fox said impatiently. "Heiswaiting outsde. However, this matter must
be treated in the strictest confidence—kept absolutely secret, in fact, for the next two weeks. After that
you may discussit with whom you please.

"From our thorough if necessarily hasty inquiries,” the Foreign Office officia went on, "we know that you
live above these premises with your wife, who isaso your seamstress and apartid cripple. We dso
know that your work is competent, if alittle old-fashioned asregards styling, and that your stock is
remarkably lacking in materias usng man-made fibers. For many years your financid position has not
been good, and | should say at thisjuncture that your silence aswell as your workmanship will be very

highly paid.

"The garment itsdf should present no difficulty,” Fox ended, "since dl that isrequired isafairly well-fitting
horse blanket."

Coldly, Hewlitt said, "1 am completely lacking in experience where horse blankets are concerned, Mr.
Fox."

"Y ou are being proud and unnecessarily stubborn, Mr. Hewlitt. Thisisavery important client, and may |
remind you that across the Street there is abranch of awell-known multiple tailoring company whichis
a so capable of doing thejob."

"l agree," said Hewlitt dryly. "That company could do a pretty good job—on a horse blanket.”

Fox smiled faintly, but before he could reply one of the workmen entered and said, "The screensarein
position, Sir, and the van is blocking the view from the other side of the street. Now we need the pole to
pull out the sun awning. That will hide the shop front from upper-story windows on the other side of the
Sreet.”

Hewlitt pointed toward the recess behind the display window where the awning pole was kept.

"Thank you, gr," said the workman in the tones of a senior public servant who is addressing alowly
member of the public he serves, then he turned away. "Wait," said Fox, visbly coming to adecision.
"When you've done that, ask

His Excdlency if he would be good enough to comein, please.”

The gtrict secrecy being observed, the Foreign Office involvement, and the type of garment required had
led Hewlitt to expect some highly controversid politica figure: an overweight person from an underfed
nation who was intent on expressing hisindividuaity and independence by wearing an English-tailored
native garment. Such a person might well be frightened of an assassin's bullet and fed it necessary to take
these elaborate precautions. but that, after al, was not any of Hewlitt's business. But when he saw the
client...

I'm dreaming, hetold himsaf firmly.

The creature resembled a centaur, complete with hooves and along, streaming tail. At first glance the
torso from the waist up resembled that of ahuman being: but the musculature of the arms, shoulders, and
chest was subtly different, and the hands were five-digited, each comprised of three fingers and two
opposable thumbs. The head, carried erect above avery thick neck, was made to seem
disproportionately small. The face was dominated by two large, soft, brown eyes that somehow made



the dits, protuberances, and fleshy petals which comprised the other features visualy acceptable.

Apart from alarge medallion suspended around its neck, the being wore no clothing. Itsskinwas a
mottled pinkish-brown color, and the creature twitched continudly asif to didodgeinvigbleflies. It was
obvioudy mae.

"Y our Excellency,” said Fox smoothly, "may | present Mr. George Hewlitt. Heisatailor, or maker of
clothing, who will produce for you garments suitable for your stay on Earth.”

Ingtinctively Hewlitt put out his hand. He discovered that hisclient's grip was firm, the digitswarm and
bony, and the way the lower thumb curled upward into his palm was indescribable but not unpleasant.
For some odd reason he could no longer think of the being asan "it."

"Theinitid requirement,” Fox said briskly, "isfor agarment which will be comfortable and will keep His
Excdlency warm during the presentation ceremonies and socidizing that will follow. The garment should
be black, edged with gold or silver braid, perhaps, and should carry pseudo-heraldic decorations. No
exigting family crests can be used, obvioudy. He will also require a second garment, lessformd, for use
during sightseeing tours out-of-doors.

"A braided and decorated horse blanket, then,” said Hewlitt, "and a plain one for walking out. But if you
could tell methekind of function His Excellency isto attend, | would bein a better position to produce
something suitable.”

Fox shook hishead. " Security.”

"l can, if necessary, work blindfolded and with one arm tied behind my back,” Hewlitt said, "but | do not
produce my best work under those conditions. However, if His Excellency would kindly follow meinto
thefitting room?'

With asoft, irregular thumping of hooves the client, accompanied by Fox, followed into the fitting room
and stood looking at himsdlf in the angled mirrors. Rarely had Hewlitt seen acustomer moreill at ease.
The other's hide was twitching and tightening along his back and flanks before Hewlitt had even laid the
tape on him.

Without being obtrusive about it, Hewlitt studied the twitching hide, looking for insects or other evidence
of paraditic presences. Rdlieved at not finding any, he thought for amoment, then switched on thewall
heaters, which were never used during the summer months. Within afew minutes the room was
uncomfortably warm and the twitching had stopped.

While Hewlitt went to work with his tape measure and pad, he asked, "1 assumethat my client'shome
planet iswarmer than Earth?’

"Yes," sad Fox. "Our wegther at present would approximate to one of their sunny daysin late autumn.”

