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			A Martian Odyssey

			Jarvis stretched him­self as lux­u­ri­ous­ly as he could in the cramped gen­er­al quar­ters of the Ares.

			“Air you can breathe!” he ex­ult­ed. “It feels as thick as soup af­ter the thin stuff out there!” He nod­ded at the Mar­tian land­scape stretch­ing flat and des­o­late in the light of the near­er moon, be­yond the glass of the port.

			The oth­er three stared at him sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly—Putz, the en­gi­neer, Leroy, the bi­ol­o­gist, and Har­ri­son, the as­tronomer and cap­tain of the ex­pe­di­tion. Dick Jarvis was chemist of the fa­mous crew, the Ares ex­pe­di­tion, first hu­man be­ings to set foot on the mys­te­ri­ous neigh­bor of the earth, the plan­et Mars. This, of course, was in the old days, less than twen­ty years af­ter the mad Amer­i­can Do­he­ny per­fect­ed the atom­ic blast at the cost of his life, and on­ly a decade af­ter the equal­ly mad Car­doza rode on it to the moon. They were true pi­o­neers, these four of the Ares. Ex­cept for a half-dozen moon ex­pe­di­tions and the ill-fat­ed de Lancey flight aimed at the se­duc­tive orb of Venus, they were the first men to feel oth­er grav­i­ty than earth’s, and cer­tain­ly the first suc­cess­ful crew to leave the earth-moon sys­tem. And they de­served that suc­cess when one con­sid­ers the dif­fi­cul­ties and dis­com­forts—the months spent in ac­clima­ti­za­tion cham­bers back on earth, learn­ing to breathe the air as ten­u­ous as that of Mars, the chal­leng­ing of the void in the tiny rock­et driv­en by the cranky re­ac­tion mo­tors of the twen­ty-first cen­tu­ry, and most­ly the fac­ing of an ab­so­lute­ly un­known world.

			Jarvis stretched and fin­gered the raw and peel­ing tip of his frost­bit­ten nose. He sighed again con­tent­ed­ly.

			“Well,” ex­plod­ed Har­ri­son abrupt­ly, “are we go­ing to hear what hap­pened? You set out all ship­shape in an aux­il­iary rock­et, we don’t get a peep for ten days, and fi­nal­ly Putz here picks you out of a lu­natic ant-heap with a freak os­trich as your pal! Spill it, man!”

			“Speel?” queried Leroy per­plexed­ly. “Speel what?”

			“He means ‘spiel,’ ” ex­plained Putz sober­ly. “It iss to tell.”

			Jarvis met Har­ri­son’s amused glance with­out the shad­ow of a smile. “That’s right, Karl,” he said in grave agree­ment with Putz. “Ich spiel es!” He grunt­ed com­fort­ably and be­gan.

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­ders,” he said, “I watched Karl here take off to­ward the North, and then I got in­to my fly­ing sweat­box and head­ed South. You’ll re­mem­ber, Cap—we had or­ders not to land, but just scout about for points of in­ter­est. I set the two cam­eras click­ing and buzzed along, rid­ing pret­ty high—about two thou­sand feet—for a cou­ple of rea­sons. First, it gave the cam­eras a greater field, and sec­ond, the un­der-jets trav­el so far in this half-vac­u­um they call air here that they stir up dust if you move low.”

			“We know all that from Putz,” grunt­ed Har­ri­son. “I wish you’d saved the films, though. They’d have paid the cost of this jun­ket; re­mem­ber how the pub­lic mobbed the first moon pic­tures?”

			“The films are safe,” re­tort­ed Jarvis. “Well,” he re­sumed, “as I said, I buzzed along at a pret­ty good clip; just as we fig­ured, the wings haven’t much lift in this air at less than a hun­dred miles per hour, and even then I had to use the un­der-jets.

			“So, with the speed and the al­ti­tude and the blur­ring caused by the un­der-jets, the see­ing wasn’t any too good. I could see enough, though, to dis­tin­guish that what I sailed over was just more of this grey plain that we’d been ex­am­in­ing the whole week since our land­ing—same blob­by growths and the same eter­nal car­pet of crawl­ing lit­tle plant-an­i­mals, or biopods, as Leroy calls them. So I sailed along, call­ing back my po­si­tion ev­ery hour as in­struct­ed, and not know­ing whether you heard me.”

			“I did!” snapped Har­ri­son.

