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THE SI X FI NGERS OF Tl ME

He began by breaking things that norning. He broke the glass of
water on his night stand. He knocked it crazily against the opposite wall
and shattered it. Yet it shattered slowy. This would have surprised himif
he had been fully awake, for he had only reached out weakly for it.

Nor had he wakened regularly to his alarm he had wakened to a
wei rd, slow, |ow booming, yet the clock said six, time for the alarm And
the | ow boom when it cane again, seenmed to come fromthe clock

He reached out and touched it gently, but it floated off the stand
at his touch and bounced around slowy on the floor. And when he picked it
up again it had stopped, nor would shaking start it.

He checked the electric clock in the kitchen. This also said six
o' cl ock, but the sweep hand did not nove. In his living roomthe radi o cl ock
said six, but the second hand seenmed stationary.

"But the lights in both rooms work," said Vincent "How are the
cl ocks both stopped? Are the receptacles on a separate circuit?"

He went back to his bedroom and got his wistwatch. It also said
six; and its sweep hand did not sweep.

"Now this could get silly. What is it that would stop both
mechani cal and el ectrical clocks?"

He went to the wi ndow and | ooked out at the advertising clock on the
Mut ual | nsurance Building. It said six o' clock, and the second hand did not
nove.

"Well, it is possible that the confusion is not Iimted to nyself. |
heard once the fanciful theory that a cold shower will clear the m nd. For
me it never has, but I will try it. | can always use cleanliness for an
excuse. "

The shower didn't work. Yes, it did: the water came now, but not
like water; like very slow syrup that hung in the air. He reached up to
touch it hanging down there and stretching. And it shattered |ike glass when
he touched it, and drifted in fantastic slow gl obs across the room But it
had the feel of water. It was wet and pleasantly cool. And in a quarter of a
mnute or so it was down over his shoulders and back, and he luxuriated in
it. He let it soak on his noggin, and it cleared his wits at once.

"There is not a thing wong with nme. | amfine. It is not ny fault
that the water is slowthis norning and other things are awy."

He reached for the towel and it tore to pieces in his hands I|ike
por ous wet paper.

He now becane very careful in the way he handl ed things. Slowly,
tenderly and deftly he took them so that they would not break. He shaved
hi nsel f without nishap in spite of the slowwater in the |avatory al so.

Then he dressed hinmself with the greatest caution and cunning,
br eaki ng not hing except his shoe laces, and that is likely to happen at any
tine.

"If there is nothing the matter with me, then | will check and see
if there is anything seriously wong with the world. The dawn was fairly
al ong when | | ooked out, as it should have been. Approximately twenty

m nut es have passed; it is a clear nmorning: the sun should now have hit the
top several stories of the |Insurance Building."



But it had not. It was still a clear norning, but the dawn had not
brightened at all in the twenty mnutes. And that big clock still said six.
It had not changed.

Yet it had changed, and he knew it with a queer feeling. He pictured
it as it had been before. But the sweep second hand had noved. It had swept
a third of the dial.

So he pulled up a chair at the wi ndow and watched it. He realized
that, though he could not see it nove, yet it did make progress. He watched
it for perhaps five minutes. It noved through a space of perhaps five
seconds.

"Well, that is not nmy problem It is that of the clock maker, either
a terrestrial or a celestial one.”

But he left his roons wi thout a good breakfast, and he left them
very early. How did he know that it was early since there was something
wong with the time? Wll, it was early at |east according to the sun and
according to the clocks, neither of which institutions seened to be worKking
properly.

He left without a good breakfast because the coffee would not nake
and the bacon would not fry. And in plain point of fact the fire would not
heat. The gas flame sprung up fromthe pilot like a slowy spreading stream
or an unfolding flower. Then it burned far too steadily. The skillet
remai ned col d when placed over it; nor would water even heat. It had taken
at least five minutes to get the water out of the faucet in the first place.

He ate a few pieces of |leftover bread and sonme scraps of neat.

In the street there was no notion, no real notion. A truck, first
seem ng at rest, noved very slowy. There was no gear in which it could nove
so slowy. And there was a taxi which crept along, but Charles Vincent had
to look at it carefully for sone time to be sure that it was in notion. Then
he received a shock. He realized by the early norning |light that the driver
of it was dead. Dead with his eyes w de open

Slow as it was goi ng, and by whatever neans it was moving, it should
really be stopped. Vincent wal ked over to it, opened the door, and pulled on
t he brake, Then he | ooked into the eyes of that dead man. Was he really
dead? It was hard to be sure. He felt warm But, even as Vincent |ooked, the
eyes of the dead man had begun to close. And close they did and open again
in a mtter of about twenty seconds.

This was weird. The slowy closing and openi ng eyes sent a chil
t hrough Vincent. And the dead nman had begun to | ean forward in his seat.
Vincent put a hand in the nmiddle of the man's chest to hold hi mupright, but
he found the forward pressure to be as relentless as it was slow. He was
unable to keep the dead man up

So he let himgo, watching curiously; and in a few seconds the
driver's face was against the wheel. But it was alnpst as if it had no
intention of stopping there. It pressed into the wheel with dogged force.
The man woul d surely break his face. Vincent took several holds on the dead
man and counteracted the pressure somewhat. Yet the face was bei ng danaged,
and if things were normal bl ood woul d have fl owed.

The man had been dead so | ong however, that though he was still warm
his bl ood nust have congeal ed, for it was fully two mnutes before it began
to ooze.

"\What ever | have done, | have done enough damage," said Vincent.
"And, in whatever nightmare I amin, | amlikely to do further harmif |
neddl e nore. | had better leave it alone."

He wal ked on down the street. Yet whatever vehicles he saw now were
nmovi ng with an incredible sl owness as though driven by some fantastic gear
reduction. And there were people here and there frozen solid. It was a
chilly norning, but it was not that cold. They were immbile in positions of
nmoti on, as though they were playing the children's game of Statues.

"How is it," said Charles Vincent, "that this young girl, who
bel i eve works across the street fromus, should have died standing up and in



full stride? But, no. She is not dead. O if so she died with a very alert
expression. And, oh ny God, she's doing it too!"

For he realized that the eyes of the girl were closing, and in a
space of a few seconds they had completed their cycle and were open again.
Al so, and this was even stranger, she had noved, noved forward in ful
stride. He would have tinmed her if he could. How could he tine her when al
the clocks in the world were crazy? Yet she nust have been taking about two
steps a mnute.

Vincent went into the cafeteria. The early nmorning crowd that he had
of ten wat ched through the wi ndow was there. The girl who rmade fl apjacks in
the wi ndow had just flipped one and it hung in the air. Then it floated over
as though caught by a slight breeze, and sank slowy down as if settling in
wat er .

The early norning breakfasters, like the people in the street, were
all dead in this new way, noving with al nost inperceptible nmotion. And al
had apparently died in the act of drinking coffee, eating eggs, or mnunching
toast. And if there was only tinme enough, there was an even chance that they
woul d get the drinking, eating, and munchi ng done with, for there was a
shadow of novenent in themall.

The cashier had the register drawer open and noney in her hand, and
the hand of the customer was out-stretched for it. In tine, somewhere in the
new |l eisurely time, the hands woul d come together and the change be given.
And so it happened. It may have been a minute and a half, or two minutes, or
two and a half. It is always hard to judge tinme, and now it had becone al
but i npossible.

"I amstill hungry," said Charles Vincent, "but it would be
fool hardy to wait on the service here. Should I help nyself? They woul d not
mnd if they are dead. And, if they are not dead, in any case it seens that
| aminvisible to them"

He wol fed several rolls. He opened a bottle of mlk and held it
upsi de-down over his glass while he ate another roll. Liquids had all becone
so perversely sl ow.

But he felt better for his erratic breakfast. He woul d have paid for
it, but how?

He left the cafeteria and wal ked about the town as it seened stil
to be quite early, though one could depend on neither sun nor clock for the
time any nore. The traffic lights were unchanging. He sat for a long tine in
a little park and watched the town and the big clock in the Comrerce
Bui I ding tower; but like all the clocks it was either stopped or the hand
woul d creep too slowy to be seen.

It nust have been just about an hour till the traffic lights
changed, but change they did at last. By picking a point on the building
across the street and watchi ng what noved by it, he found that the traffic
did indeed nove. In a mnute or so, the entire length of a car would pass a
gi ven point.

He had, he recalled, been very far behind in his work, and it had
been worrying him He decided to go to the office, early as it was or seened
to be.

He et himself in. Nobody el se was there. He resolved not to | ook at
the clock and to be very careful of the way he handl ed all objects because
of his new propensity for breaking things. This considered, all seened
normal here. He had said the day before that he could hardly catch up on his
work if he worked for two days solid. He now resolved at |east to work
steadily until sonething happened, whatever it was.

For hour after hour he worked on his tabul ati ons and reports. Nobody
el se had arrived. Could sonething be wong? Certainly sonethi ng was w ong.
But today was not a holiday. That was not it.

Just how | ong can a stubborn and nystified man work away at his
task? It was hour after hour after hour. He did not become hungry nor
particularly tired. And he did get through a | ot of work.



"I't nust be half done. However it has happened, | have caught up at
| east a day's work; | will keep on."

He nust have worked silently for another eight or ten hours.

He was caught up conpletely on his back work

"Well, to sone extent | can work into the future. |I can head-up and
carry over. | can put in everything but the figures of the field reports.”

And he did so.

"It will he hard to bury me in work again. | could al nost coast
for a day. | don't even know what day it is, but |I rmust have worked twenty
hours straight through and nobody has arrived. Perhaps nobody ever will
arrive. If they are noving with the speed of the people in the nightmare
outside, it is no wonder they have not arrived."

He put his head down in his arns on the desk. The |l ast thing he saw
before he cl osed his eyes was the m sshapen left thumb that had al ways been
his and which he had always tried to conceal a little by the way handl ed he
hi s hands.

"At least | know that | amstill nyself. 1I'd know nyself anywhere by
that."

Then he went to sleep at his desk

Jenny came in with a quick click-click-click of high heels, and he
wakened to the noise.

"What are you doi ng dozing at your desk, M. Vincent? Have you been
here all night?"

"I don't know, Jenny. Honestly | don't."

"I was only teasing. Sonetimes when | get here a little early | take
a catnap nysel f."

The clock said six mnutes till eight, and the second hand was
sweeping normally. Tinme had returned to the world. O to him But had al
that early norning of his been a drean? Then it had been a very efficient
dream He had acconplished work he could hardly have done in two days. And
it was the sane day that it was supposed to be.

He went to the water fountain. The water now behaved normally. He
went to the window. The traffic was behaving as it shoul d. Though soneti mes
sl ow and sonetinmes snarled, yet it was in the pace of the regular world.

The other workers arrived. They were not balls of fire, but neither
was it necessary to observe themfor several minutes to he sure that they
weren't dead.

"It did have its advantages," Charles Vincent said. "I would be
afraid to have it permanently, but it would be handy to go into the state
for a few m nutes a day and acconplish the business of hours. | may be a

case for the doctor. But just how would | go about telling a doctor what was
bot hering me?"

Now it had surely been less than too hours fromhis first rising
till the tinme that he wakened fromhis second sleep to the noise of Jenny.
And how | ong that second sl eep had been, or in which time enclave, he had no
i dea. But how account for it all? He had spent a long tine in his own roons,
much | onger than ordinary in his confusion. He had wal ked the city nile
after mile in his puzzlement. And he had sat in the little park for hours
and studied the situation. And he had sat and worked at his own desk for an
out | andi sh long tine.

Wll, he would go to the doctor. A man is obliged to refrain from
maki ng a fool of hinmself to the world at large, but to his |awer, his
priest, or his doctor he will sonetimes have to conme as a fool. By their

callings they are restrained fromscoffing openly.
He went to the doctor at noon
Dr. Mason was not particularly a friend. Charles Vincent realized
wi th some unease that he did not have any particular friends, only
acquai ntances and associates. It was as though he were of a species slightly
apart fromhis fellows. He wished a little now that he had a particul ar



friend.

But Dr. Mason was an acquai ntance of sone years, had the reputation
of being a good doctor, and besides, Vincent had now arrived at his office
and been shown in. He woul d either have to -- well, that was as good a
begi nni ng as any.

"Doctor, | amin a predicanent. | will either have to invent sone
synptons to account for ny visit here, or to make an excuse and bolt, or
tell you what is bothering me, even though you will think that I ama new
sort of idiot."

"Vincent, every day people invent synptons to cover their visits
here, and | know that they have lost their nerve about their real reason for
corning. And every day people do make excuses and bolt. But experience tells

me that | will get a larger fee if you tackle the third alternative. And,
Vincent, there is no new sort of idiot."
"It may not sound so silly if | tell it quickly," Vincent said. "I

awoke this nmorning to some very puzzling incidents. It seened that tine
itself had stopped, or that the whole world had gone into super-slow notion
The water would neither flow nor boil, and the fire would not heat food. The
clocks, which | at first believed had stopped, crept along at perhaps a

m nute an hour. The people | net in the streets appeared dead, frozen in
life-like attitudes. It was only by watching themfor a very |ong tune that

| perceived that they did i ndeed have notion. One taxi | saw creeping sl ower
than the nost backward snail, and a dead man at the wheel of it. | went to
it, opened the door, and put on the brake. | realized after a tine that the
man was not dead. But he bent forward and broke his face on the steering
heel . It must have taken a full minute for his head to travel no nore than
ten inches, yet | was unable to prevent himfromhitting the wheel. | then
did other bizarre things in a world that had died on its feet. | wal ked many
mles through the city, and then | sat for countless hours in the park. |
went to the office and let nyself in. |I acconplished work that mnust have
taken ne twenty hours. | then took a nap at ny desk. Wen | awoke on the
arrival of others it was six mnutes till eight in the norning of the sane
day, today. Not two hours had passed fromny rising, and time was back to
normal . But there were things that happened in that time that could never be
conpressed into two hours."

"One question first, Vincent. Did you actually acconplish the work,

t he work of many hours?"

"I did. It was done and done in that tinme. It did not become undone
on the return of time to normal."

"A second question: had you been worried about your work, about
bei ng behind in your work?"

"Yes. Enphatically.”

"Then here is one explanation. You retired |last night. But very
shortly afterward you arose in a state of sommanbulism There are facets of
sl eep-wal ki ng which we do not at all understand. The tine-out-of-focus
interludes were parts of a wal king dream of yours. You dressed and went to
your office and worked all night. It is possible to do routine tasks while
in a somanbulistic state. rapidly and even feverishly, to perform
prodi gies. You may have fallen into a norrmal sleep there when you had
finished, or you may have been awakened directly from your somanbulistic
trance on the arrival of your co-workers. There. That is a plausible and
wor kabl e expl anation. In the case of an apparently bizarre happening it is
al ways well to have a rational explanation to fall back on. This will
usual ly satisfy a patient and put his mnd to rest. But often the
expl anati on does not satisfy ne."

"Your explanation very nearly satisfies me, Dr. Mason, and it does
put my mnd considerably at rest. | amsure that in a short while I will be
able to accept it conpletely But why does it not satisfy you?"

"One reason is a man, a taxi-driver, whom| treated very early this
nmorni ng. He had his face snmashed, and he had seen -- or alnobst seen -- a



ghost: a ghost of in credible swiftness that was nore sensed than seen. The
ghost opened the door of his car while it was going a full speed, jerked on
the brake, and caused himto crack his head. This man was dazed and had a
slight concussion. | have convinced himthat he did not see an ghost at all
that he rmust have dozed at the wheel and run into sonething. As | say, | am
harder to convince than ny patients. But it may have been coi nci dence.

"I hope so. But you also seemto have another reservation as to ny
case.

"After quite a few years in practice, | seldom see or hear anything
new. Twi ce before |I have been told a happening or a dreamon the |ine of
what you experienced. "

"Did you convince your other patients that they were only dreans?"

"I did. Both of them That is, | convinced themthe first few tines
it happened to them"

"Were they satisfied?"

"At first they were. Later not entirely. But they both died within a
year of their coming to ne.

"Of nothing violent, | hope."

"Both had the nost gentle deaths. That of senility extrene."

"Ch. Well I"'mtoo young for that."

"Vincent, | would Iike you to come back in a nonth or so."

"I will, if the delusion or the dreamreturns. O if | do not fee

well."
After this Charles Vincent began to forget about the incident. He
only recalled it with hunmor sonetines when again he was behind in his work.
"Well, if it gets bad enough I may do anot her sl eepwal ki ng jag and
catch up. But if there is another aspect of tinme and | could enter it at
will, it mght often be handy."

Charles Vincent never sawthe man's face at all. It is very dark in
some of those clubs and the Coq Bleu is like the inside of a tonb. Vincent
went to the clubs only about once a nonth, sonetinmes after a show when he
did not want to go hone to bed, sonetinmes when he was just plain restless.

Citizens of the nore fortunate states may not know of the nysteries
of the clubs. In Vincent's the only bars are beer bars, and only in the
clubs can a person get a drink, and only nmenbers are admtted. It is true
that a small club as the Coq Bleu had thirty thousand nmenbers, and at a
dollar a year this is a nice sideline. The little nunbered menbership cards
cost a penny each for the printing, and the nenber wote in his own nane.
But he was supposed to have a card or a dollar for a card to gain
admi ttance.

But there could be no entertainment in the clubs. There was not hi ng
there but the little bar roomin the near darkness. The near darkness of the
clubs was customonly but it had the force of the |aw.

The man was there, and then he was not, and then he was there again.
And al ways where he sat it was too dark to see his face

"I wonder," he said to Vincent (or to the bar at l|arge, though there
were no other custoners and the bartender was asleep). "I wonder if you have
read Zubarin on the relationship of extradigitalismto geni us?"

"l have never heard of the work nor of the man," said Vincent.

"Doubt if either exist."”

"l am Zubarin." said the nan.

Vincent instinctively hid his msshapen left thumb. Yet it could not
have been noticed in that |light, and he nust have been crazy to believe that
there was any connection between it and the man's remark. It was not truly a
doubl e thunb. He was not an extradigital, nor was he a geni us.

"I refuse to becone interested in you," said Vincent. "I amon the
verge of leaving. | dislike waking the bartender, but |I did want another
drink."

"Sooner done than said."”



"What is?"

"Your glass is full."

"It is? So it is. Is it atrick?"

"Trick is a name for anything either too frivolous or too nystifying
for us to conprehend. But on one long early norning a nonth ago you al so
could have done the trick, and nearly as well."

"Could | have? How do you know about ny long early norning --
assum ng there to have been such?"

"I watched you for a while. Few others have the equi pnent with which
to watch you when you're in the aspect.”

So they were silent for sone tine, and Vincent watched the clock and
was ready to go.

"I wonder," said the man in the dark, "if you have read
Schi mrel penni nck on the sexagi ntal and the duodecimal in the Chal dee
Mysteries."

"I have not, and | doubt if anyone else has. | would guess that you

are al so Schi mrel penni nck, and that you have just nade up the name on the
spur of the nonent."

"I am Schimm it is true, but | made up the name on the spur of the
monment many years ago."

"I ama little bored with you," said Vincent, "but | would

appreciate it if you' d do your glass-filling trick once nore."
"I have just done so again. And you are not bored; you are
frightened."

"OfF what ?" asked Vincent, whose glass had in fact filled again.

"OfF reentering a dreamthat you are not sure was a dream But there
are often advantages to being both invisible and inaudible."

"Can you be invisible?"

"Was | not so when | went behind the bar just now and fixed you a
dri nk?"

" How?"

"Aman in full stride goes at the rate of about five niles an hour
Multiply that by sixty, which is the nunber of tine. Wen | |eave ny stoo
and go behind the bar | go at the rate of three hundred niles an hour. So |
aminvisible to you, particularly if | nove while you blink."

"One thing does not match. You m ght have got around there and back
But you coul d not have poured."

"Shall | say that mastery over |iquids and other objects is not
given to beginners? But for us there are many ways to outwit the slowness of
matter."

"I believe that you are a hoaxer. Do you know Dr. Mason?"

"I know of him and that you went to see him | know of his futile
attenpts to penetrate a certain mystery. But | have not tal ked to hi m of
you. "

"I still believe that you are a phony. Could you put nme back into
the state of nmy dream of a nonth ago?"

"It was not a dream But | could put you again into that state.”

"Prove it."

"Watch the clock. Do you believe that | can point ny finger at it
and stop it for you? It is already stopped for ne."

"No, | don't believe it. Yes, | guess | have to, since | see that
you have just done it. But it may be another trick. | don't know where the
clock is plugged in."

"Neither do I. Cone to the door. Look at every clock you can see.

Are they not all stopped?”

"Yes. Maybe the power has gone off all over town."

"You know it has not. There are still a few lighted windows in those
bui l dings, though it is quite late."

"Why are you playing with ne? | amneither on the inside nor the
outside. Either tell nme the secret or say that you will not tell ne."



"The secret isn't a sinple one. It can only be arrived at after al
phi | osophy and | earning has been assimlated."

"One man cannot arrive at that in one lifetine."

"Not in an ordinary lifetine. But the secret of the secret, if | may
put it that way, is that one nust use part of it as a tool in |earning. You
could not learn all in one lifetime but, by being pernmitted the first step
to be able to read, say, sixty books in the tine it took you to read one, to
pause for a mnute in thought and use up only one second, to get the day's
wor k accomplished in eight mnutes and so have tinme for other things -- by
such ways one may make a beginning. | will warn you, though. Even for the
nmost intelligent it is a race.”

"A race? Wat race?"

"It is a race between success, which is life, and failure, which is
deat h. "

"Let us skip the nelodrama. But how do | get into the state and out
of it?"

"Ch, that is sinple, so easy that it seenms |like a gadget. Here are
two diagrams | will draw. Note themcarefully. This first -- invisionit in
your mnd, and you are in the state. Now the second one -- invision, and you
are out of it."

"That easy?"

"That deceptively easy. The trick is to learn why it works -- if you
want to succeed, neaning to live."

So Charles Vincent left himand went hone, walking the mle in a
little less than fifteen seconds. But he still had not seen the face of the
nman.

There are advantages intellectual, nonetary, and amorous in being
able to enter the accelerated state at will. It is a fox game. One nust be
careful not to be caught at it, nor to break or harmthat which is in the
normal state.

Vi ncent could always find eight or ten minutes unobserved to
acconplish the day's work. And a fifteen-mnute coffee break could turn into
a fifteen hour ronp around the town.

There was this boyish pleasure in beconm ng a ghost: to appear and
stand notionless in front of an onrushing train and to cause the scream of
the whistle, and to be in no danger, being able to nove five or ten tines as
fast as the train; to enter and to sit suddenly in the niddl e of a select
group and see themstare, and then virtually to di sappear fromthe m ddl e of
them to interfere in sports and ganmes, entering the prize ring and
tripping, hanpering, or slugging the unliked fighter; to blue-shot down the
hockey ice, skating at fifteen hundred mles an hour and scoring dozens of
goals at either end while the people only know that something odd is

happeni ng.
There is pleasure in being able to shatter w ndows by chanting
little songs, for the voice (when in the state) will be to the world at

sixty times its regular pitch, though normal to oneself. And for this reason
al so he was inaudible to others.

There was fun in petty thieving and tricks. He could take a wall et
froma man's pocket and be two bl ocks away when the victimturned at the
feel. He could conme back and stuff it into the man's nmouth as he bleated to
a policenan.

He could cone into the hone of a lady witing a letter, snatch up
the paper and wite three lines on it and vani sh before the scream got out
of her throat.

He coul d take shoe and sock off a man's foot while he was in ful
stride. No human face since the beginning of tine ever showed such a | ook of
pure astoni shnent as that of the man to whomthis first happened.

Di scovering oneself half barefoot of a sudden in a crowded street has no
parallel in all experience.



Vincent could paint the eyeglasses of a man dark green, and this
woul d sonehow alter the nman's whol e personality. He'd gulp and wave his arms
and devel op new mannerisnms. Or as a victimtook the first puff of a
cigarette Vincent would take it fromhis nouth, snoke it quickly down to the
hot nub, and replace it.

He woul d take food off forks on the way to nouths, put baby turtles
and live fish into bows of soup between spoonfuls of the eater. And, as a
cook cracked an egg over the griddle, he would scoop up the soft contents in
m d-air and set down a full-grown quacking duck to the disconfort of both
cook and bird.

He woul d | ash the hands of hand-shakers tightly together with stout
cord, and tie together the shoe | aces of dancing partners. O he would
renove the strings of guitars while they were being played, or steal the
nmout hpi ece of a horn while the operator paused for breath. He unzi ppered
persons of both sexes when they were at their npbst ponpous, and it was on
hi s account (probably) that Fel dnan was not el ected mayor. This was
somet hi ng that happened on the public platform and Fel dman was conpl etely
undone.

This thing can remain a pleasant novelty for sone tine. There was,
of course, the difficulty of noving |arge objects. Vincent always wanted to
intrude a horse into the mdst of a certain assenbly. But a horse is too
large to he noved in an accelerated time. Vincent drew out the diagramthat
the facel ess man had given him and presented it to the only horse he knew.
But the horse did not get the idea. It would not go into the accel erated
stat e.

"I will either have to find a smarter horse or a new nethod of
nmovi ng heavy objects,” said Charles Vincent.

Vi ncent woul d soneti nes handcuff two strangers together as they
stood waiting for a traffic light to change. He would | ash | eaners to | anp
posts, and steal the teeth fromthe nmouths of those afflicted with dentures.

He would wite cryptic and frightening nessages in grease pencil on
a plate just as a diner began to fill it. He changed cards from one player's
hands to another's while play was in progress, and he interfered perversely
with billiard balls.

He renmoved golf balls fromtees during the back swi ng, and |eft
notes witten large "YOU M SSED ME" pinned to the ground with the tee.

He stol e baseballs fromcatchers' nmitts at the instant if inpact,
and left instead small unfledged live sparrows. It was found that there is
nothing in the rule book to cover this.

O he shaved nmoustaches and heads. Returning repeatedly to one woman
he disliked, he clipped her bald and gil ded her pate.

Wth tellers counting their noney he interfered outrageously and
enriched hinsel f. He snipped cigarettes in two with a scissors and bl ew out
mat ches and lighters, so that one frustrated nan actually broke down and
cried at his inability to get a light.

He renoved the weapons fromthe hol sters of policemen and put cap
pistols and water guns in their places. And he liked to rip off one sleeve
only fromthe coat of a wal king gentleman. There is something funnier about
one sl eeve mssing than two.

He unclipped the | eashes of dogs and substituted little toy dogs
rolling on wheels. He put frogs in water glasses and left |ighted
firecrackers on bridge tables. He reset wistwatches on wists; and pl ayed
cruel tricks in mens' roomns, causing honest gentleman to wet thensel ves.

"I was always a boy at heart," said Charles Vincent.

Al so during those first few days of the controlled new state, he
established hinmself materially, acquiring wealth by devious ways, and
openi ng bank accounts in various cities uuder various nanes, against a tinme
of possi bl e need.

Nor did he ever feel any shame for the tricks that he played on



unaccel erated humanity. For the people, when he was in the state, were as
statues to him hardly living, barely noving, unseeing, unhearing. And it is
no shame to show di srespect to such conical statues.

And al so, and agai n because he was a boy at heart, he had fun wth
the girls.

"I am one mass of black and blue marks," said Jenny one day. "M
lips are sore and ny front teeth are | oosened. | don't know what in the
world is the matter with ne.”

Yet he had not neant to bruise or harmher. He was rather fond of
her and he resolved to be much nore careful. Yet it was fun, when he was in
the state and so invisible to her because of his speed, to kiss her here and
there in out-of-the-way places and show her other hall marks of affection
She nade a nice statue and it was good sport. And there were others.

"You | ook suddenly ol der," said one of his co-workers one day. "Are
you taking care of yourself? Are you worried?"

"I amnot," said Vincent. "I was never happier inny life."

But now there was time for so many things, in fact, everything.

There was no reason why he could not master anything in the world, when he
could take off for fifteen minutes and gain fifteen hours. Vincent was a
rapi d but careful reader. He could now read froma hundred and twenty to two
hundred books in an evening and night; and he slept in an accel erated state
and could get a full night's sleep in eight mnutes.

He first acquired a know edge of the |anguages. A quite extensive
readi ng know edge of a | anguage can be acquired in three hundred hours of
world tine, or three hundred mnutes (five hours) of accelerated tine. And
if one takes the tongues in order, fromthe nost fanmliar to the nost
renote, there is no real difficulty. He acquired fifty for a starter, and
could al ways add another any evening that he found he had a need for it.

And at the sane time he began to assenbl e and consol i date know edge.
O literature, properly speaking, there are no nore than ten thousand books
that are really worth reading and falling in love with. These were gone
t hrough with high pleasure, and two or three thousand of them were inportant
enough to be reserved for future rereading.

H story, however, is very uneven. It is necessary to read texts and
sources that for formare not worth reading. And the sane with phil osophy.
Mat hemati cs and science, pure or physical, could not, of course, be covered
with the sane speed. Yet, with time available, all could be mastered. There
is no concept ever expressed by any human mnd that cannot be conprehended
by any other normal human mind, if tine is available, and if it is taken in
t he proper order and context and with the proper preparatory work.

And often, and now nore often, Vincent felt that he was touching the
fingers of the secret. And always, when he cane near it it had a little bit
of the snell of the Pit.

For he had pegged out all the main points of the history of man, or
rather nost of the tenable, or at |east possible theories of the history of
man. It was hard to hold the main line of it: that double road of
rationality and revel ation that should |l ead always to a fuller and fuller
devel opnent, to an unfolding and growth and perfectibility. Sometines he
felt that he was trespassing on the history of sonething other than nan.

For the main line of the account was often obscure and all but
obliterated, and traced through fog and m asma. Vincent had accepted the
Fall of Man and the Redenption as the cardinal points of history. But he
began to feel now that neither had happened only once, that both were of
constant recurrence; that there was a hand reaching up fromthat old Pit
with its shadow over man. And he cane to picture that hand in his dreans --
for his dreans were especially vivid when in the state -- as a six-digited
nonster reaching out. He began to realize that the thing he was caught in
was dangerous and deadly.

Very danger ous.



Very deadly.

One of the weird books that he often returned to and which
continually puzzled himwas The Rel ationship of Extradigitalismto Genius,
witten by the man whose face he had never seen, in one of his
mani f est ati ons.

It promised nore than it delivered, and it intimated nore than it
said. Its theory was tedi ous and tenuous, holstered w th undigested
nmount ai ns of doubtful data. It left Vincent unconvinced that persons of
genius -- even if it could be agreed who or what they were -- had often the
oddity of extra fingers or toes, or the vestiges of them And it puzzled him
what possible difference it coul d make.

Yet there were hints here of a Corsican who commonly kept a hand
hi dden; of an earlier and nore bizarre commander who al ways wore a nail ed
gl ove; of another man with a gl ove between the two; hints that the multiplex
adept, Leonardo hinself, who sonetimes drew the hands of nmen and nore often
those of nonsters with six fingers, had had the touch. There was a commrent
on Caeser, not conclusive, to the sane effect.

It is known that Al exander had a nminor deformity. It is not known
what it was. This man made it seemthat this was it. And it was averred of
Gregory and Augustine, of Benedict and Al bert and Aquinas. Yet a man with a
deformty could not enter the priesthood; if they had it, it nust have been
in vestigial form

There were cases for Charles Magnus and Mahrud, for Sal adin the
horseman and for Akhnaton the king; for Honer -- a Sel eucid-Geek statuette
shows himwi th six fingers strummng an unidentified instrument while
reciting; cases for Pythagoras, for Buonottoti, Santi, Theotokopol ous, van
Bijn, Robusti. And going farther back in tine, and | ess subject to proof,

t hey becane nuch nore numerous.

Zurbarin catal oged eight thousand of them He maintained that they
were geniuses. And that they were extra digitals.

Charles Vincent grinned and | ooked down at his m sshapen or doubl e
t hunb.

"At least | amin good though nonot onous company. But what in the
nane of triple time is he driving at?"

And it was not long afterward that Vincent was exam ning cuneiform
tablets in State Museum These were a broken and not continuous series on
the theory of nunbers, tolerably legible to the now encycl opedic Charl es
Vincent. And the series read in part:

On the divergence of the basis itself and the confusion caused by --
for it is Five, or it is Six, or Ten or Twelve, or Sixty or One Hundred, or
Three hundred and Sixty or the Doubl e Hundred, the Thousand. The reason, not
clearly understood by the People, is that Six and the Dozen are First, and
Sixty is a conprom se in condescending to the people.

For the Five, the Ten are late, and are no ol der than the People
thenselves. It is said, and credited, that the Peopl e began to count by
Fives and Tens fromthe nunber of fingers on their hands. But before the
People the --, for the reason that they had --, counted by Sixes and
Twel ves. But Sixty is the nunber of tine, divisible by both, for both mnust
live together in Tinme, though not on the sane plane of time --

Mich of the rest was scattered. It was while trying to set the
hundreds of unordered clay tablets in proper sequence that Charles Vincent
created the | egend of the ghost in the nmuseum

For he spent his multi-hundred-hour nights there studying and
classifying. Naturally he could not work without light, and naturally he
could be seen when he sat still at his studies. But as the slow nmoving
guards attenpted to close in on him he would nove to avoid them and his
speed made himinvisible to them They were a nui sance and had to be



di scouraged. He bel abored them soundly and they becanme | ess eager to try to
capture him

Hs only fear was that they would sonmetine try to shoot himto see
if he were ghost or human. He could avoid a seen shot which would conme at no
nore than two and a half tinmes his own greatest speed. But an unperceived
shot coul d penetrate dangerously, even fatally, before he tw sted away from
it.

Vi ncent had fathered | egends of other ghosts, that of the Centra
Li brary, that of the University Library, that of the John Charles Underwood
Jr. Technical Library. This plurality of ghosts tended to cancel out each
other and bring believers into ridicule. Even those who had seen himas a
ghost did not admit that they believed in ghosts.

Charl es Vincent had gone back to Dr. Mason for his monthly checkup

"You | ook terrible," said the doctor. "\Watever it is, you have
changed. |If you have the means you should, take a long rest."

"I have the neans, said Vincent, "and that is just what | wll do.
"Il take a rest for a year or two."

He had begun to begrudge the time that he nust spend at the world's
pace. Fromthis tine on he was regarded as a recluse. He was silent and
unsoci abl e, for he found it a nuisance to conme back to the commopn state to
engage in conversation, and in his special state the voices were too
slow pitched to intrude on his consci ousness.

Except that of the nman whose face he had never seen

"You are making very tardy progress,” said the man. Once nore they
were in a dark club. "Those who do not show nore progress we cannot use.
After all, you are only a vestigial. It is probable that you have very
little of the ancient race in you. Fortunately those who do not progress
destroy thensel ves. You had not imagined that there were only two phases of
time, had you?"

"Lately | have come to suspect that there are many nore," said
Charl es Vincent.

"And you understand that one step only cannot succeed?"

"I understand that the life that | have been living is in direct
violation of all that we know of the |laws of mass, nonmentum and
accel eration, as well as those of conservation of energy, the potential of
t he human person, the noral conpensation, the golden mean, and the capacity
of human organs. | know that | cannot multiply energy and experience sixty
times without increase of food intake, and yet | do it. | know that | cannot
live on eight minutes of sleep in twenty-four hours, but | do that also. |
know that | cannot reasonably crowd four thousand years of experience into

one life time, yet unreasonably | do not see what will prevent it. But you
say that | will destroy mysel f?"

"Those who take only the first step will destroy thensel ves."

"And how does one take the second step?"

"At the proper noment you will be given the choice."

"I have the nost uncanny feeling that | will refuse the choice.”

"Yes from present indications you will refuse it. You are
fastidious."

"You have a snell about you, Od Man Wthout a Face. | know now what

it is. It isthe smell of the Pit."

"Are you so slowto learn that? But that is its nane."

"It is the nud fromthe Pit, the same fromwhich the clay tablets
were found, fromthe old | and between the rivers. |'ve dreaned of the
si x-fingered hand reaching up fromthat Pit and overshadowi ng us all. From
that sline!"

"Do not forget that according to another recensi on Another made the
Peopl e fromthat same sline.”

"And | have read, A d Man: 'The People first counted by Fives and
Tens fromthe nunmber of fingers on their hands. Put before the People the



--, for the reason that they had --, counted by Sixes and Twel ve, But tine
has | eft blanks on those tablets."

"Yes. Time, in one of its manifestations, has deftly and with a
purpose | eft those bl anks.™"

"I cannot discover the name of the thing that goes into one of those
bl anks. Can you?"

"I ampart of the nane that goes into one of those blanks."

"And you are the Man without a Face. But why is it that you
over shadow and control people? And to what purpose?"

"It will be long before you know t hose answers."

"When the choice conmes to ne, it will bear very careful weighing.
But tell me, Man without a Face who cones fromthe Pit, are not pits and nen
wi t hout faces very nineteenth-century CGothic?"

"There was a tenper in that century that came very close to
uncovering us."

After that a chill descended on the life of Charles Vincent, for al
that he still possessed his exceptional powers. And now he sel dom i ndul ged
i n pranks.

Except with Jennifer Parkey.

It was unusual that he should be drawn to her. He knew her only
slightly in the common world, and she was at |least fifteen years his senior
But she now appealed to himfor her youthful qualities, and all his pranks
with her were gentle ones.

For one thing this spinster did not frighten, nor did she begin the
precaution of |ocking her doors, never having bothered with such things
before. He woul d cone behi nd her and stroke her hair, and she woul d speak
out calmy with that sort of quickening in her voice:

"Who are you? Wy won't you let me see you? You are a friend, aren't
you? Are you a man, or are you sonething else? If you can caress ne why
can't you talk to nme? Please let me see you. | pronmise | won't hurt you."

It was as though she could not inmagine that anything strange woul d
hurt her. O again when he hugged her or kissed her on the nape, she would
call: "You nmust be a little boy, or very like a little boy, whoever you are.
You are good not to break ny things when you nove about. Come here and | et
me hold you."

It is only very good people who have no fear at all of the unknown.

When Vincent nmet Jennifer in the regular world, as he now nore often
found occasion to do, she | ooked at himapprisingly, as though she guessed
sone sort of connection

She said one day, "I knowit is an inpolite thing to say, but you do
not look well at all. Have you been to a doctor?"

"Several times. But |I think it is ny doctor who should go to a
doctor. He was always given to peculiar remarks. But now he is beconming a
l[ittle unsettled."

"If I were your doctor, | believe that | would also becone a little
unsettled. But you should find out what is wong. You |l ook terrible."

He did not look terrible. He had lost his hair, it is true, hut many
men lose their hair by thirty, though not perhaps as suddenly as he had. He
t hought of attributing it to air resistance. After all, when he was in the
state he did stride at sone three hundred nmiles an hour. And enough of that
is likely to blow the hair right off your head. And mi ght that not al so be
the reason for his worsening conplexion and the tireder |ook that appeared
in his eyes? But he knew that this was nonsense. He felt no nore air
pressure when in his accelerated state than when in his normal state.

He had received his sunmpbns. He chose not to answer it. He did not
want to be presented with the choice; he had no wish to be one with those in
the Pit. But he had no intention of giving up the great advantage which he
now hel d over nature.

"I will have it both ways,

he said. "I amalready a contradiction



and an inpossibility. 'You can't have your confection and eat it too.' The
proverb was only the early statenent of the |law of noral conpensation. 'You
can't take nore out of a basket than it holds.' But for a long tinme | have
been in violation of the aws and the bal ances. 'There is no road wi thout a
turning,' 'Those who dance will have to pay the fiddler,' 'Everything that
goes up cones down.' But are proverbs really universal laws? Certainly. A
sound proverb has the force of universal law, is but another statenent of
it. But | have contradicted the universal laws It remains to be seen

whet her | have contradicted themw th inpunity.

"'BEvery action has its reaction.' If | refuse to deal with them |
will provoke a strong reaction. The Man wi thout a Face said that it was
al ways a race between full know ng and destruction. Very well, | will race

themfor it."

They began to persecute himthen. He knew that they were in a state
as accelerated fromhis as his was fromthe normal. To them he was the
al nrost notionl ess statue, hardly to be told froma dead man. To hi mthey
were by their speed both invisible and inaudi ble. They hurt himand haunted
him But still he would not answer their summons.

When the neeting took place, it was they who had to come to him and
they materialized there in his room nen without faces.

"The choice," said one. "Wll, you force us to be so clunmsy as to
have to voice it."
"I will have no part of you," said Charles Vincent. "You all snell

of the Pit, of that old nud of the cuneifornms of the | and between the
rivers, of the people who were before the People."

"It has endured a long tine," one of them said, "and we consider it
as enduring forever. But the Garden, which was quite in the nei ghborhood --
do you know how | ong the Garden | asted?"

"l don't know. "

"Not even a day. It all happened in a single day, and before
nightfall they were outside. You want to throw in with something nore
per manent, don't you?"

"No.1l don't believe that | do."

"What have you to | ose?"

"Only ny hope of eternity."

"But you don't believe in that. No man has ever really believed in
eternity."”

"No man has ever either entirely believed or entirely disbelieved in
it," said Charles Vincent.

"At least it can never be proved," said one of the facel ess nen.
"Nothing is proved until it is over with. And in this case, if it is ever
over with, then it is disproved. And all that tinme would one not be tenpted
to wonder 'What if, after all, it ends in the next mnute? "

"I imagine, if we survive the flesh, we will receive sone sort of
surety," said Vincent.

"But you are not sure either of surviving or receiving, nor could
you accept the surety as sure. Now we have a very cl ose approximation of
eternity. When Tine is nultiplied by itself, and that repeated again and
agai n, does that not approximte eternity?"

"I don't believe that it does. But I will not be of you. One of you
has said that | amtoo fastidious. So now will you say that you'll destroy
ne?"

"No. we will only let you be destroyed. By yourself, you cannot w n

the race with destruction.”

After that Charles Vincent sonehow felt nore mature. He knew he was
not really meant to be a poltergeist or a six-fingered thing out of the Pit.
He knew that in some way he woul d have to pay for every mnute and hour that
he had gai ned. But what he had gai ned he would use to the fullest. And
what ever coul d be acconplished by sheer acquisition of human know edge, he



would try to acconplish.

And he now startled Dr. Mason by the nmedi cal know edge he had pi cked
up, the while the doctor anused himby the concern he showed for Vincent.
For he felt fine. He was perhaps not as active as he had been, but that was
only because he had beconme dubious of aimess activities. He was still the
ghost of the libraries and nmuseunms, but was puzzled that the published
reports intimated that an ol d ghost had replaced a young one.

He now paid his nystic visits to Jennifer Parkey |ess often. For he
was al ways di smayed to hear her exclaimto himin his ghostly form "Your

touch is so changed. You poor thing! Is there anything at all | can do to
hel p you?"

He deci ded that sonmehow she was too imuature to ever understand him
t hough he was still fond of her. He trarsferred his affections to Ms. MIlly

Maitby, a widow at least thirty years his senior. Yet here it was a sort of
girlishness in her that appealed to him She was a woman of sharp wit and
real affection, and she al so accepted his visitations w thout fear
followng a little initial panic.

They pl ayed ganes, witing games, for they communicated by witing.
MIly would scribble a line, then hold the paper up in the air whence he
woul d cause it to vanish into his sphere. He would return it in half a
m nute, or half a second of her tine, with his retort. He had the advant age
of her intinme with greatly nore opportunity to think up responses, but she
had t he advantage over himin natural wit and was hard to top

They al so pl ayed checkers, and he often had to retire apart and read
a chapter of a book on the art between noves; and even so she often beat
him For natural talent is likely to be a match for accunul ated | ore and
codi fi ed procedure.

But to MIly also he was unfaithful in his fashion, being now
interested -- he no | onger becane enanored or entranced -- in a Ms.
Roberts, a great-grandnother who was his elder by at least fifty years. He
had read all the data extant on the attraction of the old for the young, but
he still could not explain his successive attachnents. He decided that these
t hree exanpl es were enough to establish a universal |aw that a woman is
simply not afraid of a ghost, though he touches her and is invisible, and
wites her notes without hands. It is possible that anorous spirits have
known this for a long tine, but Charles Vincent had nmade the discovery
hi nsel f i ndependent|y.

When enough know edge is accumul ated on any subject, the pattern
will sometines energe suddenly, like a formin a picture reveal ed where
before it was not seen. And when enough know edge is accumul ated on al
subjects, is there not a chance that a pattern governing all subjects will

ener ge?

Charl es Vincent was caught up in his last enthusiasm On one |ong
vigil, as he consulted source after source and sorted themin his nmnd, it
seened that the pattern was com ng out clearly and sinmply, for all its

amazi ng conplexity of detail.

"I know all that they knowin the Pit," said Vincent, "and | know a
secret that they do not know. | have not lost the race -- | have won it. |
can defeat them at the point where they believe thenselves invulnerable. If
controll ed hereafter, we need at |east not be controlled by them It is al
falling together now | have found the final truth and it is they who have
lost the race. | hold the key. | will now be able to enjoy the advant age
wi t hout paying the ultimate price of defeat and destruction, or of
col l aborating with them

"Now | have only to inplement nmy know edge, to publish the fact, and

one shadow at least will be lifted frommankind. | will do it at once. Well,
nearly at once. It is alnpbst dawn in the normal world. | will sit here a
very little while and rest. Then | will go out and begin to make contact

with the proper persons for the disposition of this thing. But first | wll
sit here alittle while and rest."



And he died quietly in his chair as he sat there.
Dr. Mason nmade an entry in his private journal

Charles Vincent, a conpletely authenticated case of premature aging,
one of the nost clear-cut in all gerontol ogy. This man was known to nme for
many years, and | here aver that as of one year ago he was of normal
appear ance and physical state, and that his chronology is also correct,

havi ng al so known his father. | exanined the subject during the period of
his illness, and there is no question at all of his identity, which has also
been established for the record by fingerprinting and other nmeans. | aver

that Charles Vincent at the age of thirty is dead of old age, having the
appearance and organic state of a man of ninety.

Then the doctor began to nake other notes: "As in two other cases of
my own observation, the illness was acconpani ed by a certain del usion and
series of dreans, so nearly identical in all three men as to be al npbst
unbel i evabl e. And for the record, and no doubt to the prejudice of ny own
reputation, | will set down the report of them here.™

But when Dr. Mason had witten that, he thought about it for a
whi | e.

"No, I will do no such thing," he said, and he struck out the | ast
lines he had witten. "It is best to |let sleeping dragons lie."

And somewhere the faceless men with the snell of the Pit on them
smled to thenmsel ves in quiet irony.

ADAM HAD THREE BROTHERS

In the town there are many races living;, each in its own
encl ave, some of many square niles, sonme of a few acres only, sone of but
one or two streets. Its geographers say that it has nore Italians than Rone,
nore Irish than Dublin, nore Jews than Israel, nore Arnenians than Yerevan.

But this overlooks the nost inmportant race of all. There is the
further fact (known only to the nore intense geographers): it has nore
Rrequeseni ans than any town in the world. There are nore than a hundred of
t hem

By the vul gar the Rrequesenians are called Wecks, and their quarter
is Weckville. And there is this that can be said of themthat cannot be
said of any other race on earth: Every one of themis a genius.

These peopl e are unique. They are not Gypsies, though they are often
taken for them They are not Semites. They are not even children of Adam

WIily McGlley, the oldest of the Wecks (they now use Gentile
nanes) has an ol d baked tabl et made of straw and pressed sheep dung that is
ei ght thousand years old and gives the true story of their origin. Adam had
three brothers: Etienne, Yancy, and Rreq. Etienne and Yancy were bachel ors.
Rreq had a small fanmily and all his issue have had small famlies; until now
there are about two hundred of themin all, the nost who have ever been in
the world at one tine. They have never intermarried with the children of
Adam except once. And not being of the same recension they are not under the
same curse to work for a living.

So they do not.

Instead they batten on the children of Adam by cl ever devices that
are known in police court as sw ndl es.

Cat heri ne O Connel ey by ordi nary standards woul d be reckoned as the
nost beautiful of the Wecks. By at |east three dozen men she was consi dered
the nost beautiful girl in the world. But by Weckian standards she was
plain. Her nose was too small, only a little larger than that of ordinary
worren; and she was skinny as a crow, being on the slight side of a hundred
and sixty. Being beautiful only by worldly standards she was reduced even
nore than the rest of themto living by her wits and charns.



She was a show girl and a bar girl. She gave piano | essons and
drawi ng | essons and tap-dancing | essons. She told fortunes and sold oriental
rugs and junk jewelry, and kept conpany with lonely old rich nen. She was
able to do all these things because she was one bundl e of energy.

She had no fam |y except a nunmber of unnmarried uncles, the six
Petapolis brothers, the three Petersens, the five Cal derons, the four
Gskanmans; and Charley O Malley, nineteen in all

Now it was early nmorning and a | ady knocked at her door

"The oil stock is no good. | checked and the place would be three
hundred niles out to sea and three niles down. My brother says |'ve been
t ook. "

"Possibly your brother isn't up on the | atest devel opnents in
of fshore drilling. W have the richest undevel oped field in the world and
virtually no conpetition. | can prom se we will have any nunber of gushers
within a week. And if your brother has any noney | can still let himhave
stock till noon today at a hundred and seventy-five dollars a share.”

"But | only paid twenty-five a share for mne."

"See how fast it has gone up in only two days. Wat other stock
ri ses so fast?"

"Well all right, 1'Il go tell him"

There was anot her knock on the door

"My little girl take piano |lessons for six weeks and all she can
play is da da da."

"Good. It is better to | earn one note thoroughly than just a little
bit of all of them She is not ready for the other notes yet. But | can tel

you this: she is the nost intelligent little girl | have ever seen in ny
life and | believe she has a positive genius for the piano. | truly believe
she will blossomall at once and one of these days she will be playing

conpl et e synphoni es. "

You really think so?"

| do indeed."

"Well then | will pay you for six nore weeks, but | do wi sh she
could play nore than da da da."

There was anot her knock at the door

"Honey Bun, there was something wong. | give you ten dollars to bet
on Sumrertime in the first race at Marine Park; you say it's a sure thing
and fifty to one. But now !l find there isn't any such track as Mrine Park
and nobody ever heard of the horse. Huh, Honey Bun? \Wat you do to your best
boy friend?"

"0, we use code nanes. Wat if all these hot tips ever got out?
Sunmertime of course was Long Day and Marine Park was Jamaica. And he only
| ost by about six noses. Wasn't that good for a fifty to one? And now | have
an even better tip. It's so hot | can't even tell you the nane of the horse,
but | feel sure that twenty would get you a thousand."

"Al'l the time | give you noney but never | win yet, Honey Bun. Now
you give a little kiss and we tal k about another bet."

"I had surely thought our attachment was on a hi gher plane."

"Words, Honey Bun, always words. But you give, um um urn, that's
good. Now | bet again, but | bet | better wi n soneday."

There was anot her knock on the door

"How cone you let ny brother-in-law in on a good thing and never
tell me? For a hundred he'll have two hundred and fifty in a week, and you
never tell me, and |I'myour friend and never persecute you when you don't
pay your bill."

So she had to give her caller the sane deal she had given his
brot her-in-1aw.



After that she went out to take the gane out of her traps. She had
set and baited them sone days before. She had gone to see five hundred
peopl e, which took quite a while even for one with her excess of energy. And
to each she said this:

"I have just discovered that | have an infallible gift of picking
wi nners. Now | want you to give it a test. Here is a sure winner | have
pi cked. |1 ask you bet it, not with nme, not with one of nmy uncles, but with a
booki e of your own choice. | prefer not to know with whom you bet."

O the five hundred there were a hundred and forty-four w nners,
very good. So the next day she went to the hundred and forty-four with even
nore assurance and offered themthe same proposition again. And of the
hundred and forty-four there were fifty-six winners. Very good, for she
really could pick them

To these fifty-six she went the third day and offered themthe third
sure bet free. And incredibly of the fifty-six there were ni neteen w nners.

This was repeated the next day, and of the nineteen there were seven
Wi nners.

Now she went to tal k noney. The seven lucky clients could not deny
that she indeed had the gift of picking winners. She had given themall four
straight in four days and her secret should surely be worth noney. Besides,
they had all let their bets ride and they had won a lot, an average of nore
than six hundred dol | ars.

But she would give no nore free tips. She would only sell her
conpl ete and exclusive secret for a thousand dollars. And she collected from
six of them The seventh was Mazuma O Shaunessey.

"I have given you four straight winners, but | cannot give you any
nore free tips. We will now talk cold turkey."

"I put it in a basket, Katie."

"Why, what do you nmean, sir?"

"I learned it in ny cradle. The Inverted Pyranm d. You tapped five
hundred, and you got besides me how many? Five?"

"Si x besides you, seven in all."

"Very good. You pick themnice for alittle girl. But isn't that a | ot of
work for no nore than a hatful of noney?"

"Six thousand dollars is a large hatful. And there is always one smart al ec
like you who knows it all."

"Now Kate dear, let's look at it this way. | can really pick all the

Wi nners, not seven straights in five hundred, but all five hundred if I

wi shed. "

"0 hah, you can't fool this little-goose."

"0, | could prove it easily enough, but that's show and | hate to be a
showof f. So | suggest that you take my word for it and share ny secret with
me and give up this penny ante stuff."

"And all you want for your sure thing secret is five thousand
dol lars or so?"

"Why Kate, | don't want your money. | have so nmuch that it's a burden to ne.
| only want to marry you."

She | ooked at himand she was not sure. 0, not about marrying him
he was nice enough. She was not sure, she had never been sure, that he was a
W eck.

"Are you?"
"Why Kate, does one Weck have to ask another that question?"
"I guess not. |I'Il go ask ny uncles what they think. This is

somet hi ng of a decision."”

She went to see all her bachel or uncles and asked t hem what they
knew about Mazuma 0' Shaunessey.

He was known to all of them

"He is a conpetent boy, Kate," said Denetrio Petapolis. "If | do not



m scount | once cane out a little short on a deal with him He knows the
Virginia City Version, he knows the old Seven- Three-Three, he can do the
Prof essor and His Dog, and the Little Audrey. And he seens to be quite rich.
But is he?"

He nmeant, not is he rich, but -- is he a Weck?
"Does one Weck have to ask another that question?" said Kate.
"No, | guess not."

Hodl GOskani an knew hi m t oo.

"That boy is real cute. It seens in the last deal | had with him he
cane out a little ahead. It seens that in every deal | have with him he
cones out a little ahead. He knows the Denver Deal and the Chicago Cut. He
does the Little AOd Lady and the Blue Hat. He knows the Silver Lining and
t he Doghouse and the Doubl e Doghouse. And he seens quite |likeable. But is
he?"

He nmeant, not was he |ikeable, but -- was he a Weck?

"Cannot one Weck always tell another?" said Kate loftily.

Lars Petersen knew Mazuma too.

"He is a klog pog. He knows the OGslo Puds and the Copenhagen Streg.
He knows the Farner's Wfe and the Little Black Dog. He can do the
Seventy-Three and the Supper Club. And he runs nore tricks with the Sl eepy
Ri ver than anyone | ever saw, and has three different versions of the Raft
and four of Down the Snmoke Stack. And all the officers on the bilk squad
give himhalf their pay every week to invest for them He seens quite snart.
But is he?"

He nmeant, not was he smart, but -- is he a Weck?

"Shoul d one have to ask?" said Kate haughtily.

Her uncle Charley O Malley al so thought well of Mazuna.

"I amnot sure but that at |ast count he was a raol or so ahead of
me. He knows the Blue Eyed Drover and the Black Cow. He can do the Brandy
Snifter with the best of them and he isn't bashful with the Snake Doct or
He does a neat variation of the Bottomof the Barrel. He can work the Yell ow
G ove and the d astonburry G veaway. And he seens affable and urbane. But is
he?"

He neant, not was he affable and urbane (he was), but -- is he a
Weck? Ah, that was the question

"How can you even ask?" said Kate.

So they were married and began one of the famous |ove affairs of the
century. It went on for four years and each day brought new high adventure.
They purged for the good of his soul a Dayton industrialist of an excessive
sum of cash and thus restored his proper sense of values and taught hi mthat
nmoney isn't everything. They toured the world in gracious fashion and took
no nmore than their anple due for their confortabl e maintenance. They rel axed
the grip of tight-fisted Frenchnmen and retaught themthe stern virtues of
poverty. They enforced an austere regi me of abstinence and hard work on
her et of ore over-weal thy and over-wei ght German burghers and possibly
restored their health and prolonged their lives. They had special stainless
steel buckets nade to bury their noney in, and these they scattered in nmany
countries and several continents. And they had as nuch fun as it is allowed
nortals to have.

One pl easant afternoon Mazuma O Shaunessey was in jail inalittle
town in Scotland. The jailer was gl oony and suspici ous and not given to
j oki ng.

"No tricks fromyou now. | will not be taken."

"Just one to show | have the power. Stand back so | can't reach

you.



"I"'mnot likely to let you."

"And hold up a pound note in one hand as tightly as you can. | will
only flick nmy handkerchief and the note will be in my hand and no | onger in
yours."

"Man | defy you. You cannot do it."

He held the note very tightly and closed his eyes with the effort.
Mazuma flicked his handkerchief, but the Scotsman was right. He could not do
it. This was the only tine that Mazuma ever failed. Though the world
quivered on its axis (and it did) yet the note was held so tightly that no
power could dislodge it. But when the world quivered on its axis the effect
was that Mazuma was now standi ng outside the cell and the Scotsman was
wi thin. And when the Chief cane some minutes |ater Mazuma was gone and the

Scotch jailer stood |ocked in the cell, his eyes still closed and the pound
note yet held aloft in a grip of steel. So he was fired, or cashiered as the
aOd Wrlders call it, for taking a bribe and letting a prisoner escape. And

this is what usually cones as puni shnent to overly suspicious persons.

Katie still used the Inverted Pyram d and very effectively Mazuma
did not really have an unfailing talent for picking winners. He'd only said
that to get Kate to marry him and it was the best lie he ever told. But he
did have an infallible talent for many things, and they thrived.

The first little cloud in the sky cane once when they passed a
plowran in a field in the fat [and of Bel gi um

"Ah, there is a happy man," said Mazuma. "Happy at work."

"Happy at work? 0 ny God, what did you say? What kind of words are
t hese, ny husband?"

But in the nonths and years that followed, this frightening incident
was forgotten.

The coupl e becanme the pride of Weckville when they returned as they
did several times a year and told their stories. Like the tinme the state
troopers ran them down and cornered themw th drawn guns.

"0, we don't want to take you in. W'll report that we couldn't
catch you. Only tell us how you do it. W don't want to be troopers all our
lives."

And the time they ran a little house in Faro Town itself. It was a
smal | upstairs place and Katie played the piano, and they had only one
bartender, a faded little blonde girl with a cast in one eye, and only one
tabl e where Mazuma presided. And this where all the other Casinos were
pal aces that woul d make Bucki ngham | ook |ike a chicken coop

And the funny thing is that they took in no nmoney at all. The
barmai d woul d al ways say all drinks were ten dollars, or failing that they
were on the house; as they used no coin and had trays in the register for
only tens, fifties, hundreds and thousands. It was too nuch trouble to do
busi ness any ot her way.

Katie woul d bait her noney jar with several hundred dollar bills and
one or two larger, and denurely refuse anything smaller for selections as
she didn't want the jar filled up with wapping paper. So she would tinkle
along all night and all drinks were on the house, which was not too nmany as
only three could sit at the bar at once.

And Mazuma never shook or dealt a game. He had only blue chips as he
said any other color hurt his eyes. And no matter what the price of the
chips, it was | egendary and gai ned zeros as it was retold.

Several of the larger sports cane up the stairs out of curiositv.

And their feelings were hurt when they were told they were too little to
play, for they weren't little at all. So Mazunma sat all night Monday through
Friday and never cut a hand or shook a bone.

Then on Saturday night the really big boys came upstairs to see what
it was about. They were the owners of the nine big Casinos in town, and six
of these gentlenen had to sit on boxes. Their aggregate worth would total
out a dollar and thirteen cents to every inhabitant of the U S



Katie tinkled tunes all night for a hundred to five hundred doll ars
a selection, and Mazuma dealt on the little table. And when the sun came up
they owned a share of all nine of the big Casinos, and had acquired other
assets besi des.

O course these stories of Katie and Mazurna were topped, as about
hal f the Wecks went on the road, and they had some fancy narrati ons when
they got back to Weckville.

And then the bottomfell out of the world.

They had three beautiful children now The ol dest was three years
old and he could al ready shake, deal, shuffle, and eon with the best of
them He knew the Gol den Ganmbit and the Four Quarters and the N ne Dol lar
Dog and Three Fish Qut. And every evening he canme in with a marble bag ful
of half dollars and quarters that he had taken fromthe children in the
nei ghbor hood. The mi ddle child was two, but already she could cal cul ate odds
like l'ightning, and she picked track winners in her dreans. She ran sucker
ads in the papers and had set up a renmunerative mail-order business. The
youngest was only one and could not yet talk. But he carried chalk and a
slate and marked up odds and nmade book, and was really quite successful in a
smal | way. He knew the Four Dianond trick and the Two Story Chi cken Coop
the Thinbling Reverse and the Canal Boat Cut. They were intelligent children
and theirs was a happy hone.

One day Mazuma said, "We ought to get out of it, Kate."

"Qut of what?"

"Cet out of the business. Raise the children in a nore whol esone
at nosphere. Buy a farmand settle down."

"You mean the Blue Valley Farmer trick? Is it old enough to be new
yet? And it takes nearly three weeks to set it up, and it never did pay too
well for all the trouble."”

"No, | do not nmean the Blue Valley Farnmer trick. | don't nmean any
trick, swindle, or con. | think we should get out of the whole grind and go
to work |ike honest people.™

And when she heard these terrible words Katie fell into a dead

faint.

That is all of it. He was not a Weck. He was a common trickster and
he had caught the sickness of repentance. The bottom had fallen out of the
wor |l d i ndeed. The three unsol vabl e problens of the G eeks were squaring the
circle, trisecting the angle, and re-bottoning the world. They cannot be
done.

They have been separated for many years. The three children were
reared by their father under the recension and curse of Adam One is a
prof essor of mathematics, but | doubt if he can figure odds as rapidly as he
could when he was one year old. The mddle one is now a grand | ady, but she
has lost the facility of picking track winners in her dreanms and nmuch el se
t hat made her charming. And the ol dest one is a senator froma state that |
despi se.

And Katie is now the wisest old witch in Weckville. But she has
never quite been forgiven her youthful indiscretion when she married an
Adanite who felt like his ancient father and deigned to work for a living.

SNUFFLES
I
"I always said we'd find one of themthat was fun remarked Brian

"There's been entirely too much solemity in the universe. Did you never
pani c on thinking of the multiplicity of systens?"



"Never," said Georgina

"Not even when, having set down a fine probability for the totality
of worlds, you realized suddenly that you had to raise it by a dozen powers
yet ?"

"What's to panic?"

"Not even when it cones over you, 'This isn't a joke; this is
serious; every one of themis serious'?"

"'Cosmic intimdation,' Belloc called it And it does tend to
m ni m ze a person.”

"And did you never hope that out of all that prodigality of worlds,
one at |east should have been made for fun? One should have been made by a
wild child or a m xed-up goblin just to put the rest of themin proper
perspective, to deflate the ponposity of the cosnos."

"You believe this is it, M. Carroll?"

"Yes. Bellota was nmade for fun. It is a joke, a caricature, a
burlesque. It is a planet with baggy pants and a putty nose. It is a m dget
world with floppy shoes and a bull-roarer voice. It was designed to keep the
cosnos fromtaking itself too seriously. The law of levity here conspires
agai nst the law of gravity."

"I never heard of the law of levity. And M. Phelan believes that he
wi || soon have the explanation for the peculiar gravity here."

"The | aw of levity does not apply to you, Georgina. You are inmune.
But | spoke lightly."

The theory that Bellota was nade for a joke had not been proved; no
nore than the other theories about it. But it was a sport, a whole barrelful
of puzzles, a place of interest all out of proportion to its size, emnently
wort hy of study. And the six of them had been set down there to study it.

Sociability inmpels -- and besides they weren't a bad bunch at all.
Meet them now, or miss themforever. They were six.

1. John Hardy. Commander and commando. As capable a man as ever
lived. A good-natured congl orerate of clanking iron who was al ways in
control. A jack of all techniques, a dynamic optimst. He had the only | augh
that never irritated, however often heard, and he handl ed danger cavalierly.
He was a bl ue-eyed, red-headed giant, and his face was redder than his hair.

2. WIlliam Mal aquais (Uncle Billy) Cross. Engineer, machi ni st
extraordi nary, gadgeteer, theorist, arguefier, first mate, navigator, and
ball adeer. Billy was a little older than the rest of them but he hadn't
nel | owed. He said that he was still a green and grow ng boy.

3. Daniel Phelan. Geol ogi st and cosnol ogi st, and hol der of heretica
doctrines about field forces. "Phelan's Corollary" may be known to you; and,
if so, you must be both intrigued and frustrated by the inherent
contradictions that prevented its acceptance. A highly professional man in
t he domai n of nmagnetismand gravity, he was so a | ow amateur rake and a
determ ned wol f. A dude. Yet he could carry his share of the | oad.

4. Margaret Cot. Artist and photographer, botanist and
bacteriologist. Full of chatter and a sort of charm Better |ooking than
anyone deserves to be. Salty, really the newest thing in salinity. Alittle
bit wanton. And a little Kiddish.

5. Brian Carroll. Naturalist. And natural. He had been hunting for
something all his life, but did not know what it was, and was not sure that
be woul d know it when he found it, but he hoped that it would be different.

"0 Lord," he would pray, "however it ends don't let it have a pat
ending. That | couldn't stand." He believed that anything repeated was
trite. And it was for that reason that there were pleasant surprises for him
on Bel |l ota.

6. Ceorgina Chantal. Biologist and iceberg. But the capsule
description may be unjust. For she was nore than biol ogi st and nuch nore
than iceberg. Frosty only when frostiness was called for, she was al ways
proper and often friend]y. But she was no Margie Cot, and in contrast
perhaps she was a little icy.



Actually there wasn't a bad apple in that basket.