From small of back to root of tail. 63 inches, Hewlitt wrote carefully. He said, "In cool wesather they
wear clothing, then?"

"Yes, aform of togawrapped around their bodiesin aloose spird, with—Oh, now | see why you
switched on the heaters. | should have thought of that; it was very remiss of me. But His Excellency does
not want to wear his native clothing for very good reasons, so he thought it better to suffer alittle
discomfort rather than to take the risk of your being influenced, even unconscioudy, by his native dress. It
ismost important that he wear clothing which is made and styled on Earth.”

From center line back to foreleg kneejoint, 42 inches, Hewlitt wrote. To Fox he said, " The requirement



isfor ablanket-like garment, but surdly my client will require additiond clothing if heisto fed—"
"Judt the blanket, Mr. Hewlitt."

"If the positions were reversed," said Hewlitt patiently, "you would no doubt fed reasonably warmina
blanket; but you would fed much more comfortableif you were wearing shorts aswell.”

Irritably, Fox said, "Please follow ingtructions, Hewlitt. Y our fee will be generous, regardiess of how
many or how few garments you make for His Excellency. Y our attempts to drum up extrabusinessisa
waste of your time and ours."

"The mgority of civilized people on Earth wear undergarments,” said Hewlitt, "and unless climatic
conditions, religious beliefs, or the dictates of local fashion rule otherwise, | should think that the same
applies on other worlds."

"Y ou are being argumentative, uncooperative, and you are introducing unnecessary complicationsinto
what isavery smple set of ingructions,” said Fox angrily. "L et me remind you that we can till go across
the Street!”

"Please do 90," said Hewlitt.

Fox and Hewlitt glared at each other for severa secondswhilethe dien, hisfeatures unreadable by virtue
of their complete dienness, turned his outsde brown eyes on each of them in turn.

Suddenly a soft, gobbling noiseissued from one of the fleshy ditsin hisface and, smultaneoudy and
much louder, a pleasant baritone voice spoke from the ornament suspended from the dlien's neck. It said,
"Perhaps| can resolve thisdifficulty, gentlemen. It seemsto methat Mr. Hewlitt has displayed qudities of
observation, good sense, and concern for the comfort of his customer, mysdlf. Therefore, | would prefer
him to continue to act asmy tailor providing heiswilling to do so."

Fox swallowed, then said weekly, " Security, Y our Excellency. We agreed that you would not speak to
any member of the public until...the day."

"My agpologies, Mr. Fox," the dien replied through histrandation device, "but on my world aspecidist
like Mr. Hewlitt is consdered something more than amember of the public.”

Turning to Hewlitt, hewent on, "I would be most grateful if you could give the matter of my underwear
your attention. However, for reasons which Mr. Fox would prefer to remain secret for the present, this
garment must adso be of Earth materia and styling. Isthis possble?!

Hewlitt bowed dightly and said, "Of course, Sir."

"Not gr!" said Fox, obvioudy angered becauise hisingtructions had been ignored by the dlien. "ThisisHis
Excellency the Lord Scrennagle of Dutha—"

Scrennagle held up one double-thumbed hand as he said politely, "Pardon the interruption. That isonly
an gpproximation of my rank and title. 'Sir' is sufficiently respectful and conversationdly much less
cumbersome.” "Yes, Y our Excellency,” said Fox.

Hewlitt produced aswatch of patterns and a style book from which Scrennagle chose a soft lambswool
in pale cream which would not, the tailor assured them, react in any fashion with his skin. The style plates
fascinated him, and when Hewlitt began to sketch smilar designs modified to fit his centaur-like body, the
dienwas practicaly bresthing down the tailor's neck.



Polite questioning had dicited the facts that Scrennagle ingsted on dressing himsdlf and that the area of
skin covering the spine between waist and tail was the part of hisbody most susceptible to cold.

"If youwouldn't mind, Sir," said Hewlitt at that point, "I would like you to advise meregarding the
positioning of fastenings, openings for the eimination of body wastes, and so on....

Scrennagle could twist the upper part of hisbody so that his hands could reach either flank asfar back as
thetail, dthough he could only seethelower end of hisback. The undergarment which Hewlitt had to
devise would have to be stepped into and pulled up on to the fore and hind legsin turn. It would be
double-backed and buttoned through, with one wide flap of cloth going over the back to the opposite
flank and fastening there, while the other flap passed over the back in the opposite direction to button on
the other flank—rather like a double-breasted suit worn back-to-front. Scrennagle said that the double
thickness of cloth at the back would be very comfortable, the local temperature being what it was, and he
found no fault in the more complicated flap and fastening arrangementsfor the fly and rear.

He was politely insstent, however, that histail should not be even partidly concealed. There were strong
psychological reasonsfor this, gpparently.

"| quite understand, Sir,” said Hewlitt. "And now if you will stand quite il | shal measureyou. The
dimensions and contour descriptions required will be much more complex than those needed for the
blankets. Once | have drafted a properly fitting pattern for the garment, however, making additional ones
will present no problems. Initialy a set of four undergarments should be sufficient to—"

"Hewlitt—!" Fox began.

