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Getting into Wednesday was almost impossible.  

Tom Pym had thought about living on other days of the week. Almost everybody 
with any imagination did. There were even TV shows speculating on this. Tom Pym 
had even acted in two of these. But he had no genuine desire to move out of his own 
world. Then his house burned down.  

This was on the last day of the eight days of spring. He awoke to look out the door 
at the ashes and the firemen. A man in a white asbestos suit motioned for him to stay 
inside. After fifteen minutes, another man in a suit gestured that it was safe. He 
pressed the button by the door, and it swung open. He sank down in the ashes to his 
ankles; they were a trifle warm under the inch-thick coat of water-soaked crust.  

There was no need to ask what had happened, but he did, anyway.  

The firemen said, "A short-circuit, I suppose. Actually, we don't know. It started 
shortly after midnight, between the time that Monday quit and we took over."  

Tom Pym thought that it must be strange to be a fireman or a policeman. Their 
hours were so different, even though they were still limited by the walls of midnight.  

By then the others were stepping out of their stoners or "coffins" as they were often 
called. That left sixty still occupied.  

They were due for work at 08:00. The problem of getting new clothes and a place 
to live would have to be put off until off-hours, because the TV studio where they 
worked was behind in the big special it was due to put on in 144 days.  

They ate breakfast at an emergency center. Tom Pym asked a grip if he knew of 
any place he could stay. Though the government would find one for him, it might not 
look very hard for a convenient place.  

The grip told him about a house only six blocks from his former house. A makeup 
man had died, and as far as he knew the vacancy had not been filled. Tom got onto the 
phone at once, since he wasn't needed at that moment, but the office wouldn't be open 



until ten, as the recording informed him. The recording was a very pretty girl with red 
hair, tourmaline eyes, and a very sexy voice. Tom would have been more impressed if 
he had not known her. She had played in some small parts in two of his shows, and the 
maddening voice was not hers. Neither was the color of her eyes.  

At noon he called again, got through after a ten-minute wait, and asked Mrs. 
Bellefield if she would put through a request for him. Mrs. Bellefield reprimanded him 
for not having phoned sooner; she was not sure that anything could be done today. He 
tried to tell her his circumstances and then gave up. Bureaucrats! That evening he went 
to a public emergency place, slept for the required four hours while the inductive field 
speeded up his dreaming, woke up, and got into the upright cylinder of eternium. He 
stood for ten seconds, gazing out through the transparent door at other cylinders with 
their still figures, and then he pressed the button. Approximately fifteen seconds later 
he became unconscious.  

He had to spend three more nights in the public stoner. Three days of fall were 
gone; only five left. Not that that mattered in California so much. When he had lived 
in Chicago, winter was like a white blanket being shaken by a madwoman. Spring was 
a green explosion. Summer was a bright roar and a hot breath. Fall was the topple of a 
drunken jester in garish motley.  

The fourth day, he received notice that he could move into the very house he had 
picked. This surprised and pleased him. He knew of a dozen who had spent a whole 
year-forty-eight days or so-in a public station while waiting. He moved in the fifth day 
with three days of spring to enjoy. But he would have to use up his two days off to 
shop for clothes, bring in groceries and other goods, and get acquainted with his 
housemates. Sometimes, he wished he had not been born with the compulsion to act. 
TV'ers worked five days at a stretch, sometimes six, while a plumber, for instance, 
only put in three days out of seven.  

The house was as large as the other, and the six extra blocks to walk would be good 
for him. It held eight people per day, counting himself. He moved in that evening, 
introduced himself, and got Mabel Curta, who worked as a secretary for a producer, to 
fill him in on the household routine. After he made sure that his stoner had been 
moved into the stoner room, he could relax somewhat.  

Mabel Curta had accompanied him into the stoner room, since she had appointed 
herself his guide. She was a short, overly curved woman of about thirty-five (Tuesday 
time). She had been divorced three times, and marriage was no more for her unless, of 



course, Mr. Right came along. Tom was between marriages himself, but he did not tell 
her so.  

"We'll take a look at your bedroom," Mabel said. "It's small but it's soundproofed, 
thank God."  