The nobst obvious peculiarity of Bellota was its gravity, which was
half that of Earth's, though the circunference of the gl obe was no nore than
a hundred nmiles. It was on account of this peculiarity that Daniel Phelan
was on the little planet in the first place. For it was held by those who
deci de such things that there was a bare chance that he could find the
answer: no one else had found it. H's own idea was that his presence there
was fruitless: he already had the answer to the gravity behavi or of Bell ota;
it was contained in Phelan's Corollary. Bellota was the only body that
behaved as it should. It was the rest of the universe that was atypical

And in other ways Bellota was a joker. Fruits proved noi sonme and
thorns succulent. Rinds and shells were edible and heartneat was not.
Proto-butterflies stung |like hornets and lizards secreted honeyli ke manna.
And the water -- the water was soda water -- sheer carbonated soda water.

If you wanted it any other way, you caught rain water, and this was
so highly nitric that drinking it was sonething of an experience al so; for
the thunderstorns there were excessive.

No, they were not excessive, clainmed Phelan, they were normal. It
was on all other atnospheric planets known that there was a strange
deficiency of thundershowers.

Here, at least, there was no deficiency: it rained about five
m nutes out of every fifteen, and the multi-col ored |ightning was
omipresent. In all their stay there, the party was never w thout the sound
of thunder, near or distant, nor of the probe of lightning. For this reason
there could be no true darkness there, not even between the flashes; there
were flashes between the flashes. Here was neteorol ogy concentrated, w thout
dilution, without filler.

"But it is always different,"” said Georgina. "Every lightning flash
is enfirely different, just as every snowflake is different. WIIl it snow
her e?"

"Certainly," said Phelan. "Though it did not last night, it should
toni ght. Snow before m dnight and fog by norning. After all, midnight and
nmorni ng are only an hour apart.”

At that time they had been on the planet only a few hours.

"And here the cycle is normal," said Phelan. "It is normal nowhere
else. It is natural for humans and all other creatures to sleep for two
hours and to wake for two hours. That is the fundanental cycle. Mich of our
m sbehavi or and perversity cones fromtrying to adapt to the weird day- ni ght
cycle of whatever alien world we happened to be born on. Here within a week
we W ll return to that normal that we never knew before.™

"Wthin what kind of week?" asked Hardy.

"Wthin Bellota's twenty-eight-hour week. And do you realize that
t he projected working week here would be just six and two-thirds hours?
al ways thought that that was | ong enough to work anyhow. "

There were no seas there, only the soda-water |akes that covered a
third of the area. And there were flora and fauna that burl esqued nore than
they really resenbled Earth's and ki ndred worl ds.

The trees were neither deci duous nor evergreen (though Brian Carrol
said that they were ever-green), nor palm They were trees as a cartooni st
m ght draw them And there were animals that nade the whol e idea of aninmals
ridicul ous.

And there was Snuffles.

Snuffl es was a bear - possibly -- and of sorts. The bear is hinself
a caricature of aninal kind, sonmehow a gi ant dog, somehow a shaggy nan, an
ogre, and also a toy. And Snuffles was a caricature of a bear

Billy Cross tried to explain to them about bears. Billy was an old
bear nan.

"It is the only aninmal that children dream of w thout having seen or
been tol d about. Moncrief by his recall nethods has studied thousands of
early chil dhood dreans. Children universally dream of bears, Tahitian



children subject to no ursine influence in thenselves or their ancestry,
Australian children, town tikes before they ever saw a bear toy. They dream
of bears. The bear is the boogerman. Bears live in the attics of old
chi | dhood houses. They did in my own and in thousands of others. Their

exi stence there is not of adult suggestion, but of innate chil dhood

know edge.

"But there is a duality about this boogerman. He is friendly and
fascinating as well as frightening. The boogerman is not a story that adults
tell to children. It is the only story that children tell to adults who have
forgotten it."

"But how could you know?" asked Margie Cot. "I had no idea that
little boys dreamed of bears. | thought that only girls did. And with us |
had come to believe that the bear dreams synbolized grown man in his
fundanment al aspect, both fascinating and frightening."

"To you, Marie, everything synbolizes grown man in his fundanental
aspect. Now the boogerman is also philologically interesting, being actually
one of the less than two hundred | ndo- European root words. Though Bog has
cone to mean God in the Slavic, yet the booger was earlier an ani mal - man
dem urge, and the Sanshrit bhaga is not without this neaning. In the sense
of a breaker, a smasher, it is in the Ad Irish as bong, and the early
Li t huani an as banga. In the sense of a devourer, it survives in the Geek
root phag, and as one who puts to flight it is in the Latin fug. W have, of
course, the Welsh bwg, a ghost, and bogey has been used in the neaning of
the devil. And we have bugbear, which rounds out the circuit."

"So you make God and the Bear and the Devil one," said Georgina.

"I'n many nythologies it was the bear who made the world," said John
Hardy. "After that he did nothing distinguished. It was felt by his devotees
t hat he had done enough.™"

Snuffl es was not a bear exactly. He was a pseudoursine. He was big
and clunsy, and bounced around on four |egs, and then up on twd. He was
friendly, chillingly so, for he was huge. And he snuffled |like sone old
track-eating train.

He was a clown, but he seened to observe the line that the visitors
drew. He did not cone really close, though often too close for confort. He
obeyed, or when he did not wish to obey, he pretended to m sunderstand, He
was the | argest aninmal on Bellota, and there seened to be only one of him

"Way do we call himhe?" asked Brian Carroll, the naturalist. "Only
surgery could tell for sure, but it appears that Snuffles has no sex at all
There is no way | know of that he could reproduce. No wonder there is only
one of him the wonder is that there should be any at all. Were did he cone
fronP"

"That coul d be asked of any creature," said Daniel Phelan. "The
guestion is, where is he going? But he shows a certain sophistication in
this. For it is only with primtives that toy animals (and he is a toy, you
know) are sexed. A nodern teddy bear or a toy panda isn't. Nor were the toys
in the European tradition except on the fringes (Tartary before the ninth
century, Ireland before the fifth) since pre-classical times. But before
those times in its regions, and beyond its pale even to-day, the toy animals
are totems and are sexed, exaggeratedly so."

"Yes, there is no doubt about it," said Brian. "He does not have
even the secondary characteristics of mammal, marsupial, or what you will.
But he has characteristics enough of his own.

Snuffl es was, anobng other things, a mmic. Should a book he |eft
around, and they were a booki sh bunch, he would take it in his forepaws and
hold it as to read, and turn the pages, turning themsingly and carefully.
He coul d use his padded paws as hands. His claws were retractable and his
digits projective. They were paws, or they were claws, or they were hands
and he had four of them

He unscrewed caps and he could use a can opener He kept the
visitors in firewod, once he understood that they had need of it, and that



they wanted dry sticks of a certain size. He'd bite the sticks to I ength,
stack themin small ricks, bind themw th lianas, and carry themto the
fire. He'd fetch water and put it on to boil. And he gathered bell otas by
t he bushel.

Bel | ot a neans an acorn, and they had nanmed the planet that fromthe
profusion of edible fruit-nuts that | ooked very |like the acorn. These were a
delicacy that becane a staple.

And Snuffles could talk. Al his noises were not alike. There was
t he "snokl e, snoke, snokle" that neant he was in a good hunor, as he
normal |y was. There was a "snook, snook" and a "snoff." There were others
simlar in vocables but widely varied in tone and tinbre. Perhaps Billy
Cross understood hi mbest, but they all understood hima little.

In only one thing did Snuffles becone stubborn. He narked off a
space, a wild old pile of rocks, and forbade themto enter its circle. He
dug a trench around it and he roared and bared foot-long fangs if any dared
cross the trench. Billy Cross said that Snuffles did this to save face; for
Conmander John Hardy had previously forbidden Snuffles a certain area, their
supply dunp and weapons center. Hardy had drawn a line around it with a
mattock and nmade it clear that Snuffles should never cross that |ine. The
creature understood at once, and he went and did |ikew se.

The party had been set down there for two Earth weeks -- twelve
Bel lota weeks -- to study the Iife of the planetoid, to classify, to take
sanmpl es, tests, notes, and pictures; to hypothesize and to build a basis for
theory. But they ventured hardly at all fromtheir original canp site. There
was such an amazing variety of detail at hand that it would take nany weeks
even to begin to classify it.

A feature there was the rapidity of enzyne and bacterial action. A
good wi ne could be produced in four hours, and a fungus-cheese made from
grub exudations in even less tine. And in the new atnosphere thoughts al so
seened to ferment rapidly.

"Every person makes one mmjor mstake in his life," said John Hardy
to themonce. "Wre it not for that, he would not have to die."

"What ?" qui zzed Phelan. "Few die violently nowadays. How coul d al
die for a mistake?"

"Yet it's a fact. Deaths are not really explained, for all the
expl anati ons of medicine. A death will be the result of one single nmuch
earlier rashness, of one weakening of the nmind or body, or a crippling of
the regenerative force. A person will be alive and vital. And one day he
wi Il make one nistake. In that nonment the person begins to die. But if a man
did not make that one mistake, he would not die."

"Poppycock, " said Daniel Phelan.

"I wonder if you know the true neaning of 'poppycock' ?" asked Billy
Cross. "It is poppy-talk, opiumtal k, rambling of one under the narcotic.
Now the el enent 'cock' in the word is not (as you would i magi ne) from either
t he Norwegi an kok, a dung heap, nor from coquarde in the sense that Rabelais
uses it, but rather from--"

"Poppycock," said Phelan again. He disliked Billy Cross's practice
of analyzing all words, and he denied his assertion that a man who uses a
word without feeling its full value is a dealer in false coinage, in fact a
liar.

"But if a person dies only by making a m stake, how does an ani mal
di e?" asked Margie Cot. "Does he al so make a m st ake?"

"He nakes the mi stake of being an aninmal and not a man," said
Phel an.

"There may be no clear |ine between animal and man," Margi e argued.

"There is," said Phelan, and three others agreed.

"There is not," said Billy Cross

"An animal is paradoxically a creature without an anima -- wthout a
soul ," said Phelan. "This cones oddly fromme because | also deny it to man
inits usual connotation. But there is a total difference, a line that the



ani mal cannot cross, and did not cross. VWen we arrive at wherever we are
going, he will still be skulking in his den."

"Here, at least, it is the opposite of that,"
"Snuffles sleeps in the open, and it is we who den."

It was true. Around their campsite, their supply dunp and weapons
center, there were three blind pockets; grottoes hack in the rocks. Billy
Cross, Daniel Phelan and Margie Cot each had one of these, filled with the
tools of their specialties. Here they worked and slept. And these were dens.

John Hardy hinself slept in the weapons center, inside the circle
where Snuffles was forbidden. And the hours that he did not sleep he kept
guard. Hardy made a fetish of security. Wien he slept, or briefly wandered
about the region, soneone else nust always take a turn at guard, weapon at
hand. There was no relaxation of this, no exception, no chance of a mi stake.

And Snuffles, the animal, who slept right out in the open ("Is it
possi bl e," Brian asked hinself, "that | amthe only one who notices it? Is
it possible that it happens?') did not get wet. It rained everywhere on that
world. But it did not rain on Snuffles.

"The joy of this place is that it is not pat," said Brian Carroll
As previously noted, he hated anything that was pat. "W could be here for
years and never see the end of the variety. Wth the insects there nmay be as
many species as there are individuals. Each one could al nbost be regarded as
a sport, as if there were no standard to go by. The gravity here is
cock-eyed. Please don't analyze the word, Billy; | doubt nyself that it
nmeans rooster-eyed. The chenistry gives one a hopeful feeling. It uses the
same buil ding bl ocks as the chem stry el sewhere, but it is as if each of
t hose bl ocks were just a little off. The lightning is excessive, as though

said Brian Carroll.

whoever was using it had not yet tired of the novelty; | never tired of the
novelty of lightning nyself. And when this place ends, it will not have a
pat ending. ther globes may turn to lava or cold cinders. Bellota will pop
like a soap bubble, or sag |ike spaghetti, or turn into an exploding world
of grasshoppers. But it won't conform | love Bellota. And | do hate a pat
endi ng. "

"There is an old precept of 'Know thyself,'" said Georgi na Chantal
They tal ked a | ot now, as they were often wakeful, not yet being accustoned
to the short days and nights of Bellota. "lIts variant is 'Look within.' Look
wi thin, but our eyes point outward! The only way we can see our faces is in
amrror or in a picture. Each of us has his nmirror, and mne is nore often
the mcroscope. But we cannot see ourselves as we are until we see ourselves
distorted. That is why Snuffles is also a nmirror for all of us here. W
can't understand why we're serious until we know why he's funny."

"W may be the distortion and he the true image," said Billy Cross.
"He | acks jeal ousy and ponposity and greed and treachery -- all the
distortions."

"We do not know that he lacks them" said Daniel Phelan

So they tal ked away the short days and nights on Bellota, and
accunul at ed dat a.

When it happened, it happened right in narrow daylight. The phrase
was Brian's, who hated a pat phrase. It happened right in the niddle of the
narrow two- hour Bell ota day.

Al were awake and aware. John Hardy stood in the middle of the
weapons center on alert guard with that rifle cradled in the crook of his
arm Billy and Daniel and Margaret were at work in their respective dens;
and Brian and CGeorgina, who did not den, were gathering in-sects at the open
| ower end of the valley, but they had the center in their sight.

There was an unusual flash of |ightning, bright by even Bellota
standards, and air snapped and crackl ed. And there was an unusual sound from
Snufiles, far renoved from his usual "snokle, snokle" talKk.



And in a nmonent benignity seemed to drain away fromthat planet.

Snuffles had before made as if to cross the line, and then scooted
of f, chortling in glee, which is perhaps why the careful John Hardy was not
at first alarmed. Then Snuffles charged with a terrifying sound.

But Hardy was not tricked entirely; it would be inpossible for man
or beast to trick himentirely. He had a split second, and was not one to
waste tine nmaking a decision; and he was incapable of panic. What he did, he
did of choice. And if it was a m stake, why, even the shrewdest decision
goes into the books as a mistake if it fails.

He was fond of Snuffles and he ganbled that it would not be
necessary to kill him It was a heavy rifle; a shoulder shot should have
turned the animal. If it did not, there would not be tine for another shot.

It did not, though, and there was not. Conmmander John Hardy made one
nm st ake and for that he died. He died uncomonly, and he did not die from
the inside out, as neaner nen do.

It was ghastly, but it was over in an instant. Hardy's head was
smashed and his face nearly swi ped off. Hi s back was broken and his body
al nost sheared in two. The great creature, with the foot-1ong cani nes and
claws like twenty long knives, mangled himand crushed hi mand shook him
like a red nop, and then let go.

It may be that Brian Carroll realized nost quickly the inplications.
He called to Georgina to cone out of the valley onto the plain below, and to
cone out fast. He realized that the other three still alive would not even
be able to cone out.

I ncongruously, a thing that went through Brian Carroll's mind was a
tirade of an anci ent Confederate general against ancient General Gant, to
the effect that the blundering fool had noved into a position that comranded
both river and hill and bl ocked three valley nouths, and it could only be
hoped that Grant woul d nmove al ong before he realized his advant age.

But Brian was under no such delusion. Snuffles realized his
advant age; he occupi ed the supply dunp and weapons center, and commanded the
entrances to the three blind pockets that were the dens of Billy Cross and
Dani el Phel an and Margi e Cot.

Wth one nove, Snuffles had killed the | eader, cornered three of the
others, and cut off the remaining two from base weapons, to be hunted down
| ater. There was nothing unintentional about it. Had he chosen anot her
nmonent, when anot her than John Hardy was on guard, then Hardy alive would
still somehow have been a threat to him even weaponless. But, w th Hardy
dead, all the rest were no match for the aninal.

Brian and CGeorgina |lingered on the edge of the plain to watch the
other three, though they knew that their own |ives depended on getting out
of there.

"Two coul d get away," said CGeorgina, "if a third would nake a rush
for it and force Snuffles into another charge."
"But none of themwll," said Brian. "The third would die."

It was a gane, but it couldn't last |ong. Phelan whinpered and tried
to clinb the rock wall at the blind end of his pocket. Margie cajoled and
told Snuffles how good friends they had al ways been, and wouldn't he let her
go? Billy Cross filled his pipe and lit it and sat down to wait it out.

Phel an went first, and he died like a craven. But no one, not sure
how he hinsel f mght die, should hold that overly against a man.

Snuffles thundered in, cut himdown in the middl e of a scream and
rushed back to his conmandi ng spot in the mddl e of the weapons center

Margi e spread out her hands and began to cry, softly, not really in
terror, when he attacked. The pseudo-bear broke her neck, but with a bl ow
that was al nost gentle in conparison with the others, and he scurried again
to center.

And Billy Cross puffed on his pipe. "I hate to go like this, Snuff,
old boy. In fact, | hate to go at all. If |I made a mstake to die for, it
was in being such a pleasant, trusting fellow | wonder if you ever noticed,



Snuff, what a fine, upstanding fellow !l really an®"

And that was the last thing Billy Cross ever said, for the big
ani mal struck himdead with one tearing bl ow And the snoke still drifted
inthe air fromBilly's pipe.

Then it was |ike black thunder comi ng out of the valley after the
other two, for that clunsy animal could nove. They had a start on him Brian
and Georgi na had, of a hundred yards. And soon their terror subsided to
hall -terror as they realized that the shoul der-shot bear animal could not
catch themtill they were exhausted.

In awld run, they could even increase their |ead over him But
they would tire soon and they did not know when he would tire. He had herded
them away fromthe canpsite and the weapons. And they were trapped with him
on a small planet.

Till day's end, and through the night, and next day (maybe five
hours in all) he followed them until they could hardly keep going. Then
they lost him but in the dark did not know if he was close or not. And at
dawn they saw himsitting up and watching themfromquarter of a mle away.

But now the adversaries rested and watched. The ani mal may have
stiffened up fromhis shot. The two humans were so weary that they did not
intend to run again till the |last nmoment.

"Do you think there is any chance that it was all a sudden fury and
that he may becone friendly again."

CGeor gi na asked Bri an.

"I't was not a sudden fury. It was a series of very cal cul ated
noves. "

"Do you think we could skirt around and beat hi m back to the weapons
center?"

"No. He has chosen a spot where he can see for mles. And he has the
interceptor's advantage -- any angle we take has to be longer than his. W
can't beat hi mback and he knows it."

"Do you think he knows that the weapons are weapons?"

"Yes."

"And that all our signal equipnment is left at the center and that we
can't conmuni cate?"

"Yes."

"Do you think he's smarter than we are?"

"He was smarter in selecting his role. It is better to be the hunter
than the hunted. But it isn't unheard of for the hunted to outsmart the
hunter."”

"Brian, do you think you would have died as badly as Daniel or as
well as Billy?"

"No. No to both."

"I was always jealous of Margie, but | |loved her at he end. She
didn't scream She didn't act scared. Brian, what will happen to us now?"

"Possibly we will be saved in the nick of time by the Marines."

"I didn't know they had them any nore. Ch, you nean the ship. But
that's still a week away, Earth time. Do you think Snuffles knows it is to
cone back for us?

"Yes, he knows. |'msure of that"

"Do you think be knows when it will conme?"

"Yes, | have the feeling that he knows that too."

"But will he be able to catch us before then?"

"I believe that all parties concerned will play out the contest with

one eye on the clock."

Snuffl es had now devel oped a trick. At sundown of the short day, he
woul d give a roar and cone at them And they would have to start their
flight just as the dark commenced. They ran nore noi sily than he and he
woul d al ways be able to follow them but they could never be sure in the
dark that he was fOil owi ng, or how closely. They would have to go at top
panting, gasping, thunping speed for an hour and a half; then they would



ease off for alittle in the half hour before dawn. And in the daytime one
of themhad to watch while the other slept. But Snuffles could sleep as he
woul d, and they were never able to slip away wi thout his waking instantly.

Mor eover, he seened to herd themthrough the fertile belt in their
night runs and let themrest on the barrens in the daytine. It wasn't that
food was really scarce; it was that it could only be gethered during tine
taken fromflight and sl eep and guard duty.

They al so cane on a quantity of red fruit that had a weakeni ng and
di zzying effect on them yet they could hardly |eave it alone. There was a
sort of bean sprout that had the sane effect, and a nut, and a cereal grass
whose seed they wi nnowed with their hands as they went al ong.

"This is a narcotic belt,"” said Brian. "I wish we had the tinme to
study it longer, and yet we may get all too nuch of studying it. W have no
i dea how far it goes, and this method of testing its products on oursel ves
may be an effective one, but dangerous.™

Fromthat time on, they were under the influence of the narcotics.
They dreaned vividly while awake and wal ki ng. And they began to suffer
hal | uci nati ons whi ch they could not distinguish fromreality.

It was only a Bellota day or so after their dream ng began that
Brian Carroll felt that the mind of Snuffles was speaking to him Carrol
was an intelligent amateur in that field and he put it to the tests; there
are valid tests for it. And he concluded that it was hallucination and not
telepathy. Still (and he could see it coming) there would be a tine when he
woul d accept his hallucination and believe that the ursine was talking to
him And that would signal that he was crazy and no | onger able to evade
death there

Carroll renounced (while he still had his wits) his future belief in
t he nonsense, just as a man put to torture may renounce anything he concedes
or confesses or denies under duress.

Yet, whatever franme it was placed in, Snuffles talked to himfroma
di stance. "Wy do you think ne a bear, because | amin a bear skin? | do not
t hi nk you a mam t hough you are in a man skin. You may be a little Il ess. And
why do you believe you will die nore bravely than Daniel? The | onger you
run, the meaner will be your death. And you still do not know who | anP"

"No," said Brian Carroll aloud.

"No what ?" asked CGeorgi na Chantal .

"It seens that the bear is talking to nme, that he has entered ny
m nd. "

"Me also. Could it be, or is it the narcotic fruit?"

"It couldn't be. It is hallucination brought on by the narcotics,
and tiredness fromtravel, and | ack of sleep -- and our shock at seeing our
friends killed by a boy turned into a nonster. There are tests to
di stingui sh tel epathic reception from hallucination: objective
corroboration, inmpossible at this tine (with Snuffles in his present npod)

and probably inmpossible at any time; sentient parallelism-- surely
uncertain, for I have nore in common with nmillions of humans than with one
pseudo-ursine; circunmstantial validity and point-for-point clarity -- this

is negative, for | know nyself to be fevered and confused and nmy senses
unreliable in other matters. By every test that can be made, the indication
is that it is not telepathy, that it is hallucination."

"But there isn't any way to be sure, is there, Brian?"

"None, Georgina; no nore than | can prove that it is not a troup of
Boy Scouts around a canpfire that is causing pain and burning in ny gullet,
that it is really the narcotic fruit or sonmething else | have eaten
conspiring with my weariness and apprehension to disconfort me. | cannot
prove it is not Boy Scouts and | cannot prove it is not telepathy, but I
consi der both unlikely."

"I don't think it is unlikely at all, Brian. | think that Snuffles
is talking to me. When you get a little nuttier and tireder, then you'l
believe it too."



"Ch, yes, I'll believe it then -- but it won't be true."

It won't matter if it's true or not. Snuffles will have gained his
point. Do you know that Snuffles is king of this world?"

"No. What are you tal king about ?"

"He just told me he was. He told me that if | would help himcatch
you, he would let me go. But | won't do it. | have become fond of you,
Brian. Did you know | never did |like men before?"

"Yes. You were called the iceberg."

"But now | like you very mnuch."

"You have no one else left to like."

"It isn't that. It's the mood I'min. And | won't help Snuffles
catch you unl ess he gives ne very nuch better reasons for it."

Dam the girl! If she believed Snuffles talked to her, then for al
practical purposes he did. And, however the idea of a trade for her life had
been inmplanted in her mnd, it would grow there.

Now Snuffles talked to Brian Carroll again, and it was sonehow a
waste of tine to intone the formality that it was hallucination only.

"You still do not know what | am but you will have to learn it
before you die. Hardy knew it at the last mnute. Cross guessed it fromthe
first. Phelan still isn't sure. He goes about and | ooks back at his body
lying there, and he still isn't sure. Sone people are very hard to convince.

But the girl knew it and she spread out her hands."

In his fever, that was the way the bear aninmal talked to him

They ate | eaves now and buds. They woul d have no nore of the
narcotic fruits even if they had to starve. But narcosis left them slowy,
and the pursuit of themtightened.

It was just at sunset one day that disaster struck at Brian. The
bear had nearly hypnotized himinto immbility, talking inside his head.
Ceorgi na had started on before himand repeatedly called for himto foll ow
but for sonme reason he loitered. Wen Snuffles made his sudden sundown
charge, there seened no escape for him Brian was trapped on a rinmrock
Ceorgi na had already taken a winding path to the plain below Brian
hesitated, then held his ground for the bruin's charge. He believed that he
could draw Snuffles on, and thembreak to the left or the right at the | ast
i nstant, and perhaps the animal woul d plunge over the cliff.

But old Snuff nodified but did not halt his charge the last mnute.
He cane in bottomside first, |ike an el ephant sliding bases, and he knocked
Brian off the cliff.

There are few really subjective accounts of dying, since nost who
die do not live to tell about it. But the way it goes is this:

First one hangs in space; then he is charged by the madly rising
ground armed with trees and rocks and weapons. After that is a painful
sl eep, and much | ater dazed wakeni ng.

He was traveling upside-down, that was sure, and roughly, though at
a slowrate of speed. Perhaps that is the normal way for people to travel
after they are dead. He was hung fromthe niddle in an odd doubl ed-up
manner, and seened supported and borne al ong by sonething of a boatlike
notion, yet of a certain resilience and strength that was nore living than
even a boat. It had a rough softness, this thing, and a pleasant fragrance.

But, though it was bright norning now, it was hard to get a good
| ook at the thing with which he was in contact. All he could see was grass
flowing slowy by, and heels.

Heel s?

What was this all about? Heels and backs of calves, no nore.

He was being carried, carried slung |like a sack over her shoul der by
Ceorgi na. For the thing of the pleasant fragrance was Georgi na Chant al

She set himdown then. It was a very rough valley were in, and he



saw t hat they had travel ed perhaps four mles fromthe base of the rinrock
and Snuffles had settled down in the nmorning light a quarter of a nile
behi nd t hem

"Ceorgina, did you carry nme all night?"

"Yes."

"How coul d you?"

"I changed shoul ders sonetinmes. And you aren't very heavy. This is
only a half-gravity planet. Besides, |I'mvery strong. | could have carried
you even on Earth."

"Way wasn't | killed by the fall?"

"Snuffles says he isn't ready to kill you yet, that he could kil
you any time he wanted to with the lightning or rock or poison berry. But

you did hit terribly hard. | was surprised to be able to pick you up in one
pi ece. And now Snuffles says that | have |lost my |ast chance.”

" How?"

"Because | carried you away from hi mbefore he could get down the
cliff in the dark. Now he says he will kill me too."

"Snuff is inconsistent. If he could kill me any instant with the

[ightning, why would he be angered if yow carried me away from hi n?"

"I thought of that too. But he says he has his own reasons. And that
l[ightning -- do you know that it doesn't lighten all the time everywhere on
Bellota? Only in a big circle around Snuffles, as a tribute to him 1've
noti ced nyself that when we get a big | ead over him we al nost nove cl ear
out of the lightning sphere.™

"Ceorgina, that aninmal doesn't really talk to us. It is only our
i magi nations. It is not accurate to so personify it."

"It may not be accurate, but if that isn't talk he puts out, then I
don't know talk. And a lot of his talk he makes comes true. But | don't care
if he does kill ne for saving you. I"'msilly over you now. "

"We are both of us silly, Georgina, fromthe condition we are in.

But he can't talk to us. He's only an animal run anmok. |If it was anything
else, it would nean that much of what we know is not so."

Brian had the full effect of it one sunny afternoon couple of
Bel | ota days later. He was dozing and Georgi na was on guard when Snuffles
began to tal k inside his head.

"You insult ne that you do not recognize ny identity. Wen Hardy
said that in many nmythologies it was the Bear who made the world, he had

begun to guess who | was. | amthe creator and | nmade the world. | have
heard that there are other worlds besides Bellota, and | am not sure whether
| made themor not. But if they are there, | nmust have made them They coul d

not have made thenselves. And this | did nake.
"It isn't an easy thing, or all of you would have nade them and you
have not. And there is pride in creation that you could not understand. You

said that Bellota was made for fun. It was not made for fun. | amthe only
one who knows why it was made, for | made it. And it is not a little planet;
it is agrand planet. | waited for you to confess your error and be amazed
at it. Since you did not, you will have to die. | nade you, so | can kil
you if | like. | must have nade you, since | made all. And if | did not,
then | made other things, red squirrels and white birds.

"You have no idea of the achievenment itself. | had very little to

work with and no nodel or plans or previous experience. And | nade m st akes.
| would be the last to deny that | mscalculated the gravity, a sinple

mat hematical error that anyone could nake. The planet is too small for the
gravity, but | had already enbodied the calculated gravity in other works
that | did not choose to undo, and | had no material to nmake a | arger

pl anet. So what | have made | have made, and it will continue so. An error
once it is enbodied, becones a new truth.
"You may wonder why ny birds have hair. | will confess it, | did not

know how to make feathers, nor would you without tenplate or typus. And you
are puzzled that ny butterflies sting and ny hornets do not? But how was |



to know that those fearfully col ored nonsters shoul d have been harm ess? It
ill befits one who has never nade even the smallest -- but why do | try to
explain this to you?

"You wonder if | amtalking to you or if it is only a delusion of
your mnd. Wat is the difference? How could there be anything in your mnd
if I did not put it there? And do not be afraid of dying. Remenber that

nothing is lost. Wien | have the pieces of you, | will use themto nake
other things. That is the [ aw of conservation of matter as | understand it.
"But do you know that the one thing desired by all is really praise?

It is the inpelling force, and a creator needs this nore than anyone. Things
and beings are nade to give praise, and if they do not, they are destroyed
again. You had every opportunity to give it, and instead you jeered.

"Did any of you ever make a world? | tell you that there are a

mllion things to remenber all at once. And there can be no such thing as a
bad world, since each of themis a triunph. Wiether it was that | made the
others and | forgot themis only a premise; or whether I will rmake themin

the future, and they are only now tal ked of out of their proper tine. But
some of your own nythol ogies indicate that | made your own.

"I would tell you nore, only you would not understand it. But after
| have conserved your matter, then you will know all these things."

"Snuffles is cranky with me today," said Georgina Chantal. "Is he
al so cranky with you?"

"Yes," said Brian Carroll.

"He says that he made Bellota. Did he tell you that too? Do you
believe it?"

"He told nme. | do not believe it. We are delirious. Snuffles cannot
communi cate. "

"You keep saying that, but you aren't sure. He told me that when he
chews us up he will take a piece of ne and a piece of you and chew t hem
t oget her and make a new thing, since we are belatedly taken with each ot her
Isn't that nice?"

"How cozy."

"I wonder why he made the grass so sharp, though. There is no reason
for it to be like that."

"Why, and what ?"

"Snuffles. Wiy did he make the grass so sharp? My toes are nearly
gone and it's killing nme."

"Ceorgina, hold onto what's left of your mind. Snuffles did not nake
the grass or anything else. He is only an animal, and we are sick and
wal king in delirium" So they wal ked on a while, for evening had cone. Then
the voice of Snuffles came again inside the head of Brian

"How was | to know that the grass should not be sharp? Are not al
poi nted things sharp? Wio woul d have guessed that it should be soft? If you
had told me gently, and wi thout sham ng ne, | would have changed it at once.
Now | will not. Let it wound you!"

So they wal ked on a while, for evening had cone. Then days and
ni ghts.

"Brian, do you think that Snuffles knows the world is round?"

"If he nade it, he nust knowit."

"Ch, yes, | had forgotten."

"Dammit, girl, | was being ironic! And you are now quite nutty, and
| hardly less so. O course he didn't make it. And of course he doesn't know
that it's round. He's only an aninal."

"Then we have an advant age back again."

"Yes. I'd noticed it before if | hadn't been so confused. W are
nore than hal fway around the little planet. He is no | onger between us and
our weapons center, but he behaves as though he thought he was. We have no
nore than forty mles to gotoit. W will step up our pace, though
gradually. Qur old canp valley is pronm nent enough so that we could
recognize it within several mles either way, and we can navi gate that



close. And if he seens to say in your nmind that he is onto our trick, do not
beli eve him The animal does not really talk in our mnds."

But their narcosis still increased. "It isn't a narcotic belt," said
Brian. "It is a narcotic season on all Bellota - a built-in saturnalia. But
we have not been able to enjoy the carnival."

"Snuffles shows up well as a carnival king, though, don't you think?
It is easier to believe in tine of carnival that he made the cosnmps. | went
to the big carnival once in Nola when | was a little girl. There was a big
bear wearing a crown on one of the floats, and | believe that he was king of
the carnival. It wasn't an ordinary bear. | amsure now that it represented
Snuffles, though | was only six years old when | saw it. Do you think that
Snuffl es' explanation of the law of gravity here is better than Phel an' s?"

"More easily understandable at |east than the corollary, and
probably nore honest. | always thought that the corollary also enbraced a
simpl e mat hematical error and that Phelan stuck to it out or perversity."

"It is one thing to stick to an error. It is another to build a
world to conformto it. Brian do you know what hour it is?"

"It is the three hundred and twelfth since we were set down."

"And they return for us at the three hundred and thirty-sixth. W
wi Il be back at our canpsite and in control by then, won't we?"

"If we are ever to nake it back and be in control, we should nake it
by then. Are you tired, Ceorgi na?"

"No. | will never be tired again. | have been walking in a dreamtoo
long for that. But | never felt nore pleasurable than now. | | ook down at ny
feet which are a sorry nmess, but they don't seemto be ny feet. Only a
little while ago | felt sorry for a girl in such a state, and then | canme to
half realize that the girl was me. But the realization didn't carry a |l ot of
conviction. It doesn't seemlike ne."

"I feel disenbodied nyself. But | don't believe that this comnica

old body that | observe will carry me much farther."

"Snuffles is trying to talk to us."

"Yes, | feel him No, dammit, Ceorgina, we will not give in to that
nonsense. Snuffles is only a wounded old bear that is trailing us. But our
hal | uci nation is comng again. It will take a lot of theory to cover a dua
hal | uci nation."

"Hush, | want to hear what he says."

Then Snuffles began to talk inside the heads of the two of them

"I'f you know and do not tell me, then you are guilty of a peculiar
affront. A maker cannot renenber everything, and | had forgotten sonme of the
things that | had nmade before. But we are conming on a new world now that is
very like Bellota. Can it be that | have only repeated nyself, and that |
did not inprove each tine? These hills here | nmade once before. If you know,
then you nust tell ne now It nay be that | cannot wait to chew your brains
to find out about it. Howw Il | ever nmake a better world if | nmake them al
al i ke?"

"He has forgotten that he nade it round, Brian."

"Ceorgina, he did not make anything. It is our own mnds trying to
reassure us that he does not know we are ahead of him and goi ng toward our
weapons. "

"But how do we both hear the sane thing if he isn't talking to us?"

"I don't know. But | prefer it the way it is. | never did |like easy
answers. "

Then there canme the evening they were within sight of their origina
valley, and, if they nmoved at full speed through the night, they should
reach their canpsite very soon after dawn.

"But the weariness is beginning to creep up through the narcosis,"
said Brian. "Now |I'mdesiring the effect that we tried to avoid before.™

"But what has happened?"

"I believe that the narcotic period of the planet is over. The



carnival is conming to an end."

"Do you know sonething, Brian? W did not have to go around the
world at all. At any time we could have separated and out maneuvered him He
could not have intercepted both of us going toward the weapons pile if we
went different ways. But we could not bear to part."

"That is a woman's expl anation."

"Well, let's see you find another one. You didn't want to be parted
fromnme, did you, Brian?"
“No, | didn't."

It was a rough, short night, but it would be the last. They noved in
t he agony of a cosnic hangover.

"lI've becone addicted," said Brian, "and the fruit has lost its
nunbi ng properties. | don't see howit is possible for anyone to be so
tired."”

"I"d carry you again if | weren't collapsing nyself."

"Damm t, you couldn't! You're only a girl!"

"I amnot only a girl! Nobody is only an anything. Qur trouble here
may have started with your thinking that Snuffles was only an aninmal; and he
read your thoughts and was insulted."

"He did not read ny thoughts. He is only an animal. And | will shoot
his fuzzy hide full of holes when we get to our canpsite. Let's keep on with
it and not take any chances of his catching or passing us in the dark."

"How coul d Phelan's corollary apply to this planet and no ot her when
he had never been here then?"

"Because, as | often suspected, Phelan had a touch of the joker in
hi m and he conposed it sardonically."

"Then he made it for fun. And do you still think that Bellota was
made for fun?"

"The fun has devel oped a grotesque side to it | amafraid | wll
have to put an end to a part of that fun. The dark is comng, and there is
our canpsite, and we are in the clear. I'll make it before | drop if | have
to bust a lung. There's an el ephant gun with a blaster attachment that 1]
take to that fur-coated phony. W' re going to have bear steak for
br eakf ast."

He achi eved the canpsite. He had reached the wobbly state, but he

still ran. He was inside the circle and at the gun stack, when a roar |ike
doubl e thunder froze his ears and his entrails.
He | eaped back, fell, rolled, crawl ed, snaked his way out of reach

and the sudden shock of it bew | dered him

And there was Snuffles sitting in the niddle of the supply dunmp and
snoki ng the pipe of Billy Cross.

And when the words rattled inside Brian's head again, how could he
be sure that it was hallucination and not the bear talking to hinP

"You thought that | had forgotten that Bellota was round? If you
knew how rmuch trouble | had making it as round as it is, you would know t hat
I could never forget it."

Ceorgi na came up, but fell to her knees in despair when she saw that

Snuffl es was there ahead of them "I can't run any nore, Brian, and | know
that you can't. | amdown and | can never get up again. How soon will they
get here?"

"The Marines?"

"Yes, the ship."

"Too late to help us. | used to wish they would be | ate just once.
amgetting that wish, but it isn't as anusing as | anticipated.”

Snuffl es knocked out his pipe then, as a man would; and laid it
carefully on a rock. Then he cane out and killed them GCeorgina, the
friendly iceberg, and Brian, who did hate a pat ending.

And Snuffles was still king of Bellota.

The report of the ship read in part:



No expl anation of the fact that no attenpt seens to have been nade
to use the weapons, though two of the party were killed nearly a week |ater
than the others. Al were mangl ed by the huge pseudo-ursi ne which seens to
have run anok fromeating the local fruit, seasonally narcotic. Inpossible
to capture animal w thout unwarranted delay of takeoff tine. Gavitationa
i ncongruity nmust await fuller classification of data."

The next world that Snuffles made enbodied certain inprovenents, and
he did correct the gravity error but it still contained nmany el enents of the
grotesque. Perfection is a very long, very hard road.

IN THE GARDEN

The protozoic recorder chirped like a bird. Not only would there be
life traces on that little nmoon, but it would be a lively place. So they
ski pped several steps in the procedure.

The chordata discerner read Positive over nost of the surface. There
was spinal fluid on that orb, rivers of it. So again they onmtted severa
tests and went to the cognition scanner. Wuld it show Thought on the body?

Naturally they did not get results at once, nor did they expect to;
it required a fine adjustment. But they were disappointed that they found
not hi ng for several hours as they hovered high over the rotation. Then it
cane, clearly and definitely, but fromquite a small |ocation only.

"Limted7" said Steiner, "as though within a pale. As follow the
rest of the surface to find another, or concentrate though there were but
one city, if that is its form Shall we on this? It'll be twelve hours
before it's back in our ken if we let it go now

"Let's lock on this one and finish the scan. Then we can do the rest
of the world to make sure we've mssed nothing," said Stark

There was one nore test to run, one very tricky and difficult of
anal ysis, that of the Extraordi nary Perception Locator. This was designed
sinmply to |l ocate a source of superior thought. But this mght be so varied
or so unfanmiliar that often both the machi ne and the designer of it were
puzzl ed as how to read the results.

The E. P. Locator had been designed by d aser. But when the Locator
had refused to read Positive when turned on the inventor hinself, bad bl ood
devel oped between machi ne and man. G aser knew that he had extraordi nary
perception. He was a nuch honored man in his field. He told the nachine so
heat edl y.

The machine replied, with such warnth that its relays chattered
that G aser did not have extraordinary perception; he had only ordinary
perception to an extraordi nary degree. There is a difference, the machine
i nsi st ed.

It was for this reason that G aser used that nodel no nore, but
built others nore anenable. And it was for this reason also that the owners
of Little Probe had acquired the original nachine so cheaply.

And there was no denying that the Extraordi nary Perception Locator
(or Eppel) was a contrary nachine. On Earth it had read Positive on a nunber
of crack-pots, including Waxey Sax, a jazz tootler who could not even read
music. But it had also read Positive on ninety percent of the acknow edged
superior mnds of the Earth. In space it had been a sound guide to the
unusual intelligences encountered. Yet on Suzuki-M it had read Positive on
a two-inch long worm one only out of billions. For the countless identica
worns no trace of anything at all was shown by the test.

So it was with m xed enotions that Steiner |ocked onto the area and
got a flick. He then narrowed to a snaller area (apparently one individual
t hough this could not be certain) and got very definite action. Eppel was
busy. The nmachi ne had a touch of the hamin it, and assuned an air of
i nportance when it ran these tests.

Finally it signaled the result, the npbst exasperating result it ever



produces: the single orange light. It was the equivalent of the shrug of the
shoulders in a man. They called it the it "You tell ne light."

So anong the intelligences on that body there was at | east one that m ght be
extraordi nary, though possibly in a crack-pot way. It is good to be

f or ewar ned.

"Scan the remai nder of the world, Steiner,"” said Stark, "and the rest of us
will get sone sleep. If you find no other spot then we will go down on that
one the next tine it is in position un(]er us, in about twelve hours."

"You don't want to visit any of the other areas first? Somewhere away from

t he t houghtful creature?"

"No. The rest of the world may be dangerous. There must be a reason that

Thought is in one spot only. If we find no others then we will go down
boldly and visit this."
So they all, except Steiner, went off to their bunks then: Stark, the

captain; Caspar Craig, supercargo, tycoon and fifty-one percent owner of the
Little Probe: Gegory Glbert, the executive officer; and F. R Briton, S
J., a Jesuit priest who was |inguist and checker chanpion of the craft.

Dawn did not conme to the noon-town. The Little Probe hovered
stationary in the light and the noon-town cane up under the dawn. Then the
Probe went down to visit whatever was there

"There's no town," said Steiner. "Not a building. Yet we're on the
track of the minds. There's nothing but a nmeadow and sone boscage, a sort of
fountain or pool, and four streans boom ng out of it."

"Keep on toward the minds," said Stark. "They're our target."

"Not a building, not two sticks or stones placed together. It |ooks
like an Earth-type sheep there. And that |ooks like an Earth-lion, I'm
al nrost afraid to say it. And those two -- why they could be Earth-people.
But with a difference. Wiere is that bright Iight coming fron®"

"I don't know, but they're right in the mddle of it. Land here.

W'll go to neet themat once. Timdity has never been an efficacious too
with us."”

Wl l, they were people. And one could only wish that all people were
like them There was a man and a woman, and they were clothed either in very
bri ght garnents or no garnments at all, but only in a very bright |ight.

"Talk to them Father Briton," said Stark. "You are the linguist."

"Howdy, " said the priest.

He may or may not have been understood, but the two of themsmled
at himso he went on

"Father Briton from Phil adel phia," he said, "on detached service.

And you, my good man, what is your handle, your nonicker, your tag?"

"Ha- Adanah, " said the man.

"And your daughter, or niece?"

It may be that the shining nman frowned nonentarily at this; but the
worman smil ed, proving that she was human.

"The woman is named Hawwah," said the man. "The sheep is naned
sheep, the lion is naned lion, the horse is naned horse, and the hoolock is
named hool ock. "

"I understand. It is possible that this could go on and on. How is
it that you use the English tongue?"

"I have only one tongue; but it is given to us to be understood by
all; by the eagle, by the squirrel, by the ass, by the English."

"W happen to be bl oody Yankees, but we use a borrowed tongue. You
woul dn't have a drink on you for a tubful of thirsty travelers, would you?"

"The fountain."

"Ah -- | see."
But the crew all drank of the fountain to be sociable. It was water,
but water that excelled, cool and with all its origina bubbles like the

first water ever made.
"What do you nmake of then?" asked Stark.
"Human, " said Steiner. "It may even be that they are a little nore



than human. | don't understand that |ight that surrounds them And they seem
to be clothed, as it were, in dignity."

"And very little else," said Father Briton, "though that light trick
does serve a purpose. But |I'mnot sure they'd pass in Philadel phia."

"Talk to themagain," said Stark. "You're the linguist."
"That isn't necessary here, Captain. Talk to themyourself." "Are there any
ot her people here?" Stark asked the man. "The two of us. Man and woman."

"But are there any others?"

"How woul d there be any ot hers? Wat other kind of people could
there be than man and wonan?"

"But is there nore than one nman or wonan?"

"How coul d there be nore than one of anything?" The captain was a
little puzzled by this, but he went on doggedly: "Ha-Adamah, what do you
think that we are? Are we not peopl e?"

"You are not anything till | nane you. But | will name you and then
you can be. You are naned captain. He is naned priest. He is named engi neer
He is named flunky."

"Thanks a lot," said Steiner

"But are we not peopl e?" persisted Captain Stark

"No. We are the people. There are no people but two. How could there
be ot her peopl e?"

"And the damedest thing about it," nmuttered Steiner, "is how are we
going to prove himwong? But it does give you a snmall feeling."

"Can we have sonething to eat?" asked the captain.

"Pick fromthe trees," said Ha- Adanah, "and then it may be that you
will want to sleep on the grass. Being not of human nature (which does not
need sleep or rest), it may be that you require respite. But you are free to
enjoy the garden and its fruits."

"W will," said Captain Stark.

They wandered about the place, but they were uneasy.

There were the animals. The lion and |ioness were enough to nake one
cautious, though they offered no harm The two bears had a puzzling | ook, as
t hough they wanted either to frolic with you or to mangl e you.

"If there are only two people here," said Caspar Craig, "then it may

be that the rest of the world is not dangerous at all. It |ooked fertile
wherever we scanned it, though not so fertile as this central bit. And those
rocks will bear exam ning."

"Fl ecked with gold, and possibly with sonmething else," said Stark
"A very promsing site."

"And everything grows here," added Stark. "Those are Earth-fruits
and | never saw finer. |'ve tasted the grapes and pluns and pears. The figs
and dates are superb, the quince is as flavorsone as a quince can be, the
cherries are excellent. And |I never did taste such oranges. But | haven't
yet tried the-" and he stopped.

"If you're thinking what I'mafraid to think," said Glbert, "then
it will be a test at least: whether we're having a pl easant dream or whet her
this is reality. Go ahead and eat one.

"I won't be the first to eat one. You eat."

"Ask himfirst. You ask him"

"Ha- Adanmah, is it allowed to eat the apples?"

"Certainly. Eat. It is the finest fruit in the garden.™

"Well, the anal ogy breaks down there," said Stark. "I was al nost
beginning to believe in the thing. But, if it isn't that, then what? Father
Briton, you are the linguist, but in Hebrew does not Ha- Adanah and Hawwah
mean --7?"

"Of course they do. You know that as well as I."

"I was never a believer. But would it be possible for the exact sane
proposition to maintain here as on Earth?"

"Al'l things are possible.™



And it was then that Ha- Adanah, the shining man, gave a wild cry:
"No. No. Do not approach it. It is not allowed to eat of that one."

It was the ponegranate tree, and he was warning Craig away fromit.

"Once nore, Father," said Stark, "you should be the authority; but
does not the idea that it was an apple that was forbidden go back only to a
nmedi eval painting?"

"It does. The name of the fruit is not mentioned in CGenesis. In
Hebr ew exegesi s, however, the ponegranate is usually indicated."

"I thought so. Question the man further, Father. This is too
incredible."”

"It isalittle odd. Adam old nman, how | ong have you been here?"

"Forever less six days is the answer that has been given to nme. |
never did understand the answer, however."

"And have you gotten no older in all that tinme?"

"I do not understand what 'older' is. | amas | have been fromthe
begi nni ng. "

"And do you think that you will ever die?"

"To die | do not understand. | amtaught that it is a property of

fallen nature to die, and that does not pertain to nme or mne."

"And are you happy here?"

"Perfectly happy according to ny preternatural state. But | am
taught that it mght be possible to | ose that happi ness, and then to seek it
vainly through all the ages. | amtaught that sickness and agi ng and even
death could conme if this happiness were ever lost. | amtaught that on at
| east one other unfortunate world it has actually been lost."

"Do you consider yourself a know edgeabl e man?"

"Yes, since | amthe only man, and know edge is natural to man. But

| amfurther blessed. | have a preternatural intellect."

Then Stark cut in once nore: "There nust be sonme one question you
could ask him Father. Some way to settle it. | am becom ng nearly
convi nced. "

"Yes, there is a question that will settle it. Adam old man, how

about a gane of checkers?"
"This is hardly the time for clowning," said Stark
"I'"mnot clowning, Captain. How about it, Adan®? 1'll give you choice
of colors and first nove."
"No. It would be no contest. | have a preternatural intellect."
"Well, | beat a barber who was chanpi on of Germantown. And | beat
t he champi on of Mrgan County, Tennessee, which is the hottest checker
center on Earth. |I've played agai nst, and beaten, nmachines. But | never
pl ayed a preternatural mnd. Let's just set up the board, Adam and have a
go at it."
"No. It would be no contest. | would not like to hunble you."

They were there for three days. They were delighted with the place.

It was a world with everything, and it seened to have only two inhabitants.
They went everywhere except into the big cave.

"What is there, Adan?" asked Captain Stark.

"The great serpent lives there. | would not disturb him He has |ong
been cranky because plans that he had for us did not naterialize. But we are
taught that should evil ever come to us, which it cannot if we persevere, it
will come by him"

They | earned no nore of the real nature of the sphere in their tine
there. Yet all but one of them were convinced of the reality when they left.
And they talked of it as they took off.

"A cromd would laugh if told of it," said Stark, "but not many woul d
laugh if they had actually seen the place, or them | amnot a gullible nman,
but I am convinced of this: this is a pristine and pure world and ours and
all the others we have visited are fallen worlds. Here are the prototypes of



our first parents before their fall. They are garbed in |ight and innocence,
and they have the happi ness that we have been seeking for centuries. It
woul d be a crinme if anyone disturbed that happiness."

"l too amconvinced," said Steiner. "It is Paradise itself, where
the lion lies down with the [ anb, and where the serpent has not prevail ed.
It would be the darkest of crinmes if we or others should play the part of
the serpent, and intrude and spoil."

"I am probably the nost skeptical man in the world sai d Caspar
Craig the tycoon, "but | do believe ny eyes. | have been there and seen it.
It is indeed an unspoiled Paradise; and it would be a crinme calling to the
wi de heavens for vengeance for anyone to smirch in any way that perfection.”

"So much for that. Now to business. Glbert, take a gram Ninety
MIlion Square MIles of Pristine Paradise for sale or |ease. Farmng
Ranchi ng, exceptional opportunities for Hortictilture. Gold, Silver, Iron
Eart h- Type Fauna. Ternms. Special rates for Large Settlement Parties. Wite,
gram or call in person at any of our planetary offices as |listed bel ow Ask
for Brochure-Eden Acres Unlinmted."

Down in the great cave that O d Serpent, a two-|legged one anong
whose nanes was "Snake-O | Sam" spoke to his underlings: "It'll take them
fourteen days to get back with the settlers. W'll have tinme to overhaul the
bl asters. W haven't had any wel | -equi pped settlers for six weeks. It used
to be we'd hardly have tine to strip and sl aughter and stow before there was
anot her hatch to take care of."

"I think you' d better wite ne some new lines," said Adam "I fee
i ke a goof saying those sane ones to each bunch.™

"You are a goof, and therefore perfect for the part. | was in show
busi ness | ong enough to | earn never to change a Iine too soon. | did change
Adam and Eve to Ha- Adanmah and Hawwah, and the apple to the ponegranate.
Peopl e aren't becomi ng any smarter -- but they are beconing better
researched, and they insist on authenticity.

"This is still a perfect come-on here. There is sonething in human
nature that cannot resist the idea of a Perfect Paradise. Folks will whoop
and holler to their neighbors to come in droves to spoil it and mar it. It

isn't greed or the desire for new | and so nuch, though that is strong too.
Mainly it is the feverish passion to befoul and poison what is unspoil ed.
Fortunately | am sagaci ous enough to take advantage of this trait. And when
you start to farma new world on a shoestring you have to acquire your

equi pnent as you can."

He | ooked proudly around at the great cave with its nountai ns and
tiers of material; heavy nmachinery of all sorts, titanic crates of foodstuff
space- seal ed; wheel ed, tracked, propped, vanned, and jetted vehicles; and
power packs to run a world.

He | ooked at the three dozen space ships stripped and stacked, and
at the rather large pile of bone-meal in one corner

"W will have to get another lion," said Eve. "Bowser is getting
ol d, and Marie-Yvette abuses himand gnaws his toes. And we do have to have
a big-maned lion to lie down with the Ianb."

"I know it, Eve. The lion is a very inportant prop. Maybe one of the
crack-pot settlers will bring a new lion."

"And can't you m x another kind of shining paint?" asked Adam "This
itches. It's hell."

"I"mworking on it."

Caspar Craig was still dictating the gram "Amazing quality of
| ongevity seemingly inherent in the locale. Cimte |Ideal. Daylight or
hal f-1ight all twenty-one hours from Pl anet Del phina and from Sol Caspar
Craig Number Three. Pure water for all industrial purposes. Scenic and
Storied. Zoning and pre-settlenment restrictions to insure congeni al
nei ghbors. A conpletely planned gl obul ar settlenment in a near arm of our own



gal axy. Low taxes and liberal credit. Financing our specialty --"

"And you had better have an armed escort when you return," said
Fat her Briton.

"Way in cosnos would we want an arned escort?"

"It's as phoney as a seven-credit note."

"You, a man of the cloth, doubt it? And us ready skeptics convinced
by our senses? Wiy do you doubt ?"

"It is only the unbelieving who believe so easily in obvious
frauds. Theol ogi cally unsound, dramaturgically weak, philologically
i mpossi bl e, zoologically rigged, salted conspicuously with gold, and shot
t hrough wi th anachroni snms. And noreover he was afraid to play ne at
checkers."

"What ?"

"If I had a preternatural intellect | wouldn't be afraid of a gane
of checkers with anyone. Yet there was an unusual nind there sonewhere; it
is just that he chose not to nake our acquai ntance personally."

They | ooked at the priest thoughtfully.

"But it was Paradise in one way," said Steiner

" How?"

"All the time we were there the wonan did not speak."

ALL THE PEOPLE

Ant hony Trotz went first to the politician, M ke Del ado.

"How many people do you know, M. Del ado?"

"Why t he question?"

"I am wondering |ust what amount of detail the mind can hold."

"To a degree | know many. Ten thousand well, thirty thousand by
nane, probably a hundred thousand by face and to shake hands with."

"And what is the [imt?"

"Possibly I amthe limt." The politician snmled frostily. "The only
limt is time, speed of cognizance, and retention. | amtold that the latter
| essens with age. | amseventy, and it has not done so with me. Whom | have
known | do not forget."

"And with special training could one go beyond you?"

"I doubt if one could -- much. For nmy own training has been quite
speci al . Nobody has been so entirely with the people as | have. |'ve taken
five menmory courses in nmy tine, but the tricks of all of them | had al ready
cone to on nmy own. | ama great believer in the conmonality of mankind and
of near equal inherent ability. Yet there are some, say the one man in
fifty, who in degree if not in kind does exceed his fellows in scope and

awareness and vitality. | amthat one man in fifty, and know ng people is ny
specialty.”

"Could a man who specialized still nmore -- and to the exclusion of
other things -- know a hundred thousand nmen wel| ?"

"It is possible. Dnmy."

"A quarter of a nmllion?"

"I think not He might learn that many faces and nanes, but he woul d
not know the nen."

Ant hony went next to the phil osopher, Gabriel M ndel

"M. Mndel, how many people do you know?"

"How know? Per se? A Se? Or In se? Per suam essentiam perhaps? O
do you nean ab alio? O to know as hoc aliquid? There is a fine difference
there. O do you possibly mean to know in subsiantia prima, or in the sense
of conprehensi ve nounena?"

"Somewhere between the latter two. How nmany persons do you know by
nane, face, and with a degree of intimcy?"

"I have | earned over the years the nanmes of some of ny coll eagues,
possi bly a dozen of them | am now sound on ny wife's nane, and | sel dom
stunbl e over the names of my offspring -- never nore than nonentarily. But



you may have conme to the wong man for... whatever you have cone for. | am
not ori ously poor at names, faces, and persons. | have even been descri bed
(vox fauci bus haesit) as absentm nded."

"Yes, you do have the reputation. But perhaps | have not conme to the
wrong man in seeking the theory of the thing. Wat is it that limts the

conpr ehensive capacity of the mnd of man? What will it hol d? Wat
restricts?"

"The body."

"How i s that?"

"The brain, |I should say, the material tie. The mind is limted by

the brain. It is skull-bound. It can accunulate no nore than its cranial
capacity, though not one-tenth of that is ordinarily used. An unbodi ed m nd
would (in esoteric theory) be unlimted."

"And how in practical theory?"

"1f it is practical, a pragma, it is a thing and not a theory."

"Then we can have no experience with the unbodied m nd, or the
possibility of it?"

"W have not discovered any area of contact, but we may entertain
the possibility of it. There is no paradox here. One may rationally consider
the irrational."

Ant hony went next to see the priest.

"How many people do you know?" he asked him

"I know themall."

"That has to be doubted," said Anthony after a nmoment.

"I"ve had twenty different stations. And when you hear five thousand
confessions a year for forty years, you by no neans know all about peopl e,
but you do know all people.”

"I do not nean types. | nean persons.

"Ch, | know a dozen or so well, a few thousands somewhat |ess."

"Wuld it be possible to know a hundred thousand people, a half
mllion?"

"A mentalist mght know that many to recognize; | don't know the
[imt But darkened man has a limt set; on everything."

"Coul d a sonehow enmanci pated nan know nore?"

"The only emanci pated man is the corporally dead man And the dead
man, if he attains the beatific vision, knows all other persons who have
ever been since tinme began.”

"All the billions?"

"ALLT

"Wth the sane brain?"

"No. But with the sane nmind."

"Then woul dn't even a believer have to adnmit that the mnd which we
have now is only a token mind? Wuld not any connection it would have with a
conpl etely conprehensive mnd be very tenuous? Wuld we really be the sane
person if so changed? It is like saying a bucket would hold the ocean if it
were fulfilled, which only neans filled full. How could it be the sane
m nd?"

"l don't know "

Ant hony went to see the psychol ogi st.

"How many people do you know, Dr. Shirn®"

"I could be crabby and say that | know as nany as want to; but it
woul dn't be the truth. | rather |ike people, which is odd in ny profession
What is it that you really want to know?"

"How many peopl e can one man know?"

"It doesn't matter very much. People nostly overestimte the nunber
of their acquaintances. What is it that you are trying to ask nme?"

"Coul d one man know everyone?"

"Naturally not. But unnaturally he might seemto. There is a
delusion to this effect acconpani ed by euphoria, and it is called --

"I don't want to know what it is called. Wiy do specialists use



Latin and G eek?"

"One part hokum and two parts need; there sinply not being enough
letters in the al phabet of exposition without them It is as difficult to
nane concepts as children, and we search our brains as a new nother does. It

will not do to call two children or two concepts by the sanme nane."
"Thank you. | doubt that this is delusion, and it is not acconpanied
by euphoria."

Ant hony had a reason for questioning the four nen since (as a new
thing that had cone to hin) he knew everybody. He knew everyone in Salt Lake
City, where he had never been. He knew everybody in Jebel Shah, where the
town is a little anmphitheater around the harbor, and in Batangas and Wil m.
He knew the | oungers around the end of the Galata bridge in |Istanbul, and
the porters in Kuala Lunpur. He knew the tobacco traders in Plovdiv, and the
cork cutters of Portugal. He knew the dock workemen in Djibouti, and the
gl ove makers in Prague. He knew the vegetable farmers around El Centro, and

the nmuskrat trappers of Barrataria Bay. He knew the three billion people of
the world by name and face, and with a fair degree of intinacy.

"Yet 1'mnot a very intelligent man. |1've been called a bungler. And
they've had to reassign me three different tinmes at the filter center. 1've
seen only a few thousands of those billions of people, and it seens unusua
that | should know themall. It may be a delusion, as Dr. Shirm says, but it
is a heavily detailed delusion, and it is not acconpani ed by euphori a.
feel like green hell just thinking of it."

He knew the cattle traders of Letterkenny Donegal; he knew the cane
cutters of Oriente, and the tree clinbers of MIne Bay. He knew t he peopl e
who di ed every mnute, and those who were born

"There is no way out of it. | know everybody in the world. It is
i npossible, but it is so. And to what purpose? There aren't a handful of
them | could borrow a dollar from and | haven't a real friend in the lot. |
don know whether it came to ne suddenly, but | realized it suddenly. MWy
father was a junk dealer in Wchita, and ny education is spotty. | am
mal adj usted, introverted, incompetent and unhappy, and | al so have weak
ki dneys. Wiy should a power like this cone to a man |ike ne?"

The children in the streets hooted at him Anthony had al ways had a
heal thy hatred for children and dogs, those twi n harassers of the
unfortunate and the mal adjusted. Both run in packs, and both are cowardly
attackers. If either of them spots a weakness he will not let it go. That
Ant hony' s father had been a junk deal er was no reason to hoot at him And
how did the children even know about that? Did they possess some fraction of
t he power that had come on himlately?

But he had strolled about the town for too | ong. He shoul d have been
at work at the filter center. Often they were inpatient with himwhen he
wandered of f fromhis work, and Col onel Peter Cooper was waiting for him
when he cane in now.

"\Where have you been, Anthony?"

"Wal king. | talked to four men. | nentioned no subject in the
province of the filter center.”

"Every subject is in the province of the filter center. And you know
that our work here is confidential."

"Yes, sir, but |I do not understand the inport of nmy work here. |
woul d not be able to give out information that | do not have."

"A popul ar misconception. There are others who m ght understand the
import of it, and be able to reconstruct it fromwhat you tell them How do

you feel ?"
"Nervous, unwell, ny tongue is furred, and my ki dneys --"
"Ah yes, there will be someone here this afternoon to fix your

ki dneys. | have not forgotten. Is there anything that you want to tell ne?"
"No, sir."

Col onel Cooper had the habit of asking that of his workers in the
manner of a nother asking a child if he wants to go to the bathroom There



was sonet hing enmbarrassing in his intonation

Wll, he did want to tell him something, but he didn't know how to
phrase it. He wanted to tell the colonel that he had newy acquired the
power of know ng everyone in the world, that he was worried how he could
hold so nmuch in a head that was not noteworthy in its capacity. But he
feared ridicule nore than he feared anything and he was a tangle of fears.

But he thought he would try it alittle bit on his co-workers.

"I know a man named Walter Walloroy in Galveston,” he said to
Adrian. "He drinks beer at the G zno bar, and is retired."”

"What is the superlative of so what?"

"But | have never been there," said Anthony.

"And | have never been in Kal amazoo."

"I 1know a girl in Kal anazoo. Her name is G eta Harandash. She is
hone today with a cold. She is prone to colds.”

But Adrian was a creature both uninterested and uninteresting. It is
very hard to confide in one who is uninterested.

"Well, | will live with it alittle while," said Anthony. "O | may
have to go to a doctor and see if he can give nme sonething to make all these
peopl e go away. But if he thinks my story is a queer one, he may report ne
back to the center, and I mght be reclassified again. It makes ne nervous
to be reclassffied."

So he lived with it a while, the rest of the day and the night. He
shoul d have felt better. A man had cone that afternoon and fixed his
ki dneys; but there was nobody to fix his nervousness and apprehension. And
his skittishness was increased when the children hooted at himas he wal ked
to work in the nmorning. That hated epithet! But how could they know that his
father had been a dealer in used netals in a town far away?

He had to confide in soneone.

He spoke to Wellington; who also worked in his room "I know a girl
in Beirut who is just going to bed. It is evening there now, you know. "

"That so? Why don't they get their tine straightened out? I net a
girl last night that's cute as a correlator key, and kind of shaped |ike
one. She doesn't know yet that | work in the center and ama restricted
person. |I'mnot going to tell her. Let her find out for herself."

It was no good trying to tell things to Wellington. Wellington never
listened. And then Anthony got a summons to Col onel Peter Cooper, which
al ways increased his apprehension

"Ant hony," said the colonel, "I want you to tell me if you discern
anyt hi ng unusual . That is really your job, to report anything unusual. The
other, the paper shuffling, is just something to keep your idle hands busy.
Now tell me clearly if anything unusual has cone to your notice."

"Sir, it has." And then he blurted it out. "I know everybody. | know
everybody in the world. | knowthemall in their billions, every person. It
has ne worried sick."

"Yes, yes, Anthony. But tell ne, have you noticed anything odd? It
is your duty to tell ne if you have."

"But | have just told you! In some manner | know every person in the
worl d. | know the people in Transvaal, | know the people in Guatenal a.
know every body."

"Yes, Anthony, we realize that. And it nay take a little getting
used to. But that isn't what | mean. Have you, besides that thing that seemns
out of the way to you, noticed anything unusual, anything that seens out of
place, a little bit wong?"

"Ah, besides that and your reaction to it, no, sir. Nothing else
odd. | mght ask, though, how odd can a thing get? But other than that, no,
sir."

"Good, Anthony. Now remenber, if you sense anything odd about
anything at all, conme and tell ne. No matter how trivial it is, if you fee
that something is just a little bit out of place, then report it at once. Do
you under st and t hat ?"



"Yes, sir."

But he couldn't help wondering what it mght be that the Col onel
woul d consider a little bit odd.

Ant hony | eft the center and wal ked. He shoul dn't have. He knew t hat
t hey becane inpatient with himwhen he wandered of f from his work.

"But | have to think. | have all the people in the world in ny
brain, and still | amnot able to think. This power should have cone to
someone able to take advantage of it."