"No gentleman,” Hewlitt said very quietly, "no matter how high or low his station, would underteke a
magjor journey with just one set of underwear.”

Therewas, of course, no reply to that; and Hewlitt resumed measuring his client. While he worked he
told Scrennagle exactly what he was doing and why. He even went so far asto discuss the weather in his
attempts to make his client relax bodily so that he would not shape the garment to afigure that was being
held in an unnatural pose through tenson.

"I intend making the leg sections reach less than hadfway between the hip joints and knees, gr," he said at
one point. "Thiswill give the maximum comfort and warmth commensurate with the length of the
over-garment. However, it would assist me greatly if | knew something more about the purpose of this
blanket—what movements you would be making in it, whether or not you are expecting to be
photographed, the geographica or architectural surroundings—so that the garment will not look out of
place”

"You'refishing for information,” said Fox sharply. "Please dess.”
Hewlitt ignored him and said to Scrennagle, ™Y ou can rely on my discretion, Sr.”

"I know that," said Scrennagle. Turning so that he could see Fox in the fitting-room mirror, he went on:
"A certain amount of curiogity isnatura in these circumstances, and if Mr. Hewlitt has been entrusted
with the secret of my presencein thiscity, surely the reason for my being hereisaminor additiona
confidence which should not overstrain his capacity for—"

"With respect, Y our Excellency,” said Fox, "these matters must not be made public until al the necessary
preparations have been made.”

Hewlitt wrote Girth at forelegs, 46 inches. Controlling his exasperation, he said, "If the materid, finish,



and decoration of these garments are to fit the occas on—an important occasion no doubt—I redlly
should be told something about it."

There was sllence for amoment, then Scrennagle and his trand ation device made noises which were
possibly the equivaent of clearing an dien throat. His head went up and he stood very Hill ashesaid, "As
the accredited representative of Duthaand of the Galactic Federation on Earth, | shal be presenting my
credentids at the Court of S. Jameswith the usua attendant ceremonies. In the evening of the same day
therewill be areception at which the Sovereign will dso be present. Although | am officidly only an
ambassador, the honors will be similar to those accorded avisiting head of state. The reception will be
covered by the media, and interviewswill be given following the officid...."

Hewlitt was no longer listening to him. His sense of outrage was S0 great that no word could filter through
to hismind with any meaning init. Quietly he excused himself to Scrennagle; then to Fox he said, "Could
| have a private word with you, outside?'

Without waiting for areply he stalked out of the fitting room and across to the door, which he held open
so that Fox could precede him into the halway. Then he closed the door firmly, so firmly that the glass
shattered and tinkled onto the porch tiling.

"And for this" he whispered fiercely, "you want me to make a—a hor se blanket?'

Just asfiercely, Fox replied, "Believeit or not, | sympathize with your fedings. But this could be the most
important event in human history and it must go well! Not just for Scrennagle's sake. What we do here
will betheyardstick, the example, for embassies al over the world; and they must have no room for
criticism. Some of them will fed that they should have had thefirst visit, and would wel come the chance
to criticize. They must not be given that chance.”

One of the Specia Branch men in the too-clean overalls came onto the porch, attracted by the sound of
breaking glass. Fox waved him away, then went on, "Of course he should wear more than ahorse
blanket. | know that aswell asyou do. But | didn't want you to know how important thisis. Apart from
the danger of aleak, avery smdl risk in your case, | didn't want you to worry about the job so much that
you would go to pieces.

"At the sametime," he went on harshly, "we cannot afford to have him appear ridiculous, to look likea
cross between a dressed-up horse and atail-coated chimpanzee from acircus. Heisfar too important an
individud, and thisis much too important an occasion for our planet and our race, for usto risk anything

going wrong."

More quietly he went on, " Scrennagle wants to make agood first impression, naturaly; but we asa
gpecies must also make agood impression on him. So it is probably safer in many respectsto let him
wear ablanket, even though it lacks both imagination and dignity. But, Hewlitt, if you want to tailor
something more e aborate for the first ambassador from the stars, it must be exactly right for the
occasion. Do you want to take on such a heavy respongbility?”

Hewlitt's voca equipment seemed to be completdly parayzed by acombination of extreme anxiety and
sheer joy a what was the ultimate chalenge not only to an individual, but to amember of one of the
oldest crafts known to mankind. He nodded.

Fox'srelief was obvious. He said, very serioudy, "Y ou are assuming alarge part of the responsibility
whichisproperly mine. I'm grateful, and if you have any suggestionswhich might help...”

"Evenif they are none of my business?' Hewlitt asked; then he added, "My tailoring business, that is"



"Goon," Fox sad warily.