			“A hun­dred and fifty miles south,” con­tin­ued Jarvis im­per­turbably, “the sur­face changed to a sort of low plateau, noth­ing but desert and or­ange-tint­ed sand. I fig­ured that we were right in our guess, then, and this grey plain we dropped on was re­al­ly the Mare Cim­meri­um which would make my or­ange desert the re­gion called Xan­thus. If I were right, I ought to hit an­oth­er grey plain, the Mare Chro­ni­um in an­oth­er cou­ple of hun­dred miles, and then an­oth­er or­ange desert, Thyle I or II. And so I did.”

			“Putz ver­i­fied our po­si­tion a week and a half ago!” grum­bled the cap­tain. “Let’s get to the point.”

			“Com­ing!” re­marked Jarvis. “Twen­ty miles in­to Thyle—be­lieve it or not—I crossed a canal!”

			“Putz pho­tographed a hun­dred! Let’s hear some­thing new!”

			“And did he al­so see a city?”

			“Twen­ty of ’em, if you call those heaps of mud cities!”

			“Well,” ob­served Jarvis, “from here on I’ll be telling a few things Putz didn’t see!” He rubbed his tin­gling nose, and con­tin­ued. “I knew that I had six­teen hours of day­light at this sea­son, so eight hours—eight hun­dred miles—from here, I de­cid­ed to turn back. I was still over Thyle, whether I or II I’m not sure, not more than twen­ty-five miles in­to it. And right there, Putz’s pet mo­tor quit!”

			“Quit? How?” Putz was so­lic­i­tous.

			“The atom­ic blast got weak. I start­ed los­ing al­ti­tude right away, and sud­den­ly there I was with a thump right in the mid­dle of Thyle! Smashed my nose on the win­dow, too!” He rubbed the in­jured mem­ber rue­ful­ly.

			“Did you maybe try vash­ing der com­bus­tion cham­ber mit acid sul­phuric?” in­quired Putz. “Some­times der lead giffs a sec­ondary ra­di­a­tion—”

			“Naw!” said Jarvis dis­gust­ed­ly. “I wouldn’t try that, of course—not more than ten times! Be­sides, the bump flat­tened the land­ing gear and bust­ed off the un­der-jets. Sup­pose I got the thing work­ing—what then? Ten miles with the blast com­ing right out of the bot­tom and I’d have melt­ed the floor from un­der me!” He rubbed his nose again. “Lucky for me a pound on­ly weighs sev­en ounces here, or I’d have been mashed flat!”

			“I could have fixed!” ejac­u­lat­ed the en­gi­neer. “I bet it vas not se­ri­ous.”

			“Prob­a­bly not,” agreed Jarvis sar­cas­ti­cal­ly. “On­ly it wouldn’t fly. Noth­ing se­ri­ous, but I had my choice of wait­ing to be picked up or try­ing to walk back—eight hun­dred miles, and per­haps twen­ty days be­fore we had to leave! Forty miles a day! Well,” he con­clud­ed, “I chose to walk. Just as much chance of be­ing picked up, and it kept me busy.”

			“We’d have found you,” said Har­ri­son.

			“No doubt. Any­way, I rigged up a har­ness from some seat straps, and put the wa­ter tank on my back, took a car­tridge belt and re­volver, and some iron ra­tions, and start­ed out.”

			“Wa­ter tank!” ex­claimed the lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist, Leroy. “She weigh one-quar­ter ton!”

			“Wasn’t full. Weighed about two hun­dred and fifty pounds earth-weight, which is eighty-five here. Then, be­sides, my own per­son­al two hun­dred and ten pounds is on­ly sev­en­ty on Mars, so, tank and all, I grossed a hun­dred and fifty-five, or fifty-five pounds less than my ev­ery­day earth-weight. I fig­ured on that when I un­der­took the forty-mile dai­ly stroll. Oh—of course I took a ther­mo-skin sleep­ing bag for these win­try Mar­tian nights.

			“Off I went, bounc­ing along pret­ty quick­ly. Eight hours of day­light meant twen­ty miles or more. It got tire­some, of course—plug­ging along over a soft sand desert with noth­ing to see, not even Leroy’s crawl­ing biopods. But an hour or so brought me to the canal—just a dry ditch about four hun­dred feet wide, and straight as a rail­road on its own com­pa­ny map.

			“There’d been wa­ter in it some­time, though. The ditch was cov­ered with what looked like a nice green lawn. On­ly, as I ap­proached, the lawn moved out of my way!”

			“Eh?” said Leroy.