He went into the Plugged N ckel Bar, but the man on duty knew him
for a restricted person fromthe filter center, and would not serve him

He wandered di sconsol ately about the city. "I know the people in
Omha and those in Onsk. \What queer nanmes have the towns of the earth!
know everyone in the world, and when anyone is born or dies. And Col one
Cooper did not find it unusual. Yet | amto be on the | ookout for things
unusual . The question rises, would | know an odd thing if | met it?"

And then it was that sonmething just a little bit unusual did happen,
somet hing not quite right, a small thing. But the Colonel had told himto
report anything about anything, no matter how insignificant, that struck him
as a little queer.

It was just that with all the people in his head, and the arrivals
and departures, there was a small group that was not of the pattern. Every
m nute hundreds left by death and arrived by birth. And now there was a
smal | group, seven persons; they arrived into the world, and they were not
horn into the world.

So Anthony went to tell Col onel Cooper that something had occurred
to his mind that was a little bit odd.

But damm-t he- dander - headed- t wo- and- f our -1 egged devils, there were
the kids and the dogs in the street again, yipping and hooting and chanti ng:

"Tony the tin man, Tony the tin man."

He | onged for the day when he would see themfall like |eaves out of
his m nd, and death take them

"Tony the tin man. Tony the tin man."

How had they known that his father was a used netal deal er?

Col onel Peter Cooper was waiting for him

"You surely took your time, Anthony. Tell ne at once what it is and
where. The reaction was registered, but it would take us hours to pinpoint
its source without your help. Now then, explain as calmy as you can what
you felt or experienced. O, nore to the point, where are they?"

"No. You will have to answer certain questions first."

"I haven't the time to waste, Anthony. Tell me once what it is and
where."

"No. There is no other way. You have to bargain with ne."

"One does not bargain with restricted persons.™

"Well, I will bargain till | find out just what it means that | ama
restricted person.”

"You really don't know? Well, we haven't time to fix that stubborn
streak in you now Quickly, just what is that you have to know?"

"I have to know what a restricted person is. | have to now why the

children hoot 'Tony the tin man' at ne. How can they know that ny father was
a junk deal er?"

"You had no father. W give to each of you a basic collection of
concepts and the vocabulary to handle them a sufficient store of nenories,
and a background of a distant town. That happened to be yours, but there is

no connection here. The children call you Tony the Tin Man because, like al
really cruel creatures, they have an instinct for the truth that can hurt;
and they will never forget it."

"Then | ama tin nan?"

"Well, no. Actually only seventeen percent netal. And |l ess than a

third of one percent tin. You are conpounded of aninmal, vegetable, and
m neral fiber, and here was much effort given to your manufacture and



programm ng. Yet the taunt of the children is essentially true."

"Then, if | am Tony the Tin Man, how can | know all the people of
the world in ny mnd?"

"You have no nmind."

"In ny brain then. How can all that be in one small brain?"

"Because your brain is not in your head, and it is not small. The
| ongest way around may take the shortest tinme here. Cone, | may as well show
it to you. I've told you enough that it won't matter if you know a little

nore. There are few who are taken on personally conducted sightseeing tours
of their own brains. You should be grateful."

"Gratitude seens a little tardy."

They went into the barred area, down into the bowels of the main
buil ding of the center. And they |ooked at the brain of Anthony Trotz, a
restricted person in its special meaning.

"It is the largest in the world," said Col onel Cooper

"How | ar ge?"

"Alittle over twelve hundred cubic neters."

"What a brain! And it is mne?"

"You share it with others. But, yes, it is yours. You have access to
its data. You are an adjunct to it, a runner for it, an appendage, inasmuch
as you are anything at all."

"Col onel Cooper, how | ong have | been alive?"

"You are not."

"How | ong have | been as | am now?"

"It is three days since you were | ast reassigned, since you were
assigned to this. At that tine your nervousness and apprehensi ons were
i ntroduced. An appreheisive unit will be nore inclined to notice details
just little out of the ordinary."

"And what is ny purpose?”

They were now wal ki ng back to the office work area, and Ant hony had
a sad feeling at leaving his brain behind him

"This is a filter center," said Col onel Cooper, "and your purpose is
to serve as a filter, of a sort. Every person has a slight aura about him
It is a characteristic of his, and is part of his personality and purpose.
And it can be detected, electrically, nagnetically, even visually under
speci al conditions. The accunul ator at which we were | ooking (your brain) is
designed to nmaintain contact with all the auras in the world, and to keep
runni ng and conplete data on themall. It contains a nultiplicity of
circuits for each of its three billion and sonme subjects. However, as aid to
its operation, it was necessary to assign several artificial consciousnesses
toit. You are one of these."

Ant hony | ooked out the w ndow as the Col onel continued his
expl anati on.

The dogs and the children had found a new victimin the streets
bel ow, and Anthony's heart went out to him

"The purpose,” said Col onel Cooper, "was to notice anything just a
little peculiar in the auras and the persons they represent, anything at al
odd in their com ngs and goi ngs. Anything |ike what you have cone here to
report to ne."

"Li ke the seven persons who recently arrived in the world, and not
by way of birth?"

"Yes. W have been expecting the first of the aliens for nonths. W
must know their area, and at once. Now tell ne."

"What if they are not aliens at all? Wat if they are restricted
persons |ike nysel f?"

"Restricted persons have no aura, are not persons, are not alive.

And you woul d not receive know edge of them"

"Then how do | know the other restricted persons here, Adrian and
Vel | i ngton, and such?"

"You know them at first hand. You do not know themthrough the



machi ne. Now tell ne the area quickly. The center nay be a primary target.
It will take the machine hours to ravel it out. Your only purpose is to
serve as an intuitive shortcut."

But Tin Man Tony did not speak. He only thought in his mnd -- nore
accurately, in his brain a hundred yards away. He thought in his fabricated
consci ousness:

The area is quite near. If the Col onel were not burdened with a
m nd, he would be able to think nore clearly. He would know that cruel
children and dogs love to worry what is not human, and that all the
restricted persons for this area are accounted for. He would know that they
are worrying one of the aliens in the street below, and that is the area
that is right for ny consciousness.

| wonder if they will be better manners? He is an inposing figure,
and he would be able to pass for a man. And the Colonel is right: the center
is aprimry target.

Why! | never knew you could kill a child just by pointing a finger
at himlike that! Wat opportunities | have m ssed! Eneny of ny eneny, you
are ny friend.

And al oud he said to the Col onel

"I will not tell you."
"Then we'll have you apart and get it out of you mighty quick."
"How qui ck?"

"Ten mnutes."

"Ti me enough," said Tony.

For he knew them now, coming in |like snow They were arriving in the
worl d by the hundreds, and not arriving by birth.

NAME OF THE SNAKE

When Pio Quindecinp -- Confiteantur Domi no Msercordia ejus -- had
proclainmed it, it was received, even by the faithful, with a neasure of
ennui . Contingent, specul ative, rhetorical -- it was not thought of as
touching on practicality. Pio was not one of the outstandi ng Popes The
century.

The encyclical was titled nmodestly "Euntes Ergo DoCete Omes":

"Going therefore Teach Ye All." Its substance was that this was a litera
conmand of the Lord, and that the tine had come to inplement that command in
its extreme meani ng; that when the Lord had said "Go into all lands," He had
not meant to go into | ands of one narrow earth only; that when the Lord had
said "Teach Ye All," it was not nmeant to teach all men only... within the
narrow,, framework in which we have considered the term"nmen."

Shoul d the command be taken literally, its inplementati on would
cause far-reaching activity. It was in the inplenmentation of the command
t hat Padreco Barnaby was now on that renote planet, Anal os.

Coul d one call the Anabi humans? Had their skeletal remains been
di scovered on old Earth, they woul d unhesitatingly have been cl assed as
human. The oddly formed ears -- not really as |arge as they seened --
somewhat Gothic in their steepled upsweep, their slight caudal appendage,
their remarkable facial nmobility and chanel eon-1i ke conpl exi ons, these could
not have been read fromtheir bone remains. But how are we to say that their
ears were nore grotesque than our own? When did you |last |ook at your own
ears objectively? Are they not odd things to be sticking on the sides of a
person's head?

"They are gargoyles,"” said an early visitor fromEarth. O course
they were. The gargoyl es had been copied by a still earlier visitor to
Anal os from Earth. But they were a lively and interesting bunch of
gargoyl es: mechanically civilized, ethically weird, artistically exciting.
They were polished and polyglot, and in many ways nore human than the
humans.



On Anal os, the Padreco was at first a guest of Landmaster, a |eading
citizen. Here the priest, speaking of his nmission, first came up against the
Val | .

"I can see what this mght lead to, little priest," Land-master told
hi m when they di scussed the situation. "It night even becone bothersone to
us -- if we ever let anything bother us -- if we had not passed beyond the

st age where annoyance was possible. So Iong as you confined your activity to
resi dent Earthlings and humans or that recension, there was no probl em
Fortunately we do not fall within those categories. That being so, | do not
see how your present aspirations can have any point of contact with us."

"You Anabi are sentient creatures of great natural intelligence,
Landmaster. As such it is even possible that you have souls.™

"W have souls that are fully realized. Wat could humans give to us
who transcend humanity?"

"The Truth, the Way, the Life, the Baptism"™

"W have the first three greatly beyond yourselves. The last -- the
crabbed rite of a dying sect -- what could that give us?"

"For gi veness of your sins."

"But we haven't any sins. That's the whol e point about us. W' ve
| ong since passed beyond that. You hunmans are still awkward and
guilt-ridden. You are of a species which as yet has no adult form
Vicariously we may be the adult form of yourselves. The idea of sin is an
aspect of your early awkwardness."

"Everybody has sins, Landmaster."

"Only according to your own childish thesis, little priest. And
consequent to that, you would reason that everybody nust be saved-and by
yoursel ves, a race of crop-eared, flat-faced children

"But consi der how neaningless it becones in relation to ourselves,
the Anal oi. How could we sin? What would we have to sin about? Cur
procreation no longer follows the grotesque pattern of your own, and ours is
wi t hout passion. You can see that ninety percent of your sin is already
gone.

"What else is left to us? What other opportunity -- if that is the
word for it -- have we for sinning? W have no poverty, no greed, no envy.
Qur netabolismis so regulated that neither sloth nor hysterical activity is
possi bl e. W have | ong ago attained a balance in all things; and 'sin' is
only a form of unbal ance.

"I have forgotten, little priest. Wat are the '5ins' of the
chil di sh races?"

"Pride, covetousness, lust, anger, gluttony, envy, sloth," said
Padreco Barnaby. "These are the capital sins and the sources of sin. Al
others derive fromthem"

"Spoken like a valiant little mme. And nothing is derived but from
a source. But you can see how completely we | ack these seven stunbling
bl ocks of children. Pride is only a m sunderstandi ng of the nature of
achi evenent; covetousness di sappears when all that could be coveted has been
acquired; lust is an adjunct of an arrangenent that no | onger has a
counterpart in ourselves. Anger, gluttony, envy, sloth are only
mal functions. Al nmal functions are subject to adjustment and correction, and
we have corrected them"

Padreco Barnaby was defeated for the while, and he let his mnd
wander. He gazed over the countrysi de of Anal os.

An early explorer has given his inpression of that world:

"t was as though | were wal ki ng under water," he wote. "This
was not from any obstruction or resistance, for the atnosphere is lighter
than Earth's. It was froma sort of shimmering and wavering of the air
itself and fromthe "air shadows,' not clouds, that pass along like the
runni ng shadows of overhead waves. This, coupled with the flora (very Ilike
t he underwater plants of Earth,. though free-standi ng) gave ne the feeling
that I was wal king on the bottom of the ocean



To the Padreco it seened as though he had been tal ki ng under water
and that he had not been heard.
"What is the nmeaning of that giant kettle in the center of your nmain

pl aza, Landmaster?" he finally asked. "It seens quite old."
"It is arelic of our old race, and we keep it. W have a certain
reverence for the past -- even the obsoleted past In mnds as great as ours

there is roomeven for relics.”

"Then it has no present use?"

"No. But under a special condition we could revert to an ancient use
of it. That need not concern you now. "

A kettle, a giant kettle! You have no idea how grotesquely
pot-bellied the thing was!

But the Padreco returned inpotently to his main thene.

"There has to be sin, Landrmaster! How el se can there be sal vation?"

"W have salvation, little priest You haven't How could you bring it
to us?"

So Padreco Barnaby |eft Landmaster and went out to see if he could
not discover sin somewhere on Anal os. He asked a small boy about it.

"Sonny, do you know what sin is? Have you ever run across the
t hi ng?"

"Sir and stranger, sin is an archaic word for an outnoded thing. It
is an appurtenance to an unciarified state of mind that still obtains on the
nor e beni ghted worlds. The word and the concept behind it will pass into
oblivion as soon as true |light can be brought into those dark places."

Damation! -- a neaningless word on Anal os: even the children of the
gargoyl es were too polite to be human.

"You little nonster, do all the children on Analos talk |ike that?"

"Al'l who are not deviationists would of necessity talk as | do. And
"nmonster,' as you call ne wi th di sapprobation, neans a '5how pi ece,' that
whi ch is displayed, a wonder. The late nmeaning of the word in the sense of a

grotesque animal is an accretion. | gladly accept the name of nonster inits
true meaning. W are the Mnsters of the Universe."
"Damme, | believe that you are,"” the Padreco said to hinself.

Pol ygot little prig! He couldn't even cope with the children of the things.

"Sonny, do you ever have any fun?" he finally asked.

"Fun is another archaic word; but | amnot sound on its neaning,"
said the boy. "lIs it not related to the obsol ete concept of sin?"

"Not directly, boy. Fun is the third side of a two-headed coin. It
slipsin. O it used to."

"Sir and stranger, it is possible that you should take course in
corrective semantics."

"I may be taking one now But what of the children are
devi ationi sts? Were are they? And what are |ike?"

"1 don't know. If they don't pass their probationary period, we
don't see themany nore. | believe they are sent to another place."

"1 have to find a little bit of sin sonmewhere,” the Padreco nunbl ed
to hinmself. "An honest man should be able to find it anywhere if he really
inquires. On Earth the saying was that a taxi-driver would al ways know where
tofindit."

The Padreco hailed a taxi. Ataxi is a circle. That is to say that
one cl anbers over and sits in the single circular seat that faces inward.
The Anal oi are gregarious and |like to gaze on the faces of their fell ows.
Only the shane-capabl e humans would wish to sit in Unfacing rows. The driver
sits above in an open turret, and dangles his head down to talKk.

"Where woul d you go, stranger?" the driver asked the Padreco. There
was one other passenger, a thoughtful nman of early m ddl e age.

"I"'mlooking for sin," the Padreco told the driver. "1t's a
tradition that taxi-drivers always know where to fin it."

"Riddles is it, stranger? Let me deliver ny other custoner while
puzzle this one out. It's his last ride and that makes it inportant."”



"How is it your last ride?" Padreco Barnaby asked the thoughtfu
man. Conversati on was unavoi dable in such a taxi. The facing was too direct
to get out of it.

"Ch, nmy tinme has cone," said the man, "a little earlier than with

nost. |'ve drunk the cup enpty, so there's nothing left. It was a nice life
-- well, | suppose it was. Rather expected nore out of it, but | see now
that | shouldn't have. An adult will know when it's over. And they do nake a

clean end of it for you."

"Deus nmeus; is that the way it ends on Anal os?"

"How el se? Natural death has been pushed back so far that nobody
could contenplate waiting for it. Should we drag out our l|ives and becone
abridged repetitious creatures |like those of the |esser races? One goes
qui etly when he realizes that he has covered it all."

"But that is despair!"

"Alittle boy's word for a little boy's thing. Termi nation with
dignity -- that's the only way. Goodbye to you both. And to all."

The t houghtful man got out and entered the Term nators.

"Now what was the nane of that thing you wanted to be taken to,
stranger?" the taxi-driver asked the Padreco.

"Never mind. | may have found it already. 1'll wal k back."
There was sonething here that needed a nane.
He wal ked till he came to the buildings of the city again, and the

buil dings distorted as he neared them The edifices of Anal os seem bul bous
at near view, and indeed they are built slightly so. Yet when seen at a

di stance, due to a vagary of atnosphere called Towering by Earth

net eor ol ogi sts, they appear normal and straight. The few buildings built to
Earth specifications Seened pinched-in when viewed from afar, al nost

col I apsing on thensel ves. But to the Padreco, the pot-bellied buildings of
Anal os made himfeel a conplete alien. He was lost in this world, and he
cried out:

"Ch, for the old famliar sins that one can get hold of and
denounce! In nmy book, Termination is not the only way, and Dignity has
anot her meani ng. \Where are the people who sin |like people? Is there nowhere
a healthy case of d.t.s or a hoppy in need of reforn? Is &re no burglar |
can call ny brother? No gol den-hearted chi ppy who needs only be shown the
right way? Is there no thief or usurer or politician to strike a note of
reality? Hypocrites, wi fe-beaters, seducers, d8magogues, sleazy old
perverters, where can | find you? Answer nme! | need you now "

"Sir, sir, you are crying out in the street,” a young Anabi | ady
told him "Are you ill? What are you calling out for?"

"Sin. Alittle sin, please, for the love of Christ. If there is no
sinin m cellar, then the foundation of ny house is not what | supposed.”

"Hardly anyone uses sin any nore, sir. \Wat a peculiar thing to be
crying out in the street for! But | believe there is one shop that stil
handles it. Here. | will wite you the address."

Padreco Barnaby took the address and ran to the shop. It was not
what he sought. Sin was an old nanme of a scent, but the nanme had been
changed as no | onger conveying a meani ng.

There were very many of these scent shops. Too nmany. And the scent
of the scent shops was not the odor of sanctity. WAs it possible that a new
sensual ity had taken the place of the ol d?

And the other shops -- block after block of them-- what were they
for? What were the uses of the strange apparatus displayed in then? And why
shoul d the give that sticky feeling of nenace?

The Padreco spent a |ong day wandering through the capital city of
Anal os. The pavenents were green and artfully shadow painted so as to
resenmble turf. The effect, however, was not that of placid nature; it was of
a prinmordial wldness able to break through the thin shell at any time. And
what was the new wei rdness that came over hi mwhen he wal ked through the
parks. The earlier explorer had been m staken: the plants of Analos did not



resenbl e the undersea plants of Earth; they resenbl ed the undersea ani mals.
They leered like devilfish and grinned |ike sharks.

It was here everywhere. But it had changed its nane.

It was with shameful triunph that Padreco Barnaby first uncovered
the sweeping outlines of the thing. It was with growi ng horror that he
amassed the details. When he had enough of it, he went back to Landmaster
who was now with several others of his Kkind.

"Repent! Repent!" the Padreco called to them "The ax is already

laid to the roots. The tree that bears evil fruit will be cut down and cast
into the firel"

"OfF what should we repent, little priest?" Landmaster asked.

"OfF your sins! At once! Before it is too latel™

"I have explained to you that we have no sins, little priest; and
that we could not have them according to our devel opi ng nature. Your
repetition would annoy us... if we ever let anything annoy us."

Landmaster nade a sign to one of his fellows, who left themat once.

"What were the rather hunorous names you gave themthis norning?"
Landmast er asked, turning again to the priest.

"You renenber the nanes | gave. Now | give others. Too effete for
t he ancient sins thenselves, you have the deadly shadows of them
presunption, establishment, ruthlessness, selfishness, satiety, nonopoly,
despair."

"An interesting argunent. W have a Departnent of Interesting
Arguments. You should go there and have it recorded. "

"I will record it here. You practice infanticide, juvenicide
senect uci de, suicide."

"Yes, the CGentle Terminators."

"You murder your own children who do not measure up to your
atroci ous norm"

"Judi ci ous Sel ection.”

"You have invented new | usts and perversions."

"Refined Amrusenents.”

"There are the evil who are evil openly. There are the evil who hide
their evil and deny that they are venonous. There are the ultimate in evil
who keep the venom and change the Name of the Snake.™

"I'"'mhappy that we're the ultimate,"” said Landmaster. "W woul d be
affronted by a | esser classification."

Padreco Barnaby rai sed his head.

"I snell wood burning," he said suddenly. "You no | onger use wood
for fuel here.”

"In one case only," said Landmaster. An ancient and sel dom enpl oyed
ritual of ours.”

“Whi ch?"
"You do not understand, little priest? Ten mllion Earth cartoons of
the thing and still you do not understand them or conprehend their origin.

What is the unvarying fate of the M ssioner cast up on the Savage Shore?"
"You are not supposed to be savage."
"We revert, little priest. In this one case we revert. It is our
anci ent answer to the obstreperous m ssioner who persists in asking us the
i rksone question. W cannot all ow ourselves to be irked."
Padreco Barnaby couldn't believe it Even after they put himin the
nmonstrous kettle he couldn't believe it. They were setting the long tables

for the feast -- and surely it was all a m stake!

"Landmaster! You people -- you creatures -- can't be serious!"

"Way no, little priest. This is a comcal affair. Wy should we be
serious? Do you not think it comical that the m ssioner should be boiled in
a pot ?"

"No! No! It's ghastly!"

This had to be a dream -- an underwater nightnare.

"Why did you make ten million comcal cartoons of the thing if you



didn't find it com c?" Landmaster asked with bl ack pleasure.

"I didn't make them Yes, | did -- two of them-- when | was a
sem nari an, and for our own little publication. Landnaster! The water is
hellish hot!"

"Are we mmgi cians that we can boil a man in cold water?"

"Not -- not shoes and all?" the Padreco gasped. That seened to be
the ultimte outrage.
"Shoes and all, little priest. W |like the flavor. Wat was your own

favorite caption for the race-nmenory cartoons, Padreco?"

"You can't do this to nmel!"

"Yes, that was a good one. But it was the subscript, as | renmenber
it, and the caption was 'Fampbus Last Wbrds.' However, my own favorite, while
it concerns anthropophagi, does not concern a missioner. It was the canniba
chief who said, 'My wife makes a fine soup. I'lIl mss her.' What was your
favorite of the kettle jokes, Shareshuffler?"

Shareshuffler had a great two-tined fork, and he stuck it into
Padreco Barnaby to see if he was done yet. The Padreco was far from done,
and the clanor he set up made it inpossible to hear Shareshuffler's own
favorite of the folk jokes. This is a loss, for it was one of the best of
themall.

How |l oud the little priest was agai nst the Anabi carrying out their
anci ent cust on

"A | obster doesn't nake such a noise when he's boiled," chided
Landmaster. "An oyster doesn't, and a Xtleconutlico doesn't. Wy should a

man make such a noise? It would be irritating to us -- if we ever let
anything irritate us."
But they didn't -- nothing at all. They were too devel oped a race to

all ow thenselves to be irritated

When the Padreco was finally done, they had himout of the kettle
and polished himoff. They dealt in the prescribed manner with the ancient
nmenace, and they had a superb feast out of it too.

The Anabi weren't quite what they seemed. They had hid from
t hensel ves, and dealt in shadows instead of things. They had even changed
the nane of their nature... but they hadn't changed their nature.

But on occasion they could still revert. They could stage an
ol d-time, red-blooded, slungullion-slurping, bone-gnawi ng dangeroo of a
feast. Men and nonsters, they did have one now

Citizens, that Padreco had good stuff in himn

THE WEI RDEST WORLD

As | amnow utterly w thout hope, lost to ny mssion and lost in the
sight of ny crew, I will record what petty thoughts | may have for what
benefit they nmay give sone other starfarer. N ne |ong days of bickering! But
the decision is sure. The crewwill maroon ne. | have lost all control over
t hem

Wio woul d have believed that | would show such weakness when
crossing the barrier? By all tests | should have been the strongest. But the
final test was the event itself. | failed

I only hope that it is a pleasant and habitable planet where they
put me down. ..

Later. They have decided. | amno |onger the captain even in nane.

But they have conpassion on nme. They will do what they can for my confort. |
bel i eve that they have already selected ny desert island, so to speak, an
out - of -t he-way gl obe where they will leave nme to die. | will hope for the
best. | no | onger have any voice in their councils..

Later. | will be put down with only the basic survival kit: the
ej ection nortar and sphere for ny last testanent to be orbited into the
Gal actic drift; a small cosnoscope so that | will at |east have my bearings;
one change of blood;. An abridged universal |anguage correlator; a



conpendi um of the one thousand phil osophi c questions yet unsolved to
exercise ny mnd; a small vial of bug-kill.

Later. It has been selected. But ny nmind has grown so denoralized
that I do not even recognize the system though once this particular region
was my specialty. The globe will be habitable. There will be breathable
at nosphere which will allow ne to di spense with much bot hersone equi pnent.
Here the filler used is nitrogen, yet it will not matter. | have breat hed
nitrogen before. There will be water, much of it saline, but sufficient
quantities of sweet. Food will be no problem before being marooned, | will
recei ve injections that should last me for the rest of ny probably short
life. Gravity will be within the range of nmy constitution

VWhat will be | acking? Nothing, but the conpani onship of my own kind,
whi ch is everything.

What a terrible thing it is to be narooned!

One of ny teachers used to say that the only unforgivable ~n in the
universe is ineptitude. That | should be the first to succunb to
space-ineptitude and be an awkward burden on the rest of theml But it would
be disastrous for themto try to travel any longer with a sick man,
particularly as their nonminal |leader. I would be a shadow over them | hold
t hem no rancor.

It will be today

Later. | amhere. | have no real interest in defining where "here"
is, though | have ny cosnbscope and could easily deternmne it. | was
anestheti zed a few hours before, and put down here in nmy sleep. The bl asted
hal f-acre of their landing is near. No other trace of themis left.

Yet it is a good choice and not greatly unlike home. It is the
near est resenbl ance | have seen on the entire voyage, which is to say that
t he pseudodendrons are enough like trees to remind me of trees, the herbage
near enough to grass to satisfy one who had never known real grass. It is a
green, sonmewhat waterlogged | and of pleasant tenperature.

The only inhabitants | have encountered are a preoccupi ed race of
hunp- backed browsers who pay ne scant notice. They are quadruped and nyopic,
and spend nearly their entire time at feeding. It may be that | aminvisible
to them Yet they hear nmy voice and shy away sonewhat fromit. | amable to
conmuni cate with themonly poorly. Their only vocalization is a sort of
vi brant wi ndy roar, but when | answer in kind they appear nore puzzl ed than
communi cati ve

They have this peculiarity: when they conme to an obstacle of terrain
or thicket, they either go |laboriously around it or force their way through
it. It does not seemto occur to themto fly over it: They are as
gravity-bound as a newborn baby.

What air-traveling creatures | have net are of a consider-ably
smal |l er size. They are nore vocal than the myopic quadrupeds, and | have had
some success in conversing with them but my results still await a nore
| ei surely semantic interpretation. Such comuni cations of theirs as | have
anal yzed are quite commonpl ace. They have no real philosophy and are
singularly lacking in aspiration; they are alnost total extroverts and have
no nmore than the rudi nents of introspection

Yet they have managed to tell me some anusing anecdotes. They are
qui te good natured, though noronic.

They say that neither they nor the nmyopic quadrupeds are the
dom nant race here, but rather a large grublike creature |acking a conplete
outer covering. Fromwhat they are able to convey of this breed, it is a
ni ght mari sh kind of creation. One of the flyers even told ne that the giant
grubs travel upright on a bifurcated tail, but that is difficult to credit.
Besides, | believe that hunmor is at |east a mnor conmponent of the nentality
of my airy friends. I will call thembirds, though they are but a sorry
caricature of the birds at hone...

Later. | am being hunted. | am being hunted by the giant grubs.
Doubl i ng back, | have seen themon ny trail, examining it with great



curiosity.

The birds had given ne a very inadequate idea of these. They are
i ndeed unfinished -- they do | ack a conplete outer covering. Despite their
gi ant size, | amconvinced that they are grubs, living under rocks and in
masses of rotten wood. Nothing in nature gives the inmpression of so |acking
an outer covering as the grub, that obese, unfinished worm

There are, however, sinple bipeds. They are wapped in a cocoon
whi ch they seem never to have shed, as though their emergence fromthe
larval state were inconmplete. It is a loose artificial sheath covering the
central portion of the corpus. They seem unable to divest thenselves of it,
though it is definitely not a part of the body. Wen | have anal yzed their
mnds, | will know the reason for their carrying it. Now |l can only
conjecture. It would seem a compul sion, sone psychol ogi cal bond that doons
themin their apparent adult state to carry their cocoons with them

Later. | amcaptured by three of the giant grubs. | had barely tine
to swal |l ow ny comuni cation sphere. They pinned me down and beat ne with
sticks. | was taken by surprise and was not nonentarily able to solve their
| anguage, though it came to me after a short interval. It was di scordant and
vocal and entirely gravity-bound, by which I nmean that its thoughts were
chained to its words. There seened nothing in them above the vocal. In this
the giant grubs were less than the birds, even though they had a practica
power and cogency that the birds | acked.

"What "Il we do with the blob?" asked one.

"Hy," said the second, "you hit it on that end and I'Il hit it on
this. W don't know which end is the head."

"Let's try it for bait," said the third. "Catfish mght go for it."

"We could keep it alive till we're ready to use it. Then it would
stay fresh."

'"is. "No, let's kill it. It doesn't ook too fresh, even the way
it "CGentlenen, you are making a mstake," | said. "I have done nothing to
nmerit death. And | amnot without talent. Besides, you have not considered
the possibility that | may be forced to kill you three instead. | wll not
die willingly. And | will thank you to stop pounding on me with those

sticks. It hurts.”

| was surprised and shocked at the sound of my own voice. It was
nearly as harsh as that of the grubs. But this was nmy first attenpt at their
| anguage, and mnusicality does not becone it.

"Hey fellows, did you hear that? Was that the blob tal king? O was
one of you playing a joke? Harry? Stanl ey? Have you been practicing to be
ventril oqui st s?"

Not ne."

"Not nme either. It sure sounded like it was it."

"Hey bl ob, was that you? Can you tal k, blob?"

"Certainly | can talk," | responded. "I amnot an infant. Nor aml a
blob. | ama creature superior to your own kind, if you are exanples. O it
may be that you are only children. Perhaps you are still in the pupa stage.

Tell me, is yours an early stage, or an arrested devel opnent, or are you
i ndeed adul t ?"

Hey fellows, we don't have to take that fromany blob. I'Il cave in
his bl asted head."

"That isn't its head, it's its tail."

"Centl enen, perhaps |I can set you straight,” | said. "That is ny
tail you are thwacking with those sticks, and I amwarning you to stop it.
O course | was talking with nmy tail. | was only doing it in imtation of
you. | amnew at the |anguage and its manner of speaking. Yet it nmay be that

| have made a grotesque m stake. |Is that your heads that you are waving in
the air? Well, then, | will talk with ny head, if that is the custom But
warn you again not to hit me on either end with those sticks."

"Hey, fellows, | bet we could sell that thing. | bet we could sel
it to Billy Wlkins for his Reptile Farm™



"How woul d we get it there?"

"Make it wal k. Hey bl ob, can you wal k?"

"I can travel, certainly, but I would not stagger al ong precariously
on a pair of flesh stilts with ny head in the air, as you do. Wen | travel,
| do not travel upside down."

"Well, let's go then. W're going to sell you to Billy WIkins for
his Reptile Farm If he can use a blob, he'll put you in one of the tanks
with the big turtles and alligators. You think you'll |ike thenP"

"I amlonesone in this lost world," | replied sadly, "and even the

conpany of you peeled grubs is better than nothing | am anxi ous to adopt a
famly and settle down here for what years of life | have left. It may be

that I will find conpatibility with the species you nention. | do not know
what they are."
"Hey, fellows, this blob isn't a bad guy at all. 1'd shake your

hands, blob, if | knew where they were. Let's go to Billy WIkins's place
and sell him"

W traveled to Billy WIkins's place. My friends were amazed when
took to the air and believed that | had deserted them They had no cause to
di strust ne. Wthout them | would have had to rely on intuition to reach
Billy WIlkins, and even then | would | ack the proper introductions.

"Hey, Billy," said ny |oudest friend whose nane was Cecil, "what
will you give us for a blob? It flies and talks and isn't a bad fell ow at
all. You' d get nore tourists to cone to your reptile showif you had a

talking blob init. He could sing song', and tell stories, and | bet he
could play the guitar."

"Well, Cecil, I'll just give you all ten dollars for it and try to
figure out what it is later. I'"'ma little ahead on nmy hunches now, so | can
afford to ganble on this one. | can always pickle it and exhibit it as a

genui ne hi ppopot anmus ki dney. "

"Thank you, Billy. Take care of yourself, blob."

"Good-bye for now, gentlermen," | said. "I would Iike you to visit ne
some evening as soon as | amacclimated to ny new surroundings. | wll throw
a whing-ding for you -- as soon as | find out what a whing-ding is."

"My God," said Billy Wlkins, "it talks, it really talks!"

"We told you it could talk and fly, Billy."

"Tal ks, it talks," said Billy. "Were's that blasted sign painter?
Eust ace, cone here. W got to paint a new sign."

The turtles in the tank | was put into did have a sound basic
phi | osophy which was absent in the wal king grubs. But they were sl ow and
| acking i nner fire. They woul d not be obnoxious conmpany, but neither would
they give me excitenent and warnth. | was really nore interested in the
wal ki ng grubs.

Eust ace was a black grub, while the others had all been white; but
i ke them he had no outside casing of his own, and |ike them he al so
st aggered about on flesh stilts with his head in the air.

It wasn't that | was naive or hadn't seen bi peds before. But | don't
bel i eve anyone ever becones entirely accustomed to seeing a biped travel in
its peculiar manner.

Good afternoon, Eustace,"” | said pleasantly enough. The eyes of
Eustace were |l arge and white. He was a nore handsone specinmen than the other
gr ubs.

"That you tal king, bub? Say, you really can talk, can't you?
thought M. Billy was fooling. Now just hold that expression a nminute and

let me get it set in ny nmind. | can paint anything, once | get it set in ny
m nd. What's your name, bl ob? Have bl obs nanes?"
"Not in your manner. Wth us the name and the soul, | believe you

call it, are the sanme thing and cannot be vocalized. | will have to adopt a



nane of your sort. Wat would be a good nane?"

"Bob, | was always partial to George Albert Leroy Ellery. That was
nmy grandfather's nane."

"Should I also have a fam |y nane?"

"Sure."

"What woul d you suggest ?"

"How about Ml ntosh?"

"That will be fine. | wll use it."

| talked to the turtles while Eustace was painting ny portrait on
tent canvas.

"I's the nane of this world Florida?" | asked one of them "The road
signs said Florida."

"Wrld, world, world, water, water, water, glub, glug, glub," said
one of them

"Yes, but is this particular world we are on naned Fl ori da?"

"Wrld, world, water, water, glub," said another

"Eustace, | can get nothing fromthese fellows," | called. "is this
wor | d named Fl orida?"

"M. George Albert, you are right in the mddle of Florida, the
greatest state in the universe."

"Having travel ed, Eustace, | have great reservations that it is the
greatest. But it is ny new home and | nust cultivate a loyalty to it."

| went up in atree to give advice to two young birds trying to
construct a nest. This was obviously their first venture.

"You are going about it all wong," |I told them "First consider
that this will be your hone, and then consider how you can make your hone
nost beautiful ."

"This is the way they've always built them" said one of the birds.

"There nust be an element of utility, yes," |I told them "But the
dom nant notif should be beauty. The inpression of expanded vistas can be
given by long low walls and parapets.”

This is the way they've always built them" said the other bird.

Remrenmber to enbody all the new devel opnents,” | said. "Just say to
yourself '"This is the newest nest in the world.' Always say that about any
task you attenmpt. It inspires you."

"This is the way they've always built them" said the birds. "Go
build your own nest."

M. CGeorge Albert," called Eustace. "M. Billy won't like your
flying around those trees. You're supposed to stay in your tank."

"I was only getting a little air and talking to the birds,"” | said.

"You can talk to the birds?" asked Eustace.

"Cannot anyone?"

"I can, alittle," said Eustace. "I didn't know anyone el se could."
But when Billy WIkins returned and heard the report that | had been
lying about, | was put in the snake house, in a cage that was tightly nmeshed

top and sides. My cell mate was a surly python naned Pete.

"See you stay on that side," said Pete. "You're too big for ne to
swal low. But | might try."

"There is sonething bothering you, Pete," | said. "You have a bad
di sposition. That can come only from bad digestion or a bad conscience.”

"I have both," said Pete. "The first because | bolt ny food. The
second is because -- well | forget the reason, but it's my conscience."

"Think hard, Pete," | said, "why have you a bad conscience."

"Snakes al ways have bad consci ences. W have forgotten the crine,
but we remenber the guilt."

"Per haps you shoul d seek advice from soneone, Pete."

"I kind of think it was soneone's snooth advice that started us on
all this. He talked the legs right off US. "

Billy Wlkins cane to the cage with another "man" as wal ki ng grubs
call thensel ves.



"That it?" asked the other man. "And you say it can tal k?"

"OfF course | can talk," | answered for Billy Wlkins. "I have never
known a creature who couldn't talk in sone manner. My nane is George Al bert
Leroy Ellery MclIntosh. | don't believe that | heard yours, sir."

"Bracken. Bl ackjack Bracken. | was telling Billy here that if he

really had a blob that could talk, that | mght be able to use it in ny
ni ght club. W could have you here at the Snake Ranch in the daytine for the
tourists and kids. Then | could have you at the club at night. W could work
out an act. Do you think you could learn to play the guitar?"

"Probably. But it would be rmuch easier for me nerely to duplicate
the sound.”

"But then how could you sing and make guitar noises at the sane

time?"
"You surely don't think that | amlimted to one voice box?"
"Ch, | didn't know. What's that big metal ball you have there?"
"That's my communi cati on sphere to record ny thoughts. | would not

be without it. When in danger, | swallow it. Wen in extrene danger, | will

have to escape to a spot where | have conceal ed ny ejection nortar, and send
nmy sphere into the Galactic drift on a chance that it may be found."

"That's no kind of gag to put in an act. What | have in nind is
something like this."

Bl ackj ack Bracken told a joke. It was a childish one and in poor

taste.
"I don't believe that is quite ny style," | said.
"Al'l right, what would you suggest ?"
"I thought that | might |ecture your patrons on the higher ethic."
Look, George Al bert, nmy patrons don't even have the lower ethic."
"And just what sort of reconpense are we talking about?" | asked.
"Billy and | had about settled on a hundred and fifty a week."
"A hundred and fifty for whon®"
"Wy, for Billy."
"I say a hundred and fifty for nyself, and ten percent for Billy as
my agent."
"Say, this blob's real smart, isn't he, Billy?"
"Too smart."

"Yes sir, George Albert, you're one snmart bl ob. Wat kind of
contract have you signed with Billy here?"

"No contract."

"Just a gentlenen's agreemnent ?"

"No agreenent."

"Billy, you can't hold himin a cage without a contract. That's
slavery. It's against the |aw "

"But, Bl ackjack, a blob isn't people.”

"Try proving that in court. WIIl you sign a contract with ne, George
Al bert?"

"I will not dunp Billy. He befriended nme and gave ne a honme with the
turtles and snakes. | will sign a joint contract with the two of you. W
will discuss terns tonorrow -- after | have estimated the attendance both

here and at the night club.”
11

O the wal king grubs (who call thenselves "people") there are two
ki nds, and they place great enphasis on the difference. Fromthis stens a
large part of their difficulties. This distinction, which is one of
polarity, cuts quite across the years and ability and station of life. It is
not confined only to the people, but also involves apparently all the beings
on the planet Florida.

It appears that a person is conmitted to one or the other polarity
at the beginning of life, maintaining that polarity until death. The



i nterlocking attraction-repul sion conplex set up by these two opposabl e
types has deep enotional involvenents. It is the cause of considerable
concern and di sturbance, as well as desire and inspiration. There is a sort
of poetic penunbra about the whole thing that tends to disguise its basic
simplicity, expressible as a sinultaneous polarity equation.

Conpl ete segregation of the two types seens inpossible. If it has
ever been tried, it has now been abandoned as inpractical

There is indeed an intangible difference between the two types, so
that before that first day at the Reptile Ranch was finished, | was able to
differentiate between the two nore than ninety percent of the time. The
know edge of this difference in polarity seens to be intuitive.

These two | will call the Beta and Gamma, or Boy and Grl types. |
began to see that this opposability of the two types was one of the great
driving forces of the people.

In the evening | was transported to the night club and I was a
success. | would not entertain themw th blue jokes or blue lyrics, but the
patrons seemed fascinated by ny sinple inmtations of all the instrunments of
the orchestra and ny singing of comc ballads that Eustace had taught me in
odd norments that day. They were also interested in the way that | drank gin,
that is enptying the bottle w thout breaking the seal. (It seens that the
grub-peopl e are unable to absorb a liquid w thout making direct contact with
it.)

And | net Margaret, one of the "girl" singers. | had been wondering
to which type of people |I might show amity. Now | knew. | was definitely a
Beta type, for | was attracted to Margaret, who was unni stakably a Gamma.
began to understand the queer effect that these types have on each other

She cane over to ny cage

"I want to rub your head for luck before | go on," she said.

Thank you, Margaret," | replied, "but that is not nmy head."

She sang with inconparabl e sadness, with all the sorrow and
sordi dness that appear to he the |lot of the unfortunate Gammas. It was the
essence of mnelancholy made into music. It was a little bit Iike the ghost
nmusic of the asteroid Artems, a little like the death chants on Dol nena.
Sex and sorrow. Nostal gia. Regret.

Her singing shook me with a yearning that had no precedent.

She cane back to ny cage

"You were wonderful, Margaret," | said.

"I'"'m al ways wonderful when |'msinging for my supper. | amless
wonderful in the rare tines when | amwell fed. But are you happy, little
buddy?"

"I had becone al nost so, till | heard you sing. Now | am overcone
with a sorrow and | onging. Margaret, | amfascinated with you."

"I go for you too, blob. You're my buddy. Isn't it funny that the
only buddy | have in the world is a blob. But if you' d seen sonme of the guys
|'ve been married to -- boy! | wouldn't insult you by calling them bl obs.
Have to go now. See you tonorrow night if they keep us both on

Now there was a problemto face. It was necessary that | establish
control over my environnent, and at once. How el se could | aspire to
Mar gar et ?

| knew that the heart of the entire place here was neither the bar
nor the entertai nment therein, nor the cuisine, nor the dancing. The heart
of the enterprise was the casino. Here was the noney that mattered; the rest
was but garnish.

I had thembring ne into the ganbling roons.

| had expected problens of conplexity here where the patrons worked
for their gain or loss. Instead there was an al nbost amazing sinplicity. Al
t he ganes were based on a systemof first aspect numbers. |ndeed everything
on the Planet Florida seemed based on first aspect nunbers.

Now it is an elenental fact that first aspect nunbers do not carry



within themtheir own prediction. Nor were the people even possessed of the
prediction key that lies over the very threshold of the second aspect
seri es.

These people were actually wagering suns -- the synbols of
prosperity -- blindly, not know ng for sure whether they would win or |ose.
They were sel ecting nunbers by hunch or at randomw th no assurance of
profit. They were choosing a hole for a ball to fall into wthout know ng
whet her that was the right hole.

| do not believe that | was ever so amazed at anything in ny life.

But here was an opportunity to establish control over ny
envi ronnent .

| began to play the ganes. Usually | would watch a round first, to
be sure that | understood just what was going on. Then | would play a few
times... as many as it took to break the gane.

| broke game after gane. Wen he could no | onger pay me, Bl ackjack
cl osed the casino in exasperation

Then we pl ayed poker, he and | and several others. This was even
nore sinple. | suddenly realized that the grub-people could see only one
side of the cards at a tine.

| played and won.

I owned the casino now, and all of those people were now working for
me. Billy WIlkins also played with us, and in short order | also owned the
Reptil e Ranch.

Bef ore the evening was over, | owned a race-track, a beach hotel
and a theatre in a place naned New York.

| had, in sufficient extent for ny purpose, established control over
nmy environnent. .

Later. Now started the gol den days. | increased ny control and did
what | could for ny friends.

| got a good doctor for ny friend and roonmate the python, and he
was now receiving treatnment for his indigestion. | got a jazzy sports car
for my friend Eustace inported from sonewhere called Italy. And | buried
Margaret in mnk, for she had a fix on the fur of that nysterious animal.
She enjoyed draping it about her in the formof coats, capes, cloaks,
mantl es, and stoles, though the weather didn't really require it.

I had now several banks, a railroad, an airline, and a casino in
sonewher e named Havana.

"You are sonebody now," said Margaret. "You really ought to dress

better. O are you dressed? | never know. | don't know if part of that is
clothes or if all of it is you. But at least |'ve learned which is your
head. | think we should be married in May. It's so comon to be married in

June. Just imagine nme being Ms. George Al bert Leroy Ellery MIntosh! You
know, we have becone quite an item And do you know there are three
bi ogr aphi es of you out, Burgeoning Bl ob; The Bl ow from Wy Qut; The Hi dden
Hand Behi nd the Bl ob, What Does It Portend? And the Governor has invited us
to dine tomorrow. | do wish you would learn to eat. If you weren't so nice,
you' d be creepy. | always say there's nothing wong with marrying a man, or
a blob, with money. It shows foresight on the part of a girl. You know you
will have to get a blood test? You had better get it tonmorrow. You do have
bl ood, don't you?"

| did, but not, of course, of the color and viscosity of hers. But |
could give it that color and viscosity tenporarily. And it would react
negative in all the tests.

She nused, "They are all jealous of me. They say they wouldn't marry
a bl ob. They mean they couldn't. Do you have to carry that tin ball with you
all the time?"

"Yes. It is ny communication sphere. In it | record ny thoughts. I
woul d be lost without it."

"Ch, like a diary. How quaint."



Yes, those were the gol den days. The grubs now appeared to ne in a
new |l ight, for was not Margaret also a grub? Yet she seened not so
unfini shed as the rest. Though | acking a natural outer covering, yet she had
not the appearance of craw ing out fromunder a rock. She was quite an
attractive "girl." And she cared for ne.

What nore could | wish? | was affluent. | was respected. | was in
control of nmy environment. And | could aid my friends of whom | had now
acqui red an astoni shi ng nunber.

Mor eover my ol d space-ineptitude sickness had left ne. | never felt
better in ny life. Ah, golden days, one after the other |ike a pl easant
dream And soon | amto he married

vV

There has been a sudden change. As on the Planet Hecube, where ful
sumer turns into the dead of winter in mnutes, to the destruction of nmany
travelers, so was it here. My world is threatened!

It is tottering, all that | have built up. I will fight. | wll
fight. I will have the best |awyers on the planet. | amnot done. But | am
t hr eat ened

Later. This may be the end. The appeal court has given its decision
A blob may not own property in Florida. A blob is not a person.

O course | amnot a person. | never pretended to he. But | ama
personage. | will yet fight this thing..
Later. | have lost everything. The |ast appeal is gone. By

definition | aman animal of indeterm nate origin, and ny property is being
conpletely stripped from ne.

| made an el oquent appeal -- and it nmoved themgreatly. There were
tears in their eyes. But there was greed in the set of their nmouths. They
have a vested interest in stripping nme. Each will seize a little.

And | amleft a pauper, a vassal, an animal, a slave. This is always
the I ast doom of the marooned, to be a despised alien at the nmercy of a
strange worl d.

Yet it should not be hopeless. | will have Margaret. Since ny
contract with Billy WIkins and Bl ackj ack Bracken, |ong since bought up, is
no |l onger in effect, Margaret should be able to handle ny affairs as a

person. | believe that | have great earning powers yet, and | can win as
much as | wish by ganbling. W will treat this as only a technicality. W
shall acquire new fortune. | will re-establish control over ny environment.
I will bring back the gol den days. A few of my old friends are still |oya

to me, Margaret, Pete the python, Eustace..

Later. The world has caved in conpletely. Margaret has thrown ne
over.

"I"msorry, blobby," she said, "but it just won't work. You're stil
ni ce, but w thout noney you are only a blob. How would | marry a bl ob?"

"But we can earn nore noney. | amtalented."
"No, you're box-office poison now. You were a fad, and fads die
qui ckly."
"But Margaret, | can win as much as | w sh by ganbling."
"Not a chance, bl obby. Nobody will ganble with you any nore. You're
t hrough, blob. I will mss you, though. There will be a new blue note in ny

bal | ads when | sing for ny supper, after the mnk coats are all gone. Bye
now. "
"Margaret, do not |eave nme. What of all our gol den days together?"
But all she said was "bye now. " And she was gone forever.

| am desol ate and ny ol d space-ineptitude sickness has returned. My
recovery was an illusion. I amso ill wth awkwardness that | can no | onger
fly. I must crawl on the ground like one of the giant grubs. A curse on this
pl anet Florida, and all its sister orbs! Wiat a mserable world this is!



How could | have been taken in by a young Gamma type of the wal ki ng
grub? Let her crawl back under her ancestral rocks with all the rest of her
kind... No, no, | do not nmean that. To me she will always remain a dream a
br oken dream
I am no | onger wel conme at the casino. They kicked me down the front steps.

I no longer have a home at the Reptile Ranch

"M. George Albert," said Eustace, "I just can't afford to be seen
with you any nore. | have ny position to consider, with a sport car and al
that."

And Pete the python was curt.

"Well, big shot, | guess you aren't so big after all. And you were
sure no friend of mne. When you had that doctor cure nme of ny indigestion
you left me with nothing but nmy bad conscience. | wish | could get ny
i ndi gesti on back."

"Acurse on this world," | said.

"Wrld, world, water, water, glug, glug,"” said the turtles in their
tanks, ny only friends.

So | have gone back into the woods to die. | have |ocated ny
ejection nortar, and when | know that death is finally on ne, I will fire
of f ny communi cati on sphere and hope it will reach the Galactic drift.
Whoever finds it -- friend, space traveler, you who were too inpatient to
remain on your own world -- be you warned of this one! Here ingratitude is

the rule and cruelty the main sport. The unfinished grubs have cone out from
under their rocks and they walk this world upside down with their heads in
the air. Their friendship is fleeting, their prom ses are |like the wi nd.

| am near ny end.

ALOYS

He had flared up nore brightly than anyone in nenory. And then he
was gone. Yet there was ironic |laughter where he had been; and his ghost
still wal ked. That was the oddest thing: to encounter his ghost.

It was |like coming suddenly on Halley's Comet drinking beer at the
Pl ugged Nickle Bar, and having it deny that it was a cel estial phenonenon at
all, that it had ever been beyond the sun

For he could have been the nan of the century, and now it was not
even known if he was alive. And if he were alive, it would be very odd if he
woul d be hangi ng around places |like the Plugged N ckel Bar

This all begins with the award. But before that it begins with the
nman.

Prof essor Al oys Foul cault-Oeg was acutely enbarrassed and in a state
of dread.

"These | have to speak to, all these great nmen. Is even glory worth
the price when it must be paid in such coin?"

Al oys did not have the anenities, the polish, the tact. A child of
penury, he had all his life eaten bread that was part sawdust, and worn
shoes that were part card-board. He had an overcoat that had been his
father's, and before that his grandfather's, willed for generations to the
el dest son.

This coat was no | onger handsone, its holes being stuffed and
quilted with ancient rags. It was long past its years of greatness, and even
when Al oys had inherited it as a young man it was in the afternoon of its
l[ife. And yet it was worth nore than anything el se he owned in the world.

Prof essor Al oys had becone great in spite of -- or because of ? --
his poverty. He had worked out his finest theory, a series of nineteen
i nterl ocked equations of cosmic shapeliness and sinplicity. He had worked it
out on a great piece of butchers' paper soaked with | amb's bl ood, and had so
given it to the world.

And once it was given, it was al nost as though nothing el se could be
added on any subject whatsoever. Any further detailing would be only



footnotes to it and ~ the sciences no nore than conmentari es.

Naturally this nmade himfanmous. But the beauty of it was that it
made hi m famous, not to the commnalty of mankind (this would have been a
burden to his sensitively tuned soul), but to a small and scattered cl ass of
extremely erudite nen (about a score of themin the world). By themhis
worth was recogni zed, and their recognition brought him al nost conPlLete
sati sfaction.

But he was not fampus in his own street or his own quarter. And it
was in this stark conglonerate of dark-souled alleys and roofs that
Prof essor Aloys had lived all his life till just thirty-seven days ago.

When he received the announcenment, award, and invitation, he quickly
calculated the tine. It was not very long to allow for traveling hal fway
around the world. Being | ocked out of his roons, as he often was, he was
unencunbered wi th baggage or furniture, and he left for the cerenony at
once.

Wth the announcenment, award, and invitation, there had al so been a
check; but as he was not overly famliar with the world of finance or with
the English | anguage in which the check was drawn, he did not recognize it
for what it was. Having used the back of it to wite down a fornula that had
crept into his mnd, he shoved the check, forgotten, into one of the pockets
of his greatcoat.

For three days he rode the riverboat to the port city hidden and
hungry. There he conceal ed hinself on an ocean tranp. That he did not starve
on this was due to the caprice of certain lowifes who discovered him for
they made himstay hidden in a terrible bunker, and every day they passed in
a bucket to him And sonetines this contained food. But sometines offal

Then, several ports and many days later, he left the ship like a
crippled, dirty animal. And it was in That City and on That Day. For the
award was to be that evening.

"Al'l these | have to speak to, all these wonderful nmen who are
hi gher than the grocers, higher even than the butchers. These nen get nore
respect than a policenman, than a canal boat captain. They are wi ser than a
mayor and nore honored than a merchant. They know arts nore intricate than a
cl ock-maker's and are virtuous beyond the politicians. Mre perspicacious
than editors, nore talented than actors, these are the great nmen of the
world. And | amonly Aloys, and now | amtoo ragged and dirty even to be
Al oys anynore. | amno longer a man with a nane."

For he was very hunbl e as he wal ked the great town where even the
shop girls dressed like princesses, and all the restaurants were so fine
that only the rich people would have dared to go into themat all. Had there
been poor people (and there were none) there would have been no place for
themto eat. They woul d have starved.

"But it is to me that they have given the prize. Not to Schell endore
and not to Otleman, not to Francks nor Tiniryaseff, not even to
PiritimKess, the |latchet of whose shoe | amnot -- but why do | say that?
-- he is not after all very bright -- all of themare inadequate in sone
way-the only one who was ever able to get to the heart of these great things
was Al oys Foul caul t-Qeg, who happens to be nyself. It is a strange thing
that they should honor nme, and yet | believe they could not have nade a
better choice."

So pride and fear warred in him but it was always the pride that
lost. For he had only a little bit of pride, undernourished and on quaking
ground, and against it were a whole |egion of fears, apprehensions, shanes,
dreads, enbarrassnments, and nightmari sh bashful nesses.

He begged a little bit when he found a poor part of town. But even
here the people were of the rich poor, not of the poor as he had known them

When he had noney in his pocket, he had a neal. Then he went to the
Jiffy Quick While You Wait Cl eaners Open Day and Night to have his clothes



cl eaned. He w apped hinself in dignity and a bl anket while he waited, as
many years before he had had to forego the luxury of underclothes. And as
t he daylight was coming to an end they brought his clothes back to him

"W have done all we could do," they told him "If we had a day or a
week or a month we nmight do a little nore, but not nuch. W have not done
anything at all to the greatcoat. The workers were afraid of it. They said
it barked at them"

"Yes, sonetines it will do that."

Then he went out into the town, cleaner than he had been in nany
days, and he wal ked to the hall of the Comendati on and Award. Here he
wat ched all the great nen arrive in private cars and taxis: Ergodic Einer,
August Angstrom Madinr Vor. He watched them and thought of what he would
say to them and then he realized that he had forgotten his English.

"I remenber Sir or Madam as the Case May Be. | renmenber Dog, that is
the first word | ever |earned, but what will | say to them about a dog?
renenber house and horse and apple and fish. Ch, now | remenber the entire
| anguage. But what if | forget it again? Wuld it not be an odd speech if |
could only say apple and fish and house and dog? | would be shaned."

He wi shed he were rich and could dress in fine white |ike the
streetsweepers, or in black Ieather |Iike the newsboy on the corner. He saw
Edwar d Edel stei m and Chri stopher Cronin enter and he cowed on the street and
knew t hat he woul d never be able to talk to those great nen.

A fine gentl eman cane out and wal ked directly to him

"You are the great Professor Foul cault-Ceg? | would have known you
anywhere. True greatness shines fromyou. 9Qur city is honored tonight. Cone
inside and we will gotoalittle roomapart, for | see that you will have
to conpose yourself first. | am G af-Doktor Hercule Bienville-Stravroguine."

Why he ever said he was the G af-Doktor is a nystery, because he was
WIily MG Illy and the other was just a nane that he nmade up that mnute

Wthin they went to a small room behind the cl oak room But here, in
spite of the snooth kindness of the gracious gentleman, Al oys knew that he
woul d never be able to conpose hinself. He was an epouvantail, a pugalo, a
clown, a ragamuffin. He | ooked at the nineteen-point outline of the address
he was to give. He shuddered and quaked, he gobbled like a turkey. He
sniffled and he wi ped his nose on his sleeve. He was terrified that the
climax of his life's work should find himtoo craven to accept it. And he
di scovered that he had forgotten his English again.

"I remenber bread and butter, but | don't know which one goes on
top. | know pencil and penknife and bed, but | have entirely forgotten the
word for maternal uncle. | renenber plow, but what in the world will | say
to all those great nen about a plow? | pray that this cup may pass from ne.

Then he disintegrated conpletely in one abject nass of terror

Several m nutes went by.

But when he energed fromthat roomhe was a different nan entirely.
Erect, alive, intense, queerly handsonme, and now in formal attire, he
mounted with the sure grace of a panther to the speaker's platform

Once only he glanced at the nineteen-point outline of his address.

As there is no point in keeping it a secret, it was as follows: 1. Cepheid
and Cerium-- How long is a Yardstick? 2. Double Trouble -- Is Qurs a

Bi nary Universe? 3. Cerebrum and Cortex -- The Mat hematics of Mel anchoha. 4.
M crophysi cs and Megacyclic Pol yneuns. 5. Ego, No, Hemeis -- The Personality
of the Subconscious. 6. Linear Convexity and Lateral Intransigence. 7.

Bet el geuse Betrayed -- The Myth of Magnitude. 8. Mi-Meson, the Secret of the
Met anmor phosi s. 9. Theogony and Trenor -- The Mathematics of Sei snol ogy. 10.
Pl anck's Constant and Agnesi's Variable. 11. Diencephal on and D - Gamma - -
Unconsci onabl e Thought s About Consci ousness. 12. Inverse Squares and the
Quintesimal Radicals. 13. The Chain of Error in the Linear-B Translation --



O Wiere the Cretans Really Came From 14. Cybernetics -- O a Brain for
Every Man. 15. Qgive and Volute -- Thoughts of Celestial Curvature. 16.
Conic Sections -- Small Pieces of Infinity. 17. Eschatol ogy -- Medium
Thoughts About the End. 18. Hypolarity and Cosmic Hysterisis. 19. The

I nvisible Quadratic -- or This Is Al Sinpler Than You Think

You will inmmediately see the beauty of this skeleton, and yet to
flesh it would not be the work of an ordinary man.

He gl anced over it with a sure smle of conplete confidence. Then he
spoke softly to the master of ceremponies in a queer whisper with a runble in
it that could be heard throughout the Hall

"I amhere. | will begin. There is no need for any further
introduction. It will be late by the time | finish."

For the next three and a half hours he held that intelligent
audi ence conpl etely spel |l bound, enchanted. They foll owed, or seened to
follow, his lightning flashes of netaphor illumning the craggy chasns of
his vasty subjects.

They thrilled to the magnetic power of his voice, urbane yet
untamed, with its polyglot phrasing and its bare touch of accent so strange
as to be baffling; ancient surely and European, and yet froma | and beyond
the pale. And they quivered with interior pleasure at the glorious unfolding
inclimax after climx of these before only half-glinpsed vistas.

Here was the world of nystery revealed in all its wldness, and it
obeyed and stood still, and he named its name. The nebula and the conch | ay
down together, and the ultra-gal axi es equated thenselves with the zeta
mesons. Like the rich househol der, he brought fromhis store treasures old
and new, and nothing Iike them had ever been seen or heard before.

At one point Professor Timryaseff cried out in bafflenent and
i nconpr ehensi on, and Doctor Ergodic Eimer buried his face in his hands, for
even these nost erudite nmen could not glinpse all the shattering profundity
reveal ed by the fantastic speaker

And when it was over they were delighted that so nmuch had been nmade
known to themlike a great free gift. They had the crown w thout the cross,
and the odd little genius had filled themall with a rich gl ow

The rest was perfunctory: conmendations and testinonials from al
the great men. The trophy, heavy and rich but not flashy, worth the lifetine
salary of a professor of nathematics, was accepted al nost carel essly. And
then the cup was passed quietly, which is to say the tall cool glasses went
around as the nmen lingered and tal ked with hushed pl easure.

"G n," said the astonishing orator. "It is the drink of the bums and
i mpoveri shed scholars, and I am both. Yes, anything at all withit."

Then he spoke to Maecenas, who was at his side, the patron who was
footing the bill for all this gracious extravagance.

"The check | have never cashed, having been nmuch in novenent since
have received it. And as to ne it is a large amount, though perhaps not to
others, and as you yourself have signed it, | wonder if you would cash it
for me now.

"At once," said Maecenas, "at once. Ten minutes and we shall have
the sum here. Ah, you have endorsed it with a fornula! Wo but the Professor
Al oys Foul cault-Ceg could be so droll? Look, he has endorsed it with a
fornmul a."

"Look, look, let us copy. Wiy, this is marvelous. It takes us even
beyond his great speech of tonight. The inplications of it!"

"Ch, the inplications!" they said as they copied it off, and the
inplications rang in their heads like bells of the future.

Now it has suddenly becone very late, and the elated little man with
the gold and gemred trophy under one arm and the packet of bank notes in his
pocket disappeared as by nmagic.

Maecenas went to his villa in the province, which is to say Long
Island. And all the Professors, Doctors, and erudite gentlenen went to their



hones and | odgi ngs.

But later, and after the excitement had worn off, none of them
understood a thing about it at all, not even those who had conprehended part
of it before the talk. And this was odd.

They' d been spooked.

Prof essor Al oys Foul cault-0Oeg was not seen again; or, if seen, he
was not known, for hardly anyone woul d have known his face. In fact, when he
had painfully rel eased the bonds by which he had been tied in the little
room behind the back room and had renoved the shackles from his ankles, he
did not pause at all. Not for many bl ocks did he even renpove the gag from
his mouth, not realizing in his confusion what it was that obstructed his
speech and breathing. But when he got it out it was a pleasant relief.

A kind gentleman took himin hand, the second to do so that night.
He was bundled into a kind of taxi and driven to a nysterious quarter called
Weckville. And deep inside a secret building he was given a bath and a bow
of hot soup. And later he gathered with others at the festive board.

Here WIlly MG Ily was king. As he worked his way into his cups,
with the gold trophy in front of him he expounded and el uci dat ed.

"I was wonderful. | held themin the pal mof ny hand. Was | not
wonder ful , Ceg?"
"I could not hear all, for I was on the floor of the little room

But fromwhat | could hear, yes, you were wonderful."

It wasn't supposed that Al oys nade that speech, was it? It was
stated that when he cane out of that roomhe was a different man entirely.
Nobody but WIlly MG Illy would give a talk like that.

"Only once inny life did | give a better speech,” said Wlly. "It
was the same speech, but it was newer then. That was in Little Dogie, New
Mexico, and | was selling a snake-o0il derivative whose secret | yet cannot

reveal. But | was good tonight and sone of themcried. And now what will you
do, Ceg? Do you know what we are?"

"Mdshennekov. "

"Why, so we are!"

"Schwi ndl ern. "

"The very word."

"Lowife con men. And the world you live on is not the one you were
born on. I will join you if |I may."

"Ceg, you have a talent for going to the core of the apple."

For when a man (however unlikely a nan) shows real talent, then the
W eckville bunch have to recruit him They cannot have uncontrolled tal ent
runni ng | oose in the comonal ty of nankind.

THE UGY SEA

"The sea is ugly," said Sour John, "and it's peculiar that |I'mthe
only one who ever noticed it. There have been nmillions of words witten on
the sea, but nobody has witten this. For a tine |I thought it was just ny
i magi nation, that it was only ugly to me. Then | analyzed it and found that
it really is ugly.

"It is foul. It is dirtier than a cesspool; yet nen who woul d not
willingly bathe in a cesspool will bathe in it. It has the aroma of an open
sewer; yet those who would not make a pilgrinage to a sewer will do so to

the sea. It is untidy; it is possibly the nmost untidy thing in the world.
And | doubt if there is any practical way to inprove it. It cannot be
drained; it cannot be covered up; it can only be ignored.

"Everything about it is ignoble. Its animls are baser than those of
the land. Its plant life is rootless and protean. It contam nates and wastes
the shores. It is an open grave where the living he down with dead."

"It does snell a little, Sour John, and it is untidy. But | don't



think it's ugly. You cannot deny that sometines it is really beautiful."

"I do deny it. It has no visual beauty. It is nmonotonous, with only
four or five faces, and all of them coarse. The sun and the sky over it may
be beautiful; the land that it borders may be fair; but the old sewer itself
is ugly."

"Then why are you the only one who thinks so?"

"There could be several reasons. One, that |'ve |ong suspected, is
that 1'msmarter than other people. And another is that mankind has just
decided to deny this ugliness for subconscious reasons, which is to say for
no reason at all. The sea is a lot |ike the subconscious. It nay even be the
subconsci ous; that was the teaching of the Thal assal ogi ans. The Peopl es of
the Plains dreamed of the Sea before they visited it. They were guilty
dreans. They knew the sea was there, and they were ashaned of it. The
Serpent in the Garden was a Hydra, a water snake. He ascended the river to
its source to prove that nothing was beyond his reach. That is the secret we
have always to live with: that even the rivers of Paradise flow finally into
that evil grave. We are in rhythmwith the old ocean: it rises irregularly
twice in twenty-four hours, and then repents of rising; and so largely do
we. "

"Sour John, | will still love the sea though you say it is ugly."

"Sowill I. I did not say | did not love it. | only said it was
ugly. It is an open secret that God was | ess pleased with the sea than with
anything el se he made. H s own people, at |east, have al ways shunned it.