He started after her, then stopped. She looked back through the doorway and said, 
"What is it?"  

"This girl …"  

There were sixty-three of the tall gray eternium cylinders. He was looking through 
the door of the nearest at the girl within.  

"Wow! Really beautiful!"  

If Mabel felt any jealousy, she suppressed it.  

"Yes, isn't she!"  

The girl had long, black, slightly curly hair, a face that could have launched him a 
thousand times times a thousand times, a figure that had enough but not too much, and 
long legs. Her eyes were open; in the dim light they looked a purplish-blue. She wore 
a thin silvery dress.  

The plate by the top of the door gave her vital data. Jennie Marlowe. Born 2031 
A.D., San Marino, California. She would be twenty-four years old. Actress. 
Unmarried. Wednesday's child.  

"What's the matter?" Mabel said.  

"Nothing."  

How could he tell her that he felt sick in his stomach from a desire that could never 
be satisfied? Sick from beauty.  

For will in us is over-ruled by fate. 
Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight? 

 
"What?" Mabel said, and then, after laughing, "You must be kidding?"  

She wasn't angry. She realized that Jennie Marlowe was no more competition than 



if she were dead. She was right. Better for him to busy himself with the living of this 
world. Mabel wasn't too bad, cuddly, really, and, after a few drinks, rather stimulating. 

They went downstairs afterward after 18:00 to the TV room. Most of the others 
were there, too. Some had their ear plugs in; some were looking at the screen but 
talking. The newscast was on, of course. Everybody was filling up on what had 
happened last Tuesday and today. The Speaker of the House was retiring after his term 
was up. His days of usefulness were over and his recent ill health showed no signs of 
disappearing. There was a shot of the family graveyard in Mississippi with the 
pedestal reserved for him. When science someday learned how to rejuvenate, he 
would come out of stonerment.  

"That'll be the day!" Mabel said. She squirmed on his lap.  

"Oh, I think they'll crack it," he said. "They're already on the track; they've 
succeeded in stopping the aging of rabbits."  

"I don't mean that," she said. "Sure, they'll find out how to rejuvenate people. But 
then what? You think they're going to bring them all back? With all the people they 
got now and then they'll double, maybe triple, maybe quadruple, the population? You 
think they won't just leave them standing there?" She giggled, and said, "What would 
the pigeons do without them?"  

He squeezed her waist. At the same time, he had a vision of himself squeezing that 
girl's waist. Hers would be soft enough but with no hint of fat.  

Forget about her. Think of now. Watch the news.  

A Mrs. Wilder had stabbed her husband and then herself with a kitchen knife. Both 
had been stonered immediately after the police arrived, and they had been taken to the 
hospital. An investigation of a work slowdown in the county government offices was 
taking place. The complaints were that Monday's people were not setting up the 
computers for Tuesday's. The case was being referred to the proper authorities of both 
days. The Ganymede base reported that the Great Red Spot of Jupiter was emitting 
weak but definite pulses that did not seem to be random.  

The last five minutes of the program was a precis devoted to outstanding events of 
the other days. Mrs. Cuthmar, the housemother, turned the channel to a situation 
comedy with no protests from anybody.  

Tom left the room, after telling Mabel that he was going to bed early-alone, and to 



sleep. He had a hard day tomorrow.  

He tiptoed down the hall and the stairs and into the stoner room. The lights were 
soft, there were many shadows, and it was quiet. The sixty-three cylinders were like 
ancient granite columns of an underground chamber of a buried city. Fifty-five faces 
were white blurs behind the clear metal. Some had their eyes open; most had closed 
them while waiting for the field radiated from the machine in the base. He looked 
through Jennie Marlowe's door. He felt sick again. Out of his reach; never for him. 
Wednesday was only a day away. No, it was only a little less than four and a half 
hours away.  

He touched the door. It was slick and only a little cold. She stared at him. Her right 
forearm was bent to hold the strap of a large purse. When the door opened, she would 
step out, ready to go. Some people took their showers and fixed their faces as soon as 
they got up from their sleep and then went directly into the stoner. When the field was 
automatically radiated at 05:00, they stepped out a minute later, ready for the day.  