"We were discussing dressed-up horsesjust now," Hewlitt went on. "My client resembles ahorse much
more than he does a human being. Heistoo much of adiplomat to complain; but put yoursdf in his place
for amoment and think of the effect on you of the pomp and pageantry, the transport arrangements
and—"

"Scrennagle has dready studied and adapted himself to the more persona aspects of our civilization,”
said Fox. "At medls helieswith legs folded underneath his body, alowing hiserect torsotoriseto a
comfortable height for eating and conversation. Since he has no lap, the ngpkin remainsfolded by his
plate. Wheretoilet facilities are concerned—"

"I wasthinking," said Hewlitt, "of how he might fed about horses pulling him or their being ridden by
human beings. | would suggest that a state limousine rather than a coach be used, and that the escort and
guards be chosen from regiments other than the Household Cavary or Horse Guards. There are severd
physiological smilarities between Scrennagle and terrestria horses. Not as many as those between an
gpe and ahuman being; but it might be better not to have too many animas around which closdy
resemble the visting ambassador, wouldn't you say?'

"I would say," Fox said, and swore quietly. " Somebody should have thought of that.”

"Somebody just did,” Hewlitt said, opening the door and motioning Fox to precede him over the broken
glass and back to the fitting room, where the most important client an Earth tailor had ever had was
waiting and gently stamping dl four of hisfedt.

"My apologiesfor the delay, sir," said Hewlitt politely, "but | now have aclearer ideaof what is expected
of meand of you, Sr. Before | resume measuring, do you have any dlergiestoward certain materias, or
any particularly senstive areas, which might cause you discomfort?*

Scrennagle looked at Fox, who said, "We have investigated this matter in greet detall; and thereisalong
list of itemswhich could cause trouble—some of them serious trouble—if they were dlowed to remainin
contact with His Excdllency's skin for long periods.

"Thedtuationisthis™" he continued. "Extraterrestrial pathogens cannot live in human bodies, and vice
versa This meansthat we cannot possibly contract adisease from Scrennagle and heislikewise
imperviousto our germs. However, purely chemical reactions are a different matter. One of the things
likely to cause His Excellency to break out in arash or worseisthe synthetic fiber used in clothing,
virtudly al kinds of synthetics. Y ou seethe problem?”

Hewlitt nodded. The ambassador's underwear, shirts, ties, and socks would have to be made from pure
wool, cotton, or red silk; the suiting materials would have to be woolen worsted and, for the casuals,
Harris or Irish Thornproof tweed. Bone buttons would be required and zip fasteners made from metal
rather than nylon. Trimmings, the canvas gtiffening, the wadding for shaping and softening the outlines
would aso have to be non-synthetic; and the thread used to hold everything together would haveto be
the old-style sewing cotton rather than nylon thread. He could see the problem, dl right, and like most big
problems this one was composed of alot of little ones.

"One of the reasons why you were chosen for thisjob," said Fox, "was that you were old-fashioned
enough in your ideas to keep such thingsin stock. But frankly, | wasworried in case you would be too
old-fashioned to react properly toward an...unusud...client. Asit happened, you showed no sign of
xenophobia whatsoever."

"I used to read alot of sciencefiction, before it became too soft-centered,” Hewlitt said dryly. Then he



turned to Scrennagle. "I shall require additiona measurements, sir, Snce | shall be building something a
little more ambitious than a blanket. And it will be necessary to draft patterns for the garmentsas| go
aong. Making up, fitting, and finishing will taketimeif the work isto be done properly. | shdl therefore
board up the broken pane and attach a notice saying that | am closed for dterations...." Helooked aong
Scrennagle's extraterrestrid body contours and thought, There will probably he a lot of alterations.
"And | shdl, of course, work on thisorder exclusvely. But | cannot seeit being completed in lessthan
ten days."

"You have twelve days," said Fox, looking relieved. "I shall have the broken pane replaced as soon as
possible. During our investigation your shop front was photographed, so we shall be able to reproduce
the gold lettering. After dl, the breskage wasindirectly my fault.”

"| ventureto disagree," Scrennagle broke in. "Asthe prime cause of thetrouble, | would be obliged, Mr.
Hewlitt, if you would allow meto replace the glass from materid in my ship asamemento of my visit.
The materid istransparent and proof against both meteorite collisons and minor emotiona disturbances.”

"You arevery kind, sir," said Hewlitt, laughing, "I accept.” He wrote on the measurement pad, From
center back to waist, 35 inches.

It took nearly three hours to complete the job to his satisfaction, including a haf-hour's discussion
regarding the musculature and jointing of the limbs and torso and the provision needed to give comfort as
well as gyleto the garments, particularly in the areas of the neck, chest, armpits, and crotch.

When Scrennagle and Fox |eft, Hewlitt locked the door and climbed the stairs past hisfirst-floor
stock-roomsto the flat above to break the newsto hiswife.

Mrs. Hewlitt had been avirtua cripple since astreet accident eighteen years earlier. She could walk
about theflat for three hours aday without too much discomfort, and these hours she saved for the
evening medl and for talking to her husband afterwards. The rest of the time she spent rolling about the
flat in her whedlchair, tidying, cooking, seeing if there waswork for her to do, or deeping, which she did
not do very wel even a night.