"0, they use it, and several tines they have nearly owned it. But
they do not go to sea as seanen. In all history there have been only three
Jewi sh seamen. One was in Solonon's navy; he filled a required berth, and
was unhappy. One served a Caliph in the tenth century; why | do not know
And the third was Mysha Uf erwohner."

"Then |l et us hear about Mysha."

"Moysha was quite a good man. That is what makes it sad. And the
oddest thing is what attracted himto the evil sea. You could not guess it
inten years."

"Not unless it was a waterfront woman."

"That is fantastic. O all unlikely things that would seemthe nost
unlikely. And yet it's the truth and you hit it at once. Not a woman in
bei ng, however, but in potential (as the philosophers have it); which is to
say, quite a young girl.

"Li kely you have run across her. So | wll tell it all."

This begins ten years ago. Mysha was then a little short of his
majority, and was working with his father in an honorable trade not directly
connected with the sea, that of the |loan shark. But they often | oaned noney
to seanen, a perilous business, for which reason the rates were a little
hi gher than you m ght expect.

Moysha was naking collections and picking up a little new trade.

This took himto the snell of the sea, which was painful to him as to any
sensible man. And it took himto the Blue Fish, a water front cafe, bar, and
| odgi ng house.

A twel ve-year-old girl, a cripple, the daughter of the proprietor,
was playing the piano. It was not for sone time, due to the primacy of other
matters, that Mysha realized that she was playing atrociously. Then he
attenpted to correct it. "Young | ady, one should play well or not at all
Pl ease play better, or stop. That is acutely painful."

She | ooked as though she were going to cry, and this disconcerted
Moysha, though he did not know why it did. Half an hour later the fact
intruded itself on his consciousness that she was still playing, and stil
pl ayi ng badly; but nowwth a stilted sort of badness.

"Young lady, this is past all bearing. | suggest that you stop
pl ayi ng the damed thing and go to your bed. O go anywhere and do anyt hi ng.
But this is hideous. Stop it!"



The little girl really did cry then. And as a result of it Mysha
got into an altercation, got his head bl oodi ed, and was put out of the
pl ace; the first time that such a thing had ever happened to him Then he
realized that the seanen liked the little girl, and liked the way she pl ayed
t he pi ano.

This does not seem|ike a good beginning for either a tender |ove or
a great passion. But it had to be the beginning; that was the first tine
t hey ever saw each ot her.

For the next three days Myysha was restless. A serpent was eating at
his liver and he could not identify it. He began to take a drink in the
m ddl e of the day (it had not been his custom; and on the third day he
asked for rum There was a taste in his nmouth and he was trying to match it.
And in the inner windings of his head there was an awful snell, and it made
hi m | onesone.

By the evening of the third day the terrible truth came to him he
had to go down for another whiff of that dammed sea; and he possibly could
not live through another night unless he heard that pretty little girl play
t he pi ano agai n.

Bonny was pretty. She had a wise way with her, and a willful | ook.

It was as though she had just decided not to do something very mean, and was
alittle sorry that she hadn't.

She didn't really play badly; just. out of tune and as nobody el se
had ever played, with a great amobunt of ringing in the ballad tunes and a
sudden muting, then a sort of clashing and chimng. But she stopped playing
when she saw that Mysha was in the room

Moysha did not get on well at the Blue Fish. He didn't know how to
break into the conversation of the seamen, and in his enbarrassnent he
ordered drink after drink. Wen finally he becane quarrel some (as he had
never been before) they put himout of the place again.

Moysha lay on a dirty tarp out on a T head and |istened whil e Bonny
pl ayed the piano again. Then she stopped. She had probably been sent to bed.

But instead she cane out to the T head where he was.

"You old toad, you give ne the creeps.

"I do, little girl?"

"Sure you do. And papa says 'Don't let that Yehude in the place
agai n, he makes everybody nervous, if someone wants to borrow noney from him
et themborrow it sonewhere el se.' Even the dogs grow at you down here."

"I knowit."

"Then why do you cone here?"

"Tonight is the only tine | ever did cone except on business."

"Tonight is what | amtal king about."

"I came down to see you."

"I know you did, dear. 0, | didn't nmean to call you that. I cal
everybody that."

"Do you want to take it back?"

"No, | don't want to take it back. You old toad, why aren't you a
seaman |ike everybody el se?"

"I's everybody el se a seaman?"

"Everybody that cones to the Blue Fish. Howwill you cone to the
Fi sh now when Papa won't let you in the place?"

"l don't know "

"I'f you give nme one of your cards I'll call you up."

"Here."

"And if you give me two dollars and a half 1'Il pay you back three
dollars and a quarter Saturday."

"Here."

"I can't play the piano any other way. If you were a seaman | bet
you'd like the way | play the piano. Good night, you old toad."

"Good ni ght, Bonny."

And it was then that the dismal thought first came to Moysha: "Wat



if I should be a seaman after all?"

Now this was the nost terrible thing he could have done. He could
have beconme a Christian, he could have married a tranmp, he could have been
convi cted of enbezzlenment. But to leave his old life for the sea would be
nore than he could stand and nore than his famly could stand.

And there was no reason for it: only that a twelve-year-old girl
| ooked at himless kindly than if he had been a seaman. It is a terrible and
enpty thing to go to sea: all order is broken up and there are only periods
of debauchery and boredom and work and grinding idl eness, and the sickening
old pond and its dirty borders. It was for such reasons that Mysha
hesitated for three nonths.

Bonny cane to see himfor possibly the tenth time. She was now
payi ng himinterest of sixty cents a week on an old debt which, in the
normal state of affairs, she would never be able to clear

"Bonny, | wish there was something that | could say to you."

"You can say anything you want to ne."

"0 Bonny, you don't know what | nean."

"You want to bet | don't?"

"Bonny, what will you be doing in four years?"

"I"ll be getting married to a seaman if | can find one to take ne."

"Why shouldn't one take you?"

"For a seaman it is bad luck to marry a crippled wonman."

So on the first day of sumer Mysha went off to sea as a lowy
wi per. It broke his heart and shaned his famly. He woke and slept in
msery for the foulness of the life. He ate goy food and sinned in the ports
in attenpting to be a salty dog. And it was nine weeks before he was back to
his home port; and he went to the Blue Fish with sone other seamnen.

It was afternoon, and Bonny went for a walk with himacross the
peni nsul a and down to the beach

"Well, I"'mthunderstruck is all | can say. Wiy in the world would a
sensi ble nman want to go to sea?"

"I thought you |liked seanen, Bonny."

"I do. But howis a man going to turn into a seaman if he isn't one
to start with? A dog could turn into a fish easier. That's the dunbest thing

anyone ever did. | had an idea when you cane to the place today that you
turned into a seaman just for me. Did you?"

"Yes."

"I could be coy and say 'Why Mysha, |I'monly twelve years old,' but
| already knew how you felt. | will tell you sonmething. | never did a nean
thing, and | never saw anybody | wanted to be nean to till | met you. But

could be nean to you. It would be fun to ruin you. W aren't good for each
other. You oughtn't to see ne ever again."

"l have to."

"Then maybe | have to be mean to you. It's for both of us that | ask
you not to see nme again. | don't want to ruin you, and | don't want to be a
mean worman; but | will be if you keep com ng around.™"

"Well, | can't stay away."

"Very well, then I'Il be perverse. |I'll shock you every tine | open
my mouth. I'Il tell you that | do filthy things, and you won't know whet her
I"'mlying or not. You won't know what | nean, and you'll be afraid to find
out. You'll never be able to stay away fromne if you don't stay away now.
"1l have husbands and still keep you on a string. You'll stand outside in
the dark and |l ook at the light in my window, and you'll eat your own heart.
Pl ease go away. | don't want to turn nean."

"But Bonny, it doesn't have to be that way."

"I hope it doesn't, but it scares ne every tine | see you. Now |'I|
make a bargain with you. If you try to stay away I'Il try to stay good. But
if you come back again | won't be responsible. You ought to go back uptown
and not try to be a seaman any nore."

After that the little girl went back to the Blue Fish



Moysha did not go back uptown. He returned to the sea, and he did
not visit that port again for a year. And there was a change in him From
cl oser acquai ntance he no | onger noticed that the sea was foul. Once at
sunset, for a noment, he found sonething pleasant about it. He no | onger
si nned excessively in the ports. Ashore he travel ed beyond the waterfront
bars and visited the countries behind and net the wonderful people. He got
the feel of the rough old globe in his head. In a pension in Holland he
pl ayed chess with another girl, who was not precocious, and who did not
dread turning into a nean wonan. In a pub in Denmark he | earned to take
snuff like the saltiest seaman of themall. In an inn in Brittany he was
told that the sea is the heritage of the poor who cannot afford the land. It
was in Brittany that he first noticed that he now wal ked Iike an old salt.

After a year he went back to his hone port and to the Bl ue Fish.

"In away |'"'mglad to see you," said Bonny. "I've been feeling
contrary lately and you'll give me an excuse. Every norning | wake up and
say 'This day I'mgoing to raise hell.'" Then | can't find anyone to raise
hell with. Al those water rats | like so well that | can't be nmean to them
But | bet | know how to be nean to you. Well go get a roomand tell nme where
it is, and I'll come to you tonight."

"But you're only a little girl, and besides you don't nmean it."

"Then you're going to find out if | nean it. | intend to come. If
you think you | ove ne because |I'mpretty and good, then I'l|l make you | ove
me for a devil. There's things you don't even know about, and you've been a
seaman for a year. |'Il make you torture ne, and it'll be a |l ot worse
torture to you. |I'Il show you what unnatural really neans. You're going to
be m ghty sorry you cane back."

"Bonny, your hunor is cruel."

"When did | ever have any hunor? And you don't know if |'m kidding,
and you never will know. Wuld you rather | did these things with someone
el se than with you?"

"Well | will. If you don't tell me where your roomis, I'll go to
someone else's roomtonight. 1'Il do things so filthy you woul dn't believe
it. And even if | don't go to sonebody, I'll tell you tonorrow that | did."

But Moysha would not tell her where his roomwas. So |ate that night
when he left the Blue Fish she followed him It was fantastic for a grown
man to wal k faster and faster to escape a thirteen-year-old crippled girl,
and finally to run in panic through the dark streets. But when finally she

| ost himshe cried out with surprising kindness: "Goodni ght Mysha, |I'm
sorry | was nean."
But she wasn't very sorry, for the next night she was still nean.

"You see that old man with the hair in his ears? He's filthy and we
don't even understand each other's |anguage. But he understood what | wanted
wel | enough. He's the one | spent |ast night with."

"Bonny, that's a lie, and it isn't funny."

"I know it isn't funny. But can you be sure that it's alie? | only
he part of the time, and you never know when. Now tonight, if you don't tel
me where your roomis, I'mgoing to take either that old red-faced sl obberer
or that black man. And you can follow nme, since you run away when | foll ow
you, and see that | go with one of them And you can stand out in the street

and | ook up at our light. |I always |eave the light on."
"Bonny, why are you mean?"
"I wish | knew, Mdysha, | wish | knew"

After a week of this he went to sea again, and did not conme back to
his home port for two years. He | earned of the sea-leaning giants.

"I do not know the nanme of this tree," said Sour John, "though once
| knewit. This is the time of a story where one usually says it's time for
a drink. However, for a long tine | have been worried about ny parasites who
are to ne alnost like my own children, and this constant diet of rum and
redeye cannot be good for them | believe if the young lady would fry nme a



platter That's the nicest present anyone ever gave ne. What do you cal
hi n®"

"Why, just a snake. Uar, that is, he's a foreign snake."

So he went back to sea and left the little girl there with the snake
in her hands.

Bonny was a wi dow when she was si xteen, as every-one had known she
woul d be. It's no joke about it being bad luck for a seaman to marry a
cripple. They seldomlose nuch time in perishing after they do it. QOgl esby
died at sea, as all the Qgburns did; and it was froma trifling illness from
whi ch he was hardly sick at all. It was nmany weeks |ater that Mysha heard
the news, and then he hurried back to his hone port.

He was too | ate. Bonny had married again.

"I thought you'd probably cone, and | kind of wanted it to be you.
But you waited so long, and the summer was half over, that | decided to
marry Polycarp Melish. I'mhalfway sorry | did. He wouldn't let Uar sleep
with us, and he killed himjust because he bit himon the thunb.

"But | tell you what you do. What with the bad |l uck and all
Pol ycarp won't last many nmonths. Cone around earlier next year. | like to
get married in the springtime. I'll be a double w dow then."

"Bonny, that's a terrible way to talk even when kiddi ng."

"I"'mnot kidding at all. | even have an i dea how we can beat the
jinx. 1'I'l tell you about it after we get married next year. Maybe a
crippled girl gets to keep her third husband."

"Do you want Polycarp to die?"

"OfF course | don't. I love him | love all my husbands, just I|ike
"Il love you after | marry you. | can't help it if I"'mbad luck. | told
him and he said he already knew it; but he wanted to do it anyhow. WIIl you
bring me another snake the next time you're in port?"

"Yes. And you can keep the nonkey in place of it till | cone back
But you can't have the bird yet. | have to keep sonmeone to talk to."

"Al'l right. Please cone in the spring. Don't wait till summer again
or it'll be too late and I'Il already be married to sonmeone el se. But
whet her we get married or not, |'mnever going to be mean again. |'mgetting
too old for that."

So he went to sea agai n happier than he ever had before.

When she was seventeen Bonny was a wi dow again as everyone had known
she woul d be. Pol ycarp had been mangl ed and chopped to pieces in an unusua
accident in the engine roomof his ship.

Moysha heard of it very soon, before it could have been heard of at
hone. And he took council with his talking bird, and with one other
technically nore human.

"This other," said Sour John, "was myself. It was very early spring,
and Moysha was wondering if it were really best to hurry home and narry
Bonny.

"1 amnot at all superstitious,' he said. 'I do not believe that a
crippled woman is necessarily bad luck to seanen. But | believe that Bonny
may be bad luck to everyone, including herself.’

"W were on a chocolate island of a French flavor and a French nane.
On it were girls as pretty as Bonny, and wi thout her reputation for bad
luck: girls who woul d never be either wives or widows. And there is a way to
go clear around the world from one such place to another

"'The Blue Fish is not necessarily the center of the earth,' | told
him 'l have always necessarily believed the to be a little left of center
And Bonny may not be the queen. But if you think that she is, then for you
she is so. Nine nonths, or even a year is not very long to live, and you

will be at sea nost of the time. But if you think a few weeks with the
little girl is enough, then it is enough for you. A lot of others who wll
not have even that will be dead by next Easter.' | said this to cheer him
up. | was always the cheerful type.

"' And what do you think?" Mysha asked the tal king bird.



"' Sanpah,' said the bird in his own tongue. This means rubbish. But
whet her he neant that the superstition was rubbish, or the idea of nmarrying
with a consequent early death was rubbish, is sonething that is still |ocked
up in his little green head."

Moysha hurried home to marry Bonny. He brought a brother of Uar for
a present, and he went at once to the Blue Fish

"Well you're just in tine. | was going to have the banns read for
me and sonebody tonorrow, and if you' d been an hour later it wouldn't have
been you.

"I was hal fway afraid to cone."

"You needn't have been afraid. | told you |l knew a way to beat the
jinx. I'mselling the Blue Fish. | wote you that Papa was dead. And we're
going to take a house uptown and forget the sea.”

"Forget the sea? How coul d anyone forget the sea?"

"Why, you're only a toy seaman. You weren't raised to it. Wen you

go away fromit you won t be a seanan at all. And crippled wonen are only
bad luck to seanen, not to other men."

"But what would | do? The sea is all | know "

"Don't be a child, Mysha. You hate the sea, renenber? You al ways
told me that you did. You only went to sea because you thought I |iked

seanen. You know a hundred ways to make a dollar, and you don't have to go
near the sea for any of them"

So they were married. And they were happy. Mysha di scovered that
Bonny was really an angel. Her devil talk had been a stunt.

It was worth all five dark years at sea to have her. She was now
even nmore lovely than the first night he had seen her. They lived in a house
uptown in the heart of the city, and were an urbane and civilized couple.
And three years went by.

Then one day Bonny said that they ought to get rid of the snake, and
maybe even the nonkey. She was afraid they would bite one of the children
or one of the children would bite them

The talking bird said that if his friends left he would | eave, too.

"But Bonny," said Myysha, "these three are all that | have to renind
me of the years when | was a seanan.

"You have ne, also. But why do you want to be rem nded of those
awf ul days?"

"I know what we could do, Bonny. W could buy the Blue Fish again.

It isn't doing well. We could live there and run it. And we could have a
pl ace there for the snake and the nonkey and the bird."

"Yes, we could have a place for themall, but not for the children
That is no place to raise children. | know, and | was raised there. Now ny

love, don't be difficult. Take the three creatures and di spose of them And
renmenber that for us the sea isn't even there any nore

But it was still there when he went down to the Blue Fish to try to
sell the three creatures to the seaman. An 01(1 friend of his was present
and was | ooking for an engineer first class to ship out that very night. And
there was a great difficulty in selling the creatures.

He could not sell themunless he put a price on them and he was
dammed if he'd do that. That was worse than putting a price on his own
children. He had had them | onger than his children, and they were nore
peculiarly his own. He could not sell them And he could not go home and
tell his wife that he could not sell them

"He went out and sat on the horns of the dilenma and | ooked at the
sea. And then his old friend (who coincidentally was nyself)," said Sour
John, "cane out and said that he sure did need an engineer first class to
| eave that very night.

"And then what do you think that Mysha di d?"

"0, he signed on and went back to sea."

Sour John was thunderstruck



"How did you know that? You've hit it again. | never will know how
you do it. Well, that's what he did. In the face of everything he left his
beautiful wife and children, and his clean life, and went to the filthy sea
again. It's incredible."

"And how is he doi ng now?"

"God knows. | nmean it literally. Naturally he's dead. That's been a
year You don't expect a seaman married to a crippled woman to live forever
do you?"

"And how i s Bonny?"

"I went to see her this afternoon; for this is the port where it al
happened. She had out an atlas and a pencil and piece of string. She was
trying to measure out what town in the whole country is furthest fromthe
sea.

"She is lonely and grieves for Mysha, nore than for either of her
ot her husbands. But O she is lovely! She supports herself and her brood by
gi ving piano | essons."

"I's there a noral to this?"

"No. It is an inmoral story. And it's a nmystery to me. A man will

not normally | eave a clean hone to dwell in an open grave, nor abandon
children to descend into a sewer, nor forswear a lovely and loving wife to
go faring on a cesspool, knowi ng that he will shortly die there as a part of

t he bargain.
"But that is what he did."

RAI NBI RD

Were scientific firsts truly tabulated the name of the Yankee
i nventor, Hi ggston Rainbird, would surely be wi thout peer. Yet today he is
known (and only to a few specialists, at that) for an inmproved blacksnmth's
bellows in the year 1785, for a certain nodification (not fundanmental) in
t he nol dboard pl ow about 1805, for a better (but not good) method of reefing
the lateen sail, for a chestnut roaster, for the Devil's O aw Wdge for
splitting logs, and for a nutmeg grater enbodying a new safety feature; this
| ast was either in the year 1816 or 1817. He is known for such, and for no
nor e.

Were this all that he achieved his name would still be secure. And
it is secure, inalinted way, to those who hobby in technol ogi cal history.

But the glory of which history has cheated him or of which he
cheated hinself, is otherwise. In a different sense it is w thout parallel
absol utely uni que.

For he pioneered the dynanp, the steam autonobile, the stee
i ndustry, ferro-concrete construction, the internal conmbustion engine,
electric illum nation and power, the wireless, the tel evox, the petrol eum
and petrochem cal industries, nmonorail transportation, air travel, worldw de
nmoni toring, fissionable power, space travel, group telepathy, political and
econom ¢ bal ance; he built a retrogressor; and he nade great advances
towards corporal imortality and the apotheosis of mankind. It would seem
unfair that all this is unknown of him

Even the once solid facts -- that he wired Phil adel phia for |ight
and power in 1799, Boston the follow ng year, and New York two years |ater
-- are no longer solid. In a sense they are no | onger facts.

For all this there nust be an explanation; and if not that, then an
account at least; and if not that, well-sonething anyhow.

H ggston Rainbird nmade a certain decision on a June afternoon in
1779 when he was quite a young man, and by this decision he confirned his
i nventive bent.

He was hawking fromthe top of Devil's Head Mounlain. He flew his
falcon (actually a tercel hawk) down through the white clouds, and to himit
was the highest sport in the world. The bird canme back, clinbing the blue



air, and brought a passenger pigeon from below the clouds. And H ggston was
al nost perfectly happy as he hooded the hawk.

He could stay there all day and hawk from above the clouds. O he
could go down the nmountain and work on his sparker in his shed. He sighed as
he made the decision, for no man can have everything. There was a
fascinati on about hawking. But there was al so a fascination about the
copper-strip sparker. And he went down the mountain to work on it.

Thereafter he hawked |l ess. After several years he was forced to give
it up altogether. He had chosen his life, the dedi cated career of an
i nventor, and he stayed with it for sixty-five years.

H s sparker was not a success. It would be expensive, its spark was
uncertain and it had al nost no advantage over flint. People could al ways
start a fire. If not, they could borrow a brand from a nei ghbor. There was
no market for the sparker. But it was a nice nachi ne, hanmered copper strips
wr apped around iron teased with | odestone, and the thing turned with a hand
crank. He never gave it up entirely. He based other things upon it; and the
retrogressor of his last years could not have been built wthout it.

But the main thing was steam iron, and tools. He made the finest
| athes. He revol utionized snelting and mning. He brought new things to
power, and started the snoke to rolling. He made ni stakes, he ran into dead
ends, he wasted whol e decades. But one nman can only do so nuch.

He married a shrew, Audrey, know ng that a nman cannot achieve
wi thout a goad as well as a goal. But he was without issue or disciple, and
this worried him

He built a steanboat and a steantrain. H's was the first steam
thresher. He cleared the forests wi th wood-burning giants, and desi gned
towns. He destroyed southern slavery with a steanpowered cotton picker, and
power and wealth foll owed him

For better or worse he brought the country up a long road, so there
was hardly a custom of his boyhood that still continued. Probably no one nman
had ever changed a country so much in his lifetine.

He fathered a true machine-tool industry, and brought rubber from
the tropics and plastic fromthe | aboratory. He punped petrol eum and used

natural gas for illumnation and steam power. He was honored and enriched;
and, | ooki ng back, he had no reason to regard his |life as wasted.

"Yes, |'ve missed so much. | wasted a lot of tine. If only | could
have avoided the blind alleys, | could have done many tines as mnuch.
brought machine tooling to its apex. But | neglected the finest tool of all
the mind. | used it as it is, but I had not tinme to study it, much |ess
modify it. Ohers after me will do it all. But I rather wanted to do it al

nmyself. Nowit is too late."

He went back and worked on his old sparker and its descendents, now
that he was old. He built toys along the line of it that need not always
have remai ned toys. He made a tel evox, but the only practical application
was that now Audrey could rail at himover a greater distance. He fired up a
little steamdynano in his house, ran wires and nade it burn lights in his
bar n.

And he built a retrogressor.

"I would do nuch nmore along this line had | the tine. But I'm
pepper-bellied pretty near the end of the road. It is like finally comng to
a gate and seeing a whole greater world beyond it, and being too old and
feeble to enter.”

He ki cked a chair and broke it.

"I never even nmade a better chair. Never got around to it. There are
so cl od-hopping many things | neant to do. | have maybe pushed the country
ahead a coupl e of decades faster than it woul d otherw se have gone. But what
couldn't | have done if it weren't for the blind alleys! Ten years lost in
one of them twelve in another. If only there had been a way to tell the
true fromthe false, and to | eave to others what they could do, and to do
nmysel f only what nobody el se could do. To see a |ink (however unlikely) and



to go out and get it and set it inits place. Ch, the waste, the w | derness
that a talent can wander in! If | had only had a nentor! If | had had a map

a clue, a hatful of clues. I was born shrewd, and | shrewdly cut a path and
went a grand ways. But always there was a clearer path and a faster way that
| did not see till later. As ny name is Rainbird, if | had it to do over,

I'd do it infinitely better.”

He began to wite a list of the things that he'd have done better
Then he stopped and threw away his pen in disgust.

"Never did even invent a decent ink pen. Never got around to it.
Dog- eared damation, there's so much | didn't do!"

He poured hinmself a jolt, but he made a face as he drank it.

"Never got around to distilling a really better whiskey. Had sone
good i deas along that line, too. So many things | never did do. Well, |
can't inprove things by talking to nyself here about it."

Then he sat and thought.

"But | burr-tailed can inprove things by talking to nyself there
about it."

He turned on his retrogressor, and went back sixty-five years and up
two thousand feet.

H ggston Rai nbird was hawking fromthe top of Devil's Head Muntain
one June afternoon in 1779. He flew his bird down through the white fleece
clouds, and to himit was sport indeed. Then it cane back, clinbing the
shi mering air, and brought a pigeon to him

"It's fun," said the old man, "but the bird is tough, and you have a
lot to do. Sit down and |isten, Hi ggston."

"How do you know the bird is tough? Who are you, and how did an old
man |ike you clinb up here wi thout my seeing you? And how in hell pepper did
you know t hat ny nane was Hi ggston?"

"I ate the bird and |I remenber that it was tough. | amjust an old
man who would tell you a fewthings to avoid in your life, and | cane up
here by neans of an invention of my own. And I know your nane is Hi ggston

as it is also ny nane; you being named after ne, or | after you, | forget
whi ch. Wi ch one of us is the ol der, anyhow?"

"I had thought that you were, old man. | ama little interested in
i nventions mnysel f. How does the one that carried you up here work?"

"It begins, well it begins with sonething |ike your sparker
H ggston. And as the years go by you adapt and add. But it is all tinkering
with a force field till you are able to warp it a little. Now then, you are

an ewer-eared gal oot and not as handsone as | remenbered you; but | happen
to know that you have the makings of a fine man. Listen now as hard as ever
you listened in your life. | doubt that | will be able to repeat. | wll
save you years and decades; | will tell you the best road to take over a
journey which it was once said that a man could travel but once. Man, |'l|
pave a path for you over the hard places and strew pal ms before your feet."

"Tal k, you addl epated old gaff. No man ever listened so hard
before. "

The old man tal ked to the young one for five hours. Not a word was
wast ed; they were neither of themgiven to wasting words. He told himthat
steam wasn't everything, this before he knew that it was anything. It was a
gi ant power, but it was linmted. Other powers, perhaps, were not. He
instructed himto explore the possibilities of anplification and feedback
and to use always the lightest nediumof transm ssion of power: wire rather
than nul e-drawn coal cart, air rather than wire, ether rather than air. He
war ned against time wasted in shoring up the obsol ete, and of the bottomnl ess
qui cksand of cliche, both of word and of thought.

He adnoni shed himnot to waste precious nonths in trying to devise
the perfect apple corer; there will never be a perfect apple corer. He
begged himnot to build a battery bobsled. There would be things far sw fter
than a bobsl ed.



Let others nake the new hide scrapers and tanning salts. Let others
aid the carter and the candl e nol der and the cooper in their arts. There was
need for a better hane, a better horse block, a better stile, a better
whetstone. Well, let others fill those needs. If our button-hooks, our
firedogs, our whiffletrees, our bootjacks, our cheese presses are all badly
designed and a disgrace, then |l et soneone el se renove that disgrace. Let
others aid the cordwai ner and the cobbler. Let H ggston do only the high
wor k that nobody el se woul d be able to do.

There would cone a tinme when the Carrier hinmself would di sappear, as
the fletcher had all but di sappeared. But new trades woul d open for a man
with an open mnd

Then the old man got specific. Lie showed young Hi ggston a design
for a |lathe dog that would save time. He told himhow to draw, rather than
hamer wire; and advised himof the virtues of mica as insulator before
other material should cone to hand.

"And here there are sone things that you will have to take on
faith," said the old man, "things of which we |learn the 'what' before we
fathomthe 'why'."

He explained to himthe shuttle armature and the sel f-exciting
field, and commutation; and the possibilities that anternation carried to
its ultimate m ght open up. He told hima bejamred | ot of things about a
conf ounded huge variety of subjects.

"And a little mathematics never hurt a practical man," said the old
gaffer. "I was self-taught, and it slowed ne down."

They hunkered down there, and the old man cyphered it all out in the
dust on the top of Devil's Head Mountain. He showed himnatural |ogarithns
and rotating vectors and the calculi and such; hut he didn't push it too
far, as even a smart boy can learn only so much in a few m nutes. He then
gave hima little advice on the treatnment of Audrey, knowing it would be
usel ess, for the art of living with a shrewis a thing that cannot be
expl ai ned to anot her.

"Now hood your hawk and go down the nountain and go to work," the
old man said. And that is what young Hi ggston Rainbird did.

The career of the Yankee inventor, Hi ggston Rainbird, was neteoric.
The wi se nen of Greece were little boys to him the Renai ssance gi ants had
only knocked at the door but had not tried the knob. And it was unl ocked al
the tinme.

The nil estones that Higgston |left are breathtaking. He built a short
hi gh dam on the flank of Devil's Head Muntain, and had hydroel ectric power
for his own shop in that same year (1779). He had an arc light burning in
Hor se- Head Li ghthouse in 1781. He read by true |Incandescent light in 1783,
and lighted his native village, Knobknocker, three years later. He drove a
charcoal fueled autonobile in 1787, switched to a distillate of whale oil in
1789, and used true rock oil in 1790. H s gasoline powered conbination
reaper-thresher was in comercial production in 1793, the same year that he
wired Centerville for Iight and power. His first diesel |loconotive nmade its
trial run in 1796, in which year he al so converted one of his earlier coa
burni ng steanships to liquid fuel

In 1799 he had wired Phil adel phia for |ight and power, a nmjor
br eakt hrough, for the big cities had manfully resisted the innovations. On
the night of the turn of the century he unhooded a whol e clutch of new
things, wireless tel egraphy, the televox, radio transm ssion and reception
motile and audi bl e theatrical reproductions, a machine to transmit the human
voice into print, and a nethod of sterilizing and wapping neat to permt
its indefinite preservation at any tenperature.

And in the spring of that new year he first flew a heavier-than-air
vehi cl e.

"He has made all the basic inventions," said the many-tongued
people. "Now there remains only their refinement and proper utilization."



"Horse hokey," said Hi ggston Rainbird. He nade a rocket that could
carry freight to England in thirteen m nutes at seven cents a hundredwei ght.
This was in 1805. He had fissionable power in 1813, and within four years
had the price down where it could be used for desalting seawater to the
eventual irrigation of five mllion square nmiles of remarkably dry | and.

He built a Think Machine to work out the problenms that he was too
busy to solve, and a Prediction Machine to pose himw th new probl ens and
new areas of breakthrough

In 1821, on his birthday, he hit the moon with a marker. He bet a
crony that he would be able to go up personally one year later and retrieve
it. And he won the bet.

In 1830 he first put on the market his Red Ball Pipe Tobacco, an
aromatic and expensive crinp cut made of Martian |lichen

In 1836 he founded the Institute for the Atnospheric Rehabilitation
of Venus, for he found that place to be worse than a snokehouse. It was
there that he devel oped that hacking cough that stayed with himtill the end
of his days.

He synthesized a man of his own age and disrepute who would sit
drinking with himin the after-m dni ght hours and say, "You're so right,

H ggston, so incontestably right."

H's plan for the Sinplification and Eventual Elimnation of
CGovernrent was adopted (in nodified forn) in 1840, a fruit of his Politica
and Economi c Bal ance Institute.

Yet, for all his seem ngly successful penetration of the field, he
realized that man was the one truly cantankerous aninmal, and that Human
Engi neering woul d remai n one of the never conpletely resolved fields.

He nade a partial breakthrough in tel epathy, starting with the
personal know edge that shrews are always able to read the nminds of their
spouses. He knew that the secret was not in synpathetic reception, but in
arrogant break-in. Wth the polite it is forever inpossible, but he
di sgui sed this discovery as politely as he coul d.

And he worked toward corporal immortality and the apotheosis of
manki nd, that cantankerous aninal.

He designed a fabric that would enbul k itself on a tenperature drop
and thin to an airy sheen in sumrery weat her. The weather itself he
di sdai ned to nodify, hut he did evolve infallible prediction of exact daily
rainfall and tenperature for decades in advance.

And he built a retrogressor.

One day he looked in the mirror and frowned.

"I never did get around to making a better mrror. This one is
hi deous. However (to consider every possibility) let us weigh the thesis
that it is the image and not the mirror that is hideous."

He call ed on an acquai nt ance.

"Say, U ois, what year is this anyhow?"

"1844."

"Are you sure?"

"Reasonahly sure."

"How ol d am | ?"

"Eighty-five, | think, Higgston."

"How | ong have | been an old man?"

"Quite a while, Higgston, quite a while."

H ggston Rai nbird hung up rudely.

"I wonder how | ever let a thing like that slip up on nme?" he said
to hinmself. "1 should have gone to work on corporal imortality a little
earlier. |'ve bungled the whol e busi ness now. "

He fiddled with his prediction machine and saw that he was to die
that very year. He did not seek a finer reading.

"What a saddl e-galled splay-footed situation to find nyself in!
never got around to a tenth of the things |I really wanted to do. Oh, | was



smart enough; | just ran up too many blind alleys. Never found the answers
to half the old riddles. Should have built the Prediction Machine at the
begi nning instead of the end. But | didn't know how to build it at the
begi nni ng. There ought to be a way to get nore done. Never got any advice in
my life worth taking except fromthat nutty old nan on the nountain when
was a young man. There's a lot of things |I've only started on. Well, every
man doesn't hang, but every man does conme to the end of his rope. 1 never
did get around to making that rope extensible. And | can't inprove things by
talking to nyself here about it."

He filled his pipe with Red Ball crinp cut and thought a while.

"But | hill-hopping can inprove things by talking to nyself there
about it."

Then he turned on his retrogressor and went back and up

Young Hi ggston Rai nbird was hawking fromthe top of Devil's Head
Mountain on a June afternoon in 1779. He flew his hawk down through the
white cl ouds, and decided that he was the finest fellowin the world and
master of the finest sport. If there was earth bel ow the clouds it was far
away and uni nportant.

The hunting bird cane back, clinbing the tall air, with a pigeon
fromthe | ower regions.

"Forget the bird," said the old man, "and give a listen with those
out si zed ears of yours. | have a lot to tell you in a very little while, and
then you nust devote yourself to a concentrated life of work. Hood the bird
and clip himto the stake. Is that bridle clip of your own invention? Ah
yes, | remenber now that it is.”

"Il just fly himdown once nore, old man, and then I'll have a
| ook at what you're selling."

"No. No. Hood himat once. This is your nmonent of decision. That is
a boyi shness that you nmust give up. Listen to nme, Hi ggston, and | will
orient your life for you."

"I rather intended to orient it myself. How did you get up here, old
man, w thout ny seeing you? How, in fact, did you get up here at all? It's a
hard clinmb."

"Yes, | renmenber that it is. | came up here on the wings of an
i nvention of ny own. Now pay attention for a few hours. It will take al
your considerable wit."

"A few hours and a perfect hawking afternoon will be gone. This may

be the finest day ever nade."
"I also once felt that it was, but I man fully gave it up. So mnust
you. "

"Let me fly the hawk down again and | will listen to you while it is
gone. "

"But you will only be listening with half a mind, and the rest will
be with the hawk."

But young Hi ggston Rainbird flew the bird down through the shining
white clouds, and the old man began his rignarole sadly. Yet it was a
rang- dang-do of a spiel, a munmmywhammy of adnonition and exposition, and
young Higgston listened entranced and al nost forgot his hawk. The old nman
told himthat he nust stride half a dozen roads at once, and yet never take
a wong one; that he must do sone things earlier that on the alternative had
been done quite late; that he must point his technique at the Think Machine
and the Prediction Machine, and at the unsol ved probl em of corpora
imortality.

"I'n no other way can you really acquire el bow room anple working
time. Time runs out and life is too short if you let it take its natura
course. Are you listening to ne, Higgston?"

But the hawk canme back, clinbing the steep air, and it had a gray
dove. The old man sighed at the interruption, and he knew that his project
was in peril.



"Hood the hawk. It's a sport for boys. Now listen to ne, you
spraddling jack. | amtelling you things that nobody el se woul d ever be able
to tell you! I will show you howto fly falcons to the stars, not just down
to the meadows and birch groves at the foot of this nountain.”

"There is no prey up there," said young Hi ggston

"There is. Gam er prey than you ever dreanmed of. Hood the bird and
snaffle him"

"Il just fly himdown one nore tinme and listen to you till he
comes back. "

The hawk went down through the clouds |like a golden bolt of sumer
['i ght ni ng.

Then the old man, taking the cosnos, peeled it open | ayer by |ayer
i ke an onion, and told young H ggston how it worked. Afterwards he returned
to the technol ogi cal begi nning and he |lined out the workings of steam and
petro- and el ectromagneti sm and expl ai ned that these sinple powers nust be
used for a short interval in the invention of greater power. He told him of
waves and resonance and airy transm ssion, and fission and flight and
over-flight. And that none of the doors required keys, only a resolute nman
to turn the knob and push them open. Young Hi ggston was inpressed.

Then the hawk canme back, clinbing the towering air, and he had a
rai nbird

The old man had lively eyes, but now they took on a new |light.

"Nobody ever gives up pleasure willingly," he said, "and there is
al ways the sneaking feeling that the bargain may not have been perfect. This
is one of the things | have missed. | haven't hawked for sixty-five years.

Let me fly himthis tine, H ggston."

"You know how?"

"I am adept. And | once intended to make a better gauntlet for
hawkers. This hasn't been inproved since Nnrod's tine."

"I have an idea for a better gauntlet myself, old man."

"Yes. | know what your idea is. Go ahead with it. It's practical."

"Fly himif you want to, old man."

And ol d Hi ggston flew the tercel hawk down through the gl eam ng
cl ouds, and he and young Hi ggston watched fromthe top of the world. And
t hen young Hi ggston Rai nbird was standing al one on the top of Devil's Head
Mount ai n, and the old nman was gone.

"I wonder where he went? And where in apple knocker's heaven did he
cone fron? Or was he ever here at all? That's a danged funny machi ne he cane
in, if he did cone init. Al the wheels are on the inside. But | can use
the gears fromit, and the clock, and the copper wire. It must have taken
weeks to hanmer that nmuch wire out that fine. | wish I'd paid nore attention
to what he was saying, but he poured it on a little thick. |I'd have gone
along with himon it if only he'd have found a good stopping place a little
sooner, and hadn't been so insistent on giving up hawking. Well, I'Il just
hawk here till dark, and if it dawns clear 1'll be up again in the norning.
And Sunday, if | have a little tinme, | may work on ny sparker or ny chestnut
roaster."

H ggston Rainbird lived a | ong and successful life. Locally he was
known best as a hawker and horse racer. But as an inventor he was recognized
as far as Boston.

He is still known, in alimted way, to specialists in the field and
peri od: known as contributor to the devel opnent of the nol dboard plow, as
t he desi gner of the Nonpareil Nutneg Grater with the safety feature, for a
bel l ows, for a sparker for starting fires (little used), and for the Devil's
Cl aw Wedge for splitting logs. He is known for such, and for no nore.

DREAM

He was a norning type, so it was unusual that he should fee
depressed in the nmorning. He tried to account for it, and could not.



He was a healthy man, so he ate a healthy breakfast. He was not too
depressed for that. And he listened unconsciously to the dark girl with the
nmusi cal voice. Oten she ate at Cahill's in the nornings with her girl
friend.

Grape juice, pineapple juice, orange juice, apple juice... why did
peopl e 1 ook at him suspiciously just because he took four or five sorts of
juice for breakfast?

"Agnes, it was ghastly. | was built like a sack. A sackful of skunk
cabbage, | swear. And | was a green-brown color and had hair like a latrine
nmop. Agnes, | was sick with misery. It just isn't possible for anybody to
feel so low | can't shake it at all. And the whole world was |ike the

underside of a log. It wasn't that, though. It wasn't just one bunch of
things. It was everything. It was a world where things just weren't worth
l[iving. | can't conme out of it..."

"Teresa, it was only a dream"”

Sausage, only four little links for an order. Did people think he
was a glutton because he had four orders of sausage? It didn't seemlike
very much.

"My nother was a nonster. She was a wart-hoggi sh animal. And yet she
was still recogni zable. How could nmy nother | ook Iike a wart hog and stil
| ook like ny nother? Mama's pretty!”

"Teresa, it was only a dream Forget it."

The stares a man nust suffer just to get a dozen pancakes on his
pl ate! What was the matter with people who called four pancakes a tal
stack? And what was odd about ordering a quarter of a pound of butter? It
was better than having twenty of those little pats each on its coaster

"Agnes, we all of us had eyes that bugged out. And we stank! W were
bl oated, and all the time it rained a dirty green rain that snelled like a
four-letter word. Good grief, girl! W had hair all over us where we weren't

warts. And we tal ked like cracked crows. We had crawlers. | itch just from
t hi nking about it. And the dirty parts of the dream| won't even tell you.
I've never felt so blue in ny life. | just don't know how |I'Il make the day
t hr ough. "

"Teresa, doll, how could a dream upset you so much?"

There isn't a thing wong with ordering three eggs sunny-side up
and three over easy, and three poached ever so soft, and six of them
scranbl ed. What | aw says a man should have all of his eggs fixed alike? Nor
is there anything wong with ordering five cups of coffee. That way the girl
doesn't have to keep running over with refills.

Basconb Swi cegood liked to have bacon and waffles after the egg
interlude and the earlier courses. But he was nearly at the end of his
br eakf ast when he junped up

"What did she say?"

He was suprised at the violence of his own voice.

"What did who say, M. Sw cegood?"

"The girl that was just here, that just left with the other girl."

"That was Teresa, and the other girl was Agnes. O else that was
Agnes and the other girl was Teresa. It depends on which girl you nmean. |
don't know what either of themsaid."

Basconb ran out into the street.

"Grl, the girl who said it rained dirty green all the time, what's
your name?"

"My name is Teresa. You' ve met ne four times. Every norning you | ook
i ke you never saw ne before."

"I'"'m Agnes," said Agnes.



"What did you nmean it rained dirty green all the time? Tell me al
about it."

"I will not, M. Swi cegood. | was just telling a dream| had to
Agnes. It isn't any of your business."

"Well, | have to hear all of it. Tell me everything you dreaned."

"I will not. It was a dirty dream It isn't any of your business. If
you weren't a friend of ny Uncle Ed Kelly, I'd call a policeman for your

bot hering me. "

"Did you have things like live rats in your stonmach to digest for
you? Did they --"

"Ch! How did you know? Get away fromme. | will call a policenan.
M. MCarty, this man i s annoying ne."

"The devil he is, Mss Ananias. Od Basconb just doesn't have it in
himany nore. There's no nmore harmin himthan a | anppost.”

"Did the | anpposts have hair on them M ss Teresa? Did they pant and
swell and snell green-"

"Ch! You couldn't know You awful man!"

"I'"'m Agnes," said Agnes; but Teresa dragged Agnes away with her

"What is the | anppost jag, Basconmb?" asked O ficer Mdssback MCarty.

"Ah -- 1 know what it is like to be in hell, Mssback. | dreaned of
it last night."

"And well you should, a man who negl ects his Easter duty year after
year. But the lanppost jag? If it concerns anything on ny beat, | have to
know about it."

"It seens that | had the same depressing dream as the young | ady,
identical in every detail."

Not know ng what dreans are (and we do not know), we should not find
it strange that two people mght have the sanme dream There may not be
enough of themto go around, and nost dreans are forgotten in the norning.

Basconmb Swi cegood had forgotten his dismal dream He could not
account for his state of depression until he heard Teresa Ananias telling
pi eces of her own dreamto Agnes Schoenapfel. Even then it cane back to him
slowy at first, but afterwards with a rush

The oddity wasn't that two people should have the sane dream but
that they shoul d di scover the coincidence, what with the thousands of people
runni ng around and nost of the dreans forgotten

Yet, if it were a coincidence, it was a multiplex one. On the night
when it was first made manifest it nust have been dreaned by quite a nunber
of people in one mediumlarge city. There was a small piece in an afternoon
paper. One doctor had five different worried patients who had had dreamns of
rats in their stomachs, and hair growi ng on the insides of their nouths.
This was the first publication of the shared-dream phenonmenon

The squib did not mention the foul -green-rain back-ground, but [ater
i nvestigation uncovered that this and other details were conmon to the
dr eans.

But it was a reporter naned WIly Wagoner who really put the town on
the map Until he did the job, the incidents and notices had been isol at ed.
Doct or Herone Judas had been putting together sone notes on the Geen-rain
Syndrome. Doctor Florenz Appian had been working up his evidence on the
Surex Ventriculus Trauma, and Professor G deon G eathouse had cone to sone
| ear ned concl usions on the inner nmeaning of warts. But it was WIIly \Wagoner
who went to the people for it, and then gave his conclusions back to the
peopl e.

WIlly said that he had interviewed a thousand people at random (He
hadn't really; he had tal ked to about twenty. It takes |longer than you m ght
think to interview a thousand people.) He reported that slightly nore than
si xty-seven percent had had a dream of the same repul sive world. He reported
that nore than forty-four percent had had the dream nore than once, thirty
two percent nore than tw ce, twenty-seven percent nore than three tines.



Many had had it every dammed night. And many refused frostily to answer
guestions on the subject at all

This was ten days after Bascomb Swi cegood had heard Teresa Anani as
tell her dreamto Agnes.

WI1ly published the opinions of the three | earned gentl enen above,
and the theories and conments of many nore. He al so appended a hatful of
answers he had received that were sheer levity.

But the phenonenon was not |ocal. \Wagoner's article was the first
conprehensive (or at |least wordy) treatnent of it, but only by hours.
Simlar things were in other papers that very afternoon, and the next day.

It was nore than a fad. Those who called it a fad fell silent after
t hey thensel ves experienced the dream The suicide index rose around the
country and the world. The thing was now i nternational. The cacophonous
ditty Geen Rain was on all the jukes, as was The Wart Hog Song. People
began to loath thensel ves and each other. Wrnen feared that they would give
birth to nonsters. There were new perversions conmitted in the nanme of the
thing, and several orgiastic societies were formed with the stomach rat as a
synmbol. Al entertai nment was forgotten, and this was the only topic.

Nervous di sorders took a fearful rise as people tried to stay awake
to avoid the abomination, and as they slept in spite of thenselves and
suffered the degradation

It is no joke to experience the sanme | oathsonme dream all night every
night. It had actually come to that. Al the people were dreanming it al
ni ght every night. It had passed frombeing a joke to being a universa
nenace. Even the sudden new millionaires who rushed their cures to the
mar ket were not happy. They al so suffered whenever they slept, and they knew
that their cures were not cures.

There were | arge amounts posted for anyone who could cure the
popul ace of the wart-hog-peopl e dreans. There was presidential edict and
dictator decree, and nmilitary teans attacked the thing as a mlitary
problem but they were not able to subdue it.

Then one night a nervous | ady heard a voice in her noisome dream It
was one of the repul sive cracked wart-hog voices. "You are not dreaning,"”
said the voice. "This is the real world. But when you wake you will be
dream ng. That barefaced world is not a world at all. It is only a dream
This is the real world." The | ady awoke how i ng. And she had not how ed
before, for she was a denure | ady.

Nor was she the only one who awoke how i ng. There were hundreds,

t hen thousands, then millions. The voice spoke to all and engendered a
doubt. WWich was the real world? Al nost equal time was now spent in each
for the people had conme to need nore sleep and nost of them had arrived at
spending a full twelve hours or nore in the nightmarish world.

"It Could Be" was the title of a headlined article on the subject by
the sane Professor G eathouse nmentioned above. It could be, he said, that
the world on which the green rain fell incessantly was the real world. It
could be that the wart-hogs were real and the people a dream It could be
that rats in the stomach were nornmal, and ot her methods of digestion were
chineri cal

And then a very great man went on the air in worldw de broadcast
with a speech that was a ringing call for collective sanity. It was the hour
of decision, he said. The decision would be made. Things were at an exact
bal ance, and the bal ance woul d be ti pped.

"But we can decide. One way or the other, we will decide. |I inplore
you all in the name of sanity that you decide right. One world or the other
will be the world of tonmorrow. One of themis real and one of themis a
dream Both are with us now, and the favor can go to either. But listen to
me here: whichever one wins, the other will have al ways been a dream a
nmonent ary nmadness soon forgotten. | urge you to the sanity which ma neasure
| have lost myself. Yet in our darkened dilemma | feel that we yet have a



choi ce. Choose!"

And perhaps that was the turning point.

The mad dream di sappeared as suddenly as it had appeared. The world
cane back to normal with an enmbarrassed laugh. It was all over. It had
lasted fromits inception six weeks.

Basconb Swi cegood, a norning type, felt excellent this norning. He
breakfasted at Cahill's, and he ordered heavily as always. And he listened
with half an ear to the conversation of two girls at the table next to his.

"But | should know you," he said.

"Of course. |I'm Teresa."

"I'"'m Agnes," said Agnes.

"M . Swi cegood, how could you forget? It was when the dreans first
cane, and you overheard nme telling mne to Agnes. Then you ran after us in
the street because you had had the sanme dream and | wanted to have you
arrested. Weren't they horrible dreans? And have they ever found out what
caused t hen®"

"They were horrible, and they have not found out. They ascribe it to
group mani a, which is nmeaningless. And now there are those who say that the
dreans never cane at all, and soon they will be nearly forgotten. But the
horror of theml The |oneliness!"”

"Yes, we hadn't even pediculi to curry our body hair. W al nost
hadn't any body hair."

Teresa was an attractive girl. She had a cute trick of popping the
smal l est rat out of her nmouth so it could see what was coming into her
stomach. She was bul bous and beautiful. "Like a sackful of skunk cabbage,"
Basconb nurnured adnmiringly in his head, and then flushed green at his
f orwar dness of phrase.

Teresa had protuberances upon protuberances and warts on warts, and
hair all over her where she wasn't warts and bunps. "Like a latrine nop!"
si ghed Basconb with true admiration. The cracked clang of Teresa's voice was
music in the early norning.

Al was right with the earth again. Gone the hideous nightrmare world
when peopl e had stood barefaced and | onely, w thout bodily friends or
dependents. Gone that ghastly world of the sick blue sky and the near
absence of entranci ng odor

Basconb attacked manfully his plate of prime carrion. And outside
t he pungent green rain fell incessantly.

SODOM AND GOMORRAH, TEXAS

Manuel shoul dn't have been enpl oyed as a census taker. He wasn't
qualified. He couldn't read a map. He didn't know what a map was. And he
only grinned when they told himthat North was at the top. He knew better

But he did wite a nice round hand -- like a boy's hand. He did know
Spani sh, and enough English. For the sector that was assigned to him he
woul d not need a map. He knew it better than anyone el se, certainly better
t han any mapnmaker.

Besi des, he was poor and needed the work.

They instructed himand sent himout. O they thought that they had
instructed him They couldn't be sure.

"Count everyone? Al right. Fill themall in? | need nore papers.

"W will give you nore papers if you need nore, Manuel, but there
aren't so many in your sector."

"Lots of them |obos, tejones, zorros, even people."

"Peopl e only, Manuel. Do not take the animals. How would you wite
t hem up? They have no nanes."

"Ch, yes. Al have nanes. Mght as well take themall."

"Only people, Mnuel."

"Ml 0s?"



"No. "

" Conej 0s?"

"No, Manuel, no."

"No trouble. Mght as well take themall."

"Only people -- God give me strength! -- only people, Manuel."

"How about little people?"

"Children, yes, that has been explained to you."

"Little people. Not children. Little people."

"I'f they are people, take them"

"How big they have to be?"

"It doesn't nake any difference how big they are. If they are
peopl e, take them™

Manuel took Mula and went. H's sector was the Santa Magdal ena -- a
scarp of bal dheaded and desol ate nountains, steep hut not high, and so
torrid in the afternoons that it was said that the old | ava soneti nes began
to withe arid flow again fromthe sun's heat al one.

In the Center Valley, there were five thousand acres of slag and
glassified rock fromsone forgotten old blast that had nelted the hills and
destroyed their mantle, reducing all to a terrible flatness. This was
Sodom strewn with [owlying ghosts as of people and objects, formed when the
granite bubbled Iike water

Away fromthe dead center, the ravines were body-deep in chapparal
and the mountains stood gray-green in old cactus. The stunted trees were
| ower than the giant bushes and yuccas.

Manuel went with Mula -- a round easy nan and a spare gaunt nule.
Miul a was a nule, but there were other inhabitants of the Santa Magdal ena
whose genus was | ess certain.

Yet even about Mil a there was an ancestral oddity. 1llcr paterna
gr andf at her had been a goat. Manuel once told M. Mrshal about this, but
Mar shal had not accepted it.

"She is a nule," he said. "Therefore, her father was a jack.
Therefore his father was al so a jack, a donkey. It could not be any other
way, Manuel ."

Manuel often wondered about this, for he had raised the whole strain
of animals and he renenbered who had been wi th whom

"A donkey! A jack! Two feet tall, and with a beard and horns! |
al ways thought he was a goat."

Manuel and Miul a stopped at noon on Lost Soul Creek. There would be
no travel in the hot afternoon. But Manuel had a job to do and he did it. He
took the forns fromone of the packs that he had unslung from Mil a and
counted out nine of them He wote down all the data on nine people. He knew
all there was to know about them-- their nativities and their antecedents.
He knew that there were only nine regular people in the nine hundred square
mles of the Santa Magdal ena.

But he was systematic, so he checked the Iist over again and again.
There seened to be sonebody nissing. Oh yes, hinself. He got another form
and filled out all the data on hinself.

Now -- in one way of looking at it -- his part in the census was
finished. If only he had | ooked at it that way, he would have saved worry
and trouble for everyone, and also ten thousand |lives. But the instructions
t hey had given hi mwere anbi guous, for all that they had tried to make t hem
clear.

So very early the next norning, Manuel rose and cooked bean and
said, "Mght as well take themall."

He called Mula fromthe thorn patch where she was grazing and gave
her salt and | oaded her again. Then they went to take the rest of the census
-- but in fear. There was a clear duty to get the job done, but there was
also a dread of it that the superiors did not understand. There was reason
al so why Mul a was | oaded with packs of census forms till she could hardly



wal k.
Manuel prayed out loud as they clinbed the purgatorial scarp above

Lost Soul Creek "-- ruega por nosotros pecodores ahora" -- the very gul ches
stood angry and stark in the hot early nmorning -- "y en la hora de nuestra
nmuerte. "

Three days later an incredible dwarf staggered into the outskirts of
H gh Plains, Texas. He was followed by a dying wolf-sized animal that did
not ook Iike a wolf.

A lady called the police to save the pair fromrock-throw ng kids
who woul d have killed them and the two as yet unclassified things were
taken to the station house.

The dwarf was three feet high-a skeleton stretched over with
brown-burnt | eather. The other was an uncani ne | ooki ng dog-sized beast so
full of burs and thorns that it m ght have been a porcupine. But it was nore
a nightmare replica of a shrunken mule.

The midget was mad. The ani mal had nore presence of nind; she |ay
down quietly and died. That was all she could do considering the state she
was in.

"Who i s census chief now?" asked the mad midget. "Is M. Marshal's
little boy the census chief?"

"M. Marshal is, yes. Wo are you? How do you know of Marshal ? And

what is that which you are pulling out of your pants -- if they are pants?"
"Census list. Names of everyone in town. | had to steal it."
"It looks like microfilmthe witing is so small. And the roll goes
on and on. There must be a million nanes here.”
"Little bit nore, little bit nmore. | get two bits a nane."

They got Marshal there. He was very busy, but he cane. He had been given a
deadl i ne by the mayor and the citizen's group. He had to produce a
popul ati on of ten thousand persons for High Plains, Texas. This was
difficult, for there weren't that many people in the town. He had been
wor ki ng hard on it, though. But he came when the police called him

"You Marshal's little boy?" the mad m dget asked him "You | ook just
i ke your father."

"That voice -- | should know that voice even if it's cracked to
pi eces,” said Marshall. "That has to be Manuel's voice."

"Sure, |'m Manuel, just like when | left thirty-five years ago."

"You can't be Manuel -- shrunk three feet and two hundred pounds and
aged a million."

"You | ook here at ny census slip, M. Mrshal. It says |'m Manuel
And here are nine nore of the regular people, and one nmillion of the little
people. | couldn't get the little ones on the regular forms. | had to stea
their list."

"You can't be Manuel," said Marshal

"He can't be Manuel," said the big policemen and the little
pol i cenen.

"Maybe not then. | thought | was. Who am | then? Let's |look at the
ot her papers to see which one I am"

"No, you can't be any of themeither, Manuel. And you surely can't
be Manuel ."

"G ve hima name anyhow and get him counted," said the head of the
citizens' group. "W got to get to that ten thousand nmark."

"Tell us what happened, Manuel -- if you are -- which you aren't --
but tell us."

"After | counted the regular people, | went to count the little
people. | took a spade and spaded the top off their town to get in. But they
put an encanto on ne and made me and Mula run a treadm |l for thirty-five

years."
"Where was this, Manuel ?"
"At the Little People Town -- Nuevo Danae. But after thirty-five



years, the encanto wore off, and Mula and | stole the list of nanes and ran
away. "

"But where did you really get this list of so many nanes witten so
smal |, Manuel ?"

"Suffering saddl e sores, Marshal, don't ask the little bug so many

guestions! You got a mllion nanes in your hand. Certify theml Send themin!
There's enough of us right here to pass a resolution. W declare that place
annexed forthwith. This will make High Plains the biggest town in Texas."

So Marshal certified the names and sent themin to Washington. This
gave High Plains the | argest percent increase of any city in the nation --
but it was challenged. There were some soreheads in Houston who said that it
wasn't possible -- that H gh Plains had nowhere near that many peopl e and
that there nust have been a m scount.

In the days that the argunment was going on, they cleaned up and fed

Manuel -- if it were he -- and tried to get fromhima cogent story.
"How do you know it was thirty-five years, Manuel ?"
"On the treadm |1, it seemed like thirty-five years."

"It could have been only about three days."

"How cone |'mso old then?"

"W don't know that Manuel. We sure don't know that. How big were
t hese peopl e?"

"Who knows. A finger |ong, maybe two."

"And what is their town?"

"It's an old prairie dog town that they fixed up. You have to dig
down with a spade to get to the streets.”

"Maybe they really were prairie dogs, Manuel. Maybe the heat got you
and you only dreamed that they were little people.”

"Prairie dogs can't wite as good as on that list,"
"Prairie dogs can't wite hardly at all."

"That's true. The list is hard to explain. And such odd nanes on it,

sai d Manuel .

too."

"Where is Mula? | don't see Miula since | canme back."

"Mula just lay down and di ed, Manuel."

"Gave nme the slip. Wiy didn't | think of that? I'lIl do it too. I'm
too worn out for anything else.”

"Before you do, Manuel, just a couple of |ast questions."

"Make themreal fast then. I'mon ny way."

"Did you know there little people were there before?"

"Ch sure. Everybody in the Santa Magdal ena see them Eight, nine
peopl e know they are there. 'Wo wants to be | aughed at?' they say. They
never tal ked about it."

"And, Manuel, how do we get to the place? Can you show us on a map?"

Manuel made a grimace and died quietly. He didn't understand those
maps, and he took the easy way out. They buried him-- not knowi ng for sure
whet her be was Manuel or not. There wasn't nuch of himto bury.

It was the sane night -- very late, and after he had been asleep --
t hat Marshal was awakened by the ring of an authoritative voice. He was
bei ng harangued by a four-inch-tall man on his bedside table -- a man of

domi nating presence and acid voi ce.
"Come out of that cot, you clown! Gve ne your name and station!"
"I"'mmarshal, and | suspect that you're a |l ate pig sandw ch.
shouldn't eat so late.”
"Say 'Sir' when you reply to nel! | amno pig sandwi ch and | do not
commonly call on fools. Get on your feet, you clod!" Wndering, Marshal did.
"I want the list that was stolen. Don't gape. Get it! Don't stall
don't stutter. Get nme that tax list! It isn't words | want from you.
"Listen, you cicada," said Marshal with his last bravery, "I'll take
you and --"
"You will not! You will notice that you are now paral yzed fromthe



neck down. | suspect that you were always so fromthere up. Wiere is it?"

"S-- sent it to Washington."

"You bug-eyed behenoth! Do you realize what a trip that will be? You
grandfather of inanities, it will be a pleasure to destroy you.

"I don't know what you are," said Marshal. "I don't believe you even
bel ong on the world."

"Not belong on the world? W own the world. W can show witten
title to the world. Can you?"

"I doubt it. Were did you get the title?"

"We got it froma prompter of sorts, a con man really. | have to
admt that we were taken, but we were in a spot and needed a world. He said
that the larger bifurcates were too stupid to be a nui sance. W shoul d have
known that the stupider the creature the nore of a nuisance it is."

"I have decided the sanme thing about the snmaller the creature. W
may have to fumigate that old nountain ness."

"Ch, you can't harmus. W're too powerful. But we can obliterate
you in an instant.

"Hah!" expl oded Marshal

"Say 'hah, sir' when you address me. Do you know the place in the
nountain that is called Sodon®"

"I know the place. It was caused by a |large nmeteor."

"It was caused by one of these," said the small creature, and what
he held up was the size of a grain of sand. "There was another city of you
bug- eyed beasts there," continued the small martinet. "You woul dn't know
about it. It's been a few hundred years. W decided it was too close. Now I
have decided that you are too close.™

"A thing that size couldn't crack a wal nut," said Marshal

"You floundering fop, it will blast this town flat."

"And if it does, what will happen to you?"

"Nothing. | don't even blink for things like that. | haven't tine to
explain it to you, you gaping goof. |I have to get to Washington."

It may be that Marshal did not believe hinself quite awake. He
certainly didn't take the threat seriously enough. For, in a manner stil
not understood, the little man did trigger it off.

When the final count was in, H gh Plains did not have the highest
percentage gain in the Nation. Actually it showed the sharpest decline of
any town -- from7313 to nothing. It is believed that H gh Plains was
destroyed by a giant nmeteor. But there are eight, nine people in the Santa
Magdal ena who know what really happened, and they won't tell

They were going to make a forest preserve out of the place, except
that it has no trees worthy of the name Now it is proposed to nmake it the
Sodom and Gonorrah State Park fromthe two mysterious scenes of desol ation
there just seven miles apart.

It is an interesting place, as wild a region as you will ever find,
and is recormended for the man who has seen everyt hing.

THE TRANSCENDENT TI GERS

This was the birthday of Carnadi ne Thonpson. She was seven years
ol d. Thereby she left her chil dhood behind her, and came into the fullnness
of her powers. This was her own phrase, and her own idea of the inportance
of the mlestone.

There were others, nostly adult, who thought that she was a
peculiarly backward little girl in sone ways, though precocious in others.

She received for her birthday four presents: a hollow, white rubber
ball, a green plastic frog, a red cap and a little wire puzzle.

She imredi ately tore the plastic frog apart, considering it a
child' s toy. So much for that.

She put on the cap, saying that it had been sent by her Genie as a



synmbol of her authority. In fact none of them knew who had sent her the red
cap. The cap is inportant. If it weren't inportant, it wouldn't he
nmenti oned.

Car nadi ne qui ckly worked the wire puzzle, and then unworked it
again. Then she did sonmething with the hollow, white rubber ball that made
her nmother's eyes pop out. Nor did they pop all the way in again when
Carnadine undid it and nade it as it was before.

CGer al di ne Thonmpson had been | ooki ng pop-eyed for a long tine. Her
husband had commented on it, and she had been to the doctor for it. No
nmedi cal reason was found, but the actual reason was sone of the antics of
her daught er Carnadi ne.

"I wonder if you noticed the small wire puzzle that | gave to ny
daughter,” said Tyburn Thonpson to his nei ghbor, H Horn.

"Only to note that it probably cost less than a quarter," said Horn,
"and to marvel again at the canny way you have with coin. | wouldn't cal
you stingy, Tyburn. 1've never believed in the virtues of understatenent.
You have a talent for making stingy people seem benevolent."

"I know. Many people nmisunderstand me. But consider that wire
puzzle. It's a very sinple-appearing puzzle, but it's twenty-four centuries
old. It is unworkable, of course, so it should keep Carnadi ne occupi ed for
some time. She has an excess of energy. This is one of the oldest of the
unwor kabl e puzzles."

"But, Tyburn, she just worked it," said his wife CGeral di ne.

"It is one of the nine inpossible apparatus puzzles listed by
Anaxi mandros in the fifth century before the common era," continued Tyburn
"And do you know, in all the centuries since then, there have been only two
added to the list."

"Carnadine," said her nother, "let me see you work that again."

Car nadi ne worked it again.

"The reason it is unworkable," said Tyburn, "though apparent to ne
as a design engineer, may not be so readily apparent to you. It has to do
wi th odds and evens of |ays. Many of the unworkabl e classic puzzles are
cordage puzzles, as is this actually. It is a wire mniature of a cordage
puzzle. It is said that this is the construction of the Gordian knot. The
same, however, is said of two other early cordage puzzles."

"But she just worked it, Tyburn, twice," said the wife.

"Stop chattering, Geraldine. I am explaining sonething to Horn. Men
have spent years on the puzzle, the Engineering Mnd and the recognition of
patent inpossibility being | ess prevalent in past centuries. And this,
believe, is the best of all the inpossible ones. It is msleading. It |ooks
as though there would surely be a way to do it."

"I just believe that | could do it, Tyburn," said Horn.

"No, you could not. You're a stubborn man, and it'd drive you crazy.
It's quite imnpossible. You would have to take it into another dinmension to
work it, and then bring it back."

Car nadi ne once nore did sonething with the holl ow rubber ball

"How di d you make the rubber ball turn red and then white again,

Car nadi ne?" her nother asked her

"Turned it inside out. It's red on the inside."

"But how did you turn it inside out without tearing it?"

"It"d spoil it to tear it, manma."

"But it's inpossible to turn it inside out without tearing it."

"Not if you have a red cap it isn't."

"Dear, how do you work the puzzle that your father says can't be
wor ked?"

"Like this."

"Ch, yes. | nean, how does it happen that you can work it when
nobody el se could ever work it before?"

"There has to be a first time for everything, manma."