He would like to step out of his "coffin," too, at the same time.  

But he was barred by Wednesday.  

He turned away. He was acting like a sixteen-year-old kid. He had been sixteen 
about one hundred and six years ago, not that that made any difference. 
Physiologically, he was thirty.  

As he started up to the second floor, he almost turned around and went back for 
another look. But he took himself by his neck-collar and pulled himself up to his 
room. There he decided he would get to sleep at once. Perhaps he would dream about 
her. If dreams were wish-fulfillments, they would bring her to him. It still had not 
been "proved" that dreams always expressed wishes, but it had been proved that man 
deprived of dreaming did go mad. And so the somniums radiated a field that put man 
into a state in which he got all the sleep, and all the dreams, that he needed within a 
four-hour period. Then he was awakened and a little later went into the stoner where 
the field suspended all atomic and subatomic activity. He would remain in that state 
forever unless the activating field came on.  

He slept, and Jennie Marlowe did not come to him. Or, if she did, he did not 
remember. He awoke, washed his face, went down eagerly to the stoner, where he 
found the entire household standing around, getting in one last smoke, talking, 
laughing. Then they would step into their cylinders, and a silence like that at the heart 



of a mountain would fall.  

He had often wondered what would happen if he did not go into the stoner. How 
would he feel? Would he be panicked? All his life, he had known only Tuesdays. 
Would Wednesday rush at him, roaring, like a tidal wave? Pick him up and hurl him 
against the reefs of a strange time?  

What if he made some excuse and went back upstairs and did not go back down 
until the field had come on? By then, he could not enter. The door to his cylinder 
would not open again until the proper time. He could still run down to the public 
emergency stoners only three blocks away. But if he stayed in his room, waiting for 
Wednesday?  

Such things happened. If the breaker of the law did not have a reasonable excuse, 
he was put on trial. It was a felony second only to murder to "break time," and the 
unexcused were stonered. All felons, sane or insane, were stonered. Or mañanaed, as 
some said. The mañanaed criminal waited in immobility and unconsciousness, 
preserved unharmed until science had techniques to cure the insane, the neurotic, the 
criminal, the sick. Mañana.  

"What was it like in Wednesday?" Tom had asked a man who had been 
unavoidably left behind because of an accident.  

"How would I know? I was knocked out except for about fifteen minutes. I was in 
the same city, and I had never seen the faces of the ambulance men, of course, but 
then I've never seen them here. They stonered me and left me in the hospital for 
Tuesday to take care of."  

He must have it bad, he thought. Bad. Even to think of such a thing was crazy. 
Getting into Wednesday was almost impossible. Almost. But it could be done. It 
would take time and patience, but it could be done.  

He stood in front of his stoner for a moment. The others said, "See you! So long! 
Next Tuesday!" Mabel called, "Good night, lover!"  

"Good night," he muttered.  

"What?" she shouted.  

"Good night!"  

He glanced at the beautiful face behind the door. Then he smiled. He had been 



afraid that she might hear him say good night to a woman who called him lover.  

He had ten minutes yet. The intercom alarms were whooping. Get going, 
everybody! Time to take the six-day trip! Run! Remember the penalties!  

He remembered, but he wanted to leave a message. The recorder was on a table. He 
activated it, and said, "Dear Miss Jennie Marlowe. My name is Tom Pym, and my 
stoner is next to yours. I am an actor, too; in fact, I work at the same studio as you. I 
know this is presumptuous of me, but I have never seen anybody so beautiful. Do you 
have a talent to match your beauty? I would like to see some run-offs of your shows. 
Would you please leave some in room five? I'm sure the occupant won't mind. Yours, 
Tom Pym."  

He ran it back. It was certainly bald enough, and that might be just what was 
needed. Too flowery or too pressing would have made her leery. He had commented 
on her beauty twice but not overstressed it. And the appeal to her pride in her acting 
would be difficult to resist. Nobody knew better than he about that.  

He whistled a little on his way to the cylinder. Inside, he pressed the button and 
looked at his watch. Five minutes to midnight. The light on the huge screen above the 
computer in the police station would not be flashing for him. Ten minutes from now, 
Wednesday's police would step out of their stoners in the precinct station, and they 
would take over their duties.  