			“Yeah, it was a rel­a­tive of your biopods. I caught one—a lit­tle grass-like blade about as long as my fin­ger, with two thin, stem­my legs.”

			“He is where?” Leroy was ea­ger.

			“He is let go! I had to move, so I plowed along with the walk­ing grass open­ing in front and clos­ing be­hind. And then I was out on the or­ange desert of Thyle again.

			“I plugged steadi­ly along, cussing the sand that made go­ing so tire­some, and, in­ci­den­tal­ly, cussing that cranky mo­tor of yours, Karl. It was just be­fore twi­light that I reached the edge of Thyle, and looked down over the gray Mare Chro­ni­um. And I knew there was sev­en­ty-five miles of that to be walked over, and then a cou­ple of hun­dred miles of that Xan­thus desert, and about as much more Mare Cim­meri­um. Was I pleased? I start­ed cussing you fel­lows for not pick­ing me up!”

			“We were try­ing, you sap!” said Har­ri­son.

			“That didn’t help. Well, I fig­ured I might as well use what was left of day­light in get­ting down the cliff that bound­ed Thyle. I found an easy place, and down I went. Mare Chro­ni­um was just the same sort of place as this—crazy leaf­less plants and a bunch of crawlers; I gave it a glance and hauled out my sleep­ing bag. Up to that time, you know, I hadn’t seen any­thing worth wor­ry­ing about on this half-dead world—noth­ing dan­ger­ous, that is.”

			“Did you?” queried Har­ri­son.

			“Did I! You’ll hear about it when I come to it. Well, I was just about to turn in when sud­den­ly I heard the wildest sort of shenani­gans!”

			“Vot iss shenani­gans?” in­quired Putz.

			“He says, ‘Je ne sais quoi,’ ” ex­plained Leroy. “It is to say, ‘I don’t know what.’ ”

			“That’s right,” agreed Jarvis. “I didn’t know what, so I sneaked over to find out. There was a rack­et like a flock of crows eat­ing a bunch of ca­naries—whis­tles, cack­les, caws, trills, and what have you. I round­ed a clump of stumps, and there was Tweel!”

			“Tweel?” said Har­ri­son, and “Tveel?” said Leroy and Putz.

			“That freak os­trich,” ex­plained the nar­ra­tor. “At least, Tweel is as near as I can pro­nounce it with­out sput­ter­ing. He called it some­thing like ‘Tr­rrweer­rl­ll.’ ”

			“What was he do­ing?” asked the Cap­tain.

			“He was be­ing eat­en! And squeal­ing, of course, as any­one would.”

			“Eat­en! By what?”

			“I found out lat­er. All I could see then was a bunch of black ropy arms tan­gled around what looked like, as Putz de­scribed it to you, an os­trich. I wasn’t go­ing to in­ter­fere, nat­u­ral­ly; if both crea­tures were dan­ger­ous, I’d have one less to wor­ry about.

			“But the bird­like thing was putting up a good bat­tle, deal­ing vi­cious blows with an eigh­teen-inch beak, be­tween screech­es. And be­sides, I caught a glimpse or two of what was on the end of those arms!” Jarvis shud­dered. “But the clinch­er was when I no­ticed a lit­tle black bag or case hung about the neck of the bird-thing! It was in­tel­li­gent! That or tame, I as­sumed. Any­way, it clinched my de­ci­sion. I pulled out my au­to­mat­ic and fired in­to what I could see of its an­tag­o­nist.

			“There was a flur­ry of ten­ta­cles and a spurt of black cor­rup­tion, and then the thing, with a dis­gust­ing suck­ing noise, pulled it­self and its arms in­to a hole in the ground. The oth­er let out a se­ries of clacks, stag­gered around on legs about as thick as golf sticks, and turned sud­den­ly to face me. I held my weapon ready, and the two of us stared at each oth­er.

			“The Mar­tian wasn’t a bird, re­al­ly. It wasn’t even bird­like, ex­cept just at first glance. It had a beak all right, and a few feath­ery ap­pendages, but the beak wasn’t re­al­ly a beak. It was some­what flex­i­ble; I could see the tip bend slow­ly from side to side; it was al­most like a cross be­tween a beak and a trunk. It had four-toed feet, and four fin­gered things—hands, you’d have to call them, and a lit­tle roundish body, and a long neck end­ing in a tiny head—and that beak. It stood an inch or so taller than I, and—well, Putz saw it!”

			The en­gi­neer nod­ded. “Ja! I saw!”