"Maybe, but there has to be a first-class explanation to go with



that first time."
"It's on account of the red cap. Wth this cap | can do anything."

So Carnadi ne Thonmpson in the full ness of her powers, and in her red
cap, went out to find the rest of the Bengal Tigers. This was the nopst
exclusive society in the world. It had only one full nenber, herself, and
three contingent or defective nenbers, her little brother Eustace, Fatty
Frost, and Peewee Horn. Children all three of them the oldest not within
t hree nonths of her age.

The Bengal Tigers was not well known to the world at |arge, having
been founded only the day before. Carnadi ne Thonpson was made First Stripe
for life. There were no other offices.

Yet, for a conbination of reasons, the Bengal Tigers now becane the
nost i mportant society in the world. The new power was already in being. It
was only a question of what formit would take, but it seemed to show a
peculiar affiliation for this esoteric society.

Cement Chardin, witing in Bulletin de |l a Societe' Parahistorique
Francai se, expressed a novel idea:

It is no |onger a question whether there be transcendent powers.
These have now cone so near to us that the aura of themruffles our very
hair. We are the objects of a visitation. The Power to Mywve Muntains and
Wrlds is at hand. The Actuality of the Visitation is proved, though the
nmet hods of the detection cannot now be reveal ed.

The question is only whether there is any individual or group with
the assurance to grasp that Power. It will not be given lightly. It will not
cone to the craven on contabescent. There is the sad possibility that there
may be none ready in the Wrld to receive the Power. This may not be the
first Visitaion, but it may well be the last. But the Power, whatever its
formand essence (it is real, its presence had been detected by fine
instrumentation), the Power, the Visitation may pass us by as unworthy.

This parenthetical for those who m ght not have read it in the
j our nal

That which struck just West of Kearney, Nebraska, was an el enental
force. The shock of it was heard around the world, and its suction flattened
farmhouses and barns for mles.

The area of the destruction was an al nost perfect circle about two
mles in diameter, so just over two thousand acres were destroyed. The first
reports said that it was |like no disaster ever known. Later reports said
that it was like every disaster ever known; and it did have points of
resenbl ance to all.

There was the great crater as though a neteorite had struck; there
was the intense heat and the contami nation as though it had been of
fissionable origin; there was an afterfl ow of |ava and the great ash cl ouds
as though it were the super vol canic expl osion of another Krakatoa. There
was the sudden silence of perhaps two seconds actually, and perhaps two
hours as to human response. And then the noise of all sorts.

The early reports said that the hole was three niles deep. That was
said sinmply to have a figure and to avoid panic. It was not known how deep
the hol e was.

But it was very nuch nore than three mles -- before the earthquake
had begun to fill and mask it -- before the hot nagma had oozed up fromits
bottomto fill those first mles. It was still very rmuch nmore than three

nmles deep after the rapid gushing had declined to a sl ow waxlike fl ow ng.

Had anyone heard the preceding rush, or seen a neteor or any other
flying object? No. There hadn't been a sound, but there had been sonet hing
pitched a little higher than sound.



There hadn't been a neteor or a flying ball. But there had been what
some called a giant shaft of light, and others a sheen of nmetal: a thing too
big to be believed, and gone too soon to be renenbered.

One farner said that it was like the point of a giant needl e quickly
becomi ng nore than a mle thick, and a hundred thousand miles | ong.

Did he know how to judge distances? Certainly, he said, | know how
to judge distances. It is ninety yards to that tree; it is seven hundred
yards to that windmll. That crowis flying at right onto eighty yards above

the earth, though nost woul d guess himhigher. And that train whistle is
conm ng froma distance of five and one-quarter mles.

But did he know how to judge great distances? Did he know how far
was a hundred thousand mles? Certainly, he said, a great distance is easier
to judge than a small one. And that sudden bright shaft was one hundred
t housand miles | ong.

The farmer was the only one who offered any figures. Few had seen
the thing at all. And all who had seen it maintained that it had |asted only
a fraction of a second.

"There should be sonething to take the m nds of the people fromthe
unexpl ai ned happeni ng near Kearney, Nebraska," said a group of advisors who
had national status. "It will not be good for too nuch notice to be taken of
this event until we have an explanation of it."

Fortunately sonething did take the m nds of the people off the
unexpl ai ned happeni ngs near Kearney. \Wat took their mnds fromthe unusua
happeni ngs i n Nebraska were the happeni ngs at or near Hanksville, Utah
Crunpton, Maryl and, Locust Bayou, Arkansas, and Pope City, Georgia. Al of
t hese sudden destructions were absolutely simlar in type and vague in
origin. National panic now went into the second stage, and it was nearly as
inmportant to halt it as to solve the disasters them sel ves.

And what in turn took the mnds of the people off these disasters
were the further disasters at Hi ghnore, South Dakota, Lower G| nore, New
Hampshire, Cherryfork, Chio, and Rowesville, South Carolina.

And what took the minds of the people off these |later disasters were
still further disasters at -- but this could go on and on

And it did.

So with the cataclysm c disasters erupting over the country like a
rash, there wasn't a | arge audi ence for the academ c di scussi ons about the
New Potential of Mnkind. There were those, concerned about the current
cat astrophes, who said that Mnkind m ght not |ast |ong enough to receive
the New Potential -- or anything else.

But W nkers observed fromthe Long Vi ewpoint -- paying no nore
attention to the destructions than if they had been a string of
firecrackers, such not being his fleld:

It is paradoxical that we know so rmuch and yet so little about the
Power Immanent in the Wrld: the Visitation, the Poyavlenie, as it is now
called internationally.

It has been detected, but in ways twi ce removed. An earlier
statenment that it had been detected by instrunmentation is inaccurate. It has
not been detected by instrunentation, but by para-instrunentation. This
is the infant science of gathering data frompatterns of failure of
instruments, and of maki ng deductions fromthose failure patterns. Wat our
finest instrunments fail to detect is at |least as inmportant as what they do
detect. In some cases it is nore so. The patterns of failure when confronted
with the thesis of the Visitation have been varied, but they have not been
random There appears to be a validity to the deductions fromthe patterns.

The characteristics of the Power, the Visitation, as projected by
t hese net hods (and al ways considered in the Ceg-Hornbostel framework) is
that it is Acul ciform Hoinodynanous, Honochiral, and (here the intelligence
reels with disbelief, yet | assure the Jector that | am deadly serious)



Honpeot el euti c.
For there is a Verbal Elenent to it, incredible as it seens. This
rai ses old ghosts. It is alnmpbst as if we hear the returning whisper of

primtive magic or fetish. It is as if we were dealing with the Logos -- the
word that was before the world. But where are we to find the logic of the
Logos?

Truly the nmost puzzling aspect of all is this Verbal El enent

detected in it, even if thus renotely. Should we believe that the Power
oper at es honeopat hically through some sort of witches' rhyning chant? That
m ght be an extrenme conclusion, since we know it only by an inplication. But
when w~ consider all the foregoing in the light of Laudernmilk's Hypothesis,
we are tenpted to a bit of unscientific apprehension

How powerful is the Power? W do not know. W cannot equate it in
dynes. W can only conpare effect with effect, and here the difference Is so
great that comparison fails. W can consider the effect of the Titter-Stunpf
Theory, or of the Krognman-Keil Projection on Instrumentation and
Para-instrunentation. And we hunbly nurmur "very powerful indeed."

Car nadi ne Thonmpson had begun to read the newspapers avidly. This was
unexpect ed, since readi ng was her weak point. She had had so nuch trouble
with the story of the Kitten and the Bell in the First Reader that her
not her had cone to believe that she had no verbal facility at all. This had
been belied a nmonent | ater when Carnadi ne had torn the offendi ng pages out
of the Reader and told her nother and the world just what they could do with
that kitten, and told it with great verbal facility. But it seenmed that for
readi ng Carnadi ne had no talent.

But now she read everything she could find about the new di sasters

that had struck the country -- read it out loud in a ringing voice in which
t he nanes of the destroyed places were |ike clanging bells.
"How cone you can read the paper so well, Carnadi ne?" her nother

asked her. "How do you know how to say the nanes?"

"Ch, it's no great trick, manma. You just tie into the stuff and |et
go. Crunpton! Locust Bayou! Pope City! Cherryfork! Rowesvillel™

"But how can you read all those hard nanes in the paper when you
couldn't even read the story about the little kitten?"

"Mama, with things going the way they are, | think there's a pretty
good chance that that dammed kitten will get what's coming to her."

Far out, very far out, there was a conversation.

This was on a giant world of extreme sophisticati on nondependence on
matter. It was such a world as which Laudernilk's Hypothesis was built. That
such a world existed, even in a contingent sense, was a triunph for
Lauder mi | k.

"Then you have invested one?" asked Sphaeros, an ancient rotundity
of that advanced world.

"I have invested one," said Acu, the eager young sharpie, and bowed
his forehead to the floor. The expression was figurative, since there was
nei t her forehead nor floor on that world.

"And you are certain that you have invested the correct one?"

"You toy with me. Naturally | amnot certain. Every investiture may
not be successful, and every seed may not grow. One | earns by experience,
and this is ny first experience on such a m ssion

"I exam ned nuch of that world before | found this person. | thought
first that it would be anong the nasters of the contrapuntal worlds -- for
even there they have such and masters of such. But none of these persons --
call ed by thensel ves actors and inpresarios and promotors and hacks -- none
of these qualified. None had the cal massurance that is the first requisite.
What assurance they had was of another sort, and not valid. Al so, their
contrapuntal worlds were not true creations in our sense -- not really
worlds at all."



"Then where did you | ook?" asked Sphaeros.

"I looked to the heads of the apparatus. On retarded worlds there is
often an apparatus or 'governnent.' On that world there were many. But the
| eaders of these-though nbst showed an avidity for power-did not show the
cal m assurance that should go with it. Their assurance, if it could be
call ed such, was of an hysterical sort. Al so, nost of them were vena
persons, so | rejected them™

"“And then?"

"Then | explored renote possibilities. Those who enploy in their
work a certain power over another species -- jockeys, sw neherds,
beekeepers, snake-charmers. But with them| didn't find what | |ooked for --

t he perfect assurance of the truly superior being."
"And then, Acu?"

"Then | went into instruments, not trusting my own judgnment. | set
the Cal m Assurance I ndicator on automatic and crui sed about that world. And
on that whole world I found only one person with perfect assurance -- one

i npervi ous to doubt of any kind and totally inpervious to self-doubt. On
this one | made the investiture and conferred the concept of great Power and
Shar pness.

"You have made a mistake. Fortunately it is not a great m stake as
it is not a great world. You were too anxious to nmake a good show ng on your
first attenpt. When nothing can be found, you should | eave that world al one.
On very many of them nothing can be found. Assurance is not the only quality
that makes up this conpetence; it is sinply the quality for which we | ook
first on alien spheres.

"The one on whom you made the Investiture, though full of assurance,
was not full of other qualities equally inportant. It was in fact a pupa
form a child of the species, known locally as a kid. Well, it's done and
cannot be undone. Fortunately such power conferred carries its own safety
factor. The worst it can do is destroy its own world and seal it off safely
fromothers. You nade the Investiture correctly?"

"Yes. | left the Red Cap, the symbol of authority and power. There
was i nstant acceptance and conprehension.”

"Now we'll do the big towns," screanmed Carnadi ne Thonpson in the
cl ubhouse of the Bengal Tigers.
"Peas and Beans -- New Ol eans!"

She jabbed the needle into New Orl eans on the map, and the great
shaft a hundred thousand mles | ong cane down into the niddle of the
Crescent City.

A needl e? Not a pin? No. No. Pins won't work. They're of base netal
Needl es! Needl es!

"Candy store -- Baltinore,"” how ed Carnadi ne and jabbed in another
needl e, and the old city was destroyed. But there was never a place that
screanmed so loudly over its own destruction or hated so nuch to go.

"Fatty's full of bolonio --

San Antonio."

And Carnadine stuck it in with full assurance of her powers, red cap
atilt, eyes full of green fire. There were sone of us who |iked that place
and wi shed that it could have been spared.

"Eustace is a sisty -- Corpus Christi."

"I know one," said Eustace, and he cl apped the red cap on his own

head:

"Eggs and Batter -- Cincinnater."

He rhynmed and j abbed, nmanfully but badly.

"That didn't rhyme very good," said Carnadine. "I bet you botched
it."

He did. It wasn't a clean-cut holocaust at all. It was a clunsy,

bl oody, grinding job -- not what you'd Ilike.
"Eustace, go in the house and get the big world map," ordered



Car nadi ne, "and sone nore needles. W don't want to run out of things."
"Pee wee is a sapolis -- Mnneapolis.”
"Let me do one," pleaded Peewee, and he snatched the red cap
"Hoppi ng Froggo -- Chicago."
"I do wish that you people would let ne handle this," said
Car nadi ne. "That was awful ."
It was. It was horrible. That giant needle didn't go in clean at
all. It buckled great chunks of |and and tore a ragged gap. Nothing pretty,
not hi ng round about it. It was plain brutal destruction

If you don't personally go for this stuff, then pick a high place
near a town that nobody can find a rhyme for, and go there fast. But if you
can't get out of town in the next two mnutes, then forget it. It will be
too late.

Car nadi ne pl unged ahead:

"What the hecktady -- Schenectady."

That was one of the roundest and cl eanest holes of all

"Flour and Crisco -- San Francisco."

That was a good one. It got all the people at once, and then set up
tidal waves and earthquakes all over everywhere.

"Kni fe and Fork --
MAD MAN

The t oo-happy puppy cane bounding up to him-- a bundl e of
hysterical yipes and a waggling tail that would bring joy to the soul of
anyone. The pathetic expectation and sheer |love in the shining eyes and
wool Iy runmp was sonmething to see. The whole world |l oves a puppy like that.

And CGeorge Gnevni kicked the thing end over end and high into the
air with a remarkably powerful boot. The sound that came fromthe broken
creature as it crash-landed against a wall was a heart-rending wail that
woul d have nelted the heart of a stone toad.

Gnevni was di sgusted with hinself.

"Less than ten neters. Should have hooted himtwelve. 1"l kill the
bl ood- sucki ng cod-headed little cur the next time. Nothing goes right
t oday. "

It was not a real puppy; it was better than a real one. There is
something artificial in the joy and carrying on of a real puppy as well as
inits hurt screaming. But the antics of this one rang true. The thing was
made by a conpetent artist, and it was well made.

It could be set to go through the same routine again at a nonent's
noti ce.

A Crippled A d Lady cane up shaking with pal sy. There was rea
beauty in her face yet, and a serenity that pain could never take away from
her .

"A glorious norning to you, ny good man," she said to Ghevni.

And he ki cked her crutches out fromunder her.

"I amsure that was an accident, sir," she gasped as she teetered
and nearly fell. "Wuld you be so kind as to hand themto ne again? I'm
quite unable to stand w thout them"

Gnevni knocked her down with a smacking blow. He then stonped up and
down on her body fromstemto stern. And with a heavy two-footed junp on her
stomach he left her withing on the pavenent.

Gnevni was agai n disgusted with hinself.

"It doesn't seemto do a thing for me today," he said, "not a thing.
| don't know what's the matter with ne this norning."

It was a real lady. W are afraid of dog-lovers, but we are not afraid of
peopl e-1 overs. There are so few of them So the lady was not an artificial



one. She was real flesh and bl ood, and the |east of both. However, she was
neither crippled nor old. She was a remarkably athletic woman and had been a
stunt girl before she found her true vocation. She was also a fine young
actress and played the Crippled A d Lady role well.

Gnevni went to his job in the Cortin Institute Building that was
popul arly known as the M|k Shed.

"Bring ny things, crowbait," he grunbled at a nice young | ady
assistant. "I see the rats have been in your hair again. Are you naturally
deformed or do you stand that way on purpose? There's a point, you know,
beyond whi ch ugliness is no |longer a virtue."

The nice young | ady began to cry, but not very convincingly. She
went off to get Gnhevni's things. But she would bring only a part of them
and, not all of themthe right ones.

A d George isn't hinmself this norning," said the underdoctor Cotrel

| know," said under-doctor Devon. "W'Il have to devise sonmething to
get himmad today. W can't have himgetting pl easant on us.

The required paranexus coul d not be synthesized. Many substances had
been tried and all of them had been found insufficient. But the thing was
needed for the finest operation of the Progranmeds. It had to be the rea
thing, and there was only one way to get a steady supply of it.

At one time they had sinplified it by enphasizing the cortin and
adrenal in conponents of it. Later they had enphasized a dozen ot her
conponents, and then a hundred. And finally they accepted it for what it was
too conplex for duplication, too necessary an accessory for the progranmeds
to be neglected, too valuable at its nost effective to be taken from random
specimens. It could be had only from Humans, and it could be had in fine
quality only froma special sort of Humans. The thing was very conplex, but
at the Institute they called it G| of Dog.

Peredacha was a pleasant little contrivance -- a "Shadl er Movenent"
or "femal e" of the species that had once been call ed honbo canventus or robot
and was now referred to as "Programed Person."

She had a sound consci ousness, hint of developing originality, a
capacity for gromh and a neatness of mechani sm and person. She m ght be
capabl e of fine work of the specul ative sort. She was one of those on whom
t he added spark m ght not be wasted.

Al ways they had worked to combi ne the best el enents of both sorts.

The Programmed Persons were in many respects superior to the Ad
Becensi on Persons or Humans. They were of better enotional bal ance, of
greater diligence, of w der adaptability, of nuch vaster nmenory or
accunul ati on and of readi er judgment based on that nmenmory. But there was one
thing lacking in the nost adept of the Programmed that was often to be found
in the nmeanest of the humans. This was a thing very hard to nane.

It was the little bit extra; but the Progranmed al ready had the very
much extra. It had sonething of the creative in it, though the Programed
were surely nore creative than the Humans. It was the rising to the
occasion; the Programred could do this nore gracefully, but sonetines |ess
effectively, than could the Humans. It was the breaking out of a framework,
the utter lack of conplacency, the sudden surge of power or intellect, the
bewi | dering mastery of the nmonent, the thing that made the difference.

It was the Programmed thensel ves who sought out the thing, for they
were the nmore conscious of the difference. It was the Programed technicians
who set up the system It cost the Humans nothing, and it profited the
Progranmmed very nuch in their persons and personalities.

On many of them of course, it had little effect; but on a sel ect
fewit had the effect of raising themto a genius grade. And many of them
who coul d never become geni uses did becone specialists to a degree unheard
of before -- and all because of the peculiar human additive.

It was sonmething like the crossing of the two races, though there
could never be a true cross of species so different-one of themnot being of



the reproductive sort. The adrenal conplex sonetines worked great changes on
a Progranmed.

There were but a few consistent prime sources of it -- and each of
t hem somehow had hi s distinguishing mark. Often a Programmed felt an
i medi at e ki nship, seldomreciprocated, with the Human donor. And Peredacha,
a very responsive Programred, felt the kinship keenly when the additive was
given to her.

"I claimfor paternity," she cried. It was a standard joke of the
Programmed. ~'1 claimas daughter to ny donor! | never believed it before.
thought it only one of those things that everybody says. The donors are such
a surly bunch that it drives themreally violent til one of us seeks their
acquai ntance on this pretext. But |'mcurious. Wich one was it?"

She was tol d.

"Ch no! Not himof the whole clutch! How droll can you get? He is ny
new ki ndred? But never before did | feel so glorious. Never have | been able
to work so well."

The assigned job of George Gnevni was a mechanical one. In the
ordinary course of things this would be all wong, for George had | ess
nmechani cal aptitude than any nan ever born. CGeorge had very little aptitude
for anything at all in the world -- until his one peculiar talent was
di scover ed.

He was an unhandsone and gracel ess man, and he lived in poverty.

Mich has been said about the conpensations of physical ugliness -- nostly
the sane things that have been said about poverty. It is often maintained
that they may be nel ded behind the dross front, that the sterling character
may devel op and shine through the adversity.

It islies, it is lies! It happens only rarely that these things are
ennobling. Wth persons of the comopner sort it happens not at all. To be
ugly and clumsy and poor at the sane time will finally drive a man to raving
anger agai nst the whole world.

And that was the idea.

Gnevni was assigned a nean | odging, and his meal tickets were
pecul i ar ones. He could not obtain what he wanted to eat. He could have only
what was on the list for himto eat, and this was evilly contrived to cover
everything that disagreed with him As a result he was usually in gastric
pain and in seething anger at his own entrails. He had an ugly nature to
begin with, but the formof life forced upon himdeepened and nurtured it.

Gnevni's voi ce was harsh and jangling, though there was real nastery
of resonance in his powerful howl ing when his anger reached high form He
was denied wifing privileges, and no woman woul d have had himin any case.
He was al |l owed just enough of bad whoa-johnny whi sky to keep hi medgy and
mean, but not enough to bring himsol ace.

He was an oaf -- an obscene distasteful clod of humanity. He knew it
and he boiled and seethed with the shoddy know edge. He was no better than a
badger in a cage, but those things are terrific snappers.

For his poor livelihood he was given a quota of nechanical tasks to
conpl ete every day, and he had no neehanical aptitude at all. They were
sinmpl e assenbly jobs. A conpetent Programmed Person could do in mnutes what
it took Gnevni all day to do.

Most children of the human species could do the same things easily
and quickly -- though some might not be able to do themat all, for the
Humans are less uniformin their abilities than the Programmed. The things
that Gnevni was to assenble were never all there, sone of themwere the
wrong things, and some of them were defective. A Programred woul d have
spotted the off stuff at once and sent it back, but ugly George had no way
of telling whether things were right or not. He sweated and swore his days
away at the grotesque |abor and becane the angriest man alive.

Joker tools were sonetines substituted on himfor the true with
shafts as flexible as spaghetti, key-drifts with noses as soft as wax,



box-end wrench sets that were sized to fit nothing, soldering guns that
froze ice on their tips, msmarked calipers with automatic slippage, false
tenpl ates, unworkable crinpers, continuity testers that shocked a man to
near nmadness.

It is a legend that humans have an affinity for nechanical things.
But normal humans have an innate hatred for machinery, and the acconmpdati on
that has grown up between themis a nervous one. The dammed stuff just
doesn't work right. You hate it, and it hates you. That's the old basic of
it.

Swift, a wise old nmad man, once wote a piece on the "Perversity of
I nani mte Cbjects." And they are perverse, particularly to a sick, ugly,

i gnorant, inconpetent, poor man who fights themin a frenzy -- and they
fight back.

Al day |ong George Gnevni and a few of his unfortunate fell ows
attacked their tasks explosively -- the air blue with multi-syllabled

profanity, and anger danci ng about |ike sumrer |ightning. Now and then
peopl e came and inserted tubes into these unfortunates, and performed sone
other indignities upon them

The paranexus, the conpl ex substance, the "GO | of Dog" that was
needed for stimulation of the Programmed, while it could be taken from any
Humans, could only be had inits prime formfroma depraved, insane sort of
Very Angry Men.

But today CGeorge Gnevni was not hinself. There was only a sull enness
in him not the required flam ng purple anger

"We have to prod him" said under-doctor Cotrel. "W can't waste a
whol e day on him He's sick enough. He tests at a high enough pitch of
excitemrent. Why won't he put out? Wiy won't he get nad?"

"l have an idea," said under-doctor Devon. "W have an inner-office
meno that one of the Programred has recogni zed kinship with him You
renenmber when Wit was in a slump? W got a Programred up here who threw an
arm around himand called himUncle WIbur. The way Wit expl oded,
sei snogr aphs nust have recorded the shock at a considerabl e di stance. W had
to nove fast to prevent him from damagi ng the Programred. And then Wit was
so mad that we were able to use himaround the clock for seventy-two hours.
How our Very Angry Men do hate the Programmred! They call themthe things."

"Good. Anything that worked on Wet ought to work doubl e on Gnevni
Get the Programmed Person up here. We'll have himat ugly George."

"Her. She's a Shadier Mywvenent Progranmed and so technically a
female.”

"Better yet. | can hardly wait, Gnevni is the nost spectacul ar of
themall when he really goes wild. W should get a good production from
him"

Peredacha, the talented little Shadi er Movenent Progranmed, cane to
the Cortin Institute Building -- the MIk Shed. She understood the situation
and enjoyed it. The Programmed have their hunor -- nore urbane than that of
Humans, and yet as genuine -- and they appreciate the hilarity of an
i ncongni ous confrontation.

Per edacha was sonething of an actress, for all the Progranmed have a
talent for mmcry. She considered the role for a nmonent, and she put al
her talent into it.

And she did it! She made herself into the nost pathetic urchin since
the Little Match Grl. Yet she was a Programmed and not a Human; it was as
t hough a gear box should put on a waif's shawl and turn tear-jerker

They brought her in.

"Papa!" Peredacha cried and rushed toward Gnevni

The attendants had cl osed between themto prevent danage when the
anger of the Iow man should rise like a jagged wave.

The show shoul d have been greater than the one that Wit had once put
on for less reason. Gievni was a bigger man with nore power of anger, and



the situation was even nore ridiculous. It should have set records on the
deci bel -recorder, filled the roomw th brinstone, and enriched the
vocabul ary of scat ol ogy.

But it didn't.

The face of George Gnhevni was sl ack, and he shook his heavy head
sadly.

"Take the child away, "
nmy feelings today."

he said dully. "I will not be responsible for

It was a new norning and George Gievni mnust return to his brutal
l'ivelihood.

A too- happy puppy came bounding up to him-- a bundle of
hysterically gay yipes with a waggling runp and tail hitclied on to them

"Hello, little fellow," Gnevni said and bent down to pet it. But the
puppy was not programmed for such treatment. It was made to be ki cked by
angry men. It threwitself into a series of reverse somersaults and
heart-rending wails as though it had been kicked indeed.

"Ch, the poor little toy!" said Grevni. "It has never known
ki ndness. "

"Look, Gnevni," said an inferior sort of man who came up, "the dog
was made for one thing only -- so that twelve or thirteen of you hotfires

could kick it every norning and get into your nood. Now kick too."

"I won't doit."

"Il report you."

"I don't care. How could anyone harmthat poor little tyke?" The
Crippled Add Lady cane up, shaking as with palsy. "A glorious good norning
to you, ny good man," she said to Gnevni

"And a fine norning to you, ny lady," he said.

"What ? You' re not supposed to say that! You're supposed to kick ny
crutches out from under me and then knock ne down and tranple on ne. It
hel ps get you in your mobod. Crippled AOd ladies are infuriating sights to
the Very Angry Men; they nake them even angrier. Everybody knows that."

"I just don't believe that | will do it today, ah -- Margaret, is
that not your nane? A fine day to you, ny dear."

"Knock off that fine day stuff! | have ny job to do. |I'ma nood
pi ece. You bl owtops are supposed to kick out my crutches and tronp nme down
to get in your mood. Now start kicking or 1'll report you."

"Do so if you must, my dear."

Gnevni went to his job in the Cortin Institute Building, and there
he was good for not hing.

Mad? He wasn't even sullen. He was puzzled and pl easant, and when
you have one of the old stand-bys go pleasant on you you're in trouble. He
was civil to everybody and gave themall the jitters. He conpleted his
nmechani cal tasks in an houur -- finding themnuch easier when he attacked
themcalmy. But he wasn't supposed to find them easier

So there was ecostemation in the Departnent. Gnhevni had been the
best producer of themall. They couldn't let himgo by like that.

"Dam you, get nad!" under-doctor Cotrel shouted and shook him "W
won't have any malingering on the job. Get nad and start putting out."

"I just don't seemable to get nad today," said Grevni honestly.
"You doubl e-damed will get nad, you crudhead!" pursued under-doctor Cotrel
Cotrel seened rather upset hinself. "Under-doctor Devon! Over-doctor
Ratracer! Director Duggle! Come help me with this pig-headed fellow He
won't get mad."

"He's got to get mad," said underdoctor Devon. "W'Ill make the
filth-eating fink get mad."

"It looks bad," said Director Duggle. "He was at only half
efficiency yesterday, and today he's good for nothing at all. Well, put him
t hrough the routine. W can't have himgoing sour at us."



They put himthrough the routine. It was brutal. It would have nade
a roaring devil out of the sweetest saint. Even spectators conmonly becane
white with fury when such a thing was put on, and there was no linmt to the
effect on the victim Ghevni endured it with conposed sorrow but w thout
anger. And when even the routine didn't work what nore could you do to hin®

Under-doctor Cotrel began to cuff and kick him "Get mad, you sliny
sul phurous son of a she shink! Get mad, you nud-headed ol d nonkey! Get nad,
you dirt-eating nutt-head! You sl obber-nouthed donkey, get mad!"

They brought in others. They even brought in Peredacha -- hoping she
woul d have a nore positive effect on himthan she had had the day before.
But Gnevni brightened up to see her.

"Ah, it is ny little daughter! | sent you notes at intervals through
t he evening and night, but | guess you did not receive them It is so
wonderful just to see you again."

"Why you bat - whi skered old bum was it you who sent those notes?

' Sweet papa.' You? By the shop where | was made, | never heard of anything
like it before!™

"Do not be cruel, Peredacha. You are all that | care for in the
world. Wth you I could becone a new man."

"Well, not being human | guess | can be humane. 1'll | ook after you,
ugly papa. But they don't want you to becone a new man; as the old one you
were the best they had. Come now, get mad for the people. It's your job."

"I know, but |I'munable to do it. | have been thinking, Peredacha,
that since you are ny daughter in a way -- cortin of my cortin and adrenalin
of nmy adrenalin -- perhaps the two of us might go off somewhere and --"

"Holy how i ng hog!" Under-doctor Cotrel took off in a screech too
high for the human ear to follow, so perhaps only Peredacha heard and
flushed. And then Cotrel broke up conpletely. He kicked and beat on Gnevni .
He shrilled and sobbed and gobbl ed. And when his sounds once nore becane
intelligible it was a scream ng, "Get mad, damm you, get mad!"

Cotrel was a |l ean man, hut powerfully corded and nuscl ed, and now
every cord of nuscle and nerve stood glaringly out on himblack and purple.

That man was plain frantic in his displeasure at Gievni. The flying
foamfromhis |lips flecked the room sonething you woul d not have expected
from under -doctor Cotrel

"It is all right," said Director Duggle. "Gievni was about finished

in any case. The best of themare only good for a year or two -- the pace is
aterrific one. And we are lucky to have his repl acenent ready at hand."
"Repl acement ?" roared the livid Cotrel. "He's got to get mad! There
isn't any replacenment." And he continued to strike Gaevni
"I believe that the director has you in mnd, Cotrel," said
over-doctor Ratracer. "Yes. | amsure of it."
"Me? | am under-doctor Cotrel! | make five hundred Guzman d' or a
nont h!'"

"And now you will nake five," said Director Duggle. "Ginding
poverty is a concom tant of your new job. | had suspected you had a tal ent
for it. Now |l amsure. You begin i mediately. You becone the latest, and
soon | hope the best, of the Very Angry Men."

Cotrel becanme so, and inmedi ately. Gnevni had been good. Wit before
hi m had been one of the best. But for carrying-on noise and stink generally,
t here was never such an exhibition as Mad Man Cotrel now put on -- getting
into the spirit of his new job -- he was the naddest nan you ever saw

THE MAN W TH THE SPECKLED EYES

In those days there had been a clique of six men who controlled it
all. Any new thing went to one of them-- or it went nowhere. Discovery and
i nvention cannot be allowed to break out all over the |ot.

These six men did not work in particular harnony. They were called
the clique because they were set apart fromothers by their influence; and



because of their names, which were: aridge, Lone, |Imermann, Qinn
Unrhol t z, and Easter.

Now the six men were reduced to two. On successive days, C aridge,
Lone, I mernmann, and Qui nn had di sappeared -- and they had done it pretty
t horoughly. In each case, sonebody had to know sonet hi ng about their
di sappearance; and in each case, that somebody refused to tell.

G aridge's man, Gueranger, had been with Claridge at the time of the
di sappeantnce or shortly before. He adnmitted that nuch. But nothing
intelligent could be got fromhim

"The truth of it is that | don't know the truth of it," Queranger

insisted. "Yes, | was there, but | don't know what happened."

"Don't you know what you saw?" asked the investigator

"No, | don't. That's the whole point of the matter: | wll not
accept, and will not tell, what | saw. Certainly | know that |I'mheld on
suspi cion of rmurder. But where is the body? You find it - anywhere -- in any
shape and 1'll sure sleep better."

In the second ease, Ringer and Mayhall both seemed to know sonet hi ng
of the di sappearance of their enployer, Lone. The three of them had wal ked

in the plaza at evening. Only two of them had cone back -- and they mnuch
shaken.

"I know what | seened to see," Ringer ventured, "and | will not tel
it. I'mnot stubborn and I'm not sensitive to |laughter, but |I've sealed the
whol e thing off in a corner of my mind and I won't disturb it. |I've hopes of

hangi ng on to sonme pieces of ny reason, and to open this again would set ne
back. "

"Loric?" Mayhall grunted. "l guess the damed fool swall owed
hinsel f. He's sure gone conpletely. Yes, | was with him and | won't say any
nearer than that what happened.™”

"I sinmply will not explain,"” said | mMmernmann's advisor, Hebert. "He
is gone, and | do not believe he will be back. No. If it was a hoax,
wasn't in onit, and | don't understand it. Do | believe that he wi shed to
di sappear for a private reason? Did he -- wherever he has gone -- go
willingly? No, gentlenmen, he did not go willingly! |I never saw a nan so

reluctant to go."

"I will not say what happened to M. Quinn," said Pacheco, Qinn's

assistant. "Of course | know that he was an inportant man -- the nost
important in the world to ne. You say that you will have answers out of ne
one way or the other? Then you'll have nothi ng but babbling out of a crazy
nman.

"Why, yes, | suppose that you can hang ne for rmurder. | don't know
how t hose things are worked. It seens extrenme, however. | thought there was
a Latin phrase involved, about a body being required. Lay off now, fellows.
I"mcracking up, | tell you."

The investigators didn't lay off, but so far they had got nothing
out of any of the w tnesses. The four disappearances had to be as one, and
the witnesses were certainly of a pattern

"Are Extraterrestrials Kidnapping Qur Top Tal ent?" the news banners
r ead.

"Ch, hell,"” said Urholtz in his cluttered office. "Hell," said
Easter in his clean one. They both knew that they were not nen of any
particul ar talent, and that the four nen who had di sappeared were not. They

were shufflers and dealers in talent, that is all. In popular idea, they
were responsible for the inventions they marketed. But off-Earth people --
bent on such showy ki dnappings -- would have picked off sem nal geniuses and

not tal ent brokers.

Four gone, two to go. Wuld the next one be Urholtz or Easter?
Urholtz felt that it would be hinself. He and his assistant, Planter, were
worryi ng about it together when Shartel the aide cane in to them



"There's one to see you, M. Urholtz," said Shartel with diffidence,
for he was only half the bul k of his enployer

"An inventor?" Urholtz always sneered with his eyebrows when he
spoke that word, although inventors were the only stock he dealt in.

"Who el se cones to see us, M. Unrholtz? This one nmay be worth
i nvestigating, though probably not for any invention he has."

"A crackie? What does he have?"

"A crackie fromend to end, and he won't say what he has."

"We're not scanning clients these days, Shartel. | explain that to
you every ten nminutes. We're spending all our time worrying about the
di sappearances. Creative worry, Planter here calls it, and | don't

appreciate his hunor. | haven't tine for a crackie today."

"He got to see O aridge, Lone, Imrermann, and Quinn -- all a couple
of hours before their di sappearance.”

"Al'l inventors nake the sane rounds. There's nobody el se they can go

to. And weren't there a couple of others who saw themall?"

"The others have all been checked out clean. This is the |ast one.
The authorities have been | ooking for himand have left word to call if he
showed. I'1l ring themas soon as he's in here. There's a slimchance that
he knows sonething, but he sure doesn't look it."

"Send himin, Shartel. Has he a name?"

"Haycock. And he | ooks as though he had slept in one."

Haycock didn't really have hay in his hair -- that was only the
color and lay of it. He had blue eyes with happy, dangerous gold specks in
them and a friendly and hunorous sneer. He | ooked rather an inpudent
conedi an, but inventors cone in all sizes. He had something of the
back-country hayseed in him But al so sonething of the panther

"I have here what may turn out to be a nost useful device," Haycock
began. "Good. You have sent the underlings away. | never talk in their
presence. They're inclined to laugh at me. | amoffering you the opportunity
to get in on the top floor with ny device, M. Urholtz."

"Haycock, you have the aspect of a man entranced by one of the four
basic fallacies. If so, you are wasting ny tine. But | want to question you
on a side issue. Is it true that you visited all four of them-- d aridge,
Lone, |Imermano, and Quinn -- on the days of their di sappearances?"

"Sounds like their nanmes. Four blind bats! None of them could see ny
invention at first. Al of themlaughed at it. Forget those fools, Urholtz.
You can grow new fools, but what | have here is unique. It is the inpossible
i nvention."

"By the inpossible inventor, fromthe | ooks of you. | hold up four
fingers, and one is it. Tell it in one word, Haycock!"
"Anti-grav."

"Fourth finger. It's not even the season for anti-grav, Haycock
These things go in cycles. W get nost of the anti-gravs in early w nter
Al right, | give you four seconds to denonstrate. Raise that table off the
floor with your device."

"It's barely possible that | could raise it, Urholtz, but not in
four seconds. It would take several hours; instant denonstration is out.
It's a pretty erratic piece of machinery, though I've had good |uck on ny
| ast several attenpts. It isn't really very inpressive, and a | ot of what |
tell you you'll have to take on faith."

"Haven't any, Haycock. Even a charlatan can usually put on a good
show. Why the two pieces? One |ooks like a fishing tackle box, and the other
li ke a sheaf of paper.”

"The papers are the mathematics of it, Urholtz. Look at the
equations carefully and you'll be convinced without a denonstration."

"Al'l right. I pride nyself on the speed | bring to spotting these
basi c errors, Haycock. They seem very conmonpl ace equations, and then they
break off when it's plain that you' re getting nowhere. \What happened to the



bottom of these sheets?"

"Ch, nmy little boy ate that part of them Just go ahead and you'l
pick up the continuity again. Ah, you're at the end of it and you | augh
Yes, is it not funny how sinple every great truth is?"

"I"ve seen themall, Haycock, and this is one of the nopst
transparent. The only thing wong with it is that it won't work and it's as
full of holes as a seine.”

"But it does work part of the time, Unholtz, and we'll fill up the
holes till it's practical. Well, is it a deal? It'll take a couple of years;
but if you'll start plenty of nmoney rolling, I'll get on with the project in

a big way. Wiy do you roll your eyes like that, Urholtz? |Is there a history
of apoplexy in your famly?"

"I will be all right in a nonent, Haycock. | amafflicted by
i nventors, but | recover quickly. Let us set the gadget aside for the
nmonent. Do you know where the four now cel ebrated men have gone?"

"Papers said it was as if they had di sappeared fromthe Earth.
i magi ne they sent a reporter or soneone to check on it."

"Take C aridge, for instance," said Urholtz, "Did he seem di sturbed
when you | ast saw hi n?"

"I think he was the little one. He was kind of boggl e-eyed, just
like you were a nminute ago. Kind of mad at ne for wasting his tine. Wl
pig's pants! | wasted nmy tinme, too! Blind as a bat, that man. Don't think he
was convinced that ny thing would work till maybe right at the end. Now
let's get back to ny instrument. It will do a variety of jobs. Even you can
see where it woul d be useful."

"It would be, if it worked, and it won't. Your piece of mathematics
i s childish, Haycock."

"M ght be. | don't express mnmyself well in that medium But ny
machi ne does work. It creates negative gravity. That is, it works quite a
bit of the time."

Urhol t z | aughed. He shoul dn't have, but he didn't know. And he did
have an ugly sort of |augh.

"You | augh at nme!" Haycock howl ed out. Gold fire popped fromhis
eyes and he was very angry. The hayseed began to | ook like the panther. He
touched his machine, and it responded with a synpathetic ping! to the anger
of its master.

Urhol tz was having fun with the now bl azi ng i nventor

"What do you do, Haycockandbull, turn that machine on and point it
at somet hi ng?" he guffawed. Unholtz enjoyed deriding a fell ow.

"You hopel ess hulk! | turned it on a m nute ago when you | aughed at
me. It's working on you now. You'll be convinced in the end," Haycock

t hr eat ened.

"Do you not know, Haycock, that anti-grav is the standing joke in
our profession? But they still come in with it, and they all have that sane
ook in their eyes."

"Unmhol tz, you lie! Nobody el se ever had this look in his eye!"

That was true. The gold specks in the blue eyes glinted in a nmad
way. The eyes did not focus properly. It seemed to Urholtz that Haycock did
not look at him but through himand beyond. The man m ght well he a naniac
-- the sort of nmaniac who coul d sonmehow be involved in the four
di sappearances. Never mind, they were comng for him They'd be here any
m nut e.

"Anti-grav is a violation of the |laws of mass and energy," Unholtz
need| ed.

"To change the signature of a mass fromplus to mnus is not a
violation of any law | recogni ze," said Haycock evenly. "It is no good for
you to justify now, Unmholtz, or to find excuses. It is no use to plead for
your life. Are you deaf as well as blind and stupid? | told you plainly that
t he denonstration had al ready begun. You were all a stubborn lot, but I
convinced all four of themin the end, and 1'Il convince you. | tell you,



Urhol tz, that entrenched stupidity nmakes me nmad, and when | get mad | sure

do get nean. |'ve cancelled you out, you open idiot! Urholtz, I'll send you
away scream ng!'’
"Rather 1'll send you away in that act,” Unholtz purred, for the nen

in black were nowinto the room and they laid | egal hands on Haycoek
"Take himaway," Unholtz grunted out. "He's fishier than Edward's
| cht hyol ogy. "
Haycock didn't go away scream ng, but he went roaring and fighting.
That man was very mnean, and those gold specks in his eyes were really
sul phur.

Say, they couldn't get a thing out of that fellow Haycock was an
odd one, but that was all. They went over himfromthe beginning. He was
known in his own nei ghborhood for his unsuccessful inventions and for his
towering tenper, but he hadn't any bodies |ying around, and he hadn't been
anywhere near any of the four men at the tinme of their di sappearances.

He was a crackie fromend to end, but he hadn't a handle they could
get hold of.

"I am not ghoulish,"” Urholtz said to his men Planter and Shartel
"but the disappearance of four of ny five conpetitors has opened up sone
pretty obvi ous opportunities for me. Ch, other men will be designated to
replace them hut it'll be a long tinme before they get that sharp."

"What did the crackie have this afternoon, M. Urholtz?" Planter
asked him

"It isn't worth mentioning. One of the oldest and silliest."

The three of themwere walking in the park in the evening.

"I suddenly feel odd," said Unholtz and he placed one hand on his
head and the other on his paunch. "Sonething | ate for supper didn't agree
with ne."

"It's the worry," said Planter. "The di sappearances have upset you.
Wth the thought that you might be next on the list, there has been a great
wei ght on you."

"I really feel as though a great weight has been lifted off ne,"
said Unholtz, "but | don't like the feeling. 1'mlight-headed."

"The walk will do you good,"” Planter told him "You |look well to ne.
I've never seen you nmove with so light a step.”
"No, no, I'msick," Unrholtz npaned, and he began to |l ook up in the

air as though fearful of an attack fromthat sector. "My feet don't track
right. There's a lightness in me. My stonmach is turning inside out. Lord,
but it would be a long way to fall!"

Urhol tz fl opped his way forward, his feet slipping on the grass as
t hough he had lost traction. He got hold of the tree -- a small elm

"I"'mstarting to go!" he howed in real terror

He put a bear hug around the tree, locking on to it with both arms
and | egs. "Geat dancing dogfish, don't let me fall," he sobbed. "How did I
ever get so high up?"

"Unmhol tz, you are six inches fromthe ground,"” Planter told him
"The man's gone mad, Shartel. Let's pry his legs loose first. Wen we get
his feet on the ground he may get over his mania about falling."

"Fool s! Fools! You'll let ne fall all the way down," Urmholtz
screanmed, but he was | ooking upward, and his face was flushed as though al
the bl ood had run to his head.

"He was right," Urholtz sniffled wetly in an interlude fromhis
scream ng and sobbing. "lI'mfinally convinced."

"There's one leg | oose, Shartel," said Planter as he worked on
Urhol tz, "but for some reason it seens pretty difficult to hold it to the
ground. Now the other leg, and we'll set himdown on his feet. \Woops!
What's wrong? You're going up with him Shartel!™

Shartel did go up with himat first, for Unholtz was nuch the



heavi er man. But Shartel broke away and fell a dozen feet down to the grass.

Urhol t z grabbed a precarious lodging in the tree top, but he was
shearing off fronds and branches and goi ng fast.

"For CGod's sake, get me up fromhere!" Unrholtz screaned, hanging
upward fromthe topnost branch. He was like a tethered ball oon tugging at
its mooring.

"Throw a rope down to ne! Do sonething!" he sobbed upsi dedownly from
the tree top. "I'll fall all the way, and | can't even see bottom"

The topmost branch broke, and Unrholtz fell off the world.

He fell upward into the evening sky, his screamdrop-ping in pitch
as he accelerated. He fell end over end, dimnishing till he was only a dot
in the sky. Then he was gone.

"What will we tell people - what -- what can we say -- however
explain -- how explain what we seen seem--" Shartel rattled, the bones in
hi s body shaking |ike poker dice in a toss box.

"You tell your he and I'lIl tell mne," Planter grunbled. "I'm crazy,

but I'm not crazy enough to have seen that."

O the clique, only Easter was |left. He was the npst even-m nded of
t he bunch and the least inclined to worry. It had been a peculiar series of
events that had devoured his conpetitors, but he hadn't been able to base
any theory on the di sappearances. |If he continued, he would he next.

"I may try alittle worrying nyself,"” he nused. "A man of ny sort

shoul dn't neglect any field of cogitation. I'Il give it atry. It should
cone easy for me today."
So Easter worried, but he didn't do it well. It isn't easy if you

haven't the lifetime habit of it.

Then a man cane in to hi munannounced.

This was a man with hay-colored hair, with blue eyes w th happy
dangerous gold specks in them a man with a friendly and hunmorous sneer. He
had somet hing of the hayseed in him But al so sonething of the panther

"I have here what may turn out to be a nost useful device," Haycock
began.

PIGIN A POKEY

This was on Hi ppodam a. The nane isn't inportant. There were ten
t housand asteroi d-stations as undi stingui shed.

Netter settled back into the soft |live-nobss chair and prepared to
talk the Creature out of the inpasse. Then he saw the bi g nmoustached thing
on the wall and he began to trenble.

After all, that was one of the things he had come to find-it was
pait of it. It was the great beefy, bearded, noustached head of Captain
Kal bf | ei sh nounted on the wall like a trophy, and am d the other trophies of
the room

"Great God, Man!" -- and it wasn't a man to whom he spoke -- "That's
a human head you have nmounted on the wall," Netter crackled.

"Whi ch Great God, yours or mine?" Porcellus grunted. "They aren't
the sane, or they have been described badly. Yes, a human head. | had al ways
want ed one. You notice that | have given it the favored position in the
center of the great wall. | now have at |east one of the heads of every

species that interests me. Sonme of the heads are nuch | arger than that of
your friend Kal bfl ei sh and have ornamentals that his lacks. It's a pity that
humans don't have sweepi ng horns; that woul d nake them perfect. But even
wi t hout them the head of Kalbfleish is the finest in ny collection. It's a
truly magnificent head!"

It was. "Kal bfl ei sh has a fine head on hinf they wed to say, and
| augh. The big Captain, for all his remarkable courage and spirit, had not



been long on brains. It was a huge, wild, hairy head with a stark and
staring expression -- as though Kal bfleish had died in terror and agony.

"You killed him of course,"” said Netter dryly as he brai ded a romal
in his nervous hands. "So, one way or the other, | will have to kill you, or
you ne.

"Not |," said Porcellus -- a npoist and hog-fat creature -- "I would
not even kill an insect. Your friend had a violent heart and it finally
ruptured on him He was uncomonly energetic, especially so on the day of
his death."

"Where is his body, you fat pig?"

"My translator has only a rough idea of pig, and | suppose you
intend it for an insult; but | have a tough hide. I couldn't do a thing with
his body, Netter, it was putrid in no tine. It seens that when you hunans
know you are going to die you would begin to give yourself the injections
three or four basic days before the tine; then your bodies would not turn
foul after death. | had no idea he had neglected it, so | wasn't prepared.
was |lucky to save the head."

"We humans don't know when we are going to die," said Netter. "\Wat
is this you give me to eat? It's good."

"Yes, | renmenber now Kal bf | ei sh sayi ng he didn't know when he woul d
die, but | supposed he spoke in hunor. Since you also sayv it, it nust be
true of your species. The nane of the food would nean nothing to you, but

you have a close parallel to its method of preparation. | have read about
geese in an Earth book of the captains, though I overl ooked pigs. You
sometines put live geese -- to dance on hot griddles before they are

killed. This excites and alarns them and enlarges their livers. The livers
t hen becone delicacies. The creatures whose neat you are eating al so died of
excitement and alarm and they are delicious through and through."

Wll, the meat was certainly delicious. That fat hog of a creature
knew how to live well. Netter finished the neal and set it aside. Once nore
he braided the romal in his hands while he grasped for words.

"I suppose all the creatures whose heads you have here died by
acci dent, Porcellus?" he asked.

"Well, all but one of themdied," said Porcellus, "and | did not
kill them One of themdied at a great distance fromhere; he willed ne his
head and had it sent to ne because | had adnired it. And one of them so far
as | know, is still alive. He was a being of nultiplex heads. He hacked one
of themoff quite willingly when | praised it, and he cured and nmounted it
hi nsel f. A queer chap. He is staring down at you now and it will anuse you
to guess which lie is."

Porcellus didn't actually speak |like that. He spoke in a series of
grunts, sone verbal and sone ventral. But the Console Translator of Netter
had a selector dial. Netter could dial translation in pidgin, in cut and
dry, in bonbast, in diplomatic pleasantry, in old southern U S. softdalk or
Yiddi sh dialect if he wished, or in the nanner. \Wenever he encountered a
creature who was curtly repulsive to him-- as Porcellus was -- he dialed
the courtly manner of speech. This was sonehow easier on his ears and his
nerves.

"W waste tine," Netter told the creature. "I have cone to pursue
claimto this asteroid. W now need it for a way-station, and it has never
worked well for two such different species to share a station. We had first
claim here | ong ago; and we abandoned it. Then you set up your station
here; and you al so abandoned it."

"Never," said Porcellus. "Wuld | abandon ny cozy honme and ny
trophies? Wuld ny masters wish the renoval of so fine a station-master as

nmysel f? I was called Hone on urgent business. | was go lie but for a basic
year, and the odds were very high against any other claimer comng while
was gone."

"The rules state that a |live and conpetent agent nust be in
residence at all tinmes or the asteroid can be decl ared abandoned," Netter



said. "The asteroid was plainly abandoned when Kal bfl ei sh arrived; you were
gone. He so reported it, and he clained it for us. The clai mwas approved
and accepted."

"True," said the creature Porcellus. "Wat is that thing you play

with in your hands? But Captain Kalbfleish -- follow ng the awkward interva
after | had returned -- al so abandoned the station by dying. | so reported
his death, and clainmed the station for ourselves once nore. The cl ai mwas
approved and accepted. Now you are here as my guest only and, | tell you in
al | kindness, not a very wel come one.

"But a proved nmurder will void your claim" said Netter

"So prove it, fine man," said the creature Porcellus. "Yours is a
smal | er head than Kal bfleish's but it has a certain distinction. | could

make room for it anong ny trophies. W have each of us sent various reports,
and the matter is under litigation. In the nmeanwhile, the accidental death
of either of us would void his claimand settle the matter. W cannot kil
directly. Investigators are already on the way and we are both prine
suspects; we are the only ones here. What is the |eather thing with which
you play?"

"Aromal, Porcellus. A short qulrt braided onto a rein. They nade
themin Ad Mexico and in California and Texas, but they were nostly
ornanental .’

"Earth places all three, ny translator says. Were they used with a
creature?"

"Wth a pony, a horse.™

"Haven't | stunbled onto the information that the horse is extinct?"

"Yes. The braiding of the little thing is only a hobby of nine."

"A hobby, according to ny conprehensive translator, is a sort of
vi carious horse -- a nmental surrogate which one rides. |Is that correct?"

"Correct, Porcellus. Haven't you a hobby?"

"My hobby is heads," said the thing

Netter started to |leave the creature then to go to his own canmp. "To
the early and accidental death of one of us," he toasted with the | ast of
the drink that Porcellus had given him

"Shoal s!" toasted Porcellus. "I believe that is your word. And a
war ni ng: stay away fromthe | ow dome which you will see on the plain. It's
dangerous. "

Netter went to his own canp.

Now Porcel lus wanted himto go to the curious dome -- or he would
not have warned himaway fromit. Was it dangerous? O did the thing nerely
want to divert hinf? Porcellus nust have known that he woul d expl ore every
feature of |andscape on the small asteroid. Perhaps it was only to worry
him as Porcellus hinmself had seemed to be worried. And what in hog heaven
can worry a hog? Netter had it after a while. "He knows when he's going to
die. He's surprised that humans haven't that know edge. But can | depend on
it? It's only a twi ce renoved guess.

Netter left the done till last. He circumavigated the asteroid in a
brisk six-mle walk and found nothing of interest. He cane thoughtfully to
t he donme on the plain.

The done rose to no nore than the height of his head in the center
was about sixty feet in dianeter, was symetrical in general outline but
with a slightly roughened surface, and was probably artificial. "I believe
it is an old direction beacon of the Forcines." he said. "Yes, this is
certainly the top of an obsol ete hemi sphere, and the npbst of it is under
ground. They were no good. | believe that we had them once.™

Netter stepped gingerly onto the sphere. It was certainly firm
enough. He knew a firmthing when he nmet one. There was no danger of him
crashing through. He clinbed the steep, then the |less steep elevation of it
and came to the center. "Nice," he said, "but nothing." Then he felt it
activated. "So Porcellus still uses it,"” he said, "I didn't realize that



they were so backward."

He wal ked around on it, and it rotated gently under him
conpensating for him He strode down the side a little way, and it quickly
brought himback to the top. "This could he fun," he said.

He could take three, four quick steps away fromthe top, and he
woul d still be on top. He could tense to junp sideways, and the sphere woul d
conpensate before he left the surface; he'd still land exactly on the center
whi chever way he junped. The thing rolled easily and noi sel essly and
anticipated or reacted i mediately to every novenent. He wal ked, he ran, he
| aughed, he trotted half a mle and stood where he had stood before.

"You know tricks and I know tricks, old sphere,” he shouted, "let's
see who's the smarter.” He feinted, he broke, he dodged, he ran crazy-I|egged
as though he were broken-field dribbling at Galactic-rules football. He
shucked of f tacklers, he scored countless goals in his mnd, but he always
ended on the very center top of the done.

He lay down and rolled, trying to go down the steep far slopes as
t hough they were grass banks. He stopped rolling and lay on his back, and
he was still on the top of the rotating conpensati ng sphere or done.

"I haven't had so nmuch fun since | was a boy in an amusenent park,"
he sai d.

He hadn't? Then why did he suddenly begin to trenbl e? Wiy did he
begin to whistle so off-key if he wasn't scared? "Stone walls do not a pokey
make nor locks a --" it was the Cross-Bar Hotel Blues he was whistling and
he had to stop it.

He was locked tight in jail on alittle hillock in the mddle of a
plain, and there was no barrier in sight. There was no possible way he could
get off the conpensating done.

He was inprisoned in the highest nost open spot on the asteroid. In
an hour of cavorting and hoppi ng about he had not got one full step from
where he started, and there was no possible way that he coul d.

He t hought about it for a full Hi ppodania day and night-forty-five
m nutes basic tine. He couldn't come up with a thing.

"If I had a rope and you had a stunp,"” he said talking to no one,

"I"d rope the stunp -- I'mgood at that -- and pull nyself off this thing."

But he didn't have a rope and the plain sure didn't have a stunp. It
had hardly a pebble as big as his thunb.

"This is where Kal bfl eish died," said Netter. "You said it right,
pig man, ny friend had a violent heart and it finally ruptured on him You
didn't have to nurder himdirectly. You let himrun hinself to death. He was
uncomonly energetic, as you said" and especially so on the day of his

death. | can see it all now He could never stand to be confined. He would
have gone wild when he found hinself confined in what seemed the npbst open
space on the asteroid. He'd have run till he ruptured every thing in him It

is no wonder that he died with that | ook of horror."

This was a jail that nobody could break. Way try nore tricks on the
sphere? It could conpensate for every trick that was.

A creature that could fly in zero atnmosphere could get off of this,
he nused. "Even a wormcouldn't craw off unless he were too snmall to affect
t he conpensators. If | had two cant hooks | night be able to fool the thing,
but it could no doubt conpensate for the resolution of forces. If I had a
weight on a line | might puzzle it alittle, but not rmuch. Porkey has it

made. 1'Il die either of starvation or exertion or insanity, but the
i nvestigation will not show that | was nurdered. 'Wy have two humans died
of heart attack here?' is the nost they can ask him and Porkey will rub his

hands and say 'Bad climate.

But what Porky Porcellus really said was:

"Fine man, why do you play like a boy on top of that thing? Is that
any way for a hopeful asteroid agent to conduct hinself?"

"Porcel lus, you think you' ve trapped ne, do you?" flared Netter



"I trap you? My hands are clean. Is it ny fault that two humans
devel op the strange mania of running thenselves to death in a weird ganme?"

How far away was Porcellus fromthe edge of the dome? Too far. Too
far by several yards.

"Porcellus, what is this thing?" Netter cried out.

"Once it was a beam sphere, as you have probably guessed, and it is
obsolete. | have altered it to something else. Nowit is an intelligence
test. To fail it is to die."

"Did anyone ever get off it?" Netter called. He had to get Porcellus
interested. He had to get himto cone several feet closer before he turned
away.

"Only one passed the intelligence test,” said the creature, "and he
had unusual natural advantages. He was a peculiar fellow of the species
Larrik who visited ne sone basic years ago. He sinply broke hinself into two
pi eces and wal ked off in opposite directions. The gl obe coul dn't conpensate
for both of them One got clear, obtained a line, pulled his other half off;
both hal ves | aughed at me, and then they rejoined thensel ves. But you
haven't his advantage, Netter. You have failed the test."

"Il find a way," swore Netter. "I'll find a trick." Just a little
bit closer now would do it.

"You | ose, Netter," said Porcellus. "There is no fixed thing on the
plain you could tie to even if you had a way of reaching it. The | ongest
thing you have with you is what you call the romal, and it's no | onger than
your arm

Porcel l us was cl ose enough. Right at the end of the done. Wen he
turned it would be perfect -- somewhere between thirty-two and thirty-five
feet. There was no fixed thing on the plain, but there was a thing heavy
enough to serve for a fixed thing. The romal of Netter was no |onger than
his arm but it was a ronmal rey, a king romal.

Porcel lus turned away in his triunph. The light-thin lariat flew and
dropped over his bulk. And Netter pulled hinself off the dome in less tine
than you can say Porky Porcell us.

The fat hulk was no match for Netter when he was on solid
non- conmpensating ground. He hog-tied the Hog-nan with the thin |l eather |ine
and rolled himonto the done. And Porcellus was i mediately on the center
top of the donme to stay there till he died of hunger or unconmon exertion or
por ci ne apopl exy.

Netter was noving things about in the fine Trophy Room whi ch he had
recently inherited. He set a fine hard wood peg into the wall and hung on it
the king romal for which he now had especial affection. The king romal is so
intricately braided that one nonent it will be a thick quirt no | onger than
your arm but unlace one keeper and it i mediately becomes a thin strand
lariat forty foot long counting the |oop. Hardly anyone knows how to braid a
romal rey nowadays.

He noved many things in the trophy room He wanted the set thing to
be just right. He knew just what space it should occupy on that great wall.
The investigation was over with and Netter's claimhad been accepted. He was

now asteroid station-nmaster -- a good job.
The head was ready. It had been cured out and tanned and treated,
and the eye-tushers were polished till they gl eaned.

Porcel lus had a truly nagnificent head!

SLOW TUESDAY NI GHT

A panhandl er intercepted the young couple as they strolled down the
ni ght street.

"Preserve us this night," he said as he touched his hat to them
"and coul d you good peopl e advance nme a thousand dollars to be about the



recoupi ng of nmy fortunes?"

"I gave you a thousand | ast Friday," said the young man.

"I ndeed you did," the panhandler replied, "and | paid you back
tenfold by messenger before m dnight"

"That's right, George, he did," said the young worman. "G ve it to
him dear. | believe he's a good sort."

So the young man gave the panhandl er a thousand dollars, and the
panhandl er touched his hat to themin thanks and went on to the recoupi ng of
hi s fortunes.

As he went into Money Market, the panhandl er passed |l defonsa

| mpal a, the npbst beautiful woman in the city.
"WIl you marry me this night, I1dy?" he asked cheerfully.
"Ch, | don't believe so, Basil," she said. "I marry you pretty
often, but tonight | don't seemto have any plans at all. You rmay nake ne a
gift on your first & second, however. | always like that."
But when they had parted she asked herself: "But whomw |l | marry
t oni ght ?"

The panhandl er was Basil Bagel baker, who would be the richest man in
the world within an hour and a half. He would nmake and | ose four fortunes
wi thin eight hours; and these not the little fortunes that ordinary nen
acquire, but titanic things.

When t he Abebaj os bl ock had been renmoved from Hurman ni nds, people
began to make decisions faster, And often better. It had been the nental
stutter. When it was understood what it was, and that it had no useful
function, it was renoved by sinple chil dhood metasurgery.

Transportation and manufacturing had then beconme practically
i nst ant aneous. Things that had once taken nonths and years now took only
m nutes and hours. A person could have one or several pretty intricate
careers within an eight-hour period.

Freddy Fi xico had just invented a nmanus nodul e. Freddy was a
Nyct al ops, and the nodul es were characteristic of these people. The people
had then divided thensel ves -- according to their natures and inclinations
-- into the Auroreans, the Hemerobians, and the Nyctal ops -- or the Dawners,
who had their nost active hours fromfour A°M till noon; the Day-Flies, who
obt ai ned fromnoon to eight P.M; and the Night-Seers, whose civilization
thrived fromeight PPM to four AM The cultures, inventions, markets and
activities of these three folk were a little different. As a Nyct al ops,
Freddy had |ust begun his working day at eight P.M on a slow Tuesday ni ght;
Freddy rented an office and had it furnished. This took one m nute,
negoti ati on, selection and installation being al nbst instantaneous. Then he
i nvented the manus nodul e; that took another minute. He then had it
manuf actured and rmarketed; in three mnutes it was in the hands of key
buyers.

It caught on. It was an attractive nodule. The flow of orders began
within thirty seconds. By ten nminutes after eight every inportant person had
one of the new nmanus nodul es, and the trend had been set. The nodul e began
to sell inthe mllions. It was one of the nost interesting fads of the
night, or at least the early part of the night.

Manus nodul es had no practical function, no nore than had Sameki
verses, They were attractive, of a psychologically satisfying size and
shape, and could be held in the hands, set on a table, or installed in a
nodul e niche of any wall.

Natural |y Freddy became very rich. Il defonsa |Inpala, the nost
beautiful worman in the city, was always interested in newy rich nmen. She
cane to see Freddy about eight-thirty. People nmade up their mnds fast, and
Il def onsa had hers nade up when she cane. Freddy made his own up quickly and
di vorced Judy Fixico in Small dains Court. Freddy and Il defonsa went
honeynooni ng to Parai so Dorado, a resort.

It was wonderful. Al of Ildy's marriages were. There was the



wonder ful floodlighted scenery. The recircul ated water of the famous falls
was tinted gold; the i medi ate rocks had been done by Ranbles; and the hills
had been contoured by Spall. The beach was a perfect copy of that at
Mereval e, and the popular drink that first part of the night was blue
absi nt he.

But scenery -- whether seen for the first time or revisited after an
interval -- is strring for the sudden intense viewof it. It is not nmeant to
be lingered over. Food, selected and prepared instantly, is eaten with swft
enj oynment; and bl ue absinthe lasts no longer than its own novelty. Loving,
for Il defonsa and her paranmours, was qui ck and consuning; and repetition
woul d have been pointless to her. Besides, |ldefonsa and Freddy had taken
only the one-hour |uxury honeynoon.

Freddy wi shed to continue the relationship, but Ildefonsa glanced at
a trend indicator. The nmanus nodule would hold its popularity for only the
first third of the night. Already it had been discarded by people who
mattered. And Freddy Fi xico was not one of the regular successes. He enjoyed
a full career only about one night a week.

They were back in the city and divorced in Small C ainms Court by
nine thirty-five. The stock of manus nodul es was remandered, and the |ast of

it woul d be disposed to bargain hunters anong the Dawners, who will buy
anyt hi ng.
"Whom shall | marry next?" |ldefonsa asked herself. "It |ooks like a

sl ow ni ght."

"Bagel baker is buying," ran the word t hrough Money Market, but
Bagel baker was selling again before the word had nade its rounds. Basi
Bagel baker enjoyed naking noney, and it was a pleasure to watch himwork as
he domi nated the floor of the Market and assenbl ed runners and a conpetent
staff out of the corner of his nmouth. Hel pers stripped the panhandl er rags
of f himand wapped himin a tycoon toga. He sent one runner to pay back
twentyfol d the young coupl e who had advanced hima thousand dollars. He sent
another with a nore substantial gift to Il defonsa Inpala, for Basi
cherished their relationship. Basil acquired title to the Trend Indication
Conpl ex and had certain falsifications set into it. He caused to coll apse
certain industrial enpires that had grown up within the last two hours, and
made a good thing of reconbining their weckage. He had been the richest man
in the world for sonme mnutes now. He becane so noney-heavy that he could
not maneuver with the agility he had shown an hour before. He becane a great
fat buck, and the pack of expert wolves circled himto bring himdown.

Very soon he would |l ose that first fortune of the evening. The
secret of Basil Bagel baker is that he enjoyed | osing noney spectacul arly
after he was full of it to the bursting point.