There was a ten-minute hiatus between the two days in the police station. All hell 
could break loose in these few minutes and it sometimes did. But a price had to be 
paid to maintain the walls of time.  

He opened his eyes. His knees sagged a little and his head bent. The activation was 
a million microseconds fast-from eternium to flesh and blood almost instantaneously 
and the heart never knew that it had been stopped for such a long time. Even so, there 
was a little delay in the muscles' response to a standing position.  

He pressed the button, opened the door, and it was as if his button had launched the 
day. Mabel had made herself up last night so that she looked dawn-fresh. He 
complimented her and she smiled happily. But he told her he would meet her for 
breakfast. Halfway up the staircase, he stopped, and waited until the hall was empty. 
Then he sneaked back down and into the stoner room. He turned on the recorder.  

A voice, husky but also melodious, said, "Dear Mister Pym. I've had a few 



messages from other days. It was fun to talk back and forth across the abyss between 
the worlds, if you don't mind my exaggerating a little. But there is really no sense in it, 
once the novelty has worn off. If you become interested in the other person, you're 
frustrating yourself. That person can only be a voice in a recorder and a cold waxy 
face in a metal coffin. I wax poetic. Pardon me. If the person doesn't interest you, why 
continue to communicate? There is no sense in either case. And I may be beautiful. 
Anyway, I thank you for the compliment, but I am also sensible.  

"I should have just not bothered to reply. But I want to be nice; I didn't want to hurt 
your feelings. So please don't leave any more messages."  

He waited while silence was played. Maybe she was pausing for effect. Now would 
come a chuckle or a low honey-throated laugh, and she would say, "However, I don't 
like to disappoint my public. The run-offs are in your room."  

The silence stretched out. He turned off the machine and went to the dining room 
for breakfast.  

Siesta time at work was from 14:40 to 14:45. He lay down on the bunk and pressed 
the button. Within a minute he was asleep. He did dream of Jennie this time; she was a 
white shimmering figure solidifying out of the darkness and floating toward him. She 
was even more beautiful than she had been in her stoner.  

The shooting ran overtime that afternoon so that he got home just in time for 
supper. Even the studio would not dare keep a man past his supper hour, especially 
since the studio was authorized to serve food only at noon.  

He had time to look at Jennie for a minute before Mrs. Cuthmar's voice screeched 
over the intercom. As he walked down the hall, he thought, "I'm getting barnacled on 
her. It's ridiculous. I'm a grown man. Maybe … maybe I should see a psycher."  

Sure, make your petition, and wait until a psycher has time for you. Say about three 
hundred days from now, if you are lucky. And if the psycher doesn't work out for you, 
then petition for another, and wait six hundred days.  

Petition. He slowed down. Petition. What about a request, not to see a psycher, but 
to move? Why not? What did he have to lose? It would probably be turned down, but 
he could at least try.  

Even obtaining a form for the request was not easy. He spent two nonwork days 
standing in line at the Center City Bureau before he got the proper forms. The first 



time, he was handed the wrong form and had to start all over again. There was no line 
set aside for those who wanted to change their days. There were not enough who 
wished to do this to justify such a line. So he had to queue up before the 
Miscellaneous Office counter of the Mobility Section of the Vital Exchange 
Department of the Interchange and Cross Transfer Bureau. None of these titles had 
anything to do with emigration to another day.  

When he got his form the second time, he refused to move from the office window 
until he had checked the number of the form and asked the clerk to double-check. He 
ignored the cries and the mutterings behind him. Then he went to one side of the vast 
room and stood in line before the punch machines. After two hours, he got to sit down 
at a small rolltop desk-shaped machine, above which was a large screen. He inserted 
the form into the slot, looked at the projection of the form, and punched buttons to 
mark the proper spaces opposite the proper questions. After that, all he had to do was 
to drop the form into a slot and hope it did not get lost. Or hope he would not have to 
go through the same procedure because he had improperly punched the form.  

That evening, he put his head against the hard metal and murmured to the rigid face 
behind the door, "I must really love you to go through all this. And you don't even 
know it. And, worse, if you did, you might not care one bit."  