			Jarvis con­tin­ued. “So—we stared at each oth­er. Fi­nal­ly the crea­ture went in­to a se­ries of clack­ings and twit­ter­ings and held out its hands to­ward me, emp­ty. I took that as a ges­ture of friend­ship.”

			“Per­haps,” sug­gest­ed Har­ri­son, “it looked at that nose of yours and thought you were its broth­er!”

			“Huh! You can be fun­ny with­out talk­ing! Any­way, I put up my gun and said ‘Aw, don’t men­tion it,’ or some­thing of the sort, and the thing came over and we were pals.

			“By that time, the sun was pret­ty low and I knew that I’d bet­ter build a fire or get in­to my ther­mo-skin. I de­cid­ed on the fire. I picked a spot at the base of the Thyle cliff, where the rock could re­flect a lit­tle heat on my back. I start­ed break­ing off chunks of this des­ic­cat­ed Mar­tian veg­e­ta­tion, and my com­pan­ion caught the idea and brought in an arm­ful. I reached for a match, but the Mar­tian fished in­to his pouch and brought out some­thing that looked like a glow­ing coal; one touch of it, and the fire was blaz­ing—and you all know what a job we have start­ing a fire in this at­mos­phere!

			“And that bag of his!” con­tin­ued the nar­ra­tor. “That was a man­u­fac­tured ar­ti­cle, my friends; press an end and she popped open—press the mid­dle and she sealed so per­fect­ly you couldn’t see the line. Bet­ter than zip­pers.

			“Well, we stared at the fire a while and I de­cid­ed to at­tempt some sort of com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the Mar­tian. I point­ed at my­self and said ‘Dick’; he caught the drift im­me­di­ate­ly, stretched a bony claw at me and re­peat­ed ‘Tick.’ Then I point­ed at him, and he gave that whis­tle I called Tweel; I can’t im­i­tate his ac­cent. Things were go­ing smooth­ly; to em­pha­size the names, I re­peat­ed ‘Dick,’ and then, point­ing at him, ‘Tweel.’

			“There we stuck! He gave some clacks that sound­ed neg­a­tive, and said some­thing like ‘P-p-p-proot.’ And that was just the be­gin­ning; I was al­ways ‘Tick,’ but as for him—part of the time he was ‘Tweel,’ and part of the time he was ‘P-p-p-proot,’ and part of the time he was six­teen oth­er nois­es!

			“We just couldn’t con­nect. I tried ‘rock,’ and I tried ‘star,’ and ‘tree,’ and ‘fire,’ and Lord knows what else, and try as I would, I couldn’t get a sin­gle word! Noth­ing was the same for two suc­ces­sive min­utes, and if that’s a lan­guage, I’m an al­chemist! Fi­nal­ly I gave it up and called him Tweel, and that seemed to do.

			“But Tweel hung on to some of my words. He re­mem­bered a cou­ple of them, which I sup­pose is a great achieve­ment if you’re used to a lan­guage you have to make up as you go along. But I couldn’t get the hang of his talk; ei­ther I missed some sub­tle point or we just didn’t think alike—and I rather be­lieve the lat­ter view.

			“I’ve oth­er rea­sons for be­liev­ing that. Af­ter a while I gave up the lan­guage busi­ness, and tried math­e­mat­ics. I scratched two plus two equals four on the ground, and demon­strat­ed it with peb­bles. Again Tweel caught the idea, and in­formed me that three plus three equals six. Once more we seemed to be get­ting some­where.

			“So, know­ing that Tweel had at least a gram­mar school ed­u­ca­tion, I drew a cir­cle for the sun, point­ing first at it, and then at the last glow of the sun. Then I sketched in Mer­cury, and Venus, and Moth­er Earth, and Mars, and fi­nal­ly, point­ing to Mars, I swept my hand around in a sort of in­clu­sive ges­ture to in­di­cate that Mars was our cur­rent en­vi­ron­ment. I was work­ing up to putting over the idea that my home was on the earth.

			“Tweel un­der­stood my di­a­gram all right. He poked his beak at it, and with a great deal of trilling and cluck­ing, he added Deimos and Pho­bos to Mars, and then sketched in the earth’s moon!

			“Do you see what that proves? It proves that Tweel’s race us­es tele­scopes—that they’re civ­i­lized!”

			“Does not!” snapped Har­ri­son. “The moon is vis­i­ble from here as a fifth mag­ni­tude star. They could see its rev­o­lu­tion with the naked eye.”