A thoughtful man naned Maxwel | Mouser had just produced a work of
actinic philosophy. It took himseven mnutes to wite it. To wite works of
phi | osophy one used the flexible outlines and the idea i ndexes; one set the
activator for such a wordage in each subsection; an adept would use the
paradox feed-in, and the striking-anal ogy bl ender; one calibrated the
particul ar-slant and the personality-signature. It had to come out a good
wor k, for excellence had become the automatic nmini mum for such productions.

"I will scatter a few nuts on the frosting," said Maxwell, and he
pushed the I ever for that. This sifted handfuls of words |ike chthonic and
heuristic and prozynei des through the thing so that nobody coul d doubt it
was a work of phil osophy.

Maxwel | Mouser sent the work out to publishers, and received it back
each tine in about three mnutes. An analysis of it and reason for rejection
was al ways given -- nostly that the thing had been done before and better
Maxwel | received it back ten times in thirty mnutes, and was di scouraged.
Then there was a break

Ladi on's work had becone a hit within the last ten mnutes, and it
was now recogni zed that Muser's nonograph was both an answer and a
supplenent to it. It was accepted and published in less than a nminute after



this break. The reviews of the first five mnutes were cautious ones; then
real enthusiasmwas shown. This was truly one of the greatest works of

phi |l osophy to appear during the early and nmedi um hours of the night There
were those who said it mght be one of the enduring works and even have a
hol dover appeal to the Dawners the next norning.

Natural |y Maxwel| becane very rich, and naturally Il defonsa cane to
see him about m dnight. Being a revolutionary phil osopher, Maxwell thought
that he m ght nake sone free arrangenent, but Ildefonsa insisted it nust be
marriage. So Maxwel | divorced Judy Mouser in Small Caims Court and went off
with Il defonsa.

Thi s Judy hersel f, though not so beautiful as Ildefonsa, was the
fastest taker in the city. She only wanted the nen of the nmonent for a
nmonent, and she was al ways there before even Il defonsa. Il defonsa believed
that she took the men away from Judy; Judy said that 1l1dy had her |eavings
and not hi ng el se.

"I had himfirst," Judy woul d al ways nock as she raced through Small
Cl ains Court.

"Ch that dammed urchin!" Il defonsa would nmoan. "She wears ny very
hair before | do."

Maxwel | Mouser and |1 defonsa | npal a went honeynooni ng to Misi cbox
Mountain, a resort. It was wonderful. The peaks were done with green snow by
Dunbar and Fittle. (Back at Money Market Basil Bagebaker was puffing
together his third and greatest fortune of the night, which m ght surpass in
magni t ude even his fourth fortune of the Thursday before.) The chalets were
Switzier than the real Swiss and had live oats in every room (And Stanley
Skul dugger was emerging as the top Actor-Inago of the middle hours of the
night.) The popular drink for that niddle part of the night was
A ot zengl ubber, Eve Cheese and Rhine wi ne over pink ice. (And back in the
city the |l eading Nyctal ops were taking their mdnight break at the Toppers
dub.)

O course it was wonderful, as were all of Ildefonsa's -- But she
had never been really up on philosophy so she had schedul ed only the speci al
thirty-five-nnute honeynoon. She | ooked at the trend indicator to be sure.
She found that her current husband had been obsol eted, and his opus was now
referred to sneeringly as Muser's Muse. They went back to the city and
were divoreed in Snall Cains Court.

The nmenbership of the Toppers' Cub varied. Success was the
requi site of nenbership. Basil Bagel baker m ghht be accepted as a nenber,
el evated to the presidency and expelled fromit as a dirty pauper fromthree
to six tines a night. But only inportant persons could belong to it, or
t hose enjoying brief nmonents of inportance.

"I believe | will sleep during the Dawner period in the norning,"
Overcall said. "I may go up to this new place, Koinopolis, for an hour of it
They're said to be good. Were will you sleep, Basil?"

"Fl op house."

"I believe | will sleep an hour by the Mdian Method," said
Bur nbanner. "They have a fine new clinic. And perhaps 1'll sleep an hour by
t he Prasenka Process, and an hour by the Dormdjo."

"Crackl e has been sl eeping an hour every period by the natural
nmet hod, " said Overcall.

"I did that for half an hour not |long since," said Burnbanner. "I
bel i eve an hour is too long to give it. Have you tried the natural nethod,
Basi | ?"

"Always. Natural method and a bottle of red-eye.”

St anl ey Skul dugger had become the nost neteoric actor-imago for a
week. Naturally he becane very rich, and Il defonsa Inpala went to see him
about three A M

"I had himfirst!" rang the nocking voi ce of Judy Skul dugger as she
ski pped through her divorce in Small Cains Court. And Il defonsa and
St anl ey-boy went off honeynooning. It is always fun to finish up a period



with an actor-imago who is the hottest property in the business. There is
somet hi ng so adol escent and boori sh about them

Besi des, there was the publicity, and Il defonsa liked that. The
runor-mlls ground. Whuld it last ten minutes? Thtrty? An hour? Wuld it be
one of those rare Nyctal ops marriages that |lasted through the rest of the
night and into the daylight off-hours? Wuld it even last into the next
ni ght as sone had been known to do?

Actually it lasted nearly forty m nutes, which was alnost to the end
of the period.

It had been a slow Tuesday night. A few hundred new products had run
their course on the market. There had been a score of dramatic hits,
three-m nute and five-m nute capsul e dramas, and several of the six mnute
long-play affairs. Night Street Nine -- a solidly sordid offering -- seened
to be in as the drama of the night unless there should be a late hit.

Hundr ed- stori ed buil di ngs had been erected, occupied, obsoleted, and
denol i shed again to nake room for nore contenporary structures. Only the
nmedi ocre woul d use a building that had been left over fromthe Day Fliers or
t he Dawners, or even the Nyctal ops of the night before. The city was rebuilt
pretty conpletely at |least three tines during an eight-hour period.

The period drew near its end. Basil Bagel baker, the richest man in
the world, the reigning president of the Toppers' C ub, was enjoying hinself
with his cronies. His fourth fortune of the night was a paper pyranid that
had risen to incredible heights; but Basil |aughed hinself as he savored the
mani pul ation it was founded on

Three ushers of the Toppers' Club cane in with firmstep

"CGet out of here, you dirty bum" they told Basil savagely. They
tore the tycoon's toga off himand then tossed himhis seedy panhandl er's
rags with a three-man sneer

"Al'l gone?" Basil asked. "l gave it another five minutes."

"Al'l gone," said a nessenger from Money Market. "Nine billion gone
in five mnutes, and it really pulled sone others down with it."

"Pitch the busted bumout!" how ed Overcall and Burnbanner and the
ot her cronies.

"Wait, Basil," said Overcall. "Turn in the President's Crosier
before we kick you downstairs. After all, you'll have it several tinmes again
t omor r ow ni ght . "

The period was over. The Nyctalops drifted off to sleep clinics or
| ei sure-hour hideouts to pass their ebb time. The Auroreans, the Dawners,
took over the vital stuff.

Now you woul d see some action! Those Dawners really nmade fast
deci sions. You wouldn't catch themwasting a full mnute setting up a
busi ness.

A sl eepy panhandl er nmet Il defonsa |Inpala on the way.

"Preserve us this norning, Ildy," he said, "and will you marry in
t he comi ng ni ght?"

"Likely I will, Basil," she told him "Did you marry Judy during the
ni ght past?"

"I"'mnot sure. Could you let ne have two dollars, [Idy?"

"Qut of the question. | believe a Judy Bagel baker was naned one of

the ten best-dressed wonmen during the frou-frou fashion period about two
o' cl ock. Why do you need two dol |l ars?"

"A dollar for a bed and a dollar for red-eye. After all, | sent you
two million out of nmy second.”

"I keep my two sorts of accounts separate. Here's a dollar, Basil.
Now be off! | can't be seen talking to a dirty panhandler."

"Thank you, Ildy. 1'lIl get the red-eye and sleep in an alley.

Preserve us this norning."
Bagel baker shuffled off whistling "SIl ow Tuesday Night."
And al ready the Dawners had set Wednesday norning to junping.



GUESTI NG TI ME

Thi ngs were a bit crowded where they cane from-- and were getting
t hat way herel

Wnston, the Cvil Servant in Immgration and Arrivals, was puzzled
when he came that norning. There were several hundred new peopl e behind the
cycl one fences, and no arrivals had been schedul ed.

"What ships | anded?" he called out. "Wiy were they unschedul ed?"

"No ships landed, sir," said Pothol der, the senior guard.

"Then how did these people get here? Wal k down fromthe sky?"

W nst on asked snappi shly.

"Yes, sir, | guess so. W don't know who they are or how they keep
com ng here. They say they are from Skandia."

"W have few Scandi navi an arrivals, and none of such appearance as
this," said Wnston. "How nmany are there?"

"Well, sir, when we first noticed themthere were seven, and they
hadn't been there a nonent before.”

"Seven? You're crazy There are hundreds.”

"Yes, sir. I'mcrazy. A mnute after there were seven, there were
seventeen. But no nore had conme from anywhere. Then there were sixty. W
separated theminto groups of ten and watched themvery closely. None
crossed fromone group to another, none cane from anywhere el se. But soon
there were fifteen, then twenty-five, then thirty in each group. And there's
a lot nmore of themthere now t han when you started to talk to me a nonent
ago, M. Wnston."

"Corcoran is my superior and will be here in a mnute,’
said. "He'll know what to do."

"M. Corcoran left just before you arrived, sir," said Pothol der
"He watched it a while, and then went away babbling."

"I always admred his quick grasp of a situation," said Wnston. He
al so went away babbl i ng.

There were about a thousand of those Skandia people, and a little
|ater there were nine tines that many. They weren't dowdy people, but the
area woul dn't hold any nore. The fences all went down, and the Skandi as
spread out into the city and towns and country. This was only the beginning
of it. About a million of themnmaterialized there that norning, then the
same thing happened at ten thousand other Ports of Entry of Earth.

"Mame, " said Trixie, "there are sone people here who want to use our
bat hroom " This was Beatrice (Trixie) Trux, a little girl in the small town
of Wnterfield.

"What an odd request!" said Ms. Trux. "But | suppose it is in the
nature of an emergency. Let themin, Trixie. How many people are there?"

"About a thousand," said Trixie.

"Trixie, there can't be that many."

"Al'l right, you count them"

Al the people came in to use the Trux's bathroom There were
somewhat nore than a thousand of them and it took themquite a while to use
t he bat hroom even though they put a fifteen-second linmt on each one and had
a tinekeeper with a bell to enforce it. They did it all with a |ot of
| aughter and carrying on, but it took that first bunch about five hours to
go through, and by that tine there were a | ot nore new ones waiting.

W nst on

"This is a little unusual," Ms. Trux said to sone of the Skandia
worren. "1 was never short on hospitality. It is our physical resources, not
our willingness, that becones strained. There are so many of you!"

"Don't give it a thought," the Skandia wonmen said. "It is the intent
that counts, and it was so kind of you people to invite us. W seldomget a
chance to go anywhere. W cane a little early, but the main bunch will be

al ong very soon. Don't you just love to go visiting."
"Ch, yes, yes," said Ms. Trux. "1 never realized till now just how



much | wanted to go visiting."

But when she saw t he whol e outdoors black with the new people, Ms.
Trux decided that she had better stay where she was.

Truman Trux was figuring with a pencil

"Qur lot is fifty feet by a hundred and fifty feet, Jessica," he
said. "That is either 7,500 or 75,000 square feet depending on how many
zeroes you carry it out to."

"You were always good at math," said Ms. Trux. "How do you do it
anyhow?"

"And do you know how many people are living with us here on this
[ ot, Jessica?" Truman asked.

"Quite a few"

"I am guessi ng between six and seven thousand," said Truman. "I
found several nore blocks of themthis norning that | didn't know about.
They have a conplete city built in our back yard. The streets are two and a
hal f feet wi de; the houses are eight feet by eight feet with six foot
ceilings, and nost of themare nine stories high. Wwole fanilies live in
each room and cook there besides. They have shops and bazaars set up. They
even have factories built. |I know there is an entire whol esale textile
district in our back yard. There are thirteen taverns and five nusic halls
in our yard to ny own know edge, and there may be nore."

"Well, sone of those places are pretty small, Truman. The Little
H deout is the broomcloset of the Big Hideout, and | don't know if we
shoul d count it as a separate tavern. You have to go into the Sideways C ub
si de-ways; the Thinman Club is only nine inches wide fromwall to wall and
it's quite atrick to bending an el bow there; and the Mouse Roomis snall.
But the better clubs are up in our attic, Truman. Did you ever count then?
The Crazy Man Cabaret is up there, and the After Hours C ub. Mst of the
other attic clubs are key clubs and I'mnot a nmenber. They've set up the
Skandia Art Theater in our basenent now, you know. They have conti nuous
per f or mances. "

"I know it, Jessica, | knowit."

"Their conedies are so funny that | nearly die. The trouble is that
it's so crowded there that you have to laugh in when the one next to you
| aughs out. And | cry just like they do at their tragedies. They're al
about women who can't have any nore children. Wiy don't we have a bunch
nore, Truman? There's nore than twenty shops in our yard where they sel
nothing but fertility charnms. | wonder why there aren't any children with
t he Skandi a?"

"Ah, they say that this is just a short first visit by a few of them
and they didn't presunme to bring their children with them Wat is that new
racket superinposed on the ol d?"

"Ch, that's the big druns and the cynbals. They're having a
political canmpaign to elect temporary officials for the tinme of their visit

here. Inperial GCty, that's the town in our yard, and our house, wll elect
del egates to go to Congress to represent this whole block; The elections
will be tonight. Then we'll really hear sonme noise, they say. The big druns

don't really waste space, Truman. There are people inside them and they play
them fromthe inside. Some of our neighbors are getting a little fussy about
t he newconers, but | always did |like a house full of people.”

"W have it now, Jessica. | never got used to sleeping in a bed with
ni ne other people, even if they are quiet sleepers. | |like people, and | am
fond of new experiences. But it is getting crowded."

"W have nore of the Skandia than anyone else in the bl ock except
the Skirveys. They say it's because they like us nore than sonme of the
others. Manmie Skirvey is taking four kinds of the fertility pills now She

is alnpbst sure she will be able to have triplets. | want to too."
"Al'l the stores are stripped, Jessica, and all the |unber yards and
| unber canps; and the grain elevators will be enpty in two nore days. The

Skandi a pay for everything in noney, but nobody knows what it says on it |



haven't got used to wal king on men and wonmen when | go out, but there's no
avoiding it since the ground is covered with them"

"They don't mnd. They're used to it. They say it's crowded where
they cone from"

The Wnterfield Tinmes-Tribune Tel egraph had a piece about the
Skandi a:

The plain fact is that for two days the Earth has had ten billion
visitors from Skandi a, wherever that is. The plain fact is that the Earth

will die of themw thin a week. They appear by invisible transportation, but
t hey have shown no inclination to disappear in the same manner. Food will be
gone, the very air we breathe will be gone. They speak all our | anguages,
they are polite, friendly and agreeable. And we will perish fromthem

A big smling man broke in on Bar-John, who was once again president
of Big State Amal gamated, forner U S A

"I"'mthe president of the Skandia Visitation," he booned. "W have
cone partly to instruct you people and we find that you do need it. Your
fertility rate is pathetic. You barely double in fifty years. Your nedicine,
adequate in other fields, is worse than childish in this. W find that sone
of the nostrums peddl ed to your people actually inpede fertility. Well, get

in the Surgeon CGeneral and a few of the boys and we'll begin to correct the
situation."”

"Cedoudahere, " said President Bar-John

"I know you will not want your people to miss out on the popul ation

bl essing," said the Skandia Visitation President. "W can aid you. W want
you to be as happy as we are.”

"Jarvis! Cudgel man! Sapsucker!" President Bar-John called out.
"Shoot down this man. I'Il inplement the paper work on it later."

"You al ways say that but you never do," Sapsucker conplained. "It's
been getting us in a lot of trouble.™

"Ch, well, don't shoot himdown then if you're going to make an
issue of it. | long for the old days when the sinple things were done

simply. Dammit, you Skandi a skinner, do you know that there are nine
t housand of you in the Wite House itsel f?"

"We intend to inprove that this very hour," the Skandi a president
said. "We can erect one, two, or even three decks in these high-ceilinged
roonms. | am happy to say that we will have thirty thousand of our people
quartered in the Wiite House this night."

"Do you think | like to take a bath with eight other persons -- not
even regi stered voters -- in the same tub?" President Bar-John conpl ai ned.
"Do you think | like to eat off a plate shared by three or four other
peopl e? O to shave, by nistake, faces other than nmy own in the norning?"

"I don't see why not," said the Skandia Visitation president.
"Peopl e are our nost precious comodity. Presidents are always chosen as
bei ng those who nost | ove the people.”

"Ch, cone on, fellows," said President Bar-John. "Shoot down the
ever-loving son. W're entitled to a free one now and then."

Jarvi s and Cudgel man and Sapsucker bl azed away at the Skandia, but
they harmed himnot at all

"You shoul d have known that we are inmune to that," the Skandia

said. "We voted against its effect years ago. Well, since you will not
cooperate, | will go direct to your people. Happy increase to you,
gent| emen. "

Truman Trux, having gone out fromhis own place for a little change,
was sitting on a park bench

He wasn't actually sitting on it, but several feet above it. In that
particul ar place, a talkative Skandia | ady sat on the bench itself. On her
| ap sat a sturdy Skandia man reading the Sporting News and snoki ng a pi pe.



On him sat a younger Skandia woman. On this younger woman sat Truman Tr ux,
and on himsat a dark Skandia girl who was filing her fingernails and
hunmming a tune. On her in turn sat an elderly Skandia man. As crowded as

t hi ngs had beconme, one could not expect a seat of one's own.

A fellow and his girl cane al ong, wal king on the people on the
grass.

Mnd if we get on?" asked the girl

"Quite all right," said the elderly gentlenan on top. "'Sall right,"
said the girl working on her nails. "Certainly,"” said Truman and the ot hers,
and the Sporting News man puffed into his pipe that it was perfectly
agr eeabl e.

There was no |l onger any notor traffic. People wal ked cl osely packed
on streets and sidewal ks. The sl ow stratumwas the | owest, then the nedi um
then the fast (wal ki ng on the shoul ders of the nmedi uns and conbi ning the
three speeds). At crossings it becane rather intricate, and people were
sometines piled nine high. But the Earth people, those who still went out,
qui ckly got onto the Skandi a techni ques.

An Earthman, known for his extreme views, had nmounted onto a
monurrent in the park and began to harangue the people, Earth and Skandi a.
Truman Trux, who wanted to see and hear, nanaged to get a nice fifth-Ievel
seat, sitting on the shoulders of a nice Skandia girl, who sat on the
shoul ders of another who |ikewi se to the bottom

"Ye are the plague of locusts!" how ed the Earth-side crank. "Ye
have stripped us bare!"

"The poor man!" said the Skandia girl who was Truman's under st eady.
"He likely has only a few children and is enbittered."

"Ye have devoured our substance and stolen the very air of our life.
Ye are the Apocal yptical grasshoppers, the el eventh pl ague.™

"Here is a fertility charmfor your wife," said the Skandia girl,
and reached it up to Truman. "You night not need it yet, but keep it for the
future. It is for those who have nore than twel ve. The words in Skandi a say
"Way stop now?' it is very efficacious."

"Thank you," said Truman. "My wi fe has nany charms from you good
peopl e, but not one like this. W have only one child, a young girl."

"What a shanme! Here is a charmfor your daughter. She cannot begin
to use themtoo early."

"Destruction, destruction, destruction on ye all!" screanmed the
Eart h-side crank from atop the nmonunent.

"Quite an adept," said the Skandia girl. "To what school of
el oquence does he bel ong?"

The crowd began to break up and nove off. Truman felt hinself taken
down one | evel and then anot her

"Any particular direction?" asked the Skandia girl. "This is fine,"
said Truman. "W're going toward nmy hone."

"Why, here's a place alnost clear,” said the girl. "You' d never find
anything like this at home." They were now down to the last level, the girl
wal ki ng only on the horizontal bodies of those |ounging on the grass. "You

can get off and walk if you wish," said the girl. "Here's a gap in the
wal kers you can slip down into. Wll, toodle."
"You nean toodl e-00?" Truman asked as he slid off her shoul ders.
"That's right. |I can never renmenber the |ast part of it."

The Skandi a were such friendly people!

Presi dent Bar-John and a dozen other regents of the world had
deci ded that brusqueness was called for. Due to the intermngling of Earth
and Skandi a popul ations, this would be a task for small and nedium armnms. The
probl em woul d be to gather the Skandia together in open spots, but on the
desi gnated day they began to gather of thenselves in a mllion parks and
pl azas of the Earth. It worked perfectly. Arnmy units were posted everwhere
and went into action



Rifl es began to whistle and machi ne guns to chatter. But the effect
on the Skandia was not that expected.

Instead of falling wounded, they cheered everywhere.

"Pyrotechnics yet!" exclained a Skandia | eader, mounting onto the
monurrent in one park. "Ch, we are honored!"

But, though the Skandia did not fall fromthe gunshot, they had
began to dimnish in their nunbers. They were di sappearing as nysteriously
as they had appeared a week before.

"W go now, said the Skandia | eader fromthe top of the nonunent.
"W have enjoyed every mnute of our short visit. Do not despair! W will
not abandon you to your enptiness. Qur token force will return home and
report. In another week we will visit you in substantial nunbers. W will
teach you the full happi ness of human proximty, the glory of fruitful ness,
t he bl essing of adequate population. W will teach you to fill up the
horri bl e enpty places of your planet."

The Skandia were thinning out. The last of them were taking cheering
farewel I s of disconsolate Earth friends.

"W will be back," they said as they passed their last fertility
charns into avid hands. "W'll be back and teach you everything so you can
be as happy as we are. Good increase to you!"

"Good increase to you!" cried the Earth people to the di sappearing
Skandia. Ch, it would be a | onesome world without all those nice people!
Wth themyou had the feeling that they were really close to you.

"We' || be back!" said the Skandi a | eader, and di sappeared fromthe
monurrent . "We'll be back next week and a lot nore of us," and then they were
gone.

"-- And next tine we'll bring the kids!" came the |ast fading
Skandi a voice fromthe sky.

N OQUR BLOCK

There were a lot of funny people in that block

"You ever wal k down that street?" Art Slick asked Ji m Booner, who
had just cone onto himthere.

"Not since | was a boy. After the overall factory burned down, there
was a faith healer had his tent pitched there one sumrer. The street's just
one block long and it dead-ends on the railroad enmbankment Not hi ng but a
bunch of shanties and weed-filled |ots. The shanties | ooked different today,
t hough, and there seemto be nore of them | thought they pulled them al
down a few nmonths ago."

"Jim |'ve been watching that first little building for two hours.
There was a tractor-truck there this norning with a forty-foot trailer, and
it |oaded out of that little shanty. Cartons about eight inches by eight
i nches by three feet came down that chute. They wei ghed about thirty-five
pounds each fromthe way the nen handled them Jim they filled that trailer
up with them and then pulled it off."

"What's wong with that, Art?"

"Jim | said they filled that trailer up. Fromthe drag on
it it had about a sixty-thousand-pound | oad when it pulled out. They | oaded
a carton every three and a half seconds for two hours; that's two thousand
cartons."

"Sure, lots of trailers run over the load Iimt nowdays; they don't
enforce it very well."

"Jim that shack's no nore than a cracker box seven feet on a side.
Half of it is taken up by a door, and inside a man in a chair behind a small
table. You couldn't get anything else in that half. The other half is taken
up by whatever that chute comes out of. You could pack six of those little
shacks on that trailer."

"Let's neasure it," Jim Boomer said. "Maybe it's bigger than it
| ooks." The shack had a sign On it: Make Sell Ship Anything Cut Price. Jim



Booner neasured the building with an old steel tape. The shack was a
seven-foot cube, and there were no hidden places. It was set up on a few
pi ers of broken bricks, and you could see under it.

"Sell you a new fifty-foot steel tape for a dollar,"” said the man in
the chair in the little shack. "Throw that old one away." The man pulled a
steel tape out of a drawer of his table-desk, though Art Slick was sure it
had been a plain flat-top table with no place for a drawer.

"Fully retractabl e, rhodiumplated, Dort glide, Ransey sw vel, and
it forms its own caring case. One dollar,"” the man said.

Ji m Boorer paid hima dollar for it. "How many of them you got?"

"I can have a hundred thousand ready to | oad out in ten mnutes,"
the man said. "Eighty-eight cents each in hundred thousand lots."

"Was that a trailer-load of steel tapes you shipped out this
nmor ni ng?" Art asked the nman.

"No that nmust have been sonething else. This is the first steel tape
| ever made. Just got the idea when | saw you neasuring ny shack with that
ol d beat-up one."

Art Slick and Ji m Boorrer went to the rundown buil ding next door. It
was smal |l er, about a six-foot cube, and the sign said Public Stenographer.
The clatter of a typewiter was coming fromit, but the noise stopped when
t hey opened the door.

A dark pretty girl was sitting in a chair before a small table.
There was nothing else in the room and no typewiter.

"I thought | heard a typewiter in here," Art said.

"Ch that is ne." The girl smiled. "Sonetimes | amuse nysel f make
typewiter noises like a public stenographer is supposed to."

"What woul d you do if someone came in to have some typing done?"

"What are you think? | do it of course.

"Could you type a letter for ne?"

"Sure is can, man friend, two bits a page, good work, carbon copy,
envel ope and stanp."

"Ah, let's see howyou do it. | will dictate to you while you type."

"You dictate first. Then | wite. No sense mi x up two things at one

tine.

Art dictated a long and involved letter that he had been neaning to
wite for several days. He felt like a fool droning it to the girl as she
filed her nails. "Wiy is public stenographer always sit filing her nails?"
she asked as Art droned. "But | try to do it right, file them and grow t hem
out again, then file them down sonme nore. Been doing it all nmorning. It
seenms silly."

"Ah -- that is all," Art said when he had finished dictating.

"Not P.S. Love and Kisses?" the girl asked.

"Hardly. It's a business letter to a person | barely know "

"I always say P.S. Love and Kisses to persons | barely know, " the
girl said. "Your letter will make three pages, six bits. Please you both
step outside about ten seconds and | wite it. Can't do it when you watch."
She pushed them out and cl osed the door.

Then there was silence.

"What are you doing in there, girl?" Art called.

"Want | sell you a nmenmory course too? You forget already? | type a
letter," the girl called.

"But | don't hear a typewiter going."

"What is? You want verisimlitude too? | should charge extra." There
was a giggle, and then the sound of very rapid typing for about five
seconds.

The girl opened the door and handed Art the three page letter. It
was typed perfectly, of course.

"There is sonething a little odd about this," Art said.

"Ch? The ungrammar of the letter is your own, sir. Should |I have
correct?"



"No. It is something else. Tell me the truth, girl: how does the man
next door ship out trailer-loads of material froma building ten tines too
small to hold the stuff?"

"He cuts prices."

"Well, what are you peopl e? The man next door resenbles you."

"My brother-uncle. W tell everybody we are |Innoni nee Indians."

"There is no such tribe,"” JimBoomer said flatly.

"I's there not? Then we will have to tell people we are sonething
el se. You got to adnmit it sounds like Indian. Wiat's the best Indian to be?"

"Shawnee, " sai d Ji m Booner.

"Ckay then we be Shawnee | ndians. See how easy it is.”

"We're already taken," Booner said. "I'ma Shawnee and | know every
Shawnee in town."

"H cousin!" the girl cried, and winked. "That's from a joke
learn, only the begin was different. See how foxy | turn all your
guestions."

"I have two-bits comng out of ny dollar,"” Art said.

"1 know," the girl said. "I forgot for a mnute what design is on
t he back of the two-bitser piece, so | stall while | renmenber it. Yes, the
funny bird standing on the bundle of firewdod. One nmoment till | finish it

Here." She handed the quarter to Art Slick. "And you tell everybody there's
a snoot hi e public stenographer here who types letters good."

"Wthout a typewiter," said Art Slick. "Let's go, Jim"

"P.S. Love and kisses," the girl called after them

The Cool Man O ub was next door, a small and shabby beer bar. The
bar girl could have been a sister of the public stenographer

"We'd like a couple of Buds, but you don't seemto have a stock of
anyt hing," Art said.

"Who needs stock?" the girl asked. "Here is beers.” Art would have
bel i eved that she brought them out of her sleeves, but she had no sl eeves.
The beers were cold and good.

"Grl, do you know how the fellow on the corner can ship a whole
trailer-load of material out of a space that wouldn't hold a tenth of it?"
Art asked the girl.

"Sure. He makes it and loads it out at the sane tine. That way it
doesn't take up space, like if he nade it before tine."

"But he has to nake it out of sonmething,"” Jim Boomer cut in.

"No, no," the girl said. "I study your |anguage. | know words. Cut
of something is to assenble, not to make. He nakes."

"This is funny." Slick gaped. "Budweiser is misspelled on this
bottle, the i before the e.”

"Ch, | goof," the bar girl said. "I couldn't renmenber which way it
goes so | make it one way on one bottle and the other way on the other
Yesterday a man ordered a bottle of Progress beer, and | spelled it Progers
on the bottle. Sonetinmes | get things wong. Here, | fix yours.

She ran her hand over the label, and then it was spelled correctly.

"But that thing is engraved and then reproduced," Slick protested.

"Ch, sure, all fancy stuff like that," the girl said. "1 got to be
nore careful. One time | forget and make Jax-taste beer in a Schlitz bottle
and the man didn't like it. I had to swish swish change the taste while
pretended to give hima different bottle. One tine |I forgot and produced a
green-bottle beer in a brown bottle, "It is the light in here, it just nakes
it ook brown," | told the man. Hell, we don't even have a light in here.
go swi sh fast and nmake the bottle green. It's hard to keep rrom maki ng
m st ake when you're stupid.”

"No, you don't have a light or a windowin here, and it's light,"
Slick said. "You don't have refrigeration. There are no power lines to any
of the shanties in this block. How do you keep the beer col d?"

"Yes, is the beer not nice and col d? Notice how tricky | evade your
guestion. WIIl you good nen have two nore beers?"



"Yes, we will. And I'minterested in seeing where you get them"
Slick said.

"Ch | ook, is snakes behind you!" the girl cried. "Ch how you startle
and jump!" she laughed. "It's all joke. Do you think I will have snakes in
ny ni ce bar?"

But she had produced two nore beers, and the place was as bare as
bef ore.

' How | ong have you tunbl e-bugs been in this bl ock?" Booner asked.

"Who keep track?" the girl said. "People come and go."

"You're not fromaround here," Slick said. "You' re not from anywhere
| know. \Where do you come fron Jupiter?"

"Who wants Jupiter?" the girl seemed indignant. "Do business with a

bunch of insects there, is all! Freeze your tail too."

"You woul dn't be a kidder, would you, girl?" Slick asked.

"I sure do try hard. | learn a lot of jokes but | tell them al
wrong yet. | get better, though. | try to be the witty bar girl so people
will come back."

"what's in the shanty next door toward the tracks?"

"My cousin-sister," said the girl. "She set up shop just today. She
grow any col or hair on bal d-headed nmen. | tell her she's crazy. No business.
If they wanted hair they woul dn't be bal d-headed in the first place."

"Well, can she grow hair on bal d- headed nmen?" Slick asked.

"Ch sure. Can't you?"

There were three or four nore shanty shops in the block. It didn't
seem that there had been that nmany when the nen went into the Cool Man club

"I don't remenber seeing this shack a few m nutes ago,"” Booner said
to the man standing in front of the last shanty on the |ine.

"Ch, | just made it," the man said.

Weat hered boards, rusty nails... and he had just made it.

"Way didn't you - ah -- make a decent building while you were at
it?" Slick asked.

"This is nore inconspicuous,” the nman said. "Wo notices when an old
bui | di ng appears suddenly? We're new here and want to feel our way in before
we attract attention. Now I'mtrying to figure out what to nake. Do you
think there is a market for a luxury autonobile to sell for a hundred
dollars? | suspect | would have to respect the local religious feeling when
| make them t hough."

"What is that?" Slick asked.

"Ancestor worship. The old gas tank and fuel systemstill carried as
vestiges after natural power is available. Ch' well, I'Il put themin. 1"l
have one done in about three mnutes if you want to wait."

"No. |'ve already got a car," Slick said. "Let's go, Jim"

That was the last shanty in the block, so they turned back

"I was just wondering what was down in this block where nobody ever
goes," Slick said. "There's a lot of odd corners in our town if you | ook
t hem out . "

"There are some queer guys in the shanties that were here before
this bunch,” Boomer said. "Some of themused to come up to the Red Rooster
to drink. One of themcould gobble like a turkey. One of themcould roll one
eye in one direction and the other eye the other way. They shovel ed hulls at
the cottonseed oil float before it burned down."

They went by the public stenographer shack again.

"No ki ddi ng, honey, how do you type without a typewiter?" Slick
asked.

"Typewiter is too slow," the girl said.

"1 asked how, not why," Slick said.

"I know. Is it not nifty the way | turn away a phrase? | think
will have a big oak tree growing in front of nmy shop tomorrow for shade
Ei ther of you nice nen have an acorn in your pocket?"

"Ah -- no, How do you really do the typing, girl?"



"You prom se you won't tell anybody."

"I promse."

"I make the marks with ny tongue,’
slowy on up the bl ock

"Hey, how do you make the carbon copies?" Ji mBoorer called back

"Wth nmy other tongue,"” the girl said.

There was another forty-foot trailer |oading out of the first shanty
in the block. It was bundl es of half-inch plunbers' pipe com ng out of the
chute -- in twenty-foot |engths. Twenty-foot rigid pipe out of a seven-foot
shed.

the girl said. They started

"l wonder how he can sell trailer-loads of such stuff out of a
little shack like that," Slick puzzled, still not satisfied.

"Like the girl says, he cuts prices," Boomer said. "Let's go over to
the Red Rooster and see if there's anything going on. There always were a
| ot of funny people in that block."

HOG- BELLY HONEY

I'"'m Joe Spade -- about as intellectual a guy as you'll find all day.
| invented Wwtto and Voxo and a bunch of other stuff that nobody can get
al ong wi thout anynore. It's on account of | have so much stuff in ny head
that | sonetinmes go to a head-grifter. This day all of them| know is out of

town when | call. Lots of tines every. body I know is out of town when
call. I go to a new one. The glass in his door says he is a anapsychol ogi st,
which is a head-grifter in the popul ar speech

"I"'m Joe Spade the man that got everything," | tell himand slap him

on the back in that hearty way of mine. There is a crunch sound and at first
I think I have crack his rib. Then | see | have only broke his glasses so no
harm done. "I amwhat you call a flat-footed genius, Doc," | tell him "wth
plenty of the crinp-cut greenleaf."

| take the check card away fromhimand mark it up nyself to save

time. | figure | know nore about me than he does.

"Remenber, | can get them nine-dollar words for four eighty-five
whol esal e, Doc," | josh himand he | ooks ne pai nf ul

"Mbdesty isn't one of your failings," this head-grifter tell nme as

he scun ny card. "Hum Single... Significant."
| had witten down the "single" in the blank for it, but he had see
for hinself that | ama significant man.

"Solvent," he read for the blank about the pecuniary stuff; "I like
that in a man. W will arrange for a few sessions.”

"One will doit,” I tell him "Time is running and I am paying. G ve
me a quick read, Doc."

"Yes, | can give you a very rapid reading," he says. "I want you to
ponder the ancient adage: It is not good for Man to be al one. Think about it
a while, and perhaps you will be able to put one and one together."

Then he add kind of sad, "Poor worman!" which is either the
non-secul ar of the year or else he is thinking of some other patient. Then
he add again, "That will be three yards, in the lingo."

"Thanks, Doc," | say. | pay the head-grifter his three hundred
dollars and | eave. He has hit the nail on the noggin and put his toe on the
root of ny trouble.

| will take me a partner in ny business.

| spot himin Gogley's, and | know right away he's the one. He's
about half ny size but otherwi se he's as much like me as two feet in one

shoe. He's real good-looking -- just like me. He's dressed sweet, but has a
little blood on his face |like can happen to anyone in Gogley's for five
mnutes. Man, we're twins! | knowwe will talk alike and think alike just

i ke we | ook alike.
"Eheu! Fugaces!" ny new partner says real sad. That nmeans "Brother
this has been one day with all the bark on it!" He is drinking the Fancy and



his eyes | ook |ike cracked gl ass.
"He's been having quite a few little fist fights," Gogley whispers

to ne, "but he don't win none. He isn't fast with his hands. | think he's
got troubles."
"Not no more he don't," | tell Gogley; "he's my new partner.”

| slap nmy new partner on the back in that hearty way | have, and the
tooth that flew out nmust have been a | oose one.

"You don't have no nore troubles, Roscoe,” | tell him "you and ne
is just become partners." He | ooks kind of sick at ne.

.Maurice is the nane," he says, "Maurice Maltravers. How are things
back in the rocks? You, sir, are a troglodyte. They always cone right after
the snakes. That's the only tine I wi sh the snakes woul d cone back."

Lots of people call nme a trogl odyte.

"Deni ed the synpathy of humankind," Murice carries on, "perhaps I

may find it in an inferior species. | wonder if | could inmpose on your ears
-- gahhhh!" (he made a hunorous sound there) "are those things ears? -- Wat
a fearsome otol ogi cal apparatus you do have! -- the burden of ny troubles.”

"I just told you you don't have none, Maurice," | say. "Cone al ong
with me and we'll get into the partner business."

| pick himup by the scruff and haul himout of Gogley's.

"I see right away you are ny kind of man," | say. "My kind of man --

putridus ad volva," Maurice gives ne the echo. Hey, this guy is a gale! Just
i ke ne.

"My cogitational patterns are so intricate and identatic oriented,"
says Maurice when | set himdown and let himwalk a little, "that | becone a

cl osed system-- unintelligible to the exocosnbs and particularly to a
cht honi an |i ke yoursel f."
"I"'mmental as hell nyself, Maurice," | tell him "there ain't

nothing the two of us can't do together."
"My imrediate difficulty is that the University has denied ne

further use of the conputer,” Maurice tells ne. "Wthout it, | cannot
conplete the Utimte Mchine."

"I got a conputer'll make that little red school house turn green,”
tell him

W conme to ny place which a nan have call in print "a converted
horse barn, probably the nost unorthodox and badly appointed scientific
| aboratory in the world." |I take Maurice in with nme, but he carries on like

a chicken with its hat off when he finds out the only calculator | got is
the one in ny head.

"You livid nonster, | can't work in this mares'-nest," he screeches
at me. "l've got to have a calculator, a computer.”

| tap ny head with a six-pound hanmmer and grin my fambus grin. "It's
all inside here, Maurice boy," | tell him "the finest calculator in the

world. When | was with the carnivals they billed me as the Idiot Genius.
run races with the best conputers they had in a town, nultiplying
twenty-place nunbers and all the little tricks Iike that. | cheated though
| invented a gadget and carried it in ny pocket. It's jamthe relays of the
best conputers and slow them down for a full second. Gve me a one-second
hop and | can beat anything in the world at anything. The only things wong
with those jobs is that | had to talk and act kind of dunb to live up to ny
billing the idiot Genius, and that dunb stuff was hard on an intellectua
like I."

"I can see that it would be," Murice said. "Can you handl e
i nvol uted matrix, Minonides-conditioned, third-aspect nunbers in the Cauchy
sequence W th simultaneous non-tenporal involvenent of the Fiesch
mani f ol d?"

"Maurice, | can do it and fry up a bunch of eggs to go with it at
the sane tine," | tell him Then I look himright in the mddle of the eye.
"Maurice," | say, "you're working on a nullifier."

He ook at ne like he take ne serious for the first tine. He pull a



sheaf of papers out of his shirt, and sure enough he is working on a
nullifier -- a sweet one.

"This isn't an ordinary nullifier,” Maurice points out, and | see
that it ain't. "What other nullifier can posit noral and ethical judgments?
What ot her can set up and enforce categories? What other can really discern?
This will be the only nullifier able to make full phil osophica
pronouncenents. Can you help ne finish it, Proconsul ?"

A proconsul is about the sane as an al derman, so | know Maurice
thi nk high of ne. W throw away the clock and get with it. W work about

twenty hours a day. | conmpute it and build it at the same tine -- out of
Wtto-netal naturally. At the end we use feedback a lot. W |let the nachine
decide what we will put in it and what |eave out. The main difference
between our nullifier and all others is that ours will be able to nake

decisions. So, let it make then

W finish it in about a week. Man, it is a sweet thing. W play with
it awhile to see what it can do. It can do everything.

| point it at half a bushel of bolts and nuts | got there. "Get rid
of everything that ain't standard thread,” | programit. "Half that stuff is
junk."

And half that stuff is gone right now This thing works! Just set in
what you want it to get rid of, and it's gone without a trace.

"CGet rid of everything here that's no good for nothing," | program
it. I had ne a place there that has been described as cluttered. That
machi ne blinked once, and then | had a place you could get around in. That
thing knew junk when it sawit, and it sure sent that no-good stuff clear
over the edge. O course anybody can make a nullifier that won't |eave no
remai ns of whatever it latches on to, but this is the only one that knows
what not to |l eave no remains of by itself. Maurice and me is tickled as pink
rabbits over the thing.

"Maurice," | say, and | slap himon the back so his nose bleeds a
little, "this is one bushy-tail ed gadget. There ain't nothing we can't do
withit."

But Maurice | ooks kind of sad for a nonent.

"A quo bono?" he ask, which I think is the nane of a mineral water,
so | slosh himout sonme brandy which is better. He drink the brandy but he's
still thoughtful

"But what good is it?" he ask. "It is a triunph, of course, but in
what category could we market it? It seens that |'ve been here a dozen tines
with the perfect apparatus that nobody wants. Is there really a mass market
for a machine that can posit noral and ethical judgments, that can set up
and enforce categories, that is able to discern, and to make phil osophica
pronouncenent s? Have | not racked up one nore triunphant folly?"

"Maurice, this thing is a natural -born garbage disposal,"” | tel
him He turn that green color |ots of people do when | shed a big light on
t hem

"A garbage disposal!" he sing out. "The aeons |abored to give birth
to it through the finest mind - mne -- of the mllennium and this brother
of a giant ape says it is a garbage disposal! It is a new aspect of thought,
the novo instauratio, the mind of tonorrow fruited today, and this obscene
ogre says it is a Garbage Disposal!! The Constellations do homage to it, and
Time has not waited in vain, and you, you splay-footed horse-herder, you
call it a GARBACGE DI SPCSAL!"

Maurice was so carried away with the thought that he cried a little.

It sure is nice when someone agrees with you as long and | oud as Maurice
did. When he was run out of words he got aholt of the brandy bottle with
both hands and drunk it all off. Then he slept the clock around. He was rea
tired.

He | ooked kind of sheepful when he finally woke up

"I feel better now, outside of feeling worse," he say. "You are
right, Spade, it's a garbage disposal."'"



He programred it to get all the slush out of his blood and liver and
ki dneys and head. It did it. It cured his hangover in straight-up no tinme at

all. It also shaved himand renoved his appendi x. Just give it the nod and
it would nullify anything.

"W will call it the Hog-Belly Honey," | say, "on account of it wll
eat anything, and it work so sweet."

"That is what we will call it privately." Maurice nodded. "But in
conpany it will be known as the Pantophag." That is the sane thing in Geek

It was at the tine of this area of good feeling that | split a Voxo
with Maurice. Each of you have one-half of a tuned Voxo and you can talk to
each ot her anywhere the world, and the thing is so nonconspi cuous that
nobody can see it on you

W got a big booth and showed the Hog-Belly Honey, the Pantophag, at
the Trade Fair.

Say, we did put on a good show The people cane in and | ooked and
listened till they were wall eyed. That Murice could give a good spiel, and
' mabout the best there is myself. We sure were two fine-Ilooking nmen, after
Maurice told nme that maybe | detracted a little bit by being in ny
undershirt, and I went and put a shirt on. And that bushy-tailed machi ne
just sparkled -- like everything does that is nmade out of Wtto-netal

Ki ds threw candy-bar wappers at it, and they di sappeared in the
mddle of the air. "Frisk ne," they said, and everything in their pockets
that was no good for nothing was gone. A nan held up a stuffed briefcase,
and it was alnost enpty in a mnute. A few people got mad when they | ost
bear ds and moustaches, but we explained to themthat their boscage hadn't
done a thing for them if the ornanents had had even appearance val ue the
machi ne woul d have |l eft them be. W pointed out other people who kept their
brush; whatever they had behind it, they nust have needed the cover.

"Could I have one in ny house, and when?" a |ady asks.

"Tormorrow, for forty-nine ninety-five installed,"” I tell her. "It
will get rid of anything no good. It'll pluck chickens, or bone roasts for
you. It will clear out all those old love letters fromthat desk and | eave
just the ones fromthe guy that neant it. It will relieve you of thirty
pounds in the strategic places, and frankly, lady, this alone will make it
worth your while. It will get rid of old buttons that don't match, and seeds
that won't sprout. It will destroy everything that is not so good for
not hi ng. "

"It can posit noral and ethical judgrents,'
people. "It can set up and enforce categories.”

"Maurice and me is partners,” | tell themall. "W |ook alike and
think alike. W even talk alike."

"Save | in the hieratic and he in the denotic," Maurice say. "This
is the only nullifier in the world able to make full philosophica
pronouncenents. It is the unfailing judge of what is of some use and what is
not. And it disposes neatly."

Man, the people did pour in to see it all that norning! They sl acked
off alittle bit just about noon

"I wonder how many peopl e have conme into our booth this norning?"
Mauri ce wondered to nme. "I woul d guess near ten thousand."

"I don't have to guess," | say. "There is nine thousand three
hundred and fifty-ei ght who have cone in, Maurice," | tell him for | am
al ways the automatic calculator. "There is nine thousand two hundred and
ni nety-seven who have left," |I go on, "and there are forty-four here now. "

Maurice smled. "You have made a mistake,” he says. "It doesn't add

Maurice tells the

up. "
And that is when the hair riz up on the back of mny neck.
| don't make mistakes when | calculate, and | can see now that the
Hog-Bel |y Honey don't nake none either. Well, it's too |late to make one now

if you're not trained for it, but it mght not be too late to get out the



way of the stormbefore it hits.

"Crank the cuckoo," | whisper to Maurice, "make the bindlestiff, hit
t he macadam "

"Je ne conprends pas," says Maurice, which nmeans "Let's hit the
road, boys," in French, so | know ny partner understands ne.

| amout of the display hall at a high run, and Maurice racing al ong
beside ne so lightfoot that he don't nake no noise. There is a sky-taxi just
taking off.

"Junmp for it, Maurice!" | sing out | junp for it nyself, and hook ny
fingers over the rear rail and amdangling in the air. | look to see if
Maurice make it. Make it! He isn't even there! He didn't cone out with ne. |
| ook back, and | see himthrough a wi ndow going to his spiel again.

Now that is a nul e-headed devel opnment. My partner, who is as like ne
as two heads in one hat, had not understand ne.

At the port | hook onto a sky-freight just going to Mexico.

| don't never have to pack no bag. | say that a man who don't al ways
carry two years' living in that crinp green stuff in his back pocket ain't
in no condition to nmeet fait. In thirty mnutes | amsit down in a hotel in
Cueva Peoquita and have all the pleasantries at hand. Then | snap on my Voxo
to hear what Maurice is signaling about.

"Way didn't you tell me that the Pantophag was nullifying people?"
he ask kind of shrill.

"I did tell you," | say. "N ne thousand two hundred and ni nety-seven
added to forty-four don't cone to nine thousand three hundred and
fifty-eight. You said so yourself. How are things on the honme front,
Maurice? That's a joke."

"I't's no joke," he say kind of fanatic like. "I have | ocked nyself
inalittle broomcloset, but they' re going to break down the door. Wat can
| do?"

"Why, Maurice, just explain to those people that the folks nullified
by the machi ne were no good for nothing because the machine don't make
m st akes. "

"I doubt that | can convince the parents and spouses and children of
the nullified people of this. They're after blood. They're breaki ng down the

door now, Spade. | hear themsay they will hang ne."
"Tell themyou won't settle for anything |less than a new rope,
Maurice," | tell him That's an old joke. | switch off the Voxo because

Maurice i s not maki ng anything except gurgling noises which | cannot
interpret.

A thing like that blow over real fast after they have already hang
one guy for it and are satisfied. | amback in town and amrolling all those
new i deas around in ny head, |ike a bunch of rocks. But I'mnot going to
build the Hog-Belly Honey again. It is too logical for safety, and is a
l[ittle before its tine.

I am |l ooking to get me another partner. Cone into Gogley's if you
are interested. | show up there every hour or so. | want a guy as |like ne as
two necks in one noose -- what make ne think of a thing like that? -- a guy
ook like me and think like me and talk |ike ne.

Just ask for Joe Spade.

But the one | hook onto for a new partner will have to be a fell ow
who understands ne when the scuppers are down.

NI NE HUNDRED GRANDMOTHERS

Ceran Swi cegood was a prom sing young Speci al Aspects Man. But, I|ike
all Special Aspects, he had one irritating habit. He was forever asking the
gquestion: How Did it Al Begin?

They all had tough names except Ceran. Manbreaker Crag, Heave
Huckl e, Bl ast Berg, George Bl ood, Move Manion (when Mwve says "Mve," you



nmove), Trouble Trent. They were supposed to be tough, and they had taken
tough names at the naming. Only Ceran kept his own -- to the disgust of his
commander, Manbr eaker

"Nobody can be a hero with a nane |ike Ceran Sw cegood!" Manbreaker
woul d t hunder. "Why don't you take Storm Shannon? That's good. O Gutboy
Barrel house or Slash Slagle or Nevel knife? You barely glanced at the
suggested list."

"Il keep nmy own," Ceran always said, and that is where he nmade his
nm stake. A new nanme will sometinmes bring out a new personality. It had done
so for George Bl ood. Though the hair on CGeorge's chest was a graft job, yet
that and his new name had turned himfroma boy into a nman. Had Ceran
assuned the heroic name of CGutboy Barrei house he m ght have been capabl e of
rousi ng endeavors and man-si zed angers rather than his tittering
i ndeci sions and flouncy firues.

They were down on the big asteroid Proavitus -- a sphere that al nost
tinkled with the potential profit that mght be shaken out of it. And the
tough nen of the Expedition knew their business. They signed big contracts
on the native velvet-like bark scrolls and on their own parallel tapes. They
i npress, inveigled and somewhat cowed the slight people of Proavitus. Here
was a solid two-way market, enough to nake them slaver. And there was a
whol e worl d of oddities that could | end thenselves to the luxury trade.

"Everybody's hit it big but you," Manbreaker crackled in kindly
thunder to Ceran after three days there. "But even Special Aspects is
supposed to pay its way. Qur charter conpels us to carry one of your sort to
give a cultural twist to the thing, but it needn't be restricted to that.
What we go out for every time, Ceran, is to cut a big fat hog in the runp --
we nmake no secret of that, But if the hog's tail can be shown to have a
cultural twist toit, that will solve a requirenent. And if that twist in
the tail can turn us a profit, then we become m ghty happy about the whole
t hi ng. Have you been able to find out anything about the living dolls, for
i nstance? They m ght have both a cultural aspect and a market value."

"The living dolls seema part of something much deeper,” Ceran said.
"There's a whol e conplex of things to be unravel ed. The key may be the
statement of the Proavitoi that they do not die."

"I think they die pretty young, Ceran. Al those out and about are
young, and those | have net who do not |eave their houses are only m ddling
old."

Then where are their ceneteries?"

"Likely they cremate the old fol ks when they die."

"Where are the crematories?"

"They m ght just toss the ashes out or vaporize the entire renains.
Probably they have no reverence for ancestors.”

"Cther evidence shows their entire culture to be based on an
exaggerated reverence for ancestors."

"You find out, Ceran. You're Special Aspects Man."

Ceran tal ked to Nokoma, his Proavitoi counterpart as translator
Both were expert, and they could nmeet each hal fway in tal k. Nokoma was
likely fem nine, There was a certain softness about both the sexes of the
Proavitoi, but the nen of the Expedition believed that they had them
strai ght now.

"Do you mind if | ask some straight questions?" Ceran greeted her
t oday.

"Sure is not. How else | learn the talk well but by talking?"

"Some of the Proavitoi say that they do not die, Nokoma. Is this
true?"

"How is not be true? If they die, they not he here to say they do
not die. Oh, | joke, |I joke. No, we do not die. It is a foolish alien custom
whi ch we see no reason to imtate. On Proavitus, only the | ow creatures
die."



"None of you does?"

"Why, no. Why should one want to be an exception in this?"

"But what do you do when you get very ol d?"

"We do less and less then. W come to a deficiency of energy. Is it
not the same with you?"

"OfF course. But where do you go when you becone exceedi ngly ol d?"

"Nowhere. W stay at hone then. Travel is for the young and those of
the active years."

"Let's try it fromthe other end," Ceran said. "Were are your
fat her and nother, Nokoma?"

"Qut and about. They aren't really old."

"And your grandfathers and grandnot hers?"

"A few of themstill get out. The ol der ones stay hone."
"Let's try it this way. How many grandnothers do you have, Nokoma?"
"I think I have nine hundred grandnothers in my house. GCh, | know

that isn't many, but we are the young branch of a fanmly. Sone of our clan
have very great nunbers of ancestors in their houses."

"And all these ancestors are alive?"

"What el se? Who woul d keep things not alive? How woul d such be
ancest ors?"

Ceran began to hop around in his excitenment.

"Could |I see thenP" he twittered.

"It mght not be wise for you to see the older of them" Nokona
cautioned, "It could be an unsettling thing for strangers, and we guard it.
A few tens of themyou can see, of course.™

Then it came to Ceran that he m ght be onto what he had | ooked for
all hislife. He went into a panic of expectation

"Nokoma, it would be finding the key!"™ he fluted. "If none of you

has ever died, then your entire race would still be alive!"

"Sure. Is like you count fruit. You take none away, you still have
themall."

"But if the first of themare still alive, then they m ght know
their origin! They would know how it began! Do they? Do you?"

"Ch, not I. I amtoo young for the Ritual."

"But who knows? Doesn't someone know?"

"Ch, yes, All the old ones know how it began."

"How ol d? How many generations back fromyou till they know?"

"Ten, no nore. VWen | have ten generations of children, then I will
also go to the Ritual."

"The Ritual. Wat is it?"

"Once a year, the old people go to the very old people. They wake
them up and ask themhow it all began. The very old people tell themthe
beginning. It is a high tine. Oh, how they bottle and | augh! Then the very
ol d people go back to sleep for another year. So it is passed down to the
generations. That is the Ritual."

The Proavitoi were not humanoid. Still |ess were they
"nmonkey-faces," though that name was now set in the explorers' lingo. They
were upright and robed, and swathed, and were assumed to be two-|egged under
their garnents. Though, as Manbreaker said, "They m ght go on wheels, for
all we know. "

They had remarkabl e fl owi ng hands that mi ght be called
everywhere-digited. They could handle tools, or enploy their hands as if
they were the nost intricate tools.

Ceorge Bl ood was of the opinion that the Proavitoi were always
masked, and that the nen of the Expedition had never seen their faces. He
said that those apparent faces were ritual masks, and that no part of the
Proavitoi had ever been seen by the men except for those renarkabl e hands,
whi ch perhaps were their real faces.

The nmen reacted with cruel hilarity when Ceran tried to explain to



them just what a great discovery he was vergi ng on

"Little Ceran is still on the howdid-it-begin jag," Man-breaker
Jeered. "Ceran, will you never give off asking which cane first, the chicken
or the egg?"

"I will have that answer very soon," Ceran sang. "I have the unique
opportunity. Wien | find how the Proavitoi began, | may have the clue to how
everything began. All of the Proavitoi are still alive, the very first

generation of them"

"It passes belief that you can be so sinplemnm nded,"” Manbreaker
moaned. "They say that one has finally nmellowed 'when he can suffer fools
gracefully. By God, | hope | never cone to that."

But two days later, it was Manbreaker who sought out Ceran Sw cegood
on nearly the same subject. Manbreaker had been doing a little thinking and
di scovering of his own.

"You are Special Aspects Man, Ceran," he said, "and you have been
running off after the wong aspect."”

"What is that?"

"It don't nmake a damm how it began. What is inportant is that it may
not have to end.”

"It is the beginning that | intend to discover," said Ceran

"You fool, can't you understand anything? \Wat do the Proavito
possess so uniquely that we don't know whether they have it by science or by
fool |uck?"

"Ah, their chem stry, | suppose.”

"Sure. Organic chenmistry has cone of age here. The Proavitoi have
every kind of nexus and inhibitor and stimulant. They can grow and shrink
and tel escope and prolong what they will. These creatures seemstupid to ne;
it is as if they had these things by instinct. But they have them that is
what is inmportant. Wth these things, we can becone the patent nedicine
ki ngs of the universes, for the Proavitoi do not travel or make nmany outside
contacts. These things can do anything or undo anything. | suspect that the
Proavitoi can shrink cells, and |I suspect that they can do something else."

"No, they couldn't shrink cells. It is you who nonsense now,

Manbr eaker . "

"Never mind. Their things already nake nonsense of conventional
chemi stry. Wth the pharmacopoeia that one could pick up here, a man need
never die, That's the stick horse you' ve been riding, isn't it? But you' ve
been riding it backward with your head to the tail. The say that they never
die."

"They seem pretty sure that they don't. If they did, they would be
the first to knowit, as Nokoma says."

"What ? Have these creatures hunor?"

"Some. "

"But, Ceran, you don't understand how big this is."

"I"'mthe only one who understands it so far. It means that if the
Proavitoi have al ways been i mortal, as they maintain, then the ol dest of
themare still alive. Fromthem| may be able to | earn how their species --
and perhaps every species -- began.”

Manbr eaker went into his dying buffalo act then. He tore his hair
and nearly pulled out his ears by the roots. He stonped and pawed and went

of f bull-bellowing: "It don't make a damm how it began, you fool! It m ght
not have to end!" so loud that the hills echoed back
"It don't nake a damm -- you fool ."

Ceran Swi cegood went to the house of Nokoma, but not with her on her
invitation. He went wi thout het when he knew that she was away from hone. It
was a sneaky thing to do, but the men of the Expedition were trained in
snheakery.

He woul d find out better without a nmentor about the nine hundred
grandmot hers, about the runored living dolls. He would find out what the old



people did do if they didn't die, and find if they knew how they were first
born. For his intrusion, he counted on the innate politeness of the
Pr oavi t oi

The house of Nokomm, of all the people, was in the cluster on top of

the large flat hill, the Acropolis of Proavitus. They were earthen houses,
t hough finely done, and they had the appearance of growi ng out of and be a
part of the hill itself.

Ceran went up the wi nding, ascending flagstone paths, and entered
t he house whi ch Nokoma had once pointed out to him He entered furtively,
and encount ered one of the nine hundred grandnothers -- one wi th whom nobody
need be furtive.

The grandnot her was seated and small and smiling at him They tal ked
wi thout real difficulty, though it was not as easy as w th Nokoma, who coul d
nmeet Ceran halfway in his own | anguage. At her call, there cane a
grandfat her who |ikewi se sniled at Ceran. These two anci ents were sonewhat
smal l er than the Proavitoi of active years. They were kind and serene. There
was an at mosphere about the scene that barely nissed being an odor - not
unpl easant, sl eepy, rem niscent of sonething, alnost sad.

"Are there those here ol der than you?" Ceran asked earnestly.

"So many, so many! Wio coul d know how many?" said the grandnot her
She called in other grandmothers, and grandfathers ol der and smaller than
hersel f, these no nore than half the size of the active Proavitoi -- snall,
sl eepy, smiling.

Ceran knew now that the Proavitoi were not masked. The ol der they
were, the nore character and interest there was in their faces. It was only
of the immature active of the Proavitoi that there could have been a doubt.
No masks coul d show such cal mand smling old age as this. The queer
textured stuff was their real faces.

So old and friendly, so weak and sl eepy, there nust have been a
dozen generations of themthere back to the ol dest and small est.

"How ol d are the ol dest?" Ceran asked the first grandnother

"W say that all are the sanme age since all are perpetual," the
grandmot her told him "It is not true that all are the same age, but it is
i ndelicate to ask how ol d."

"You do not know what a |obster is,’

Ceran said to them trenbling,

"but it is a creature that will boil happily, if the water on himis heated
slowy. He takes no alarm for he does not know at what point the heat is
dangerous. It is that gradual here with me. | slide fromone degree to
another with you and ny credulity is not alarned. | amin danger of

bel i evi ng anyt hi ng about you if it cones in snall doses, and it will. |
bel i eve that you are here and as you are for no other reason than that | see
and touch you. Well, 1'll be boiled for a |obster, then, before | turn back
fromit. Are there those here even ol der than the ones present?"

The first grandnmot her notioned Ceran to follow her. They went down a
ranp through the floor into the ol der part of the house, which nmust have
been under ground.

Living dolls! They were here in rows on the shelves, and sitting in
small chairs in their niches. Doll-sized i ndeed, and several hundred of
t hem

Many had wakened at the intrusion. Gthers came awake when spoken to
or touched. They were incredibly ancient, but they were cognizant in their
gl ances and recognition. They smled and stretched sleepily, not as humans
woul d, but as very old puppies mght. Ceran spoke to them and they
under st ood each other surprisingly.

Lobster, | obster, said Ceran to hinself, the water has passed the
danger point! And it hardly feels different. If you believe your senses in
this, then you will be boiled alive in your credulity.

He knew now that the living dolls were real and that they were the
living ancestors of the Proavitoi

Many of the little creatures began to fall asleep again. Their



waki ng nmoments were short, but their sleeps seemed to be |ikew se. Severa
of the living mumm es woke a second tinme while Ceran was still in the room
woke refreshed fromvery short sleeps and were anxious to tal k again.

"You are incrediblel"™ Ceran cried out, and all the small and snmaller
and still smaller creatures smled and | aughed their assent. O course they
were, All good creatures everywhere are incredible, and were there ever so
many assenbl ed in one place? But Ceran was greedy. A roonful of niracles
wasn't enough.

"I have to take this back as far as it will go!" he cried avidly.
"Where are the even ol der ones?"

"There are ol der ones and yet ol der and again older," said the first
grandmot her, "and thrice-over ol der ones, but perhaps it would be w se not
to seek to be too wi se. You have seen enough. The ol d people are sleepy. Let
us go up again."

Go up again, out of this? Ceran would not, He saw passages and
descendi ng ranmps, down into the heart of the great hill itself. There were
whol e worl ds of roonms about himand under his feet. Ceran went on and down,
and who was to stop hin? Not dolls and creatures much smaller than dolls.

Manbr eaker had once called hinmself an old pirate who reveled in the
stream of his riches. But Ceran was the Young Al chem st who was about to
find the Stone itself.

He wal ked down the ranps through centuries and mllennia. The
at nosphere he had noticed on the upper levels was a clear odor now --
sl eepy, half-remenbered, smling, sad and quite strong. That is the way Tine
snel | s.

"Are there those here even ol der than you?" Ceran asked a small
grandmot her whom he held in the pal mof his hand.

"So old and so small that | could hold in ny hand," said the
grandmot her in what Ceran knew from Nokoma to be the ol der unconpounded form
of the Proavitus |anguage.

Smal | er and ol der the creatures had been getting as Ceran went
t hrough the rooms. He was boiled | obster now for sure. He had to believe it
all: he saw and felt it. The wren-sized grandnother tal ked and | aughed and
nodded that there were those far ol der than herself, and in doing so she
nodded herself back to sleep. Ceran returned her to her niche in the
hive-1ike wall where there were thousands of others, mniaturized
gener ati ons.

O course he was not in the house of Nokoma now. He was in the heart
of the hill that underlay all the houses of Proavitus, and these were the
ancestors of everbody on the asteroid.

"Are there those here even ol der than you?" Ceran asked a small
grandmot her whom he held on the tip of his finger

"dder and snaller," she said, "but you cone near the end."

She was asl eep, and he put her back in her place. The ol der they
were, the nore they slept.

He was down to solid rock under the roots of the hill. He was into
t he passages that were cut out of that solid rock, but they could not be
many or deep. He had a sudden fear that the creatures would becone so small
that he could not see themor talk to them and so he would m ss the secret
of the begi nning.

But had not Nokoma said that all the old people knew the secret? O
course. But he wanted to hear it fromthe ol dest of them He would have it
now, one way or the other.

"Who is the oldest? Is this the end of it? Is this the beginning?
Wake Up! Wake up!" he called when he was sure he was in the | owest and
ol dest room

"I's it Ritual?" asked some who woke up. Smaller than mce they were,
no bi gger than bees, maybe ol der than bot h.

"It is a special Ritual,"” Ceran told them "Relate to me how it was
in the beginning."



What was that sound -- too slight, too scattered to be a noise? It
was like a billion mcrobes |laughing. It was the hilarity of little things
waking up to a high tine.

"Who is the ol dest of all?" Ceran demanded, for their |aughter
bothered him "Wio is the oldest and first?"

"I amthe oldest, the ultinmte grandnother,"” one said gaily. "Al
the others are ny children. Are you also of ny children?"

"OfF course," said Ceran, and the snmall |aughter of unbelief
flittered out fromthe whole nmultitude of them

"Then you nust be the ultimate child, for you are like no other. I|f
you be, then it is as funny at the end as it was in the beginning."

"How was it in the beginning?" Ceran bleated. "You are the first. Do
you know how you came to be?"

"Ch, yes, yes," laughed the ultimate grandnother, and the hilarity
of the small things became a real noise now.

"How did it begin?" demanded Ceran, and he was hoppi ng and ski ppi ng
about in his excitenent.

"Ch, it was so funny a joke the way things began that you woul d not
believe it," chittered the grandnother. "A joke, a joke!"

"Tell me the joke, then. If a joke generated your species, then tel
me that cosmc joke."

"Tell yourself," tinkled the grandnother. "You are a part of the
joke if you are of my children. Ch, it is too funny to believe. How good to
wake up and | augh and go to sleep again."

Bl azi ng green frustration! To be so close and to be bal ked by a
gi ggl i ng bee!

"Don't go to sleep again! Tell ne at once how it began!" Ceran
shrilled, and he had the ultimte grandnother between thunb and fi nger

"This is not Ritual," the grandnother protested. "Ritual is that you
guess what it was for three days, and we |augh and say 'No, no, no, it was
something nine tines as w 1d as that. Guess sone nore.'"