To prove to himself that he had kept his gray stuff, he went out with Mabel that 
evening to a party given by Sol Voremwolf, a producer. Voremwolf had just passed a 
civil service examination giving him an A-13 rating. This meant that, in time, with 
some luck and the proper pull, he would become an executive vice-president of the 
studio.  

The party was a qualified success. Tom and Mabel returned about half an hour 
before stoner time. Tom had managed to refrain from too many blowminds and liquor, 
so he was not tempted by Mabel. Even so, he knew that when he became unstonered, 
he would be half-loaded and he'd have to take some dreadful counter-actives. He 
would look and feel like hell at work, since he had missed his sleep.  

He put Mabel off with an excuse, and went down to the stoner room ahead of the 
others. Not that that would do him any good if he wanted to get stonered early. The 
stoners only activated within narrow time limits.  

He leaned against the cylinder and patted the door. "I tried not to think about you 
all evening. I wanted to be fair to Mabel, it's not fair to go out with her and think about 
you all the time."  



All's fair in love … 

 
He left another message for her, then wiped it out. What was the use? Besides, he 
knew that his speech was a little thick. He wanted to appear at his best for her.  

Why should he? What did she care for him?  

The answer was, he did care, and there was no reason or logic connected with it. He 
loved this forbidden, untouchable, far-away-in-time, yet-so-near woman.  

Mabel had come in silently. She said, "You're sick!"  

Tom jumped away. Now why had he done that? He had nothing to be ashamed of. 
Then why was he so angry with her? His embarrassment was understandable but his 
anger was not.  

Mabel laughed at him, and he was glad. Now he could snarl at her. He did so, and 
she turned away and walked out. But she was back in a few minutes with the others. It 
would soon be midnight.  

By then he was standing inside the cylinder. A few seconds later, he left it, pushed 
Jennie's backward on its wheels, and pushed his around so that it faced hers. He went 
back in, pressed the button, and stood there. The double doors only slightly distorted 
his view. But she seemed even more removed in distance, in time, and in 
unattainability.  

Three days later, well into winter, he received a letter. The box inside the entrance 
hall buzzed just as he entered the front door. He went back and waited until the letter 
was printed and had dropped out from the slot. It was the reply to his request to move 
to Wednesday.  

Denied. Reason: he had no reasonable reason to move.  

That was true. But he could not give his real motive. It would have been even less 
impressive than the one he had given. He had punched the box opposite No. 12. 
REASON: TO GET INTO AN ENVIRONMENT WHERE MY TALENTS WILL BE 
MORE LIKELY TO BE ENCOURAGED.  

He cursed and he raged. It was his human, his civil right to move into any day he 
pleased. That is, it should be his right. What if a move did cause much effort? What if 
it required a transfer of his I.D. and all the records connected with him from the 



moment of his birth? What if …?  

He could rage all he wanted to, but it would not change a thing. He was stuck in the 
world of Tuesday.  

Not yet, he muttered. Not yet. Fortunately, there is no limit to the number of 
requests I can make in my own day. I'll send out another. They think they can wear me 
out, huh? Well, I'll wear them out. Man against the machine. Man against the system. 
Man against the bureaucracy and the hard cold rules.  

Winter's twenty days had sped by. Spring's eight days rocketed by. It was summer 
again. On the second day of the twelve days of summer, he received a reply to his 
second request.  

It was neither a denial nor an acceptance. It stated that if he thought he would be 
better off psychologically in Wednesday because his astrologer said so, then he would 
have to get a psycher's critique of the astrologer's analysis. Tom Pym jumped into the 
air and clicked his sandaled heels together. Thank God that he lived in an age that did 
not classify astrologers as charlatans! The people-the masses-had protested that 
astrology was a necessity and that it should be legalized and honored. So laws were 
passed, and because of that, Tom Pym had a chance.  

He went down to the stoner room and kissed the door of the cylinder and told 
Jennie Marlowe the good news. She did not respond, though he thought he saw her 
eyes brighten just a little. That was, of course, only his imagination, but he liked his 
imagination.  