Hetold her about his extraterrestrid client, and of the necessity for keeping the matter aclose secret for
the time being. She studied his sketches and measurements with interest, working out the yardages of
materia and trimmings needed for the job. Hewlitt should be ashamed of himsdlf, she said, for trying to
make her believe such atall story. She reminded him that in her youth she once had to make a costume
for astage horse. The reason for the number of costumes required, particularly the sets of underwear,
was unclear, she said; but no doubt they were being used in a sophisticated pantomime or farce in which
the stage horse was expected to partidly disrobe. The detail required in the fly fastenings, she added
disapprovingly, probably meant that it was avery sophisticated and naughty show.

"Not at dl, dear," said Hewlitt with aperfectly straight face. "It will be morein the nature of a
spectacular, and you'll be able to see the highlights, and our costumes, on TV"

Hewlitt, who had aways held moral cowardice to be the better part of vaor, noted her pleased and
excited expression and said nothing more.

During the three days and for most of the intervening nights before Scrennagle was due for hisfirst fitting,
the pleasure and the sense of excitement remained with Mrs. Hewlitt, even though on one occasion she
sad that there had been atime when they would have refused such agimmicky commission. Hewlitt
replied by saying that the work required the highest standards of tailoring and finish, regardless of its
ultimate destination, and that the work was the most professonally chalenging aswell asthe most
remunerative he had ever been given. But secretly he was becoming prey to sdlf-doubts.



His problem wasto design, cut, and build a suit which would not make ahorselook like aman but likea
very well-dressed and dignified horse. The whole ideawas ridiculous, yet Scrennagle was much too
important a personage to be left open to the dightest suggestion of ridicule.

AsHewilitt had expected, thefirst fitting was visudly adisaster. The fore and hind trouser legswere
unpressed, shapeless, and held together temporarily with tacking stitches, while the embryo morning coat
looked even worse with just one deeve attached and tacking cotton holding together the lapdl canvas,
fronts, and shoulder wadding. While he plied his needle, chalk, and pins, Hewlitt transmitted confidence
and reassurance for al he was worth; but it was obvious that neither Scrennagle nor Fox was receiving.

The Foreign Office officia |ooked desperately worried and unhappy, and the pattern of wrinkling and
puckering on the ambassador's features was dmost certainly the extraterrestria equivalent of these
emotions.

Hewlitt kept this own doubts to himself and did his best to retrieve something from the Situation by
producing the first two sets of underwear, both of which fitted perfectly. He explained that these were
relaively smple garments made from materid which stretched and clung. He ignored the hints dropped
by both Scrennagle and Fox that it might, after dl, be better to settle for the horse blanket over
underwear idea, and he requested a second fitting in four days time.

Scrennagle'sjacket was alarge and structuraly complex garment which covered not only the forward
torso but the body back to the hindquarters. It was cut away sharply at the front, after which the skirt
maintained alevel line two inches below the point where the legsjoined the body. But the jacket,
because of the length and area of materia used, made the trouser-clad legs ook disproportionately thin.

Hewlitt apparently had been able to reduce the area of the jacket by introducing a set of fase pleats
running along the spine and dividing at the tail opening; and he had used aseries of Strategicdly placed
dartsto shape the garment at awkward body contours. But he had had to scrap and recut the origina
trousers, making them nearly twice as wide but with aneat taper to approximately double the hoof
diameter & the bottoms. This meant redesigning the method of suspension across the back and modifying
the crotch, but the over-all effect looked much better balanced.

During the second fitting Hewlitt was pleased to find that he had been able to cure atroublesome
tendency to crease where the foreleg muscles periodicaly distorted the wai stcoat while Scrennagle was
walking. But the garments, to Scrennagle's and Fox's untutored eyes, till looked like the proverbia
pound of tripe. It was obvious that they were both coming to a decison—amost certainly thewrong
one—and Hewlitt tried desperately to head them off.

"We are extremely lucky," he said, smiling, "in that asize 16 neckband shirt isa perfect fit on you, Sr, as
isasize 8 hat. The hat will be carried rather than worn for the most part, likewise the gloves, which don't
quitefit—"

"Dont you think," said Fox suddenly, "that you may betrying for the impossible, Mr. Hewlitt?'

More quietly, Scrennaglejoined in. "Thisis by no meansacriticism of your professiond ability, and you
may well produce the garments required; but wouldn't you agree that something in the nature of the
blanket already discussed would serve as auseful standby? It would dso relieve you of aheavy

responsbility.”
"l did not ask to be relieved of the responsihility,” said Hewlitt. The responsibility was beginning to scare
him sick. He really should take this easy way out—but he had too much confidence, or perhaps

over-confidence, in his ability. Hewent on, "I have undertaken to clothe you suitably for the forthcoming
socid and forma occasions, Sir, and you can trust meto fulfill my obligations.