			“The moon, yes!” said Jarvis. “You’ve missed my point. Mer­cury isn’t vis­i­ble! And Tweel knew of Mer­cury be­cause he placed the Moon at the third plan­et, not the sec­ond. If he didn’t know Mer­cury, he’d put the earth sec­ond, and Mars third, in­stead of fourth! See?”

			“Humph!” said Har­ri­son.

			“Any­way,” pro­ceed­ed Jarvis, “I went on with my les­son. Things were go­ing smooth­ly, and it looked as if I could put the idea over. I point­ed at the earth on my di­a­gram, and then at my­self, and then, to clinch it, I point­ed to my­self and then to the earth it­self shin­ing bright green al­most at the zenith.

			“Tweel set up such an ex­cit­ed clack­ing that I was cer­tain he un­der­stood. He jumped up and down, and sud­den­ly he point­ed at him­self and then at the sky, and then at him­self and at the sky again. He point­ed at his mid­dle and then at Arc­turus, at his head and then at Spi­ca, at his feet and then at half a dozen stars, while I just gaped at him. Then, all of a sud­den, he gave a tremen­dous leap. Man, what a hop! He shot straight up in­to the starlight, sev­en­ty-five feet if an inch! I saw him sil­hou­et­ted against the sky, saw him turn and come down at me head first, and land smack on his beak like a javelin! There he stuck square in the cen­ter of my sun-cir­cle in the sand—a bull’s eye!”

			“Nuts!” ob­served the cap­tain. “Plain nuts!”

			“That’s what I thought, too! I just stared at him open-mouthed while he pulled his head out of the sand and stood up. Then I fig­ured he’d missed my point, and I went through the whole blamed riga­ma­role again, and it end­ed the same way, with Tweel on his nose in the mid­dle of my pic­ture!”

			“Maybe it’s a re­li­gious rite,” sug­gest­ed Har­ri­son.

			“Maybe,” said Jarvis du­bi­ous­ly. “Well, there we were. We could ex­change ideas up to a cer­tain point, and then—blooey! Some­thing in us was dif­fer­ent, un­re­lat­ed; I don’t doubt that Tweel thought me just as screwy as I thought him. Our minds sim­ply looked at the world from dif­fer­ent view­points, and per­haps his view­point is as true as ours. But—we couldn’t get to­geth­er, that’s all. Yet, in spite of all dif­fi­cul­ties, I liked Tweel, and I have a queer cer­tain­ty that he liked me.”

			“Nuts!” re­peat­ed the cap­tain. “Just daffy!”

			“Yeah? Wait and see. A cou­ple of times I’ve thought that per­haps we—” He paused, and then re­sumed his nar­ra­tive. “Any­way, I fi­nal­ly gave it up, and got in­to my ther­mo-skin to sleep. The fire hadn’t kept me any too warm, but that damned sleep­ing bag did. Got stuffy five min­utes af­ter I closed my­self in. I opened it a lit­tle and bin­go! Some eighty-be­low-ze­ro air hit my nose, and that’s when I got this pleas­ant lit­tle frost­bite to add to the bump I ac­quired dur­ing the crash of my rock­et.

			“I don’t know what Tweel made of my sleep­ing. He sat around, but when I woke up, he was gone. I’d just crawled out of my bag, though, when I heard some twit­ter­ing, and there he came, sail­ing down from that three-sto­ry Thyle cliff to alight on his beak be­side me. I point­ed to my­self and to­ward the north, and he point­ed at him­self and to­ward the south, but when I load­ed up and start­ed away, he came along.

			“Man, how he trav­eled! A hun­dred and fifty feet at a jump, sail­ing through the air stretched out like a spear, and land­ing on his beak. He seemed sur­prised at my plod­ding, but af­ter a few mo­ments he fell in be­side me, on­ly ev­ery few min­utes he’d go in­to one of his leaps, and stick his nose in­to the sand a block ahead of me. Then he’d come shoot­ing back at me; it made me ner­vous at first to see that beak of his com­ing at me like a spear, but he al­ways end­ed in the sand at my side.

			“So the two of us plugged along across the Mare Chro­ni­um. Same sort of place as this—same crazy plants and same lit­tle green biopods grow­ing in the sand, or crawl­ing out of your way. We talked—not that we un­der­stood each oth­er, you know, but just for com­pa­ny. I sang songs, and I sus­pect Tweel did too; at least, some of his trillings and twit­ter­ings had a sub­tle sort of rhythm.