"I will not guess for three days! Tell ne at once or | will crush
you," Ceran threatened in a quivering voice.

"I look at you, you look at ne, | wonder if you will do it." the
ultimate grandnother said calmy

Any of the tough men of the Expedition would have done it -- would
have crushed her, arid then another and another and another of the creatures
till the secret was told. If Ceran had taken on a tough personality and a

tough name he'd have done it. If he'd been CGutboy Barrel house he'd have done
it without a qualm But Ceran Swi cegood couldn't do it.

"Tell me," he pleaded in agony. "All nmy life I've tried to find out
how it began, how anythi ng began. And you know "

"We know. Oh, it was so funny how it began. So joke! So fool, so
cl own, so grotesque thing! Nobody could guess, nobody could believe."

"Tell me! Tell ne!" Ceran was ashen and hysterical. "No, no, you are
no child of mne," chortled the ultimate grandnother. "Is too joke a joke to
tell a stranger. W could not insult a stranger to tell so funny, so
unbel i eve. Strangers can die. Shall | have it on conscience that a stranger

di ed | aughi ng?"

"Tell me! Insult nme! Let me die |aughing!" But Ceran nearly died
crying fromthe frustration that ate himup as a mllion bee-sized things
| aughed and hooted and gi ggl ed:

"Ch, it was so funny the way it began!"

And they | aughed. And | aughed. And went on |aughing... until Ceran
Swi cegood wept and | aughed together, and crept away, and returned to the
ship still laughing. On his next voyage he changed his nane to Bl aze Bolt
and ruled for ninety-seven days as king of sweet sea island in M81, but
that is another and nuch nore unpl easant story.

GOLDEN TRABANT



The man who entered, though quiet and soft-stepping, was none of
your tame animals. He'd kill for the one thing he wanted and coul dn't get
enough of; but he hardly knew what to do with the packet of it he had under
his arm The man had a slight green tinge to him and Patrick T. K guessed
that what he carried would have it al so.

In an earlier era the man woul d have been tagged i medi ately as a
seaman. Plainly he was still that, but of a nore ethereal sea. Under his arm
he had a package w apped i n newspaper, and nore sturdily wapped beneath. It
was not a |arge package, but it was quite heavy.

The faring man was slimbut amazingly wiry. Patrick T. K was fat
but with a | ean and hungry eye that couldn't be fooled. Patrick set the
wei ght of the package carried by the man at a hundred and twenty pounds.

If it were iron of such bulk it would weigh hardly a third that. If
it were lead it would not be that heavy. Patrick studied the tendons on the
side of the man's neck and the bul ging veins on the back of his hand. He
studied the set of his feet as he stood there, and he calcul ated the man's
center of gravity, package included. Mercury woul d not be that heavy.

Pl ati num woul d be heavier by a tenth. Patrick T. K sonetimes nade m stakes
in his judgnment, but he never made nistakes by as much as ten percent.

So the seaman had a lunmp of gold to sell him Nothing unusual about
that. Patrick T. K bought nore sly gold than anyone in town.

"I'"ve been told," said the seaman, "and it doesn't matter by whom
that you might be able to give me good cash for what | have here. But |

won't be beaten down. | know my price."
And | know mine," said Paddy T. K "Twenty thousand. How do you want
it? Wll, come, cone, how? Twenties, fifties, hundreds, thousands or a

ki ng's m xture?"
"I had priced it a little higher," said the man.
"What ? For that undersized | oaf of bread under your arn? Two hundred doll ars
a pound for a hundred pounds is as close as | can figure."
"I't weighs nore."

"I know what it weighs. But |I like to use round figures."
"Shall | unwap it here? Have you a place to test it?"
"Leave it wrapped. Here is the sumAnd if you find it short a bill or two,

be assured it is a dishonest m stake."
"There is nore where this comes from"
"I can take this much every two weeks. Now be off."
"You're not going to |l ook at it? How can you be sure what it is?"
"I have X-ray eyes."
"Ch.

But when Paddy T. K. was al one he put other things away and | ocked
the door. He took the package to a back room puffing heavily, for it was
just as heavy as he knew it nust be. He unwapped it.

There was little that Patrick did not know about gold. He knew the
greeni shness of African gold, whether of the Gold Coast or the South; the
greasi ness of Kolyma gold and also its extreme unavailability; the cupric
tinge of Sierra Madre gold whether fromthe Guatenala or Mexico district. He
was fanmiliar with the sudden brightness of MIne Bay gold, with the
granul arity of the Canadi an, the nusclelike texture of that of
W twatersrand, the |lightness of color of the gold of California and nearby
Sonora, and the white gold (al nost el ectrun) of New Gui nea above M I ne Bay.

This was none of them It was raw but fine, and very, very slightly
cupric. The green tint in it was about the same as that in the conpl exion of
the man. Patrick set down the weight in a notebook. And at the colum for
the origin he did not hesitate. He wote down "Extraterrestrial."

That was the first witten note of the thing.
Later, this gold would be known as St. Simeon gold (froma station
on its route, not fromits origin), but Patrick T. K, the old jewelry



factor and sly gold deal er, was not fool ed.

Wthin a nonth, the Wall Street Journal had also referred to the new
gold as extraterrestrial. The boys on that sheet al so knew about gold,
wherever they got their knowl edge. But the Journal was derided for its
correct guess. Gold cargo had never been authorized. No such gold had been
nm ned except for pilot digs in conjunction with other operations. The cost
woul d have been prohibitive, considering the cargo of necessary production
machi nery and the rudinmentary state of exploration and the rarity of any
solid finds. Of-Earth gold was still a generation away.

It was a four-man corporation nade up of: Robert Fountain, an
unobstructed genius; George Ginder, a ruthless ruffian; Carlos Trevino, the
| ast of the Conqui stadores and perhaps the first of a new kind of man; and
Arpad Szild, a rmurderous Irishman who used a dead man's papers and a dead
man' s nane.

Three of them had been dining in quiet |uxury one evening at
Trevino's when Szild appeared in the midst of them "the doors and w ndows
being closed," as Fountain related it with his biting hunor, but that part
of it may not be true.

"I"ve been there. | can take you to it," Szild said suddenly. He sat
down and began to eat with his hands fromthe bow s.

"I grind up better stuff than you for feed supplenment for ny
cattle,” Trevino said. "W are you? Wat can you take us to?"

"To the Trabant. You were tal king about the |egend."

Al right. You tal k about the | egend, real fast," Robert Fountain
said. "You haven't nuch tinme." He laid a hog-nosed gun in front of himon
the table.

"It's shaped like a balk or a beam" Szild said. "Its greater
diameter is twenty-five hundred nmeters, and its lesser is fifteen hundred --
alittle less than two cubic mles. It's a misshapen tapered beam or egg
with a cleft at its mnor end. Its rotation is a tunble, and the period of
the tunble is just short of thirty mnutes. It's as bad-natured a rock as
can be found. Cuts you to pieces. Shouldn't have an at nosphere, but there's
somet hing that tears up your lungs no matter how you're suited. It's an
angry place, | tell you. But it's gold."

That was the CGol den Trabant, one of the smaller of the eighteen
hundred significant asteroids orbiting between Mars and Jupiter. Wen
finally charted several years after this, it would be given the noxi ous nane
Venenatus -- but that was after it had been treated and its nature changed.

"W have a nice sketchy catal og of every asteroid down to about that
size," said Ginder. "Nobody knows much about their details, but they are
nunbered and given their relative positions and speeds in the asteroid
stream Can you tell us which it is?"

"Can. Wn't," said Szild. "But I'lIl take you there."

Szild had known that he would have to play his ace on the first
round. After he had taken themto it, they would have no reason to keep him
alive: but he had ganbled his life before.

He said he had been there and knew where it was. The odds were high
enough for themto take a chance on believing him They acquired a ship and
mounted a flight.

The ship was old and had been deactivated. Carlos Trevino bought it
at surplus and had it towed down by tug and beached at a rempte spot on the
hol di ngs of the Trevino family. It was activated by the genius of Fountain
and the driving energy of Grinder. They took twelve young Hi spanic
techni ci ans, none of whomare alive to give their versions. They hadn't
known what they would run into nor what the |abor would be at breaking up
and | oadi ng the cargo. They went up, and they |oaded the cargo.

They came back, the four of themwi thout the twelve young
technicians. Their first cargo. Atrip of only five weeks. The Trabant was
not di stant.



Szild showed an exceptional talent at remaining alive. It is hard to

kill a man as tough and canny as he, one who is never off guard. He spent
the two weeks of the return barricaded in a little conpartment, and the
three | eaders had to postpone Szild's killing till their earthing. Szild
knew t hat they had nostly del egated such jobs as that. He hinself had had to
kill the twelve young technicians for them

He bulled his way out when they were busy with earthfall and secure
| andi ng.

"He can't get away," Trevino said.

He couldn't get clear of the surrounding jungle; he did. Trevino who
knew his own land mnutely could track Szild down; he couldn't. He couldn't
take much with hiny he took a hundred and twenty pounds of it. That wasn't
much out of a cargo like theirs, and whatever story Szild might tell would
not be believed. He had no reason to tell any story at all; he didn't.

But sonehow he reached port and took passage to the North, for Szild
was the man who sold that first lunp of gold to Patrick T. K

Anot her man woul d have been satisfied with that and steered clear of
them Not Szild. Neverthel ess, they were surprised when he returned to them
just at second take off tine, as they were going now with a ship that was
really a ship. He came on foot across the savanna fromthe inland side.

"'Sonething like this happens every tinme | |eave the house for a
m nute,' as the wonman said as she exam ned the mandi ble and two pari et al
bones of her newly eaten child," Szild greeted them "Wuld you be goi ng
wi t hout ne? The news | had of you was sketchy and | ambarely here in tine."

"Kill him" said Robert Fountain.

"Kill him Fountain says, and the other two | ook at each other. Was
it not better, Fountain, to have a man who will kill when you say kill, and
avoi d these awkward pauses? But | kill hard, Fountain. | go as |long as

anybody goes, and afterwards.”
Szild went with them They would kill himafter the hard work of
| oadi ng was done. They would kill himafter he had done his turn at the
i nstruments out and back. By and by they would kill him
They brought back two hundred tons on that second voyage. They nade
a third voyage and a fourth and a fifth.

The establishment of the Conmobnweal th of San Sineon did not shake
the world. Not at first. Nobody had ever heard of the place. It seened a
prank. Possibly a name given to a rebel hold.

Yet the Commonweal th was recognized that first day by its two
adj acent Central Anerican nei ghbors. They constituted thensel ves
coprotectors of the new country. One of them indeed, had ceded the land for
it, the ancient and run-down rancho of the Trevino famly. Sone
consi deration had surely been paid for this protection

It was soon after this that the heavy San Simeon Duros (fifty dollar
gol d pi eces) began to appear around the world.

The appearance of these Duros caused a nervousness all out of
proportion to the nunber of them It is possible that not nore than twenty
mllion of them (that is, a billion dollars' worth) went into circul ation
that first year. That is a |large amount coming froma new small country, but
it shouldn't be enough to unhinge the world. Yet it did al nost that.

ol d had gotten out of the habit of showing itself in society. For
years it had sat at hone in vaults, and a multiplier had been used to equate
it with credit noney. Nobody knew what to make of naked gold returning to
the market. And what if this stream should be but the beginning of a
veritable river?

And the stream was spreadi ng. Three Central American countries were
on a gold spree. It was sl opping over into others.

The nystery of San Sinmeon was not solved. The exact |ocation of the
country was unknown to the world at large. Its form of government was not to



be ascertained. Its statistics softened and di sappeared when exani ned. It
had a president, Fuentes. It had a prime mnister, Mliner -- the mller

the grinder. It had a foreign mnister, Trevino. It had the hardest currency
inthe world. Its national gane was playing hob with the currencies of the
rest of the world.

If one small shrewis put into a warren of mce or rats, it causes
pani c. The shrew is snaller than any of themand it may be one agai nst
hundreds. But it will eat theny it will eat themalive. And given tine, it
will eat themall

Sonething like this happened to the green noney, the white noney,

t he rai nbow col ored noney of the world. Token shrivels before the thing
itself. It could not stand up to free and grow ng gol d.

But if the warren is big enough, the shrew can be contained. There
will be some of the rats knowi ng and political enough to go out and hire
shrews of their own. The source of the gold stream could not be hidden
forever.

One thing (Szild always said it was a mistake and Robert Fountain
agreed that it was, but they couldn't hold the other two in |line) was that
the first ships begat others. Trevino and Ginder Mdlinero becane too hasty
intheir greed. In that second year they had twelve ships in the service
i nstead of one. That neant that sonmewhere between fifty and a hundred nen
knew t he source.

The shores began to cave. The golden streamwas a river. It crested
to a torrent. One ship defected, then another. They cane back to Earth in
other lands than those of their departure. And wherever they cane down they
spawned ot her shi ps.

A dozen other countries were in the race by the third year. Now
there was privateering and open piracy. The ships becanme battle boats, death
spheres, and the attrition was terrifying. But the inward fl ood of the netal
conti nued.

The worl d inportation by the fourth year had risen to five hundred
billion dollars annually, if it could any |onger be equated in dollars. The
gold dollar itself was not as hard as it had been

The Trabant had changed. The period of its tumble was now only
twenty-three mnutes. The egg had been cracked and gutted in many pl aces,
and the cleft at the mnor end had becone a chasm between two horns. There
was a project to shear off one of the horns and tow it to Earth in hunks of
a mllion cubic yards each. This would be a | ot of gold.

It was time for oblique neasures, and they were found. The effect of
the gold on the world had not really been bad. The effect on npbst people had
been marvel ous. But there was a small group that had al ways borne the burden
of currency decisions. They were made nervous by this unbridled activity.
Their hold was slipping. They took measures.

A smal |l commi ssion of not overly intelligent men found an answer.
In their own field they understood cause and effect. They acted on doubtful
authority, and they were not of one m nd about the action. But they did it.

They killed Trabant.

One treatnment was enough for the little rock. It couldn't be
cl eansed; it couldn't be unpoisoned after that. It would be deadly for a
t housand years. Then they gave it its first official name, Venenatus, the
poi son asteroid. A near approach would radiate the flesh off a man's bones.

Thi ngs cane back to normal in about three years. The shrews had
killed each other, and the wise rats once nore ran the warren. The new
fortunes tottered and fell back into the bags of the old.

Sonmewhere, we never did know its exact |ocation, San Sineon (no
| onger able to pay the high price for protection) lost its independence and
becanme again a run-down rancho.

ol d stuck to some fingers |longer than to others. Fuentes and
Ginder will never run out of it. Trevino was choked to death by the



political strings on his. He died along with his small country, and he
hadn't intended to.

Szild didn't know what he did with all his nmoney. He paid little
attention to it, and he suspected that he hadn't received nearly as nuch of
it as had his nervous partners.

He spent it manfully. He threw it away. It gave him a dour pleasure
to go frombillionaire to bum Then Arpad Szild was down to his |last San
Si meon Dur o.

He | aughed. Sonething had been missing fromhis life. Now it m ght
be back. His gold was gone. So what to do?

He went up for sone nore

Up to Venenatus the poison asteroid that would radiate a man's fl esh
of f?

Sure. Szild didn't believe a lot of that stuff.

Patrick T. K was alone in his shop when there entered a hooded man
with a small heavy package.

"I was beginning to think I would see you no nore," said Patrick. "I
was told that that traffic had ended. | should have known better. | believe
you are the sanme man, ny first supplier of it, though |I cannot see your
face. "

"l have none," said the hooded man. "How nuch for this?"

"Ch, ten dollars.”

"A pound?"

"No. The lot. | figure about eight cents a pound. That's as high as
I can go on contami nated gold. Ch sure, | can clean it. It's only the smart
men who say it can't be done. It will even | eave a handy profit for nyself,
t hough not for you. Gold's about done for."

"That isn't much. | have nmore of the stuff, a fair snmall [oad."

"I can take about this nuch a week. Can you live on ten dollars a
week?"

"Yes. | don't eat any longer -- no stomach. | don't sleep. | just
keep noving. | can live on that."

"And when your fair small load is gone?"

"I go up for another."

"They say nobody goes there and returns.”

"I do. But it isn't crowded there now "

"I"'ve a feeling that cones to nme rarely. 1'd like to help you. Are
you blind?"

"I believe so. | have pooled what is left of each of ny senses, and
somehow it serves. | need no help. I'"'mthe only happy man in the world, the
one who found the pot of gold. They can't take that fromme. 1'll go get it
forever."

"After you' re dead?"

"Ch, yes. |'ve known space ghosts. Now I'll be one. It isn't any one
line you cross. | live in delirium of course. It doesn't blunt pain, but it

does change the viewpoint. On ny last trip down, after | knew that | was
al ready dead, that both | and the gold were ghosts, it was easier. Ch, those
are long nights in purgatory | tell you, but I'mnot irrevocably damed.
There's still the gold, you see.™

"You're a happier man than | am So pass it over."

"Here it is."

But when Szild passed the heavy small package to Patrick, he did it
with a hand that was stark splintered hones with only a little black flesh
around the heel of it.

Patrick T. K raised an eyebrow at this, but he didn't raise it very
high. A sly gold dealer neets all types.

AMONG THE HAI RY EARTHMVEN



There is one period of our Wrld H story that has aspects so
af ferent fromanything that went before and after that we can only gaze back
on those several hundred years and ask

"Was that oursel ves who behaved so?"

Wll, no, as a matter of fact, it wasn't. It was beings of another
sort who visited us briefly anid who acted so gloriously and abomi nably.

This is the way it was:

The Children had a Long Afternoon free. They could go to any of a
dozen wonderful places, but they were already in one.

Seven of them-- full to the craw of wonderful places -- decided to
go to Eretz.

"Children are attracted to the oddest and nost shanbling things,"
said the Mothers. "Wy should they want to go to Eretz?"

"Let themgo," said the Fathers. "Let them see -- before they be
gone -- one of the few sinple peoples left. W oursel ves have becone a
contrived and conprom sed people. Let the Children be children for half a
day."

Eretz was the Planet of the Ofense, and therefore it was to be
(perhaps it recently had been) the Planet of the Restitution also. But in no
other way was it distinguished. The Children had received the tradition of

Eretz as children receive all traditions -- like Iightning.
Hobbl e, M chael Goodgrind, Ral pha, Lonnie, Laurie, Bea and Joan they
call ed thensel ves as they cane down on Eretz -- for these were their idea of

Eretzi names. But they could have as many nanmes as they wished in their
ganes.

An anomal ous intrusion of great heat and force! The rocks ran I|ike
wat er where they cane down, and there was forned a scarp-pebbl e encl ave.

It was all shanty country and shanty towns on Eretz -- clunsy hills,
badly done plains and pi ednonts, ragged fields, uncleansed rivers, whole
weedpat ches of provinces -- not at all |ike Hone. And the Towns! Firenze,

Praha, Venezia, Londra, Colonia, Gant, Roma -- why, they were nothing but
towns nade out of stone and wood! And these were the greatest of the towns
of Eretz, not the neanest.

The Children exploded into action. Like children of the |ess
transcendent races running wild on an ocean beach for an afternoon, they ran
wild over continents. They scattered. And they took whatever forns first
cane into their mnds.

Hobbl e -- dark and smol dering like crippled Vul can

M chael Goodgrind -- a broken-nosed bull of a nman. How they al
how ed when he invented that first forn

Ral pha -- |ike young Mercury.

And Lonnie -- a tall giant with a gol den beard.

Laurie was fire, Bea was |light, Joan was noon-darkness.
But in these, or in any other fornms they took, you' d al ways know
that they were cousins or brethren.

Lonni e went pure Gothic. He had conme onto it at the tail end of the
thing and he fell in love with it.

"I amthe Enperorl" he told the people |like giant thunder. He pushed
t he Enperor Wencesl as off the throne and became Enperor

"I amthe true son of Charles, and you had thought me dead," he told
the people. "I am Sigismund." Sigismnd was really dead, but Lonni e becane
Si gi smund and reigned, taking the wife and all the castles of Wnceslas. He
grabbed of f gangling old forts and nountai n-rooks and rai sed how i ng Eret zi
armes to make war. He nade new castles. He |loved the tall sweeping things
and raised themto a new height. Have you never wondered that the |ast of
those castles -- in the late afternoon of the Gothic -- were the tallest and
oddest ?



One day the deposed Wencesas cane back, and he was possessed of a
new power .

"Now we will see who is the real Enperor!" the new Wenceslas cried
like a rising storm

They crashed their tnvo forces and broke clown each other's bridges
and towns and stole the high | adies fromeach other's stronghol ds. They
wrestled |ike boys. But they westled with a continent.

Lonni e (who was Sigismund) | earned that the Wencesl as he battl ed was
M chael Goodgrind wearing a contrived Enmperor body. So they fought harder

There canme a new nan out of an old royal line.

"I am Jobst," the new man cried. "I will show you two princelings
who is the real Enperor!”

He fought the two of themw th overwhel mi ng verve. He He raised
fast-striking Eretzi armes, and used tricks that only a young Mercury woul d
know. He was Ral pha, entering the ganme as the third Enperor. But the two
conbi ned agai nst hi m and broke himat Constance.

They snmashed Germany and France and Italy like a clutch of eggs.

Never had there been such spirited conflict. The Eretzi were anazed by it
all, but they were swept into it; it was the Eretzi who nmade up the armes.

Even today the Eretzi or Earthers haven't the details of it right in
their histories. Wen the King of Aragon, for an exanple, mxed into it,
they treated himas a separate person. They did not know that M chael
Goodgrind was often the King of Aragon, just as Lonnie was often the Duke of
Fl anders. But, played for itself, the Enperor gane would be quite a linited
one. Too linmted for the children

The girls played their own roles. Laurie clainmed to be thirteen
di fferent queens. She was consort of all three Enperors in every one of
their guises, and she al so dabbled with the Eretzi, She was the wanton of
t he group.

Bea |i ked the Grande Danme part and the Lady Bountiful bit. She was
very good on Geat Renunciations. In her different characters, she beat
paths fromthrones to nunneries and back again; and she is now known as five
different saints. Every tine you turn to the Conmon of the Mass of Holy
Wmen who are Neither Virgins nor Martyrs, you are likely to nmeet her

And Joan was the dreamer who may have enjoyed the Afternoon nore
than any of them

Lauri e made up a neodrama -- Lucrezia Borgia and tne Poison Ring
There is an advantage in doing these little nel odramas on Eretz. You can
have as many characters as you wish -- they come free. You can have them act
as extravagantly as you desire -- who is there to object to it? Lucrezia was

very well done, as children's burl esques go, and the bodies were strewn from
Napoli to Vienne. The Eretzi play with great eagerness any convincing part

of fered them and they go to their deaths quite willingly if the part calls
for it.

Lonni e made one up call ed The Pawn-Broker and th Pope. It was in the
grand manner, all about the Medici famly, and had sone very funny epi sodes
in the fourth as Lonnie, who was vain of his acting ability, played Medici
parts in five succeeding generations. The drama | eft nore corpses than did

the Lucrezia piece, but the killings weren't sudden or showy; the girls had
a better touch at the bl oody stuff.
Ral pha did a Think Piece called One, Two, Three -- Infinity. Inits

presentation he put all the rest of the Children to roast grandly in Hell;
he filled up Purgatory with Eretzi-type people -- the dullards; and for the
Par adi se he did burl esque of Home. The Eretzi use a cropped version Ral pha's
pi ece and call it the D vine Conedy, |eaving out a ot of fun

Bea did a poetic one nanmed the Wtches' Bonfire. Al Children spent
many a happy evening with that one, and they burnt twenty thousand w tches.
There was sonet hing satisfying about those Eretzi autumal twilights with
the scarlet and the frosty fields and the kine I owing in the nmeadows the
evening snmell of witches burning. Bea's was really a pastoral piece.



Al the Children ranged far except Hobble. Hobble (who was Vul can)
played with his sick toys. He play at Ateliers and Smithies, at Furnaces and
Carousels. And often the Children cane and watched his work, and joined in
whi | e.

They played with the glass fromthe furnaces. They gol dt oned
goblets, iridescent glass poens, figures spheres, goblin pitchers, glass
musi ¢ boxes, gargoyl e heads, dragon chargers, princess salieras, figurines
of lovers, So many things to make of glass! To nake, and to smash when nade!

But sone of the things they exchanged as gifts instead of
smashing them -- glass birds and horses, fortune-telling gl obes that swowed
changi ng peopl e and scenes within, tuned chimng balls that rang |ike bells,
gl ass cats that sparkled when stroked, wolves and bears, witches that flew.

The Eretzi found sone of these things that the Chil dren discared.
They studied themand imtated them

And again, in the interludes of their other ganes, the Children cane
back to Hobbl e's shops where he sonetinmes worked with | ooms. They made
costumes of wool and linen and silk. They nade trains and cl oaks and
mantles, all the things for their grand masquerades. They fabricated
tapestries and rugs and wove in all sorts of scenes: vistas of Hone and of
Eretz, people and peacocks, fish and cranes, dingles and dronedaries, |arks
and | overs. They set their creations in the strange ragged scenery of Eretz
and in the rich contrived gardens of Hone. A spark went fromthe Children to
their weaving so that none could tell where they left off and their
creations began

Then they | eft poor Hobble and went on to their nore vital gamnes.

There were seven of them (six, not counting the backward Hobbl e),
but they seemed a thousand. They built thenselves castles in Spain and
Gardes in Languedoc. The girls played always at Intrigue, for the high
pl easure of it, and to give a causus for the wars. And the wars were the
things that the boys seldomtired of. It is fun to play at armes with live
warriors; and the Etetzi were live... in a sense.

The Eretzi had had wars and arm es and sieges |long before this, but
they had been aimess things. Ch, this was one field where the Eretzi needed
the Children. Consider the battles that the Children engi neered that
af t er noon:

Gl lipoli -- how they managed the ships in that one! The Fathers
could not have maneuvered nore intricately in their four-dinmension chess at
Hone.

Adri anopl e, Kunovitza, Dibra, Varna, Hexanmilion! It's fun just to
call out the bloody nanmes of battles.

Const anti nopl e! That was the one where they first used the big
cannon. But who cast the big cannon for the Turks there? In their histories
the Eretzi say that it was a man named Orban or Urban, and that he ws
Daci an, or he was Hungarian, or he was Dani sh. How nany places did you tel
themthalt you cane from M chael Goodgrind?

Bel grade, Trebizond, Morat, Bl ackheath, Napoli, Donach!

Capua and Taranto -- Ral pha's arm es beat Mchael's at both of
t hose.

Carignola -- Lonnie foxed both M chael and Ral pha there, and nearly
foxed himself. (You didn't intend it all that way, Lonnie. It was
seven-cornered luck and you know it!)

Garigliano where the sea was red with blood and the ships were |ike
broken twi gs on the water!

Bresci al Ravenna! \Who woul d have believed that such things could be
done with a device known as Spanish infantry?

Villalar, Mlan, Pavial Best of all, the sack of Rone! There were a
dozen different ganes blended into that one. The Eretzi discovered new
enotions in thenselves there -- a deeper depravity and a higher heroi sm

Si ege of Florence! That one called out the Children's trick. A



wonderful Iy well played gane!

Turin, San Quentin, Mncontour, Mbokerhide!

Lepanto! The great sea-siege where the castled ships broke asunder
and the tall Turk Cchiali Pasha perished with all his fleet and was drowned
forever. But it wasn't so forever as you m ght suppose, for he was M chael

Goodgrind who had nore bodies thin one. The fish still remenber Lepanto. Ne
t here been such feastings.
Al cazar- Quivar! That was the |l ast of the excellent ones -- the end

of the litany. The Children left off the game. They renmenbered (but
conveniently, and after they had worn out the fun of it) that they were
forbidden to play Warfare with live soldiers. The Eretzi, left to thensel ves
agai n, once nore conducted their battles as dull and uninspired affairs.

You can put it to a test, now, tonight. Study the conflicts the
earlier times, of this high period, and of the tinme that followed. You will
see the difference. For a short two or three centuries you will find really
wel | contrived battles. At before and after there is only ineptitude.

Oten the Children played at Jeal ousies and raised up all the black
passions in thensel ves. They played at Inmoralities, for there is an abiding
evil in all children

Maski ngss and water-carnivals and balls, and forever the enotiona
i ntrigue!

Ral pha wal ked downn a valley,, playing a lute and wearing the body
of soneone else. He luted the birds out of the trees and worked a charm on
t he whol e countrysi de.

An old crone followed himind called, "Love me when |'mold."

"Senpremai, tuttava," sang Ral pha in Eretzi or Earthian. "For Ever
For Al ways."

A small girl followed and called, "Love me when |'m young."

"Forever, for always," sang Ral pha.

The weirdest witch in the world followed himand called, "Love ne
when |'mugly."

"For always, forever," sang Ral pha, and pulled her down on the
grass. He knew that all the creatures had been Laurie playing Bodies.

But a peculiar thing happened: the prelude became nore inportant
than the play. Ralpha fell in love with his own song, and forgot Laurie who
had inspired it. He made all nmanner of nusic and poem -- aubade, madri gal
chanson; and he topped it off with one hundred sonnets. He made themin
Eretzi words, Italy words, Languedoc words, and they were excellent. And the
Eretzi still copy them

Ral pha di scovered there that poetry and song are Passion Deferred.

But Laurie would rather have deferred the song. She was | ong gone away and
taking up with others before Ral pha had finished singing his |love for her
but he never noticed that she had left him After Hobble, Ralpha was the
nost peculiar of themall.

In the meanwhil e, M chael Goodgrind invented another game of Bodies.
He nade them of marble -- an Eretzi |inestone that cuts easily w thout
faulting. And he paintcd them on canvas. He nade the People of Hone, and the
Eretzi. He said that he woul d nake angels.

"But you cannot make angels," said Joan

"We know that," said Mchael, "but do the Eretzi know at | cannot?
wi Il make angels for the Eretzi."

He nade them grotesque, l|ike chicken nmen, like bird nen, with an

i mpossi bl e duplication of humeral function. And the Children | aughed at the
carven jokes. But M chael had sudden inspiration. He touched his creations
up and added an el enment of nobility. So an icon was born

Al the Children did it then, and they carried it into other
medi uns. They made the Eretzi, and they nade thenselves. You can still see
their deep features on sone of those statues, that famly | ook that was on



them no matter what faces they wore or copied.

Bronze is fun! Bronze horses are the best. Big bronze doors can be
an orgy of delight, or bronze bells whose shape is their tone.

The Children went to larger things. They played at Real ns and
Constitutions, and Banks and Ships and Provi nces. Then they canme down to
smal l er things again and played at Books, for Hobble had just invented the
printing thing.

O themall, Hobble had the |east imagination. He didn't range w de
like the others. He didn't outrage the Eretzi. He spent all his time with
his sick toys as though he were a child of nmuch younger years.

The only new body he acquired was another one just like his own.
Even this he didn't acquire as did the other Children theirs. He nmade it
| aboriously in his shop, and Hobbl e and the Hobbl e Creature worked together
and you could not tell themapart. One was as dull and | aboring as the
ot her.

The Eretzi had no effect whatsoever on the Children, but the
Children had great effect on the Eretzi. The Children had the faculty of
maki ng whatever little things they needed or wanted, and the Eretzi began to
copy them In this manner the Eretzi cane onto nany tools, processes,
devices and arts thatt they had never known before. Qut of ten the were
t hese:

The Astrol abe, Equatorium Quadrant, Lathes and Traversing Tool s,
Bal | - Beari ngs, Gudgeons, G g-MIls, Baroneters, Range-Finders, Cantilever
Construction, Machine-Saws, Screw Jacks, Hammer-Forges and Drop- For ges,
Printing, Steel that was nore than puddled Iron, Logarithns, Hydraulic Rans,
Scrcw Di es, Spanner-Wenches, Fl ux-Sol der, Tel escopes, M croscopes,
Morti si ng Machi nes, Wre-Drawi ng, Stanches (Navigation-Locks), Gear Trains,
Paper Maki ng, Conpass and W nd- Rhunb, Portul an Chairs and Projection Mps,
Pi nnul e-Sights, Spirit-Levels, Fine Mcroneters, Porcelain, Fire-Lock Guns,
Miusi ¢ Notation and Music Printing, Conplex Pulleys and Snatch-Bl ocks, the
Secd-Drill, Playing Cards (the Children's masquerade faces may still be seen
on them, Tobacco, the Violin, Wisky, the Mechanical d ock

They were forbidden, of course, to display any second-aspect powers
or machines, as these would disrupt things. But they disrupted accidently in
buidling, in tooling, in armes and navies, in harbors and canals, in towns
and bridges, in ways of thinking and recording. They started a thing that
couldn't be reversed. It was only the One Afternoon they were here, only two
or three Eretzi Centuries, but they set a trend. They overwhel med by the
very nunber of their new devices, and it could never be sinple on Eretz
agai n.

There were many thousands of Eretz days and nights in that Long
Afternoon. The Children had begun to tire of it, and the hour was grow ng
late. For the last tine they wandered off, this time all Seven of them
t oget her.

In the bodies of Kings and their Ladies, they strode down a High
Road in the Levant. They were wondering what last thing they could contrive,
when they found their way blocked by a Pilgrimwith a staff.

"Let's tunble the hairy Eretzi," shouted Ral pha. "Let himnot stand
in the way of Kings!" For Ral pha was King of Bulgaria that day.

But they did not tunble the Pilgrim That man knew how to handl e his
staff, and he laid the bunch of themlow It was nothing to himthat they
were the high people of the Wrld who ordered Nations. He flogged themflat.

"Bleak Children!" that Pilgrimcried out as he beat theminto the
ground. "Unfledged little oafs! Is it so that you waste your Afternoon on
Earth? 1'Il give you what your Fathers forgot."

Seven-col ored thunder, how he could use that staff! He smashed the
gaudy bodi es of the Children and broke armnmy of their damabl e bones. Did he



know that it didn't matter? Did he understand that the bodies they wore were
only for an antic?

"Lay off, old Father!" begged M chael Goodgrind, bleeding and half
beaten into the earth. "Stay your bl oody bludgeon. You do not know who we
are."

"I know you, " maintained the Pilgrim nountainously.

"You are ignorant Childreen who have abused the Afternoon given you
on Earth. You have marred and rui ned and warped everything you have
t ouched. "

"No, no," Ral pha protested -- as he set in new bones for his old
damaged ones -- "You do not understand. We have advanced you a thousand of
your years in one of our afternoons. Consider the Centuries we have saved
you! It's as though we had increased your life by that thousand years."

"We have all the tinme there is,"” said the Pilgrimsolidly. "W were
wel | and seriously along our road, and it was not so crooked is the one you
have brought us over. You have broken our sequence w th your neddling.

You' ve set us back nore ways than you've advanced us. You' ve shattered our
Unity."

"Pigs have unity!" Joan shouted. "W've brought you diversity. Think

deep. Consider all the nachi nes we have showed you, the building and the

technique. | can nane you a thousand things we've given you. You wll never
be the same again."

"True. W will never be the sane," said the Pilgrim "You may not be
an unm xed curse. I'ma plain man and | don't know. Surety is one of the

t hi ngs you've | ost us. But you befoul ed us. You played the ganme of
Immoralities and taught it to us earthlings.”

"You had it already," Laurie insisted. "W only brought el egance
i nstead of piggishness to its practice.” Immoralities was Laurie's own gane,
and she didn't like to hear it slighted.

"You have killed many thousands of us in your battles," said the

Pilgrim "You're a bitter fruit -- sweet at the first taste only."
"You woul d yoursel ves have killed the same nunbers in battles, and
the battles woul dn't have been so good," said Mchael. "Do you not realize

that we are the higher race have roots of great antiquity."

"W have roots older than antiquity," averred the Pilgrim "You are
wi cked Children without compassion.”

"Conpassi on? For the Eretzi?" shouted Lonnie in disbelief.

"Do you have conpassion for mce?" demanded Ral ph

"Yes. | have conpassion for mce," the Pilgrimsaid softly.

"I make a guess," Ral pha shot in shrewdly after they had al
repaired their damaged bodies. "You travel as a Pilgrim and Pilgrins
sonmetines cone fromvery far away. You are not Eretzi. You are one of the
Fat hers from Home going in the guise of an Eretzi Pilgrim You have this

routi ne so that sonetinmes one of you conmes to this world -- to see how it
goes. You may come to investigate an event said to have happened on Eretz a
day ago."

Ral pha did not nmean an Eretzi day ago, but a day ago at Home. The
H gh Road they were on was in Coele-Syria not far fromwhere the Event was
t hought to have happened, and Ral pha posted his point:

"You are no Eretzi, or you would not dare to confront us, know ng
what we are.”

"You guess wong in this and in everything," said the Pilgrim "I am
of this Earth, earthly. And I will not be intindated by a gangl e of
children of whatever species! You re a weaker flesh than ourselves. You hide
in other bodies, and you get earthlings to do your slaughter. And you cannot
stand up to ny staff!"”

"Go home, you witless weanlings!" and he raised his terrible staff
agai n.

"Qur tine is nearly up. W will be gone soon," said Joan softly.



The | ast gane they played? They played Saints -- for the Evil they
had done in playing Bodies wongly, and in playing Wars with |live soldiers.
But they repented of the things only after they had enjoyed themfor the
Long Afternoon. They played Saints in hairshirt and ashes, and revived that
af fair among the Eretzi.

And finally they all assenbled and took off fromthe high hil
between Prato and Firenze in Italy. The rocks flowed |ike water where they
left, and now there would be a double scarp formation

They were gone, and that was the end of them here.

There is a theory, however, that one of the Hobbles remained and is
with us yet. Hobble and his creature could not be told apart and coul d not
finally tell thenselves apart. They flipped an Eretzi coin, Enperors or
Shields, to see which one would go and whi ch one would stay. One went and
one stayed. One is still here.

But, after all, Hobble was only concerned with the sick toys, the
nmechani cal things, the material inventions. Wwuld it have been better if
Ral pha or Joan stayed with us7 They'd have burned us crisp by now They were
dammabl e and irresponsible children

This short Historical Mnograph was not assenbled for a distraction
or an anusenent. We consider the evidence that Children have spent their
short vacations here nore than once and in both hem spheres. W set out the
theses in ordered parallels and we discover that we have begun to trenble
unaccount abl y.

When | ast canme such visitors here? What thing has besct us during
the last long Eretzi lifetinme?

W consider a new period -- and it inpinges on the Present -- with
aspects so different from anything that went before that we can only gasp
aghast and gasp in sick wonder:

"I's it ourselves who behave so?

"I's it beings of another sort, or have we become bei ngs?

"Are we ourselves? Are these our deeds?"

There are great deep faces | ooking over our shoul der, there are cold
voi ces of ancient Children jeering "Conpassion? For Earthlings?" there is
nasty frozen | aughter that does bel ong to our species.

NARROW YALLEY

In the year 1893, land allotments in severalty were nmade to the
remai ni ng ei ght hundred and twenty-one Pawnee |ndi ans. Each woul d receive
one hundred and sixty acres of land and no nore, and thereafter the Pawnees
woul d be expected to pay taxes on their |and, the same as the \Wite-Eyes
di d.

"Ki t kehahke!" d arence Bi g- Saddl e cussed. "You can't kick a dog
around proper on a hundred and sixty acres. And | sure am not hear before
about this pay taxes on land."

Cl arence Big-Saddl e selected a nice green valley for his allotnent.
It was one of the half dozen plots he had al ways regarded as his own. He
sodded around the sunmer | odge that he had there and nmade it an all-season
hone. But he sure didn't intend to pay taxes on it.

So he burned | eaves and bark and nmade a speech

"That ny valley be always wi de and flourish and green and such stuff
as that!" he orated in Pawnee chant style. "But that it be narrowif an
i ntruder cone."

He didn't have any bal sambark to burn. He threwon a little cedar
bark instead. He didn't have any el der |eaves. He used a handful of jack-oak
| eaves. And he forgot the word. How you going to work it if you forget the
wor d?

"Pet ahauerat!" he howl ed out with the confidence he hoped would foo
the fates.



"That's the sanme long of a word," he said in a | ow aside to hinself.

But he was doubtful. "What aml, a Wite Man, a burr-tailed jack, a new kind
of nut to think it will work?" he asked. "I have to |laugh at me. Ch well, we
see. "

He threw the rest of the bark and the |eaves on the fire, and he
hol | ered the wong word out again.

And he was answered by a dazzling sheet of summer |ightning.

"Skidi!" darence Big-Saddle swore. "It worked. | didn't think it
woul d. "

Cl arence Big-Saddle lived on his land for nmany years, and he paid no
taxes. Intruders were unable to come down to his place. The | and was sold
for taxes three times, but nobody ever cane down to claimit. Finally, it
was carried as open |land on the books. Honmesteaders filed on it severa
times, but none of themfulfilled the qualification of living on the |Iand.

Hal f a century went by. C arence Bi g-Saddle called his son

"I"ve had it, boy," he said. "I think I'Il just go in the house and
die."

"Ckay, Dad," the son Clarence Little-Saddle said. "I'mgoing in to
town to shoot a few ganes of pool with the boys. I'll bury you when | get

back this evening." So the son Carence Little-Saddle inherited. He al so
lived on the land for many years w t hout paying taxes.

There was a di sturbance in the courthouse one day. The place seened
to be invaded in force, but actually there were but one man, one woman, and
five children. "I'm Robert Ranpart," said the man, "and we want the Land
Ofice."

"I'"'m Robert Ranpart Junior," said a nine-year-old gangler, "and we
want it pretty blamed quick."

"I don't think we have anything like that," the girl at the desk
said. "lIsn't that sonething they had a long time ago?"

"I gnorance is no excuse for inefficiency, ny dear," said Mary Mabe
Rampart, an eight-year-old who could easily pass for eight and a hal f.
"After | make ny report, | wonder who will be sitting at your desk
t onmor r ow. "

"You people are either in the wong state or the wong century," the
girl said.

"The Honestead Act still obtains," Robert Ranpart insisted. "There
is one tract of land carried as open in this county. | want to file onit."
Cecilia Ranpart answered the knowi ng wi nk of a beefy man at the
di stant desk. "Hi," she breathed as she slinked over. "I'mCecilia Ranpart,
but nmy stage nane is Cecilia San Juan. Do you think that seven is too young

to play ingenue rol es?"

"Not for you," the man said. "Tell your folks to come over here."

"Do you know where the Land Office is?" Cecilia asked.

"Sure. It's the fourth left-hand drawer of my desk. The small est
office we got in the whole courthouse. W don't use it nuch any nore."

The Ranparts gathered around. The beefy man started to nake out the
papers.

"This is the I and description," Robert Ranpart began. "Wy, you've
got it down already. How did you know?"

"I"ve been around here a long tinme," the man answered.

They did the paper work, and Robert Ranpart filed on the |and.

"You won't be able to come onto the land itself though,” the man

sai d.
"Way won't |?" Ranpart demanded. "lIsn't the description accurate?"
"Ch, | suppose so. But nobody's ever been able get to the land. It's
beconme a sort of joke."
"Well, | intend to get to the bottom of that joke," Ranpart
insisted. "I will occupy the land, or I will fin out why not."
"I"mnot sure about that" the beefy man said. "The last man to file
on the | and, about a dozen years ago, wasn't able to occupy the land. And he



wasn't able to say why he couldn't. It's kind of interesting, the | ook on
their faces after they try it for a day or two, and then give it up."

The Ranparts left the courthouse, |oaded into their canper, and
drove out to find their |land. They stopped it at the house of a cattle and
wheat farmer named Charley Dublin. Dublin nmet themw th a grin which
i ndi cated he had been tipped of f.

"Come along if you want to, folks," Dublin said. "The easiest way is
on foot across ny short pasture here. Your land's directly west of mne."

They wal ked the short distance to the border.

"My name is Tom Ranpart, M. Dublin." Six-year old Tom nmade
conversation as they wal ked. "But ny nane is really Ramires, and not Tom |
amthe issue of an indiscretion of my nother in Mexico several years ago."

"The boy is a kidder," M. Dublin," said the nother N na Rampart,
defendi ng herself. "I have never been in Mexico, but sonetimes | have the
urge to di sappear there forever."

"Ah yes, Ms. Ranpart. And what is the name of the youngest boy
here?" Charl ey Dublin asked.

"Fatty," said Fatty Ranpart.

(But surely that is not your given nanme?"

"Audi fax," said five-year-old Fatty.

"Ah well, Audifax, Fatty, are you a kidder too?"

"He's getting better at it, M. Dublin," Mary Mabel said. "He was a
twin till last week. Hi s twin was naned Skinny. Mama | eft Skinny unguarded
whil e she was out tippling, and there were wild dogs in the nei ghborhood.
When Mama got back, do you know what was |eft of Skinny? Two neck bones and
an ankl e bone. That was all."

"Poor Skinny," Dublin said. "Well, Ranpart, this is the fence and
the end of ny land. Yours is just beyond."

"I's that ditch on ny | and?" Ranpart asked.

"That ditch is your land."

"I"ll have it filled in. It's a dangerous deep cut even if it is
narrow. And the other fence |ooks |ike a good one, and | sure have a pretty
pl ot of |and beyond it."

"No, Ranpart, the | and beyond the second fence belongs to Holister
Hyde," Charley Dublin said. "That second fence is the end of your |and."

"Now, just wait a minute, Dublin! There's sonething wong here. My
land is one hundred and sixty acres, which would be a half mle on a side.
VWhere's ny half-mle w dth?"

"Between the two fences."

"That's not eight feet."

"Doesn't look like it, does it, Ranpart? Tell you what -- there's
pl enty of throw ng-sized rocks around. Try to throw one across it."

"I"'mnot interested in any such boys' ganes," Ranpart exploded. "I
want mny |and."

But the Ranpart children were interested in such ganes. They got
with it with those throw ng rocks. They wi nged them out over the little
gully. The stones acted funny. They hung in the air, as it were, and
di m ni shed in size. And they were small as pebbl es when they dropped down,
down into the gully. None of themcould throw a stone across that ditch, and
they were throw ng kids.

"You and your nei ghbor have conspired to fence open | and for your
own use," Ranpart charged.

"No such thing, Ranpart,"” Dublin said cheerfully. "My | and checks
perfectly. So does Hyde's. So does yours, if we knew how to check it. It's
like one of those trick topological drawings. It really is half a mle from
here to there, but the eye gets lost somewhere. It's your |and. Craw
t hrough the fence and figure it out."

Rampart crawl ed through the fence, and drew hinself up to junp the
gully. Then he hesitated. He a glinpse of just how deep that gully was.
Still, it wasn't five feet across.



There was a heavy fence post on the ground, designed for use as a
corner post. Ranpart up-ended it with some effort. Then he shoved it to fal
and bridge the gully. But it fell short, and it shouldn't have. An
ei ght-foot post should bridge a five-foot gully.

The post fell into the gully, and rolled and rolled and rolled. It
spun as though it were rolling outward, but it nmade no progress except
vertically. The post canme to rest on a |l edge of the gully, so close that
Rampart coul d al nost reach out and touch it, but it now appeared no bigger
than a match stick

"There is sonething wong with that fence post, or with the world,
or with my eyes,"” Robert Ranpart said. "I wish | felt dizzy so | could blane
it on that."

"There's a little gane that | sometines play with ny nei ghbor Hyde
when we're both out,” Dublin said. "lI've heavy rifle and | train it on the
m ddl e of his forehead as he stands on the other side of the ditch
apparently eight feet away. | fire it off then (1'ma good shot) and | hear
it whine across. It'd kill himdead if things were as they seem But Hyde's
in no danger. The shot always bangs into that little scuff of rocks and
boul ders about thirty feet below him | can see it kick up the rock dust
there, and the sound of it rattling into those little boul ders cones back to
me in about two and a all seconds."

A bull -bat (poor people call it the night-hawk) raveled around in
the air and zoomed out over the narrow ditch, but it did not reach the other
side. The bird dropped bel ow ground | evel and coul d be seen agai nst the
background of the other side of the ditch. It grew smaller and hazier as
t hough at a distance of three or four hundred yards. The white bars on its
wi ngs could no | onger be discerned; then the bird itself could hardly be
di scerned; but it was far short of the other side of the five-foot ditch

A man identified by Charley Dublin as the nei ghbor Hollister Hyde
had appeared on the other side of the little ditch. Hyde grinned and waved.
He shout ed sonething, but could not be heard.

"Hyde and | both read mouths," Dublin said, "so we can tal k across
the ditch easy enough. Wiich kid wants to play chicken? Hyde will barrel a
good-si zed rock right at your head, and if you duck or flinch you're
chi cken. "

"Me! Me!" Audifax Ranpart challenged. And Hyde, a big man with big
hands, did barrel a fearsone jagged rock right at the head of the boy. It
woul d have killed himif things had been as they appeared. But the rock
di m ni shed to nothing and di sappeared into the ditch. Here was a phenonmenon
t hi ngs seemed real -sized on either side of the ditch, but they di m nished
com ng out over the ditch either way.

"Everybody gane for it?" Robert Ranpart Junior asked.

"W won't get down there by standing here," Mary Mbel said.

"Not hi ng wenchered, nothing gained," said Cecilia. "I got that from
an ad for a sex conedy."

Then the five Ranpart kids ran down into the gully. Ran down is
right. It was alnpost as if they ran down the vertical face of a cliff. They
couldn't do that. The gully was no wider than the stride of the biggest
kids. But the gully dimnished those children, it ate themalive. They were
dol | -sized. They were acorn-sized. They were running for mnute after mnute
across a ditch that was only five feet across. They were goi ng, deeper in
it, and getting smaller. Robert Ranpart was roaring his alarm and his wife
Ni na was screaning. Then she stopped. "Wiat am | carrying on so | oud about?"
she asked herself. "It looks like fun. I'll do it too."

She plunged into the gully, dimnished in size as the children had
done, and ran at a pace to carry her a hundred yards away across a gully
only five feet w de.

That Robert Ranpart stirred things up for a while then. He got the
sheriff there, and the highway patrolnmen. A ditch had stolen his wife and
five children, he said, and maybe had killed them And if anybody | aughs,



there may be another killing. He got the colonel of the State National Guard
there, and a command post set up. He got a couple of airplane pilots. Robert
Rampart bad one quality: when he holl ered, people cane.

He got the newsnen out from T-Town, and the em nent scientists, Dr.
Vel i kof Vonk, Arpad Arkabaranan, and WIly MG Ily. That bunch turns up
every time you get on a good one. They just happen to be in that part of the
country where sonmething interesting is going on

They attacked the thing fromall four sides and the top, and by
i nner and outer theory. If a thing neasures half a nile on each side, and
the sides are straight, there just has to be sonething in the mddle of it.
They took pictures fromthe air, and they turned out perfect. They proved
that Robert Ranpart had the prettiest hundred and sixty acres in the
country, the larger part of it being a lush green valley, and all of it
being half a nmile on a side, and situated just where it should be. They took
ground- | evel photos then, and it showed a beautiful half-mle stretch of
| and between the boundaries of Charley Dublin and Hollister Hyde. But a nman
isn't a canera. None of them could see that beautiful spread with the eyes
in their heads. Wiere was it?

Down in the valley itself everything was normal. It really was half
anmle wide and no nore than eighty feet deep with a very gentle slope. It
was warm and sweet, and beautiful with grass and grain.

Nina and the kids loved it, and they rushed to see what squatter had
built that little house on their land. A house, or a shack. It had never
known paint, but paint would have spoiled it. It was built of split tinbers
dressed near smooth with ax and draw knife, chinked with white clay, and
sodded up to about half its height. And there was an interloper standing by
the little | odge.

"Here, here what are you doing on our |and?" Robert Ranpart Junior
demanded of the man. "Now you just shanbl e of f again wherever you canme from
"Il bet you're a thief too, and those cattle are stolen.”

"Only the black-and-white calf,"” Carence Little-Saddle said. "I
couldn't resist him but the rest are mne. | guess I'Il just stay around
and see that you fol ks get settled all right."

"I's there any wild Indians around here?" Fatty Ranpart asked.

"No, not really. I go on a bender about every three nonths and get a
little bit wild, and there's a couple Gsage boys from Gray Horse that get
noi sy sonetimes, but that's about all,"” Clarence Littl e-Saddl e said.

"You certainly don't intend to pal myourself off on us as an
I ndi an," Mary Mabel challenged. "You'll find us a little too know edgeabl e
for that."

"Little girl, you might as well tell this cowthere's no room for
her to be a cow since you' re so know edgeabl e. She thinks she's a short-horn
cow named Sweet Virginia; | think I'ma Pawnee |Indian naned C arence. Break
it tous real gentle if we're not."

"I'f you're an Indian where's your war bonnet? There's not a feather
on you anywhere."

"How you be sure? There's a story that we got feathers instead of
hair on -- Aw, | can't tell a joke like that to a little girl! How cone
you're not wearing the lron Crowmn of Lonbardy if you're a white girl? How
you expect ne to believe you're a little white girl and your fol ks cane from
Europe a coupl e hundred years ago if you don't wear it? There are six
hundred tribes, and only one of them the Oglala Sioux, had the war bonnet,
and only the big | eaders, never nmore than two or three of themalive at one
tinme, wore it."

"Your analogy is a little strained," Mary Mabel said. "Those Indians
we saw in Florida and the ones at Atlantic City had war bonnets, and they
couldn't very well have been the kind of Sioux you said. And just |ast night
on the TV in the notel, those Massachusetts Indians put a war bonnet on the
President and called himthe Geat Wite Father. You nean to tell nme that
they were all phoni es? Hey, who's | aughing at who here?"



"I'f you're an Indian where's your bow and arrow?" Tom Ranpart
interrupted. "I bet you can't even shoot one."

"You're sure right there," Carence adnitted. "I never shot one of
those things but once in ny life. They used to have an archery range in
Boul der Park over in T-Town, and you could rent the things and shoot at
targets tied to hay bales. Hey, | barked ny whole forearm and nearly broke
nmy thumb when the bowstring thwacked hone. | couldn't shoot that thing at
all. |1 don't see how anybody ever could shoot one of them"

"Ckay, kids," Nina Ranpart called to her brood. "Let's start
pitching this junk out of the shack so we can nove in. |Is there any way we
can drive our canper down here, C arence?"

"Sure, there's a pretty good dirt road, and it's a lot wider than it
| ooks fromthe top. | got a bunch of green bills in an old night charley in
t he shack. Let me get them and then I'Il clear out for a while. The shack
hasn't been cl eaned out for seven years, since the last tine this happened.
"Il show you the road to the top, and you can bring your car down it."

"Hey, you old Indian, you lied!'" Cecilia Ranmpart shrilled fromthe
doorway of the shack. "You do have a war bonnet. Can | have it?"

"I didn't nmean to lie, |I forgot about that thing," C arence
Littl e-Saddl e said. "My son C arence Bare-Back sent that to me from Japan
for a joke a long tine ago. Sure, you can have it."

All the children were assigned tasks carrying the junk out of the
shack and setting fire to it. N na Ranpart and Clarence Littl e-Saddl e anbl ed
up to the rimof the valley by the vehicle road that was wi der than it
| ooked fromthe top

"Ni na, you're back! | thought you were gone forever, Robert Ranpart
jittered at seeing her again. "What -- where are the children?"

"Way, | left themdown in the valley, Robert. That is, ah, down in
that little ditch right there. Now you've got nme worried again. I'mgoing to

drive the canper down there and unload it. You'd better go on down and | end
a hand too, Robert, and quit talking to all these funny-Iooking nmen here."

And N na went back to Dublin's place for the camper. "It would be
easier for a canel to go through the eye of a needle than for that intrepid
woman to drive a car down into that narrow ditch," the em nent scientist Dr.
Vel i kof Vonk said.

"You know how that canel does it?" Carence Little-Saddl e offered,
appearing of a sudden from nowhere. "He just closes one of his own eyes and
flops back his ears and plunges right through. A canel is mghty narrow when
he cl oses one eye and flops back his ears. Besides, they use a big-eyed
needle in the act."

"Where'd this crazy man cone fron?" Robert Ranpart denanded, junping
three feet in the air. "Things are coming out of the ground now. | want ny
[and! | want ny children! | want nmy w fe! \Woops, here she cones driving it.
Ni na, you can't drive a | oaded canmper into a little ditch like that! You'l
be killed or collapsed!"

Ni na Ranpart drove the | oaded canper into the little ditch at a
pretty good rate of speed. The best of belief is that she just closed one
eye and plunged right through. The car di m ni shed and dropped, and it was
smal ler than a toy car. But it raised a pretty good cl oud of dust as it
bunped for several hundred yards across a ditch that was only five feet
wi de.

"Ranpart, it's akin to the phenomenon known as |ooning, only in
reverse," the em nent scientist Arpad Arkabaranan expl ained as he attenpted
to throw a rock across the narrow ditch. The rock rose very high in the air,
seened to hang at its apex while it dimnished to the size of a grain of
sand, and then fell into the ditch not six inches of the way across. There
isn't anybody going to throw across a half-mle valley even if it |ooks five
feet. "Look at a rising noon sonetimes, Ranpart. It appears very |large, as
t hough covering a great sector of the horizon, but it only covers one-half
of a degree. It is hard to believe that you could set seven hundred and



twenty of such | arge noons side by side around the horizon, or that it would
t ake one hundred and eighty of the big things to reach fromthe horizon to a
poi nt overhead. It is also hard to believe that your valley is twelve
hundred tines as wide as it appears, but it has been surveyed, and it is."

"I want my land. | want my children. 1 want nmy wife," Robert chanted
dully. "Damm, | let her get away again."

"I tell you, Ranpy," Carence Little-Saddl e squared on him "a man
that lets his wife get away tw ce doesn't deserve to keep her. | give you
till nightfall; then you forfeit. 1've taken a liking to the brood. One of

us is going to be down there tonight."

After a while a bunch of themwere off in that [ittle tavern on the
road between C evel and and Osage. It was only half a mle away. If the
valley had run in the other direction, it would have been only six feet
away.

"It is a psychic nexus in the formof an el ongated done," said the
em nent scientist Dr. Velikof Vonk. "It is maintained subconsciously by the
concatenation of at |east two minds, the stronger of them belonging to a man
dead for many years. It has apparently existed for a little less than a
hundred years, and in another hundred years it will be considerably
weakened. W know from our checking out folk tales of Europe as well as
Canbodi a that these ensorcel ed areas sel dom survive for nore than two
hundred and fifty years. The person who first set such a thing in being wll
usually lose interest init, and in all worldly things, within a hundred
years of his own death. This is a sinple thanato-psychic limtation. As a
short-term device, the thing has been used several times as a mlitary
tacti c.

"This psychic nexus, as long as it nmaintains itself, causes group
illusion, but it is really a sinple thing. It doesn't fool birds or rabbits
or cattle, or cameras, only humans. There is nothing neteorol ogi cal about
it. It is strictly psychological. I"'mglad | was able to give a scientific
explanation to it or it would have worried ne."

"It is continental fault coinciding with a noospheric fault," said
the em nent scientist Arpad Arkabaranan. "The valley really is half a mle
wi de, and at the sane tine it really is only five feet wide. If we neasured
correctly, we would get these dual measurenents. O course it is
nmet eorol ogi cal! Everything including dreanms is meteorological. It is the
ani mal s and caneras which are fooled, as lacking a true dinension; it is
only humans who see the true duality. The phenonenon should be comon al ong
the whol e continental fault where the earth gains or loses half a nmile that
has to go somewhere. Likely it extends through the whole sweep of the Cross
Ti mbers. Many of those trees appear tw ce, and many do not appear at all. A
man in the proper state of mnd could farmthat [and or raise cattle on it,
but it doesn't really exist. There is a clear parallel in the
Luft spi egel ungt hal sector in the Black Forest of Germany which exists, or
does not exist, according to the circunstances and to the attitude of the
behol der. Then we have the case of Mad Mountain in Mrgan; County,
Tennessee, which isn't there all the time; and also the Little Lobo M rage
south of Presidio, Texas, fromwhich twenty thousand barrels of water were
punped i n one two-and~a-hal f-year period before the mrage reverted to
mrage status. I'mglad | was able to give a scientific explanation to this
or it would have worried ne."

"I just don't understand how he worked it," said the emn nent
scientist WIly MG Ily; "Cedar bark, jack-oak |eaves, and the world
' Pet ahauerat.' The thing's inpossible! Wien | was a boy and we wanted to
make a hide-out, we used bark fromthe skunk-spruce tree, the | eaves of a
box-el der, and the word was 'Boadicea.' All three elenents are wong here.
cannot find a scientific explanation for it, and it does worry ne."

They went back to Narrow Valley. Robert Rampart was still chanting
dully: "I want ny land. | want ny children. | want my wfe."

Ni na Ranpart came chuggi ng up out of the narrow ditch in the canper



and emerged through that little gate a few yards down the fence row
"Supper's ready and we're tired of waiting for you, Robert," she
said. "A fine homesteader you are! Afraid to cone onto your own |and! Cone

along now, I'mtired of waiting for you."

"I want my land! | want my children! | want ny wife!" Robert Ranpart
still chanted. "Ch, there you are, Nina. You stay here this time. | want ny
[and! | want ny children! | want an answer to this terrible thing."

"It is time we decided who wears the pants in this famly," N na
said stoutly. She picked up her husband, slung himover her shoul der
carried himto the canper and dumped himin, slamed (as it seened) a dozen
doors at once, and drove furiously down into the Narrow Valley, which
al ready seened w der.

Wy, that place was getting normal er and nornaler the mnute! Pretty
soon it | ooked al nbst as wi de as was supposed to be. The psychic nexus in
the form an el ongated donme had col | apsed. The continental fault that
coincided with the noospheric fault had faced facts and deci ded to conform
The Ranparts were in effective possession of their homestead, and Narrow
Val |l ey was as normal as any place anywhere.

"I have lost nmy land," C arence Little-Saddl e noaned. "It was the
| and of ny father O arence Big-Saddle, and | neant it to be the land of ny
son Cl arence Bare-Back. It |ooked so narrow that people did not notice how
wide it was, and people did not try to enter it. Now | have lost it."

Clarence Little-Saddl e and the em nent scientist WIly McGIly were
standi ng on the edge of Narrow Vall ey, which now appeared its true half-nile
extent. The moon was just rising, so big that it filled a third of the
sky. Who woul d have inmagined that it would take a hundred and eight of such
nmonstrous things to reach fromthe horizon to a point overhead, and yet you
could sight it with sighters and figure it so

"I had a little bear-cat by the tail and | let go," O arence
groaned. "I had a fine valley for free, and I have lost it. I amlike that
hard-luck guy in the funny-paper or Job in the Bible. Destitution is ny
lot."

WIily McGIlly | ooked around furtively. They were al one on the edge
of the half-mle-w de valley.

"Let's give it a booster shot," WIlly MGIlly said.

Hey, those two got with it! They started a snapping fire and began
to throw the stuff onto it. Bark fromthe dog-elmtree -- how do you know it
won' t wor k?

It was working! Already the other side of the valley seened a
hundred yards cl oser, and there were al arnmed noi ses comng up fromthe
people in the valley.

Leaves froma black | ocust tree-and the valley narrowed still nore!
There was, nore over, terrified scream ng of both children and big people
fromthe depths of Narrow Valley, and the happy voice of Mary Mabel Ranpart
chanting "Eart hquake! Earthquake!™"

"That nmy valley be always wi de and flourish and such stuff, and
green with noney and grass!" Clarence Little-Saddl e orated i n Pawnee chant
style, "but that it be narrowif intruders come, smash themlike bugs!"

Peopl e, that valley wasn't over a hundred feet w de; now, and the
scream ng of the people in the bottomof the valley had been joined by the
hyst eri cal coughing of the canper car staring up

WIlly and O arence threw everything that was left on the fire. But
the word? The word? Who renenbers the word?

"Corsicanatexas!" Carence Littl e-Saddl e how ed out with confidence
he hoped woul d fool the fates.

He was answered not only by a dazzling sheet of summer I|ightning,
but al so by thunder and rai ndrops.

"Chahiksi!" Clarence Little-Saddl e swore. "It worked. | didn't think
it would. It will be all right now. | can use the rain."

The valley was again a ditch only five feet wide.



The canper car struggled out of Narrow Valley through the little
gate. It was smashed flat as a sheet of paper, and the scream ng kids and
people in it had only one dinmension

"It's closing in! It's closing in!" Robert Ranpart roared, and he
was no thicker than if he had been made out of cardboard.

"We're smashed |ike bugs," the Ranpart boys intoned. "W're thin
i ke paper.

"Mort, ruine, ecrasenent!" spoke-acted Cecilia Ranmpart |ike the
great tragedi enne she was.

"Hel p! Hel p!" Nina Ranmpart croaked, but she winked at WIly and
Clarence as they rolled by. "This honesteading jag always did | eave ne a
little flat."”

"Don't throw those paper dolls away. They night be the Ranparts,™
Mary Mabel call ed.

The canper car coughed agai n and bunped al ong on | evel ground. This
couldn't last forever. The car was w dening out as it bunped al ong.

"Did we overdo it, Carence?" WIly MeGIlly asked. "What did one
flat-lander say to the other?"

"Di mensi on of us never got around," Carence said. "No, | don't
think we overdid it, WIly. That car nust be eighteen inches w de already,
and they all ought to be normal by the time they reach the main road. The
next time | doit, I think I'll throw wood-grain plastic on the fire to see
who' s ki ddi ng who. "

PRI MARY EDUCATI ON OF THE CAM RO

ABSTRACT FROM JO NT REPORT TO THE GENERAL DUBUQUE PTA CONCERNI NG THE
PRI MARY EDUCATI ON OF THE CAM RO, Subtitled Critical Cbservations of a
Parallel Culture on a Neighboring Wrld, and Eval uati ons of THE OTHER WAY OF
EDUCATI ON

Extract fromthe Day Book

"Where," we asked the Information Factor at Camiroi City Term nal
"is the office of the |ocal PTA?"

"I'sn't any," he said cheerfully.

"You mean that in Camiroi City, the nmetropolis of the planet, there
is no PTA?" our chairman Paul Piper asked with disbelief.

"Isn't any office of it. But you're poor strangers, so you deserve
an answer even if you can't frane your questions properly. See that elderly
man sitting on the bench and enjoying the sun? Go tell himyou need a PTA
He' || nake you one."