"However," Hewlitt continued quickly, "I have aminor problem regarding foot coverings. The black
woolen socks can be adapted and cut to fit, but Earth-type shoes would look out of place and would be
difficult for you to wear with confidence. Would it be possible to use anon-toxic paint to color the
osseous materia of your hooves—glossy black for the formal occasion and brown for the walkabouts?
They should also be padded, since hoof sounds might aso be considered out of place.” It would make
you sound too much like a horse, Hewlitt said slently. Aloud: "And there isthe matter of displaying the
tall, ar. Itisalong, luxuriant, and remarkably handsome tail—"

"Thank you," said Scrennagle.

—but it is congtantly in motion and likely to be a distraction to people holding a conversation with you.
Mr. Fox tells me that these movements are involuntary. However, as| seeit, your tail isanaogousto the
cranid and/or facid hair in a Earth-person. Those who have such hair frequently display it to the best
advantage on forma occasions. It can he pleated, braided, decorated in various fashions, and combed or
oiled to giveit aricher texture. If you have no objections, sir, we might plait your tail, adding, say, afew
lengths of white or silver cord, then coil it neatly and secure it with aretaining strap which | can add to the
center seam?'

"I have no objections, Mr. Hewlitt," said Scrennagle. "We do something smilar on Dutha.”

"These are details, Hewlitt," said Fox. "Important details, | admit, which will apply to whatever type of
garment isworn. But "

"Thereisaso the matter of decorations, sir,” Hewlitt continued. "These are colored ribbons and pieces of
engraved meta which indicate that the person wearing them has achieved some great fest, or that an
ancestor has done so. The evening reception will include many people wearing dress uniforms and full
evening wear to which are added the kind of decorations | have been describing. | would like you to
wear some kind of decoration or award,” he went on serioudly, "but preferably one that has not smply
been invented for the occasion. Can you suggest something which might be suitable, sr?”

Scrennagle was sllent for amoment, then he said, "My race has no equivaent of these awards, except
possibly the trandator which is necessary to the performance of my work. Thereisasomewhat larger
version, decorated with the Federation symbol, which isworn when more than one trandation hasto be
handled at the sametime. But these, also, are merely the tools of our profession.”

"But it isnot acommon profession, surdy?'

"Itisnot," said Scrennagle. The expression which twisted the aien festures might have been one of pride.
"Would you have any objectionsto displaying this device on acolored ribbon?!

"No objections.”

"Thank you, sir," Hewlitt said. He went on briskly, " The morning wear will be ready for collection before
breskfast time on the day required, and the evening wear in the afternoon of the same day. Y our
walking-out suits and accessories, which will not be required until your list of forma vigitsis complete,
will be much easier to make as aresult of experience gained with the first garments—"

"Whichwill be" said Fox very firmly, "awdl-cut and tastefully decorated blanket.”
Hewlitt pretended to ignore him ashe said, "Y ou may trust me, Sir."

"l am trusting you, Mr. Hewlitt, more than any other person on this planet...."



Long after they had gone, Hewlitt thought about Scrennagle's parting remark. While hiswife and he
worked on the recutting and finishing of thefirgt outfit, he worried. Was he being astupid,
self-opinionated, sartoria snob or did he redlly have theright to dictate to Scrennagle as he had been

doing?

The ambassador was an extremely important being who was, in theway of al representatives of other
governments, anxious to make agood impression. But he would aso be receiving impressions, favorable
or otherwise, from the people he was meeting. Being redlistic about it, the |atter impressonswere the
more important as far as the human race was concerned. In al probability Scrennagle wasimportant

enough to make the decision whether hisworld and the rest of the Federation maintained contact with
Earth or left it Srictly done.

And thiswas the being that he, a conceited and impoverished little tailor, was going to dress for the most
important occasion in human history. Hewas, of course, going to dress him to the best of his ability; but
the mediawerefond of poking fun at VIPs. Given haf achance, they would tear Scrennagle apart; and
the ambassador would go away and neither he nor his friendswould ever return to the place where the
people lacked manners and where the Federation representative had been made to look afool.

Many timeswhile he was reopening aseam to remove an unsightly fullness or while giving the pockets the
swelled edgesthat were his own particular signature on asuit, he thought about putting aside the work for
the few hours necessary for him to make a blanket. He thought about it long and serioudy, but he kept
working on thejob in hand while he was making up hismind. When he and hiswife went to bed in the
early hours of the following morning and arose to resume work a short timelater, he till had not made up
hismind.

Producing aglorified horse blanket would be insurance againgt the dress wear turning out to be asartoria
disaster. But if he made the blanket he would ssmply be obeying orders and shifting the responsibility
back to Fox. He would also be alowing aman who knew less than he did to tell him what to do.

Then suddenly the morning coat and trousers were finished, pressed, and hanging with their accessories
on the form which Hewlitt had adapted from the limbs and torsos of one and a haf window-display
models; and there was no longer enough time to make a blanket because it was the morning of The Day
and Scrennagle was due at any moment.