Getting a psycher for a consultation and getting through the three sessions took 
another year, another forty-eight days. Doctor Sigmund Traurig was a friend of Doctor 
Stelhela, the astrologer, and so that made things easier for Tom.  

"I've studied Doctor Stelhela's chart carefully and analyzed carefully your 
obsession for this woman," he said. "I agree with Doctor Stelhela that you will always 
be unhappy in Tuesday, but I don't quite agree with him that you will be happier in 
Wednesday. However, you have this thing going for this Miss Marlowe, so I think you 
should go to Wednesday. But only if you sign papers agreeing to see a psycher there 
for extended therapy."  

Only later did Tom Pym realize that Doctor Traurig might have wanted to get rid of 
him because he had too many patients. But that was an uncharitable thought.  



He had to wait while the proper papers were transmitted to Wednesday's 
authorities. His battle was only half-won. The other officials could turn him down. 
And if he did get to his goal, then what? She could reject him without giving him a 
second chance.  

It was unthinkable, but she could.  

He caressed the door and then pressed his lips against it.  

"Pygmalion could at least touch Galatea," he said. "Surely, the gods-the big dumb 
bureaucrats-will take pity on me, who can't even touch you. Surely."  

The psycher had said that he was incapable of a true and lasting bond with a 
woman, as so many men were in this world of easy-come-easy-go liaisons. He had 
fallen in love with Jennie Marlowe for several reasons. She may have resembled 
somebody he had loved when he was very young. His mother, perhaps? No? Well, 
never mind. He would find out in Wednesday-perhaps. The deep, the important, truth 
was that he loved Miss Marlowe because she could never reject him, kick him out, or 
become tiresome, complain, weep, yell, insult, and so forth. He loved her because she 
was unattainable and silent.  

"I love her as Achilles must have loved Helen when he saw her on top of the walls 
of Troy," Tom said.  

"I wasn't aware that Achilles was ever in love with Helen of Troy," Doctor Traurig 
said drily.  

"Homer never said so, but I know that he must have been! Who could see her and 
not love her?"  

"How the hell would I know? I never saw her! If I had suspected these delusions 
would intensify …"  

"I am a poet!" Tom said.  

"Overimaginative, you mean! Hmmm. She must be a douser! I don't have anything 
particular to do this evening. I'll tell you what … my curiosity is aroused … I'll come 
down to your place tonight and take a look at this fabulous beauty, your Helen of 
Troy."  

Doctor Traurig appeared immediately after supper, and Tom Pym ushered him 
down the hall and into the stoner room at the rear of the big house as if he were a 



guide conducting a famous critic to a just-discovered Rembrandt.  

The doctor stood for a long time in front of the cylinder. He hmmmed several times 
and checked her vital-data plate several times. Then he turned and said, "I see what 
you mean, Mr. Pym. Very well. I'll give the go-ahead."  

"Ain't she something?" Tom said on the porch. "She's out of this world, literally 
and figuratively, of course."  

"Very beautiful. But I believe that you are facing a great disappointment, perhaps 
heartbreak, perhaps, who knows, even madness, much as I hate to use that unscientific 
term."  

"I'll take the chance," Tom said. "I know I sound nuts, but where would we be if it 
weren't for nuts? Look at the man who invented the wheel, at Columbus, at James 
Watt, at the Wright brothers, at Pasteur, you name them."  

"You can scarcely compare these pioneers of science with their passion for truth 
with you and your desire to marry a woman. But, as I have observed, she is strikingly 
beautiful. Still, that makes me exceedingly cautious. Why isn't she married? What's 
wrong with her?"  

"For all I know, she may have been married a dozen times!" Tom said. "The point 
is, she isn't now! Maybe she's disappointed and she's sworn to wait until the right man 
comes along. Maybe …"  

"There's no maybe about it, you're neurotic," Traurig said. "But I actually believe 
that it would be more dangerous for you not to go to Wednesday than it would be to 
go."  

"Then you'll say yes!" Tom said, grabbing the doctor's hand and shaking it.  

"Perhaps. I have some doubts."  

The doctor had a faraway look. Tom laughed and released the hand and slapped the 
doctor on the shoulder. "Admit it! You were really struck by her! You'd have to be 
dead not to!"  