"Perhaps the initials convey a different meaning on Caniroi,'
M ss Munch, the first surrogate chairman. "By themwe nean --"
"Parent Teachers Apparatus, of course. Colloquial English is one of the six
Eart hi an | anguages required here, you know. Don't be abashed. He's a fine
person, and he enjoys doing things for strangers. He'll be glad to nmake you
a PTA"

W were nonplussed, but we wal ked over to the man indi cat ed.

"We are | ooking for the | ocal PTA, sir," said Mss Smce, our second
surrogate chairman. "W were told that you mght help us."

"Oh, certainly," said the elderly Camiroi gentleman. "One of you

said

arrest that man wal king there. and we'll get started with it."

"Do what ?" asked our M. Piper

"Arrest him | have noticed that your own words sonetinmes do not
convey a nmeaning to you. | often wonder how you do conmuni cate anong

yourselves. Arrest, take into custody, seize by any force physical or noral
and bring himhere."

"Yes, sir," cried Mss Hanks, our third surrogate chairnman. She
enjoyed things like this. She arrested the wal king Caniroi man with force
partly physical and partly noral and brought himto the group



"It's a PTA they want, Meander," the elder Caniroi said to the one
arrested. "Grab three nore, and we'll get started. Let the lady help. She's
good at it."

Qur M ss Hanks and the Camiroi man named Meander arrested three
other Camiroi nmen and brought themto the group.

"Five. It's enough," said the elderly Caniroi. "W are hereby
constituted a PTA and ordered into random action. Now, how can we
accommodat e you, good Earth peopl e?"

"But are you legal? Are you five persons conpetent to be a PTA?"
demanded our M. Piper

"Any Camiroi citizen is conpetent to do any job on the planet of
Camroi," said one of the Camiroi nen (we learned later that his nane was
Talarium, "otherwi se Canmiroi would be in a sad shape."

"I't may be," said our Mss Smice sourly. "It all seems very
informal . What if one of you had to be World President?"

"The odds are that it won't come to one man in ten,"” said the
elderly Canmiroi (his nane was Philoxenus). "I"'mthe only one of this group
ever to serve as president of this Planet, and it was a pl easant week |
spent in the Ofice. Nowto the point. How can we accomobdate you?"

"W would like to see one of your schools in session," said our M.
Piper. "W would Iike to talk to the teachers and the students. W are here
to conpare the two systens of education.”

"There is no conparison,” said old Phil oxenus, "-- meani ng no
offense. Or no nore than a little. On Camiroi, we practice Education. On
Earth, they play a gane, but they call it by the sane nane. That makes the
confusion. Conme. W'll go to a school in session."

"And to a public school,"” said Mss Snice suspiciously. "Do not fob
of f any fancy private school on us as typical."

"That would be difficult,"” said Philoxenus. "There is no public
school in Canmiroi City and only two remaining on the Planet. Only a small
fraction of one percent of the students of Camiroi are in public schools. W
mai ntain that there is no nore reason for the majority of children to be
educated in a public school than to be raised in a public orphanage. W
realize, of course, that on Earth you have nmade a sacred buffal o of the
public schoolL"

"Sacred cow," said our M. Piper.

"Children and Earthlings should be corrected when they use words
wrongly," said Philoxenus. "How el se will they learn the correct forms? The
ani mal held sacred in your own near Orient was of the species bos bubal us
rat her than bos bos, a buffalo rather than a cow. Shall we go to a school ?"

"If it cannot be a public school, at least let it be a typica
school ," said Mss Smce

"That again is inpossible," said Philoxenus. "Every school on
Camiroi is in some respect atypical."

W went to visit an atypical school

| NCI DENT: Qur first contact with the Camiroi students was a
violent one. One of them a lively little boy about eight years old, ran
into Mss Munch, knocked her down, and broke her gl asses. Then he jabbered
somet hing i n an unknown t ongue.

"I's that Canmiroi ?" asked M. Piper with interest. "Fromwhat | have
heard, | supposed the | anguage to have a harsher and fuller sound."

"You mean you don't recognize it?" asked Phil oxenus with anusenent
"What a droll admi ssion froman educator. The boy is very young and very
i gnorant Seein that you were Earthians, he spoke in Hindi, which the tongue
used by nore Earthians than any other. No, no, Xypete, they are of the
mnority who speak English. You can tell it by their colorless texture and
the narrow heads on them"

"I say you sure do have slow reaction, lady," the little boy Xypete
expl ai ned. "Even subhumans shoul d react faster than that. You just stand
there and gape and let nme bowl you over. You want nme anal yze you and see why



you react so sl ow?"

“No! No!"

"You seem unhurt in structure fromthe fall," the little boy
continued, "but if | hurt youl got to fix you. Just strip down to your
shift, and I'Il go over you and rmake sure you're all right"

“"No! No! No!"

"It's all right," said Philoxenus. "All Camiroi children |learn
primary nedicine in the first grade, setting bones and heal i ng contusions
and such."

"No! No! I"'mall right But he's broken ny gl asses.”

"Come along, Earthside lady, 1'll nmake you so others," said the
little boy. "Wth your slow reaction time you sure can't afford the added
handi cap of defective vision. Shall | fit you with contacts?"

"No. | want glasses just like those which were broken. Ch heavens,
what will | do?"

"You cone, | do," said the little boy. It was rather revealing to us
that the little boy was able to test Mss Minch's eyes, grind | enses, make
frames and have her fixed up within three mnutes. "I have nmade sone

i mprovenents over those you wore before,
for your slow reaction tine."

"Are all the Camiroi students so talented?" M. Piper asked. He was
i mpressed.

"No. Xypete is unusual," Philoxenus said. "Mst students would not
be able to make a pair of glasses so quickly or conpetently till they were
at least nine."

RANDOM | NTERVI EW6: "How rapidly do you read?" M ss Hanks asked a
young girl.

"One hundred and twenty words a minute," the girl said.

"On Earth sone of the girl students your age have learned to read at
the rate of five hundred words a mnute," M ss Hanks said proudly.

the boy said, "to hel p conpensate

"When | began disciplined reading, | was reading at the rate of four
t housand words a minute," the girl said. "They had quite a time correcting
me of it. | had to take renedial reading, and nmy parents were ashaned of ne.

Now | 've learned to read al nost slow enough.”
"I don't understand," said M ss Hanks.

"Do you know anythi ng about Earth Hi story or Geography?" M ss Smce
asked a m ddl e-si zed boy.

"We sure are sketchy on it, lady. There isn't very much over there,
is there?"

"Then you have never heard of Dubuque?"

"Count Dubuque interests me. | can't say as much for the city naned
after him | always thought that the Count handled the matters of the
conflicting French and Spani sh | and grants and the basic clains of the Sauk
and Fox Indians very well. References to the town now carry a hunorous
connot ati on, and ' School - Teacher from Dubuque' has becone a fol k archetype. ™

"Thank you," said Mss Smice, "or do | thank you?"

"What are you taught of the relative humanity of the Earthians and
the Camiroi and of their origins?" Mss Minch asked a Canmiroi girl.

"The other four worlds, Earth (Gaea), Kentauron M kron, Dahae and
Astrobe were all settled fromCamiroi. That is what we are taught W are
al so given the hunorous aside that if it isn't true we will still hold it
true till something better comes along. It was we who redi scovered the Four
Wrlds in historic tinme, not they who discovered us. If we did not nmake the
original settlenents, at |least we have filed the first claimthat we nade
them We did, in historical tine, nake an additional colonization of Earth.
You call it the Incursion of the Dorian G eeks."

"Where are their playgrounds?" M ss Hanks asked Tal ari um



"Ch, the whole world. The children have the run of everything. To
set up specific playgrounds would be like setting a table-sized aquarium
down in the depths of the ocean. It would really be pointless.™

CONFERENCE: The four of us fromEarth, specifically from Dubuque,
lowa, were in discussion with the five menbers of the Camiroi PTA

"How do you maintain discipline?" M. Piper asked,

"Indifferently," said Philoxenus. "Ch, you mean in detail. It
varies. Sonmetinmes we let it drift, sometinmes we pull themup short. Once
t hey have |l earned that they nust conply to an extent, there is little
trouble. Small children are often put down into a pit. They do not eat or
cone out till they know their assignnment."

"But that is inhuman,” said Mss Hanks.

"OfF course. But small children are not yet entirely human. If a
child has not learned to accept discipline by the third or fourth grade, he
i s hanged. "

"Literal l y?" asked M ss Minch

"How woul d you hang a child figuratively? And effect would that have
on the ol der children?"

"By the neck?" Mss Miunch still was not satisfied.

"By the neck until they are dead. The other children al ways accept
the exampl e gracefully and do better. Hanging isn't enployed often. Scarcely
one child in a hundred is hanged."

"What is this business about slow readi ng?" M ss Hanks asked. "
don't understand it at all."

"Only the other day there was a child in the third grade who
persisted in rapid reading," Philoxenus said. "He was given an object
| esson. He was given a book of mediumdifficulty, and he read it rapidly.
Then he had to put the book away and repeat what he had read. Do you know
that in the first thirty pages he mssed four words? Mdway in the book
there was a whol e statenment which he had understood wongly, and there were
hundreds of pages that he got word-perfect only with difficulty. If he was
so unsure on material that he had just read, think how inperfectly he would
have recalled it forty years later."

"You mean that the Camiroi children learn to recall everything that
t hey read?"

"The Camiroi children and adults will recall for life every detai
t hey have ever seen, read or heard. W on Caniroi are only a little nore
intelligent than you on Earth. W cannot afford to waste time in forgetting
or reviewing or in pursuing anything of a shallowness that lends itself to
scanni ng. "

"Ah, would you call your schools liberal?" M. Piper asked.

"l would. You wouldn't," said Phil oxenus. "W do not on Canmiroi, as
you do on Earth, use words to nean their opposites. There is nothing in our
education or on our world that corresponds to the quaint servility which you
call liberal on Earth."

"Well, would you call your education progressive?"

"No. In your argot, progressive, of course, means infantile."

"How are the schools financed?" asked M. Piper

"Ch the voluntary tithe on Caniroi takes care of everything,
government, religion, education, public works. W don't believe in taxes, of
course, and we never maintain a high overhead in anything."

"Just how voluntary is the tithing?" asked M ss Hanks. "Do you
someti nes hang those who do not tithe voluntarily?"

"l believe there have been a few cases of that sort,’
Phi | oxenus.

"And is your governnent really as slipshod as your education?" M.
Pi per asked. "Are your high officials really chosen by Iot and for short
peri ods?"

"Ch yes. Can you inmagine a person so sick that he would actually
desire to hold high office for any great period of tinme? Are there any

said



further questions?"

"There nust be hundreds,"” said M. Piper, "But we find difficulty
putting theminto words."

"I'f you cannot find words for them we cannot find answers. PTA
di sbanded. "

CONCLUSI ON A1 The Camiroi system of education is inferior to our own
in organization, in buildings, in facilities, in playgrounds, in teacher
conferences, in funding, in parental involvenment, in supervision, in
i n-group out-group accommodation adjustnent notifs. Some of the schoo
bui |l di ngs are grotesque. W asked about one particul ar buil ding which seened
to us to be flanmboyant and in bad taste. "Wat do you expect from
second-grade children?" they said. "It is well built even if of peculiar
appear ance. Second-grade children are not yet conplete artists of design."

"You mean that the children designed it thensel ves?" we asked.

"OfF course," they said. "Designed and built it. It isn't a bad job
for children.”

Such a thing woul dn't be permitted on Earth.

CONCLUSI ON B: The Canmiroi system of education sonehow produces nuch
better results than does the education systemof Earth. W have been forced
to admit this by the evidence at hand.

CONCLUSION C: There is an anomaly as yet unresol ved between
Concl usi on A and Concl usion B

APPENDI X
TO JAO NT REPCORT

W give here, as perhaps of sone interest, the curriculumof the
Camiroi Primary Education

FI RST YEAR COURSE

Pl ayi ng one wi nd instrunent

Si npl e drawi ng of objects and nunbers.

Singing. (This is inmportant Many Earth peopl e sing who cannot sing.
This early instruction of the Camiroi prevents that occurrence.)

Sinple arithnetic, hand and machi ne.

First acrobatics.

First riddles and | ogic.

Mhenoni c religion.

Fi rst danci ng.

Wal king the | ow wire.

Sinple electric circuits.

Rai sing ants. (Eoenpts, not Earth ants).

SECOND YEAR COURSE

Pl ayi ng one keyboard i nstrument

Drawi ng, faces, letters, notions.

Si ngi ng conedi es.

Conpl ex arithnetic, hand and nachi ne.

Second acrobati cs.

First jokes and |ogic.

Quadratic religion.

Second danci ng.

Sinple defamation. (Spirited attacks on the character of one fell ow
student, with elenentary fal sification and sinple hatchet-job progranm ng.)

Perform ng on the mediumwire.

Project electric wiring.

Rai si ng bees. (Galelea, not Earth bees.)

Readi ng and voice. (It is here that the student who may have fallen
into bad habits of rapid reading is conmpelled to read at voice speed only.)

Soft stone scul pture.

Situati on conedy.

Si npl e al gebra, hand and machi ne.



school

First gymasti cs.

Second j okes and | ogic.

Transcendent religion

Conpl ex acrobatic danci ng.

Conpl ex def amati on.

Performing on the high wire and the sky pole.

Si npl e radi o construction.

Rai si ng, breeding and di ssecting frogs. (Karakoh, not Earth frogs.)
FOURTH YEAR COURSE:

H story reading, Camiroi and gal actic, basic and geol ogi cal .
Decadent conedy.

Si npl e geonetry and trigononmetry, hand and machi ne.

Track and fi el d.

Shaggy peopl e jokes and hirsute |ogic.

Si npl e obscenity.

Si npl e nysticism

Patterns of falsification

Trapeze work.

Internedi ate el ectronics.

Human di ssection

FI FTH YEAR COURSE

H story reading, Camroi and gal actic, technol ogical
Introverted dranma.

Conpl ex geonetries and anal ytics, hand and machi ne.

Track and field for fifth formrecord.

First wit and | ogic.

First al coholic appreciation

Conpl ex nysticism

Setting intellectual climtes, defamation in three di nensions.
Sinple Oratory.

Conpl ex trapeze work.

I norgani ¢ chem stry.

Advanced el ectronics.

Advanced human di ssecti on.

Fifth Form Thesi s.

The child is now ten years old and is half through his prinmary
ing. He is an unfinished animal, but he has |l earned to |learn
S| XTH YEAR COURSE:

Reenphasi s on sl ow readi ng.

Si npl e prodi gi ous nenory.

H story reading, Camroi and gal actic, econonic.

Hor semanshi p (of the Patrushkoe, not the Earth horse.)
Advance | athe and machine work for art and utility.
Literature, passive.

Cal culi, hand and nachi ne pankration

Advanced wit and | ogic.

Second al coholic appreciation

Differential religion

Fi rst busi ness ventures.

Conpl ex oratory.

Bui | di ng-scaling. (The buildings are higher and the gravity stronger

than on Earth; this clinbing of buildings |like human flies calls out the
i ngenuity and daring of the Camroi children.)

Nucl ear physics and post-organic chem stry.

Si npl e pseudo- human assenbl y.

SEVENTH YEAR COURSE

H story reading, Camroi and gal actic, cultural.
Advanced prodi gi ous nenory.

Vehi cl e operati on and manufacture of sinple vehicle.
Literature, active.



Astrognosy, prediction and progranm ng.

Advanced pankration

Spherical |ogic, hand and machi ne.

Advanced al coholic appreciation

Integral religion.

Bankruptcy and recovery in business.

Conmanshi p and trend creation

Post - nucl ear physics and uni versal s.

Transcendental athletics endeavor

Conpl ex robotics and progranm ng.

El GHTH YEAR COURSE:

H story reading, Camiroi and gal actic, semi nal theory.

Consummrat e prodi gi ous menory.

Manuf acture of conplex | and and wat er vehicles.

Literature, conpenduous and term native. (Creative book-burning
following the Camiroi thesis that nothing ordinary be allowed to survive.)

Cosmic theory, sem nal

Phi | osophy constructi on.

Conpl ex hedoni sm

Laser religion

Conmanshi p, seni nal

Consol i dation of sinple genius status.

Post-robotic integration

NI NTH YEAR COURSE:

H story reading, Camiroi and galactic, future and contingent.

Cat egory invention

Manuf acture of conplex light-barrier vehicles.

Construction of sinple asteroids and pl anets.

Matrix religion and | ogic.

Sinple human imortality disciplines.

Consol i dation of compl ex genius status.

First problenms of post-consciousness humanity.

First essays in marriage and reproduction

TENTH YEAR COURSE:

H story construction, active.

Manufacture of ultra-light-barrier vehicles.

Panphi | osophi cal clarifications.

Construction of viable planets.

Consol idation of sinple sanctity status.

Charismatic hunmor and pentacosm c | ogic.

Hypogyr oscopi ¢ economy.

Penent agl ossi a. (The perfection of the fifty |anguages that every
educated Camiroi nmust know including six Earthian | anguages. O course the
child will already have colloquial mastery of nost of these, but he will not
yet have themin their full depth.)

Construction of conplex societies.

Wrld governnent. (A course of the sanme name is sometinmes given in
Earthi an schools, but the course is not of the sanme content. In this course
the Camroi student will govern a world, though not one of the first aspect
worl ds, for a period of three or four nonths.)

Tenth formthesis.

COMMVENT ON CURRI CULUM

The child will now be fifteen years old and will have conpleted his
primary education. In many ways he will be advanced beyond his Earth
counterpart. Physically nore sophisticated, the Camiroi child could kil
with his hands an Earth-type tiger or a cape buffalo. An Earth child would
per haps be reluctant even to attenpt such feats. The Camiroi boy (or girl)
could replace any professional Earth athlete at any position of any gane,
and coul d surpass all existing Earth records. It is sinply a question of



finer poise, strength and speed, the result of adequate schooling.
As to the arts (on which Earthlings sonetinmes place enphasis) the
Camroi child could produce easy and unequal ed nasterpieces in any medi um

More inportant, he will have |learned the rel ative uni nportance of such
pasti mes.
The Camiroi child will have failed in business once, at age ten, and

have | earned patience and perfection of objective by his failure. He will
have acquired the techni ques of falsification and conmanshi p. Thereafter he
will not be easily deceived by any of the citizens of any of the worlds. The
Camiroi child will have becone a conplex genius and a sinple saint; the
latter reduces the index of Camiroi crime to near zero. He will be married
and settled in. those early years of greatest enjoynent.

The child will have built, frommaterials found around any Caniro
house, a faster-than-light vehicle. He will have piloted it on a significant
journey of his own plotting and programm ng. He will have built quasi-hunman
robots of great intricacy. He will be of perfect menory and judgnent and
will be well prepared to accept solid |earning.

He will have learned to use his whole nmind, for the vast reservoirs
whi ch are the unconscious to us are not unconscious to him Everything in
himis ordered for use. And there seens to be no great secret about the
acconpl i shnents) only to do everything slowy enough and in the right order
thus they avoid repetition and drill which are the shriveling things which
dul'l the quick apperception

The Camiroi schedule is challenging to the children, but it is
nowher e i npossi bl e or di scouragi ng. Everything builds to what foll ows. For
instance, the child is eleven years old before he is given post-nucl ear
physi cs and universals. Such subjects mght be too difficult for himat an
earlier age. He is thirteen years old before he undertakes category
invention, that intricate course with the sinple nane. He is fourteen years
ol d when he enters the dangerous field of panphil osophical clarification
But he will have been constructing conprehensive phil osophies for tw years,
and he will have the background for the final clarification

W shoul d | ook nore closely at this other way of education. In sone
respects it is better than our own. Few Earth children would be able to
construct an organic and sentient robot within fifteen mnutes if given the
test suddenly; nost of them could not manufacture a living dog in that tine.
Not one Earth child in five could build a faster-than-1ight vehicle and
travel it beyond our gal axy between now and nidnight. Not one Earth child in
a hundred could build a planet and have it a going concern within a week.
Not one in a thousand woul d be able to conprehend pentacosmnic |ogic.

RECOMVENDATI ONS:  a.) Kidnapping five Camiroi at random and
constituting thema pilot Earth PTA b.) Alittle constructive book-burning,
particularly in the education field. c.) Judicious hanging of certain
mal i ngering students.

POLI TY AND CUSTOM OF THE CAM RO

ABSTRACT FROM REPORT OF FI ELD GROUP FOR EXAM NATI ON OF OFF- EARTH
CUSTOVS AND CODEXES TO THE COUNCI L FOR GOVERNVENT RENOVATI ON AND LEGAL
RETHI NKI NG

Extract fromthe day book of Paul Piggott, political analyst:

Maki ng appointnments with the Canmiroi is proverbially like building
wi th quicksilver. W discovered this early. But they do have the nost
advanced civilization of any of the four human worlds. And we did have a
firminvitation to visit the planet Carnfroi and to investigate custonms. And
we had the pronise that we woul d be taken in hand i medi ately on our arrival
by a group parallel to our own.

But there was no group to neet us at the Sky-Port. "Were is the
Group for the Exam nation of Custons and Codexes?" we asked the girl who was



on duty as Information Factor at the Sky-Port.

"Ask that post over there," she said. She was a young | ady of
m schi evous and al nost rakish men.

"I hope we are not reduced to talking to posts," said our |eader
Charl es Chosky, "but | see that it is some sort of conmunicating device.
Does the post tal k English, young |ady?"

"The post understands the fifty | anguages that all Canmiroi know, "
the young lady said. "On Camiroi, even the dogs speak fifty | anguages. Speak
toit."”

"Il try it," said M. Chosky. "Ah, post, we were to be taken in
hand by a group parallel to our own. Were can we find the Goup for the
Exami nati on of Custons and Codexes?"

"Duty! Duty!" cried the post in a girlish voice that was sonehow
famliar. "Three for a group! Cone, cone, be constituted!"

"I'"ll be one," said a pleasant-|ooking Camiroi, striding over.

"I"l1l be another," said a teen-age sproutling boy of the sane
speci es.

"One nmore, one nore!" cried the post. "Ch, here cones ny relief.

'l be the other one to formthe group. Cone, cone, let's get started. What
do you want to see first, good peopl e?"

"How can a post be a nenber of an anmbul atory group?" Charles Chosky
asked.

"Ch, don't be quaint," said the girl who had been the information
factor and also the voice of the post. She had cone up behind us and j oi ned
us. "Sideki and Nautes, we become a group for cozening Earthlings," she
said. "I amsure you heard the rather hunorous nane they gave it."

"Are you as a group qualified to give us the information we seek?"
asked.

"Every citizen of Camiroi is qualified, in theory, to give sound
i nformati on on every subject,” said the teen-age sproutling.

"But in practice it may not be so," | said, ny legal nmind fastening
onto his phrase.

"The only difficulty is our over-liberal adm ssion to citizenship,"
said M ss Diayggeia, who had been the voice of the post and the Information
Factor. "Any person may beconme a citizen of Canmiroi if he has resided here
for one oodle. Once it was so that only natural |eaders travel ed space, and
they qualified. Now, however, there are subsidized persons of no ability who
cone. They do not always conformto our high standard of reason and
i nformation."

"Thanks," said our Mss Holly Holm "and how |l ong is an oodl e?"

"About fifteen mnutes," said Mss Dia. "The post will register you
now i f you wi sh."

The post registered us, and we becane citizens of Camroi

"Well, come, cone, fellow citizens, what can we do for
you?" asked Sideld, the pleasant-I|ooking Camiroi who was the first nenber of
our host group.

"Qur reports of the laws of Gamirci seemto be a mxture of

travel ers' tales and nonsense," | said. "W want to find how a Camroi |aw
is made and how it works."
"So, nmake one, citizens, and see how it works," said Sideki. "You

are now citizens |like any other citizens, and any three of you can band
toget her and nmake a law. Let us go down to Archives and enact it And you be
t hi nki ng what sort of lawit will be as we go there."

W strode through the contrived and beautiful parklands and groves
whi ch were the roofs of Canfroi Cty. The extent was full of fountains and
waterfalls, and streams with bizarre bridges over them Some were better
than others. Some were better than anything we had ever seen anywhere.

"But | believe that |I nyself could design a pond and weir as good as
this one," said Charles Chosky, our leader. "And |I'd have sone of those
bushes that | ook like Earth sumac in place of that cluster there; and 1'd



break up that pattern of rocks and tilt the layered massif behind it, and
bring inalittle of that blue nmobss --"

"You see your duty quickly, citizen," said Sideki. "You should do
all this before this very day is gone. Make it the way you think best, and
renove the plaque that is there. Then you can dictate your own plaque
to any of the synmboul eutik posts, and it will be nmade and set in. 'My
conposition is better than your conposition,' is the way nost plaques read,
and sometimes a scenery conposer will add sonething hunorous |ike 'and ny
dog can whip your dog.' You can order all necessary materials fromthe sane
post there, and nost citizens prefer to do the work with their own hands.
This system works for gradual inprovenment. There are many Consensus
Mast er pi eces that remmin year after year; and the ordinary work is subject
to constant turnover. There, for instance, is a tree which was not there

this nmorning and which should not be there tonight. |I'msure that one of you
can design a better tree."
"I can," said Mss Holly, "and | will do so today." W descended

fromthe roof parklands in the |ower streets of Camiroi Cty, and went to
Ar chi ves.

"Have you thought of a new |law yet?" Mss Dia asked when we were at
Archives. "W don't expect brilliance fromsuch new citizens, but we ask you
not to be ridiculous."

Qur | eader, Charles Chosky, drew hinmself up to full height and
spoke:

"We pronulgate a law that a pernmanent group be set up on Camroi to
oversee and devise regulations for all random and hasty citizens' groups
with the aimof naking them nore responsible, and that a fullscale review of
such groups be held yearly."

"CGot it?" Mss Dia called to an apparatus there in Archives.

"CGot it," said the device. It ground its entrails and coughed up the
nscri bed on bronze, and set it in a |aw niche.

"The echo is deafening," said our Mss Holly, pretending to listen
"Yes. What is the effect of what we have done?" | asked.

"Ch, the lawis in effect,"” said young Nautes. "It has been wei ghed
and integrated into the corpus of laws. it is already considered in the
instructions that the magistrate comng on duty in a short tine (usually a
citizen will serve as magi strate for one hour a nmonth) nust scan before he
takes his seat. Possibly in this session he will assess somebody guilty of a
nm sdeneanor to think about this problemfor ten mnutes and then to attach
an enabling act to your |aw."

"But what if sone citizens' group passes a silly law?" our Mss
Hol | y asked.

"They do it often. One of them has just done so. But it will be
repeal ed qui ckly enough," said Mss Dia of the Camiroi. "Any citizen who has
his name on three | aws deened silly by general consensus shall |ose his
citizenship for one year. A citizen who so loses his citizenship tw ce shal
be nutilated, and the third time he shall be killed. This isn't an extremne
ruling. By that tinme he would have participated in nine silly laws. Surely
that's enough. ™"

"But, in the nmeantinme, the silly laws remain in effect?" our M.
Chosky asked.

"Not likely," said Sideki. "Alaw is repealed thus: any citizen may
go to Archives and renmpove any |law, |eaving the statenent that he has
abol i shed the law for his own reasons. He is then required to keep the
voided law in his own hone for three days. Sonetinmes the citizen or citizens

| aw,

who first passed the law will go to the house of the abolitionist.
Cccasionally they will fight to the death with ritual swords, but nost often
they will; parley. They may agree to have the | aw abolished. They may agree

to restore the law. O they may together work out a new |law that takes into
account the objections to the old."
"Then every Camiroi law is subject to random chal |l enge?" Chosky



asked.

"Not exactly," said Mss Dia. "A |law which has stood unchal | enged
and unappeal ed for nine years becones privileged. A citizen wishing to
abol i sh such a law by renmoval nust leave in its place not only his
decl arati on of renoval but also three fingers of his right hand as earnest
of his seriousness in the matter. But a magistrate or a citizen going to
reconstitute the law has to contribute only one of his fingers to the
parley."

"This seens to ne to favor the establishnment,” | said.

"W have none," said Sideki. "I knowthat is hard or Earthlings to
under stand. "

"But is there no senate or |legislative body on Canmiroi, or even a
president?" Mss Holly asked.

"Yes, there's a president,"” said Mss Dia, "and he is actually a
dictator or tyrant. He is chosen by lot for a termof one week. Any of you
could be chosen for the termstarting tonmorrow, but the odds are against it.
W do not have a permanent senate, but often there are hasty senates
constituted, and they have full powers."

"Such bodi es having full powers is what we want to study,"” | said.
"When will the next one be constituted and how will it act?"

"So, constitute yourselves one now and see how you act," said young
Nautes. "You sinply say, 'W constitute ourselves a Hasty Senate or Canmiro
with full powers. Register yourselves at the nearest symboul eutic post, and
study your senate introspectively.”

"Could we fire the president-dictator?" Mss Holly asked.

"Certainly," said Sideki, "but a new president would i medi ately be
chosen by lot; and your senate would not carry over to the new term nor
could any of you three partake of a new senate until a full presidential
term had passed. But | wouldn't, if | were you, forma senate to fire the
present president. He is very good with the ritual sword."

"Then citizens do actually fight with themyet?" M. Chosky asked.

"Yes, any private citizen nmay at any tine chall enge any other
private citizen for any reason, or for none. Sonetines, but not often, they
fight to the death, and they may not be interfered with. W call these
deci sions the Court of Last Resort."

Reason says that the |legal systemon Camiroi cannot be as sinple as
this, and yet it seens to be. Starting with the thesis that every citizen of
Camiroi should be able to handl e every assignnent or job on Camiroi, these
peopl e have cut organization to the mni mum These things we consider fluid
or liberal about the I egal systemof Camiroi. Hereafter, whenever | am
tenmpted to think of sone |aw or customof Earth as liberal, | wll pause.
wi Il hear Camiroi |aughing

On the other hand, there are these things which | consider adamant
or conservative about the laws of Camiroi:

No assenbly on Camiroi for purposes of entertainment may exceed
thirty-nine persons. No nore than this nunber may w t ness any spectacle or
drama, or hear a nusical presentation, or watch a sporting event. This is to
prevent the citizens from becom ng nere spectators rather than originators
or partakers. Simlarly, no witing -- other than certain rare official
promul gations -- may be issued in nore than thirty-nine copies in one nonth.
This, it seenms to us, is a conservative ruling to prevent popul ar
ent husi asns.

A father of a famly who twice in five years appeals to specialists
for such things as sinple surgery for nenbers of his household, or |egal or
financial or medical advice, or any such things as he hinmself should be
capabl e of doing, shall lose his citizenship. It seems to us that this
ruling obstructs the Camiroi fromthe full fruits of progress and research
They say, however, that it conpels every citizen to become an expert in
ever yt hi ng.

Any citizen who pl eads incapacity when chosen by ot to head a



mlitary operation or a scientific project or a trade conbine shall |ose his
citizenship and suffer nutilation. But one who assumes such responsibility,

and then fails in the acconplishment of the task, shall suffer the | oss and
the nmutilation only for two such failures.

Both cases seemto us to constitute cruel and unusual punishnent.

Any citizen chosen by ot to provide a basic invention or display a
certain ingenuity when there is corporate need for it, and who fails to
provi de such invention, shall be placed in such a position that he will [|ose
his life unless he displays even greater ingenuity and invention than was
originally called for.

This seens to us to be unspeakably cruel

There is an absolute death penalty for inpiety. But the question of
what constitutes inpiety, we received a startling answer:

"I'f you have to ask what it is, then you are guilty of it. For piety
i s conprehension of the basic norms. Lack of awareness of the special
Camroi context is the greatest inpiety of all. Beware, new citizens! Should
a person nore upright and | ess indul gent than nyself have heard your
guestion, you mght be executed before nightrise."

The Camroi, however, are straight-faced kidders. W do not believe
that we were in any danger of execution, but we had been told bluntly not to
ask questions of a certain sort.

CONCLUSI ON: I nconcl usive. W are not yet able to understand the true
| egal system of Camiroi, but we have begun to acquire the viewpoint from
which it may be studi ed. We recomend continuing study by a permanent
resident teamin this field.

-- Paul Piggott, Political Analyst

From the journey book of Charles Chosky, chief of field group

The basis of Camiroi polity and procedure is that any Camroi
citizen should be capable of filing any job on or pertaining to the planet.
If it is ever the case that even one citizen should prove incapable of this,
they say, then their system has already fail ed.

"OfF course, it fails many tinmes every day," one of their nen
explained to me' "But it does not fail conpletely. It is like a man in
motion. He is falling of f-balance at every step, but he saves hinself, and
so he strides. Qur polity is always in notion. Should it come to rest, it
woul d die."

"Have the Camiroi a religion?" | asked citizen after citizen of
t hem

"I think so," one of themsaid finally. "I believe that we do have
that, and nothing else. The difficulty is in the word. Your Earth English
word may cone fromreligionemor fromrelegionem it may nmean a legality,
or it may nean a revelation. | believe it is a mxture of the two concepts;
with us it is, O course we have a religion. What else is there to have?"

"Coul d you draw a parallel between Caniroi and Earth religion?"
asked him

"No, | couldn't,"” he said bluntly. "I"mnot being rude. | just don't
know how. "

But another intelligent Camiroi gave nme some idea on it.

"The closest | could cone to explaining the difference," he said,

"is by a legend that is told (as our Camroi phrase has it) with the tongue
so far in the cheek that it comes out the vul gar body aperture.”

"What is the | egend?" | asked him

"The legend is that nen (or whatever local creatures) were tested on
all the worlds. On sone of the worlds nmen persevered in grace. These have
become the transcendent worlds, asserting thenselves as stars rather planets
and swal l owi ng their own suns, becomni ng incandescent in their merged persons
living in grace and light. The nore devel oped of them are those cl osed
bodi es which we know only by inference, so powerful and contained that they



let no light or gravity or other em ssion escape them They becone of
t hensel ves cl osed and total universes, of their own space and outside of
what we call space, perfect in their nmerged nentality and spirit.

"Then there are the worlds |like Earth where men did fall from grace.
On these worlds, each person contains an interior abyss and is capable both
of great heights and depths. By our |egend, the persons of these worlds,
after their fall, were condemmed to live for thirty thousand generations in
t he bodies of aninmals and were then pernitted to begin their slow and
frustrating ascent back to renmenbered personhood.

"But the case of Camiroi was otherw se. W do not know whether there
are further worlds of our like case. The prinordial test-people of Caniro
did not fall. And they did not persevere. They hesitated. They coul d not
make up their mnds. They thought the matter over, and then they thought it
over sone nore. Camiroi was therefore doonmed to think matters over forever.

"So we are the equivocal people, capable of curious and conti nui ng
t hought. But we have a hunger both for the depths and the heights which we
have m ssed. To be sure, our Golden Mediocrity, our serene plateau, is
hi gher than the heights of npbst worlds, higher than those of Earth, |
believe. But it has not the exhilaration of height."

"But you do not believe in |l egends,"” | said.

"A legend is the highest scientific statement when it is the only
statenment available," the Canmiroi said. "W are the people who live
according to reason. It makes a good life, but it lacks salt. You people
have a literature of Utopias. You value their ideals highly, and they do
have sone effect on you. Yet you must feel that they have this quality of
the insipid. And according to Earth standards, we are a Utopia. W are a
world of the third case

"W miss a lot. The enjoyment of poverty is generally denied to us.
W have a certain hunger for inconpetence, which is why sonme Earth things
find a wel cone here: bad Earth music, bad Earth painting and scul pture and
drama, for instance. The good we can produce ourselves. The bad we are
i ncapabl e of, and nust inport. Some of us believe that we need it in our
diet."”

"If this is true, your position seens enviable to ne," | said.

"Yours isn't," he said, "and yet you are the nobst conplete. You have
bot h hal ves, and you have your numbers. W know, of course, that the G ver
has never given a |life anywhere until there was real need for it, and that
everything born or created has its individual part to play. But we w sh the
G ver would be nore generous to us in this, and it is in this particularly
that we envy Earth.

"Adifficulty with us is that we do our great deeds at too young an
age and on distant worlds. We are all of us nore or less retired by the age
of twenty-five, and we have all had careers such as you woul d not believe.
W conme home then to live maturely on our mature world. It's perfect, of
course, but of a perfection too small. W have everything -- except the one
thing that matters, for which we cannot even find a nane."

| talked to many of the intelligent Canmiroi on our short stay there.
It was often difficult to tell whether they were tal king seriously or
whet her they were nocking me. We do not as yet understand the Camiroi at
all. Further study is recomended.

-- Charl es Chosky
Chief of Field Goup

From the epheneris of Holly Holm anthropol ogi st and
schedonaht hr opol ogi st :

The word Camiroi is plural in form is used for the people in both
the single and plural and for the planet itself.

The civilization of Camiroi is nore mechanical and nore scientific
than that of Earth, but it is nore disguised. Their ideal machine shall have
no moving parts at all, shall be noiseless and shall not | ook Iike a



machi ne. For this reason, there is sonething pastoral about even the nost
thickly popul ated districts of Camroi City.

The Camiroi are fortunate in the natural furnishings of their
pl anet. The scenery of Camiroi conforns to the dictate that all repetition
is tedious, for there is only one of each thing on that world. There is one
maj or continent and one nminor continent of quite different character; one
fine cluster of islands of which the individual isles are of very different
style; one great continental river with its seven branches flow ng out of
seven sorts of | and; one conplex of vol canoes; one great range of nountains;
one titanic waterfall with her three so different daughters nearby; one
i nl and sea, one gulf, one beach which is a three hundred and fifty nile
crescent passing through seven phases named for the colors of iris; one
great rain forest, one pal mgrove, one leaf-fall grove, one of evergreens
and one of eodendrons; one grain bow, one fruit bow, one panpas; one
par kl and; one desert, one great oasis; and Canmiroi City is the one great
city. And all these places are unexcelled if their kind.

There are no ordinary places on Caniroi!

Travel being rapid, a conparatively poor young couple may go from
anywhere on the planet to Green Beach, for instance, to take their evening
meal, in less time than the consunption of the neal will take them and for
| ess noney than that reasonable neal will cost. This easy and frequent
travel makes the whole world one community.

The Camiroi believe in the necessity of the frontier. They contro
many prinmitive worlds, and | gather hints that they are sonetines cruel in
t heir managenent. The tyrants and proconsuls of these worlds are young,
usually still in their teens. The young people are to have their careers and
make their mstakes while in the foreign service. Wen they return to
Camroi they are supposed to be settled and of tested intelligence. The
earning scale of the Camiroi is curious. A job of nechanical drudgery pays
hi gher than one of intellectual Interest and involvenent. This often neans
that the least intelligent and | east able of the Camiroi will have nore
weal th than those of nmore ability. "This is fair," the Canmiroi tell us.
"Those not able to receive the higher reconpense are certainly entitled to
the lower." They regard the Earth system as grossly inequal, that a nman
shoul d have both a superior job and superior pay, and that another man
shoul d have the inferior of both.

Though official offices and jobs are usually filled by lot, yet
persons can apply for themfor their own reasons. In special conditions
there m ght even be conpetition for an assignment, such as directorship of
trade posts where persons (for private reasons) mght wi sh to acquire great
fortunes rapidly. W w tnessed confrontations between candi dates in severa
of these canpaigns, and they were curious.

"My opponent is a three and seven," said one candidate, and then he
sat down.

"My opponent is a five and nine," said the other candidate. The
smal | crowd cl apped, and that was the confrontati on or debate.

W attended anot her such rally.

"My opponent is an eight and ten," one candidate said briskly.

"My opponent is a two and six," said the other, and they went off
t oget her.

We did not understand this, and we attended a third confrontation
There seened to be a little wave of excitenment about to break here.

"My opponent is an old number four," said one candidate with a voice
charged with enotion, and there was a gasp fromthe small crowd.

"I will not answer the charge," said the other candi date shaking
with anger. "The blowis too foul, and we had been friends."

W found the key then. The Camiroi are experts at defamation, but
t hey have devel oped a shorthand systemto save tine. They have their
decal ogue of slander, and the nunmbers refer to this. In its accepted version
it runs as follows:



My opponent (1) is personally noronic. (2) is sexually inconpetent.
(3) flubs third points in Chuki gane. (4) eats Mi seeds before the tine of
t he sumrer solstice. (5) is physically pathetic. (7) is financially stupid.
(8) is ethically weird. (9) is intellectually contenptible. (10) is norally
di shonest.

Try it yourself, on your friends or your enem es! Wrks wonderfully.
W recomrend the listing and use to Earth politicians, except for nunbers
three and four which seemto have no nmeaning in Earth context.

The Cam roi have a corpus of proverbs. W cane on themin Archives,
along with an attached nachine with a hundred levers on it. W depressed the
| ever marked Earth English, and had a sanpling of these proverbs put into
Earth context.

A man will not becone rich by raising goats, the nachine issued.
Yes, that could al nost pass for an Earth proverb. It alnbst seens to nean
sormet hi ng.

Even buzzards sonetinmes gag. That has an Earth 30und al so.
It's that or pluck chickens.

"l don't believe | understand that one," | said.

"You think it's easy to put these in Earth context, try it

sometine," the translation machine issued. "The proverb applies to
di stasteful but necessary tasks."

"Ah, well, let's try sone nore," said Paul Piggott. "That one."

A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, the machine issued
abruptly.

"But that is an Earth proverb word for word," | said.

"You wait until | finishit, lady," the translation machi ne grow ed.

"To this proverb in its classical formis always appended a cartoon show ng
a bird fluttering away and a man angrily wi ping his hand with sone
di sposabl e material while he says, "A bird in the hand is not worth two in
t he bush."

"Are we being had by a nmachi ne?" our Charles Chosky asked softly.

"G ve us that proverb there," | pointed one out to the machine

There' |l be many a dry eye here when you | eave, the nachine issued.

Ve [eft.

"I may be in serious trouble," | said to a Camroi |ady of ny
acquai ntance, "Well, aren't you going to ask ne what it is?"

"No, | don't particularly care," she said. "But tell ne if you fee
an absolute conpulsion to it."

"I never heard of such a thing," | said. "I have been chosen by | ot
to head a mlitary expedition for the relief of a trapped force on a world |
never heard of. | am supposed to raise and supply this force (out of ny
private funds, it says here) and have it in flight within eight oodles.
That's only two hours. What will | do?"

"Do it, of course, Mss Holly," the lady said. "You are a citizen of
Camroi now, and you should be proud to take charge of such an operation."

"But | don't know how What will happen if | just tell themthat I
don't know how?"

"Ch, you'll lose your citizenship and suffer nutilation. That's the
I aw, you know. "

"How wi || they mutilate ne?"

"Probably cut off your nose. | wouldn't worry about it. It doesn't

do much for you anyhow. "

"But we have to go back to Earth! W are going to go tonorrow, but
now we want to go today. | do anyhow. "

"Barth kid, if |I were you, 1'd get out to Sky-Port awful fast."

By a coincidence (I hope it was no nore than that) our politica
anal yst, Paul Piggott, had been chosen by lot to make a survey (personally,
mnutely and interiorly, the directive said) of the sewer systemof Caniro
City. And our |eader, Charles Chosky, had been selected by lot to put down a
rebellion of Goll's Trolls on one of the worlds, and to | eave his right



hand and his right eye as surety for the acconplishnent of the m ssion

W were rather nervous as we waited for Earth Flight at Sky-Port,
particularly so when a group of Cam roi acquai ntances approached us. But
they did not stop us. They said goodbye to us wi thout too much enthusiasm

"Qur visit has been all too short,"” | said hopefully.

"Ch, | wouldn't say that," one of themrejoined. "There is a Canmiro
proverb --"

"We've heard it," said our |eader, Charles Chosky. "W also are
dry-eyed about |eaving."

FI NAL RECOMMVENDATI ON: That anot her and broader field group be sent
to study the Camroi in greater detail. That a special study m ght
fruitfully be nade of the hunor of the Camiroi. That no members of the first
field group should serve on the second field group

-- Holly Holm

G NNY WRAPPED | N THE SUN

"I"'mgoing to read ny paper tonight, Dismas" Dr. M nden said, "and
they' Il hoot me out of the hall. The thought of it al nost makes the hair
wal k of f ny head."

"Ch wel 1, serves you right, Mnden. Fromthe hints you' ve given ne
of it, you can't expect easy acceptance for the paper; but the gentlenen
aren't so bad."

"Not bad? Hauser honks |ike a gander! That clattering |augh of
Col dbeat er! Snodden sniggers so loud that it echoes! Cooper's boomis |ike
barrels rolling downstairs, and your owmn -- it'll shrivel ne, D smas.
| magi ne the wei rdest cacophony ever -- Ch no! | wasn't thinking of one so
weird as that!"

Musi cal scream ng! dorious gibbering with an under-tone that could
shatter rocks! Hooting of a resonance plainly too deep for so snmall an
i nstrument! Yow i ng, hoodoo | aughi ng, broken roaring, rhinoceros runting!
And the child cane tunbling out of the tall rocks of Dool en's Muntain,
| eapi ng down the flanks of the hill as though she was a waterfall. And both
t he nen | aughed

"Your G nny is the weirdest cacophony | can inmagine, Dismas," Dr.

M nden said. "It scares ne, and | love it. Your daughter is the nost
remar kabl e creature in the world.

"Talk to us, Gnny! I wish |l could fix it that you would be four
years old forever."

"Ch, I've fixed it nyself, Dr. Mnden," G nny sang as she cane to
themw th a novenent that had something of the breathless grace of a gazelle
and sorething of the scuttering of a little wild pig. "I use a trick like
t he hoodoo worman di d. She ate water-puppy eggs. She never got any ol der, you
know. "

"\What happened to her, G n?" Dr. Mnden asked G nny Di smas.

"Ch, after a while she got gray-headed and winkled. And after
anot her while her teeth and hair fell out, and then she died. But she never
did get any ol der. She had everybody fooled. | got everybody fooled too."

"I know that you have, G nny, in very many ways. \Well, have you
eat en wat er - puppy eggs to get no ol der?"

"No. | can't find out where they lay them Dr. Mnden. |'ve got ny
ow trick that's even better."

"Do you know, G nny, that when you really cut |oose you are the
| oudest little girl in the world?"

"I knowit. I won it yesterday. Susanna Shonk said that she was the
| oudest. We hollered for an hour. Susanna's home with a sore throat today,
but there isn't anything the matter with me. Hey, has that house ever been
t here before?"

"That house? But it's our own house, G nny," her father, Dr. Disnas,



said softly. "You've lived init all your life. You're in and out of it a
t housand tinmes a day."

"I never saw it before,” Gnny said. "l better go see what it | ooks
like on the inside." And G nny hurtled into the house that she was in and
out of a thousand times a day.

"Il tell you a secret, Dismas," Dr. Mnden said. "Your snal
daughter G nny is not really beautiful.’

"Everybody thinks that she is, M nden."

"I know. They all believe her the nost beautiful child in the world.
So did | till a nmonment ago. So will | again in mnute when | see her cone
out of the house. But her contenporary, my small son Krios, told me howto
| ook at her; and | do so. For an instant, out of her incessant novenent, |
forced myself to see her as stopped cold, at rest. She is grotesque, D snas.
If ever she pauses, she is grotesque."

"No, she is like ultimate matter. Existence and notion are the sane
thing for her, and there cannot be the one without the other. But |'ve never
seen her stopped, even in sleep. She's the liveliest sleeper anyone ever
wat ched -- a | aughi ng and singing sleeper. Her nother calls her our
beauti ful goblin."

"Exactly, she's a goblin, a nonkey, a kobald. She's even grown a
little pot |ike one of them D smas, she has a nonkey face and bandy | egs
and a goblin's own pot."

"No, she hasn't! There she goes! Qut of the house and up into the

rocks again, and she's so beautiful that it shakes nme. Four years old -- and
she can still look at the world and say, 'Funny | never saw you before!’
Yes, |'ve got a multidi nensional daughter, M nden. Al so a nei ghbor who is

ei ther deep or nurky. You keep feeding ne snatches of that paper of yours so
| suppose that you want to excite nmy curiosity about it. And the title --
The Contingent Miutation. What is? W is?"

"We are, Dismas. W are contingent, conditional, tenporary,
makeshi ft and i nprobable in our species. Mne is a paper badly conceived and
badly put together, and | shiver at the reception that it will get. But it
i s about man, who is also badly conceived and bad]y put together. The
proposition of ny paper is that man is descended, recently and by incredible
mut ati on, fromthe nost inpossible of ancestors, Xauenanthropus or Xauen
Man. The answer of that descent scares ne."

"M nden, are you out of your nmind? Wiere is the descent? Were is
the nmutation? The Xauens were already nen. No descent and no mutation was
required. The finds are all fifteen years old. One | ook at Xauen, and
everybody saw instantly that the Neanderthals and Gi mal di and Cro- Magnon

were all close cousins of the sane species -- ourselves. They were the
tenpl ate, the nmaster key. They unriddled every riddle. W saw why the chin
or lack of chin was only a racial characteristic. W saw it all. There is

not hing to distinguish the Xauens from oursel ves except that their adults
were badly nade gangl ers, and probably unheal thy. The Xauens are nodern nen.
They are ourselves. There is nothing revolutionary about stuttering out
fifteen-year-old certainties, Mnden. |I thought your paper was to be a giant
stride. But it is only stepping off a two-inch curb.”

"Yes, an abysmal step off a two-inch curb, D smas, backward and
around the world, and standing on one's head and turning into a howing
nmonkey in the process. It isn't a sinple step. If I amcorrect, Dismas, then
our descent fromthe Xauens was by an incredi ble, sudden and single
nmut ati on; one that has been mi eunderstood both as to effect and direction.”

"I"ve never been quite satisfied with the Xauens nyself. There is
somet hi ng m sshapen about the whol e business. O course we know the Xauens
only by the skeletons of ninety-six children, three adol escents, and two
adults. We are bound to find nore.”

"I'f we do, we will find themin the same proportion. Ch, we wll not
recogni ze themat all. But does it not seeman odd proportion to you? How
cone there were so many ki ds? And how come -- think about this a long, |ong



time, will you? -- that eighty-six of those kids were of the sone size and
apparently of the sane age? The Xauen skel etons cane out of nine digs, close
toget her both in location and age. And of the total of one hundred and one
skel etons, eighty-six of themare of four-year-old kids, Sure the Xauens are
nodern man! Sure they are ourselves chin to chin. But eighty-six
four-year-old kids out of a hundred and one people is not a nodern
proportion.”

"You ex~ain it then, Mnden. | suppose that your paper attenpts to.

Oh, scatter-boned ancestors! Here cone the religious nuts!”

Drs. Dismas and M nden had been sitting in the open parkland in
canpesino chairs, in their own fine nei ghborhood between Dool en's Muntain
and the | ower brushland. Dr. Dismas drew a hog-nosed pistol fromunder his
armat the sight of the nuts who had shuffled up that way several tinmes
bef ore.

"Be off!" Dismas barked as the nuts crowded and shuffled up cl oser
fromthe | ower brushland. "There's nothing around here you want. You've been
here a dozen times with your silly questions.

"No, only three tines," the nut |eader said. He was cl ean-shaven and

short-haired in the old manner still affected by fanatics, and he had foo
witten in every line of him "It's a sinple thing we seek," the | eader
sniffled. "We only want to find the woman and kill her. | believe that you

could help us find the woman."

"There is no wonan here except ny wife!" Dr. Dismas said angrily.
"You have said yourselves that she isn't the wonan. Be gone now, and don't
cone back here again."

"But everything that we know tells us that the woman is sonewhere
near this place," the nut |eader insisted. "She is the woman who wi || bear
the weird seed.”

"Ch, well, there are sone who say that ny daughter Gnny is a weird
seed. Be off now "

"We know G nny. She conmes down sonetines to mock us. G nny is not
the seed, but there is sonething of it about her. Gnny is born and al ready
four years old. The seed that we are seeking to kill is still in the wonb.
Are you sure that your wife --"

"Damit, do you want a public pregnancy test? No, ny wife is not!"

Dr. Dismas shot a couple of tinmes around the feet of the nut |eader
and the whol e gaggle of the nuts shuffled off again. "It is only alittle

thing we seek, to find and kill the woman," they snuffled as they went.
"They may be right, Disnmas,”" Dr. Mnden said. "I've been expecting
the weird seed nmyself. | believe that it may al ready have appeared severa

times, and such nuts have killed it several tines. The contingent nutation
can come unhinged at any time. It always could. And when it does, the hunman
worl d can well pass away. But this time they won't be able to find the wonman
to kill her."

"This is fishier than Edward's |Icht hyol ogy, as we used to say in
school. | begin to understand why you' re afraid of the reception that your
paper might get. And you, as well as I, seemto have developed a little
weird seed lately."

"Yes, nmy young and my ol der son are both acting nost peculiar
lately, particularly in their relation to the Dismas famly. My son Dall has
been jilted by your daughter Agar, or is it the other way around? O have
they both been jilted by your small daughter G nny? As far as | can arrive
at it, Gnny told themthat that sort of stuff is out, no | onger necessary,
not even wanted on their parts. She is obsoleting them she says.

"And my four-year-old son Krios is about out of his mnd over your
G nny. He is so advanced in some ways and so retarded in others. It seens as
t hough he grew unevenly and then stopped growing. | worry about him"

"Yes. G nny has acquired several nore snall boyfriends now She says
that you break the fort with a big ram and you break the ram at the sane
time and throw it away. And then you find better tools to take it over. |



don't know what she's tal king about. But Krios is jealous as only a
passi onate four-year-old can be."
"Krios says that G nny is bad and she nmade hi m bad. He says that he

doesn't know the words for the way they were bad, but that he will go to
Hel | for it."
"I had no idea that children were still taught about Hell."

"They aren't. But they have either intuitive know edge of the place,
or a continuing childhood folk | egend of it. Ch, here comes bad G nny and
her nmother, and they both have that stubborn | ook on them You have two
strong wonen in your house, at least. | w sh that Agar were; for ny son Dal
isn't, and one of them should be."

G nny and her nother Sally cane hand in hand with the air of
somet hi ng needing to be settled.

"I want to be fair about this, Father," Gnny called solidly. "Wat
| like about me is that | am always so fair."

"That's also what | |ike about you, Gnny," said Dr. Dismas, "and
what is the argunent?"

"All | asked of Mother is that she nmake ne three thousand seven
hundred and ei ghty peanut butter sandw ches. Isn't that a fair request?"

"I"'mnot sure that it is, Gnny," Dr. Dismas said. "It would take

you a long time to eat that many."
"OfF course it will, twelve hundred and sixty days. But that makes
only three a day for the time | have to stay hidden in ny nest up in the
rocks. | figured that out by nyself w thout paper. A lot of kids that have
been to school already can't figure as well as | can."
"I know. A precocious daughter is a m xed bl essing,"'

her father
sai d.
"Ch, Gnny, you're going to get a paddling," her nother said. "I
made you three of them and you said that you weren't even hungry for them
"Father, who is this wonan who tal ks to me so brusquel y?" G nny
demanded.
"She is your mother, G nny. You have been with her every day of your
life and before. You have just conme out of the house with her, and you stil
stand hand in hand with her."

"Funny | never saw her before,” Gnny said. "I don't believe that
this woman is ny nother at all. Wll, | will get ny servants to nmake the
sandwi ches for nme. Serpents kill you, woman! -- Ch, no, no, nobody touches

me like that!"

Musi cal scream ng! Wailing of a resonance too deep for so snall an
instrument, as G nny was dragged off by her nother to get paddled. How ing
to high Heaven, and the plainting of wild hogs and damed gobl i ns!

"She is in good voice," Dr. Mnden said. "Wen she speaks of her

servants, she neans your daughter Agar and ny son Dall. It scares me, for

al nrost know what she nmeans. It is eerie that two conpati bl e young peopl e say
they will not marry because a four-year-old child forbids themto do it. It
scares me still nore when | begin to understand the nechanismat work."

"What is the mechanism M nden?"

"The mutational inhibitions. It's quite a tangled affair. Do you
renmenber the Scream ng Monkeys of boondocks Rhodesia twenty years ago?"

"Vaguely. Bothersone little destructive nonkeys that had to he
hunted down and killed -- hunted down by a sort of religious crusade, as |
remenmber it. Yes, a nmutation | suppose. A sudden w | dness appearing in a
species. Wat is the connection?"

"Dismas, they were the first, the initial probe that failed. O hers
are on the way, and one of themw |l no fail. The story is that the
religious crusaders said that no human child could be born while the how ing
nmonkeys flourished, for the nonkeys thensel ves were human children. Well,
they were. Well, no they weren't children. And they weren't human. But, in a
way, they had been both. O at |east --"

"M nden, do you know what you do nean?"



"I hardly do, Dismas. Here cone the 'servants.'"

Dall M nden and Agar Dismas drove up in a little roustabout car and
st opped.

"What is this nonsense | hear that you two are not going to get
married?" Dr. Disnmas demanded.

"Not unless G nny changes her mnd, Father," Agar said. "Ch, don't
ask us to explain it. W don't understand it either."

"You are a pair of dammed usel ess drones," D smas grow ed.

"Don't say that, Dismas,"” Dr. M nden gasped. "Everything begins to
scare ne now. 'Drones' has a technical neaning in this case.”

"G nny has just suffered an ignom ny past bearing," Agar grinned
She was a nice pleasant girl. "Now she's sulking in her cave up in Doolen's
Mountai n and has sent word for us to cone at once."

"How has she sent word?" Dr. Dismas demanded. "You two have j ust
driven up."

"Ch, don't ask us to explain, Father. She sends us word when she
wants us. W don't understand it either. Well go up on foot."

"Where is all this going to end?" Dr. Dismas asked when the two
grinni ng young drones had left them and were anbling up the nountain.

"I don't know, Dismas," Mnden told him "But | believe it may as
well begin with a verse

Sal amanders do it,
Tadpol es and newts do it.
Why can't me and you do it?

"It's a verse that the four-year-olds have been chanting, and you
may not be tuned in on them And the peculiar thing is that the sal amanders
and newts and tadpoles are doing it now, nore than ever before. It's
wor | dwi de. See Higgleton's recent paper if you don't take nmy word for it."

"Ch, great blithering biologists! Wat are the squigglers doing nore
t han ever before?"

"Engagi ng in neotic reproduction, of course. In many pocket areas,

t adpol es have been reproduci ng as tadpol es for several years now, and the
adult frog species is disappearing. There have al ways been cases of it, of
course, but nowit is beconming a pattern. The sanme is true of the newts and
sal amanders. And renenber that all three are |ike man, contingent nutations.
But how do the four-year-old children know about it when it is still one of
t he best-kept secrets of the biologists?. .. Here comes ny wife. Is it nore
famly trouble, d arinda?"

"Ch, Krios has |ocked hinself in the bathroom and he won't conme out
or answer. He's been acting abom nable all norning. Have you that energency
key you made?"

"Here. Now get the boy out, whip himgently but painfully. then
explain to himthat we |ove himvery nmuch and that his troubles are our
troubles. Then get dinner. This famly here never eats, unless it is peanut
butter sandw ches, and has not thought to ask me to dine with them Get back
next door and with it, darinda. and stop bubbling."

"There is sonething really bothering Krios," C arinda M nden bubbl ed
yet, but she got herself back next door

"Where shall we take it up, Disnmas?" Doctor M nden asked. "Wth the
howl i ng nonkeys of boondocks Rhodesi a who nay once have been human chil dren?
But nobody believes that. Wth the neotic sal ananders and newts and
pol | ywogs? Wth the Xauens who were either our grandparents or our
grandchil dren? Or with ourselves?"

"Roost on the Xauens a while,’
finish your screed on them™

"Hurmans descend fromthe Xauens. Austral opithecus, no. Sinanthropus,
no. They were creatures of another |ine. But Neanderthal, Cro-Magnon
Gimal di and ourselves are all of one species, and we descend fromthe

Dr. Dismas said. "You didn't quite



Xauens. It is not true, however, that we have only one hundred and one
skel etons of the Xauens. W have nore than twenty thousand of them but nost
of them are call ed Ouezzane nonkeys."

"M nden, you're crazy."

"I amtal king about the three-foot-tall, big-headed runni ng nonkeys
who were mature and full grown at four years of age and very old at
fourteen. They threw a few sports, steers and freemartins, who passed the
puberty age without effect and continued to grow. They were gangling drones,
servants of the active species, and of course sterile. They were the one in
one hundred occurrence and of no inportance. And one day they bred, set up a

nmut ati onal inhibition against the nornmal; and mankind -- the privil eged
nmutation -- was born

"The Onezzane nonkeys, of whom the Xauens were the transitiona
state, were the same as the how i ng nonkeys of boondocks Rhodesia -- going

in the other direction. They had no speech, they had no fire, and they made
no tools. Then one norning they were the Xauens, and the next norning they
wer e humans. They passed all the highly devel oped apes in an instant. They
were the privileged mutation, which is not, | believe, permanent.

"Di smas, the one hundred and one recogni zed Xauen skel etons that we
possess are not of ninety-six children (eighty-six of them apparent
four-year-olds), three adol escents and two adults. They are of ten infants
and children, eighty-six adults, two nutants and three filial-twos.

"Let's take it fromthe flank. A few years ago, a biol ogi st anused
hi nsel f by making a table of heartbeat life lengths. Al the nammal s but
one, he found, live about the same nunber of heartbeats, the |onger-living
speci es having correspondi ngly sl ower heartbeats. But one species, man,
lives four or five tines as long as he should by this criterion. | forget
whet her the biologist inplied that this nakes nman a conti ngent species
l[iving on borrowed tine. | do inply it. In any case, since the biologist was
al so involved in science fiction, his inplications were not taken seriously.

"Fromthe other flank. Even before Freud there were studi es nmade of
fal se puberty, the sudden hot interest and activity that appears about age
four and then goes away for another ten years. It's been nmany tinmes guessed
that back in our ancestry our true puberty was at such an early age."

"M nden, no species can change noticeably in less than fifty
t housand years."

"Dismas, it can change in between three and nine nonths, dependi ng
on the direction travel ed. Here they cone back! Well, drones, did you settle
G nny down? \Where are you goi hg now?"

Agar Dismas and Dall M nden had sauntered down from Dool en's
Mount ai n.

"We're going to get four hundred and seventy-three | oaves of bread
and four hundred and seventy-three jars of peanut butter," Agar said rather
nervously.

"Yes, G nny says to use Crispy-Crusty bread,"” Dall M nden detail ed.
"She says it has sixteen slices to a | oaf, so we can make ei ght sandw ches
to a loaf and to a jar. There will be four sandw ches |eft over, and G nny
says we can have them for our work. She's going to stay in her cave for
twel ve hundred and sixty days. She says it will take that |long to get her
t hi ng goi ng good so nobody can bust it up. | think she's a numerol ogi st at
heart. This is going to take nore than four hundred dol lars. That's nore
than Agar and nyself have saved up together. G nny says to do it, though
even if we have to steal the nobney for it. And she says to be quick about
it."

"Here come the religious nuts again," Doctor Dismas said. "I may
have to kill one of the fools if they keep com ng back."
"They won't come here this time," Agar said. "They'll prow Doolen's

Mountain fromnow on. They know it'll be there. But | don't think they'l
kill G nny. They don't understand what she is. They didn't understand the
first time either; they didn't guess that it could possibly be one of the



big ones. W are all hoping that they will kill ne and be satisfied and
think that they have done it. They will find nme there where they think the

worman should be, and that may fool them Well, tootle! We have to hurry with
everything or Gnny will be angry."

"No species can count itself secure that has not endured for ten
mllion years," said Dr. Mnden. "W still hear that old saying that
evolution is irreversible. Hogwatsh! | have nyself studied seven species of

hogs washed away before one endured. The human race is so new that it has no
stability. The majority of species do not survive, and we have lived only
one tenth of the span that would tilt the odds for survival in our favor.
Even the species that finally survive will comonly revert several tinmes
before acquiring stability. W could revert at any tine."

"Revert to what?"

"To what we were, to what we still are basically, little
t hree-f oot - hi gh, bi g- headed, how i ng nonkeys, without tools, and with only a
fifth of our present life span.”

"Reversions are like cosmc disasters, Mnden. They take a few
t housand years to happen, and by that time we'll be gone."

"No, this can happen instantly, Dismas, by a single neotic
conception. And then it becones the norm by the nmechanics of nutationa
i nhibition. The reversion will inhibit the old normal. W have al ready seen
that inhibition at work."

The very stones crying out |ike demented rooks! Bushes barking Iike
coyotes! Geen-colored yow ing, and |l aughter that sang |like a band-saw. And
G nny was in the mddle of them again.

She was the how i ngest kid ever pupped.

"I don't think that I will talk any nore after today, Father," she
said solemmly after she had cut off her other noises. "I think I'"ll just
forget how 1'll just holler and hoot and cary on. That's more fun anyhow.

"Why aren't ny servants back with ny provisions? They've had al npst
time to get back if they did everything at breakncck speed and had good
[ uck. They m ght have had to go to nore than one place to get that nuch
bread and peanut butter, though. | doubt if I'Il eat it. | just want to have
it if 1 need it, and | wanted to teach them obedience. |'Il probably start
to eat meadow mice and ground squirrels tonorrow.

"Here comes Ms. Mnden crying over that Krios. Wat's the good of
t hat ?"

There was a keening. O arinda was running and crying, and Sally
Di smas had rushed out of the house and net her.

"C arinda, what in the world has happened?" Dr. M nden cried
rushing to his tearful wfe.

"Qur baby Krios has killed hinself."

"I told himto," said Gnny. "lI'd gotten everything | wanted from
him 1'lIl find better ones for the other times."

"G nny!" Her nother was horrified. "1'Il whip --"

"Don"t punish the child, Sally," darinda Mnden said. "She's beyond
good and evil. \Watever was between her and ny baby Krios, it's better that

I never know. "

"Did | say something wong?' G nny asked. "The last thing | ever
say, and it should be wong? Dr. M nden, you know about things like that.
What are you creatures, anyhow?"

"People, Gnny," Dr. Mnden said mserably.

"Funny | never saw any of you before. | sure don't intend to get
i nvol ved with people."

Raucous row i ng! Hound-dog hooting! Hi ssing of badgers, and the
clattering giggle of geese! Shag-tooth shouting and the roaring of baby
bul | s!

And a scream ng nonkey | eaped and tunbled up the rocks like crazy
wat er .