The ambassador said little while Hewlitt was showing him how to fasten the shirt, knot the tie, and fit,
among other items, the footless dark socks over his black-painted hooves. Whilefitting the trousers,
waistcoat, and jacket the tailor talked about the desirability of moving dowly—sudden movements
lacked dignity and looked bad on TV. He was aware that he was talking too much and that he was
making himsalf sound ridiculous by punctuating every few wordswith ayawn.

Perhaps Scrennagle would not redlize how nervous and unsure of himsalf Hewlitt felt because the over-dll
ensemble did not ook exactly as he had envisaged it—and in his present physical and mentd state of
fatigue he did not know what it looked like.

During the proceedings Fox maintained the tightest-lipped silence he had ever experienced; but he tossed
Hewlitt acopy of the morning paper and nodded worriedly asthey |eft.

The news about Scrennagle was published as a Court Circular:

His Excellency the Lord Scrennagle of Duthawill be received in audience by the Queen thismorning, and
will present his Letters of Credence as Ambassador Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary from the Galactic
Federation to the Court of St. James. A State Reception will be held in hishonor at the Palace, during
which sound and vision broadcast facilitieswill be available.



Hewlitt moved the TV into hisworkroom so that he could watch without disturbing hiswife, who was il
adeep, while he worked on the evening suit. But the TV coverage was unsatisfactory. Apparently the
Court Circular had been treated by the press as some kind of hoax. A tourist had been ableto film
Scrennagl€s arrival at St. James's, and he would probably receive afortune for afew feet of badly
focused film which did not give any indication of how well or otherwise the ambassador's suit fitted him.

Hewlitt waited for a couple of hours, then switched on histransistor radio to hear an excited voice saying
that news had just been received from the Palace to the effect that Duthawas an inhabited planet circling
asun some two thousand light-years from Earth and that the Duthan, Scrennagle, was being accorded
the honors of avisiting head of state aswell as those of an ambassador. Whether the whole thing was a
hoax or not, the voice went on, tonight's reception would be covered to the same extent as the early
moon landings

Hiswife heard the same newsitem. She looked dreadfully tired but happier than he had seen her for a
great many years. But she was not talking to him for the time being because he had told her the truth and
had ddiberately madeit sound like alie.

Hewlitt's mind and fingers were so stiff and tired that he was almost an hour late in completing the suit.
But that did not matter: Scrennagle did not call for it. Just two hours before the reception was due to
begin, auniformed inspector arrived to say that there had been unforeseen delays and that he would
collect the outfit and take it to Scrennagle's ship. A few minuteslater, amore senior police officer arrived
to say that since there was no longer any need for secrecy they were removing the screensfrom his shop
front and that a couple of glaziers had also arrived to replace his door window.

"Can'tit wait until morning?' Hewlitt asked, clenching histeeth to fight back ayawn.

"You look very tired, Sir,” the policeman said. "'l would be happy to stay here until they've finished, and
lock the door as| leave. I'll put your key in the |etter-box."

"That isvery consderate of you," said Hewlitt warmly. "I do need rest. Thank you."
"My pleasure, ar," said the officer, so respectfully that he seemed to be ready to salute.

Thewarm feding left by the unusudly friendly policeman faded as Hewlitt mounted the Sairs. He thought
about the probable reasons why Scrennagle had sent for his suit rather than collect it himsdf. The outfit
he had worn this morning had probably been amess, and this evening he would be wearing ahorse
blanket tailored on short notice by someone else. Being adiplomat and a considerate being aswell,
Scrennagle would not want to complain in person to Hewlitt, or to pass on the criticisms which had
doubtless been made about his appearance. He would ssimply take ddlivery of the second outfit and say
nothing.

But Hewlitt's misery was short-lived. As he dumped into his chair beforethe TV screen, apaned of
experts were discussing the implications of contact with an extra-solar race, and pundits dways put him

to deep.

Thefirst few bars of the fanfare which opened the late-night newscast, especialy extended to cover the
vigt of the extraterrestrid, jerked Hewlitt awake. Quickly he wheded hiswifein from the kitchen, then
settled back to see how Scrennagle had comported himsdlf.

Unlike the amateur film taken at St. James's, Scrennagl€'s arriva for the reception was covered in
close-up, middle distance, and from every angle. The ambassador was not wearing a horse blanket.



Hisjacket was agood fit at the collar and shoulders, but showed a tendency to wrinkle across the back
when Scrennagle straightened after making abow—something he had to do every few minutes. The
trousers hung well, making the legslook neither too blocky nor too thin, and the black socks and dully
polished hooves were e egantly inconspicuous. Thetail was coiled and tied forward like that of some
heradic beast, and its occasond twitchings were bardly noticeable.

The only touch of color was the wide silk ribbon that diagondly bisected the white shirt front and
waistcoat. It was pale blue with athin edging of red and gold on which was centered the intricately
decorated trand ation device which bore the symbol of the Federation. Although not the most impressive
decoration there, it still managed to hold its own among al the Baths and Garters.