"She's all right," the doctor said. "But you must think this over. If you do go there 
and she turns you down, you might go off the deep end, much as I hate to use such a 
poetical term."  



"No, I won't. I wouldn't be a bit the worse off. Better off, in fact. I'll at least get to 
see her in the flesh."  

Spring and summer zipped by. Then, a morning he would never forget, the letter of 
acceptance. With it, instructions on how to get to Wednesday. These were simple 
enough. He was to make sure that the technicians came to his stoner sometime during 
the day and readjusted the timer within the base. He could not figure out why he could 
not just stay out of the stoner and let Wednesday catch up to him, but by now he was 
past trying to fathom the bureaucratic mind.  

He did not intend to tell anyone at the house, mainly because of Mabel. But Mabel 
found out from someone at the studio. She wept when she saw him at supper time, and 
she ran upstairs to her room. He felt badly, but he did not follow to console her.  

That evening, his heart beating hard, he opened the door to his stoner. The others 
had found out by then; he had been unable to keep the business to himself. Actually, 
he was glad that he had told them. They seemed happy for him, and they brought in 
drinks and had many rounds of toasts. Finally, Mabel came downstairs, wiping her 
eyes, and she said she wished him luck, too. She had known that he was not really in 
love with her. But she did wish someone would fall in love with her just by looking 
inside her stoner.  

When she found out that he had gone to see Doctor Traurig, she said, "He's a very 
influential man. Sol Voremwolf had him for his analyst. He says he's even got 
influence on other days. He edits the Psyche Crosscurrents, you know, one of the few 
periodicals read by other people."  

Other, of course, meant those who lived in Wednesdays through Mondays.  

Tom said he was glad he had gotten Traurig. Perhaps he had used his influence to 
get the Wednesday authorities to push through his request so swiftly. The walls 
between the worlds were seldom broken, but it was suspected that the very influential 
did it when they pleased.  

Now, quivering, he stood before Jennie's cylinder again. The last time, he thought, 
that I'll see her stonered. Next time, she'll be warm, colorful, touchable flesh.  

"Ave atque vale!" he said aloud. The others cheered. Mabel said, "How corny!" 
They thought he was addressing them, and perhaps he had included them.  

He stepped inside the cylinder, closed the door, and pressed the button. He would 



keep his eyes open, so that …  

And today was Wednesday. Though the view was exactly the same, it was like 
being on Mars.  

He pushed open the door and stepped out. The seven people had faces he knew and 
names he had read on their plates. But he did not know them.  

He started to say hello, and then he stopped.  

Jennie Marlowe's cylinder was gone.  

He seized the nearest man by the arm.  

"Where's Jennie Marlowe?"  

"Let go. You're hurting me. She's gone. To Tuesday."  

"Tuesday! Tuesday?"  

"Sure. She'd been trying to get out of here for a long time. She had something about 
this day being unlucky for her. She was unhappy, that's for sure. Just two days ago, 
she said her application had finally been accepted. Apparently, some Tuesday psycher 
had used his influence. He came down and saw her in her stoner and that was it, 
brother."  

The walls and the people and the stoners seemed to be distorted. Time was bending 
itself this way and that. He wasn't in Wednesday; he wasn't in Tuesday. He wasn't in 
any day. He was stuck inside himself at some crazy date that should never have 
existed.  

"She can't do that!"  

"Oh, no! She just did that!"  

"But … you can't transfer more than once!"  

"That's her problem."  

It was his, too.  

"I should never have brought him down to look at her!" Tom said. "The swine! The 
unethical swine!"  



Tom Pym stood there for a long time, and then he went into the kitchen. It was the 
same environment, if you discounted the people. Later, he went to the studio and got a 
part in a situation play which was, really, just like all those in Tuesday. He watched 
the newscaster that night. The President of the U.S.A. had a different name and face, 
but the words of his speech could have been those of Tuesday's President. He was 
introduced to a secretary of a producer; her name wasn't Mabel, but it might as well 
have been.  

The difference here was that Jennie was gone, and oh, what a world of difference it 
made to him.  

The End 
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