Scrennagle of Dutha, Hewlitt redized suddenly, looked well. . .

Then the Duthan was making his speech, outlining briefly the purpose of hisvist and touching on some of
the advantages which membership in the Galactic Federation would confer in both directions.

It had been just over one hundred and fifty years earlier that one of the Federation's unmanned
searchshipsfound intelligent life and arapidly developing technology on Earth. Thelong delay in
responding to the Situation, Scrennagle explained, was due to the fact that the searchships—which rarely
found anything—were not fitted with power-hungry, ultimate drive because machinery, unlike Duthans,
Earth-humans, and members of other intelligent species, did not age or become bored. The searchship
had spent many yearsin orbit photographing, andyzing, eva uating specimens of floraand fauna, the
written and spoken languages—the last being particularly difficult for its soft-landed probesto obtain
because radio and television had not then been invented.

When the data had been returned to Duthafor study, severa difficult decisions had had to be taken.
There was, of course, no question that contact should not be attempted with the rich and varied cultures
on Earth. But at the time the material had been gathered, many sociopolitical groupings were showing
sgnsof imminent collgpse while others were rgpidly growing in power and influence.

At that time the British Empire, with its center of power and commercein London, was the most
important and influential grouping, but it, too, was showing signs of collgpse. It had grown dowly,
however, and itstraditions and laws were deeply rooted. The indications were that it would collgpse not
catastrophicaly, but wane dowly and disintegrate in astable fashion. It was a so thought that the manners
and practices observed a century and ahalf earlier would not significantly ater in such along-lived

grouping...

"That iswhy | landed quietly in this country rather than in one of the others,” Scrennagle continued. "1
now know that the decision was the correct one. But we, too, have certain rules of behavior in these
circumstances. Y ou might think that for a highly advanced Galactic culture we are surprisingly
old-fashioned. But an acceptable code of behavior playsavital part in dedings between species so
widdy varied as the members of our Federation.

"One of our strictest rules,” he added, wrinkling hisfacia openingsin what was undoubtedly asmile, "is
that visitors such as mysdlf conform to adl of the socid practices and customs of the host planet; evento
the extent of wearingitsclothing....”

He concluded by saying that hisintention wasto make around of officid visitsto heads of state on Earth.
Then, later, he would return to take aleisurely, sightseeing tour of the planet which would enable him to
meet peoplein more relaxed conditions. He added that Earth had been the first new world to be offered
membership in something over four centuries, and he would be happy to answer questions on every
subject under this or any other sun.



The next item wasthe TV interview, during which, a long lagt, the subject of Scrennagle's clothing came
up.

"...wewill need much more timeto consider the wider aspects of your vigt," theinterviewer was saying,
"but right now, Y our Excellency, | would like to ask aquestion, and a so compliment you, on your
clothing. Or perhaps | should compliment your extraterrestrid tailor?”

"Y ou should compliment my terrestrid tailor,” Scrennagle said, then went on: "On many worlds clothing is
amply ameans of giving protection from extremes of weather, while on others the fabrication, styling, and
wearing of clothing has been raised to thelevel of amgjor art form. Earth isin the latter category and
possesses at least onetailor who is cagpable of making an extraterrestridl...presentable.”

Theinterviewer laughed and asked, "Who ishe, Y our Excdllency?'

"l would rather not say at present,” Scrennagle replied. "He and hiswife have worked long and hard, and
they deserve at least one night's deep before fame descends on them. Sufficeit to say that my tailor is
relatively unknown but a craftsman of the highest order. Heisaso something of atyrant in sartoria
matters, a characteristic common to tailors throughout the Galaxy. Heis not afraid to accept a
professiona chalenge, asyou can see.”

"Yes, indeed," said theinterviewer.

"No doubt there will be other challenges," Scrennagle went on, turning hisface directly into camera, but
Hewlitt knew that he was not spesking solely to the interviewer. "My race was chosen to make first
contact with Earth-humans simply because my people most closdly resembled yours—despite what you
must think are mgor physiologica differences. Other racesin the Federation have much more varied and
interestingly arranged limbs and gppendages; and to the uninitiated they may even appear to be quite
horrendous. But ambassadors from al these speciesin time will visit Earth to present their credentials and
their good wishes. And they will al requireto be suitably attired for the occasion. They will be very
pleased and reassured to know," he ended, "that thereis an Earth-human tailor in whom they can place
their completetrust...

Theintense fedings of pride and excitement which should have kept him awake that night, but did not,
werewith him in undiminished intensity when he opened the shop next morning. Hisreflection in the store
window opposite looked the same as dways, but something different about the reflected picture made
him turn around quickly.

The new door pane was not quite the same asthe old one. It now read GEORGE L. HEWLITT,
TAILOR, centered above a beautifully executed copy of the design which gppeared on Scrennagle's
trand ator—the symbol which represented al the worlds of the Galactic Federation—followed by the
words BY APPOINTMENT.