			“Then, for va­ri­ety, Tweel would dis­play his smat­ter­ing of Eng­lish words. He’d point to an out­crop­ping and say ‘rock,’ and point to a peb­ble and say it again; or he’d touch my arm and say ‘Tick,’ and then re­peat it. He seemed ter­rif­i­cal­ly amused that the same word meant the same thing twice in suc­ces­sion, or that the same word could ap­ply to two dif­fer­ent ob­jects. It set me won­der­ing if per­haps his lan­guage wasn’t like the prim­i­tive speech of some earth peo­ple—you know, Cap­tain, like the Negri­toes, for in­stance, who haven’t any gener­ic words. No word for food or wa­ter or man—words for good food and bad food, or rain wa­ter and sea wa­ter, or strong man and weak man—but no names for gen­er­al class­es. They’re too prim­i­tive to un­der­stand that rain wa­ter and sea wa­ter are just dif­fer­ent as­pects of the same thing. But that wasn’t the case with Tweel; it was just that we were some­how mys­te­ri­ous­ly dif­fer­ent—our minds were alien to each oth­er. And yet—we liked each oth­er!”

			“Looney, that’s all,” re­marked Har­ri­son. “That’s why you two were so fond of each oth­er.”

			“Well, I like you!” coun­tered Jarvis wicked­ly. “Any­way,” he re­sumed, “don’t get the idea that there was any­thing screwy about Tweel. In fact, I’m not so sure but that he couldn’t teach our high­ly praised hu­man in­tel­li­gence a trick or two. Oh, he wasn’t an in­tel­lec­tu­al su­per­man, I guess; but don’t over­look the point that he man­aged to un­der­stand a lit­tle of my men­tal work­ings, and I nev­er even got a glim­mer­ing of his.”

			“Be­cause he didn’t have any!” sug­gest­ed the cap­tain, while Putz and Leroy blinked at­ten­tive­ly.

			“You can judge of that when I’m through,” said Jarvis. “Well, we plugged along across the Mare Chro­ni­um all that day, and all the next. Mare Chro­ni­um—Sea of Time! Say, I was will­ing to agree with Schi­a­par­el­li’s name by the end of that march! Just that grey, end­less plain of weird plants, and nev­er a sign of any oth­er life. It was so mo­not­o­nous that I was even glad to see the desert of Xan­thus to­ward the evening of the sec­ond day.

			“I was fair worn out, but Tweel seemed as fresh as ev­er, for all I nev­er saw him drink or eat. I think he could have crossed the Mare Chro­ni­um in a cou­ple of hours with those block-long nose dives of his, but he stuck along with me. I of­fered him some wa­ter once or twice; he took the cup from me and sucked the liq­uid in­to his beak, and then care­ful­ly squirt­ed it all back in­to the cup and grave­ly re­turned it.

			“Just as we sight­ed Xan­thus, or the cliffs that bound­ed it, one of those nasty sand clouds blew along, not as bad as the one we had here, but mean to trav­el against. I pulled the trans­par­ent flap of my ther­mo-skin bag across my face and man­aged pret­ty well, and I no­ticed that Tweel used some feath­ery ap­pendages grow­ing like a mus­tache at the base of his beak to cov­er his nos­trils, and some sim­i­lar fuzz to shield his eyes.”

			“He is a desert crea­ture!” ejac­u­lat­ed the lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist, Leroy.

			“Huh? Why?”

			“He drink no wa­ter—he is adapt for sand storm—”

			“Proves noth­ing! There’s not enough wa­ter to waste any­where on this des­ic­cat­ed pill called Mars. We’d call all of it desert on earth, you know.” He paused. “Any­way, af­ter the sand storm blew over, a lit­tle wind kept blow­ing in our faces, not strong enough to stir the sand. But sud­den­ly things came drift­ing along from the Xan­thus cliffs—small, trans­par­ent spheres, for all the world like glass ten­nis balls! But light—they were al­most light enough to float even in this thin air—emp­ty, too; at least, I cracked open a cou­ple and noth­ing came out but a bad smell. I asked Tweel about them, but all he said was ‘No, no, no,’ which I took to mean that he knew noth­ing about them. So they went bounc­ing by like tum­ble­weeds, or like soap bub­bles, and we plugged on to­ward Xan­thus. Tweel point­ed at one of the crys­tal balls once and said ‘rock,’ but I was too tired to ar­gue with him. Lat­er I dis­cov­ered what he meant.

			“We came to the bot­tom of the Xan­thus cliffs fi­nal­ly, when there wasn’t much day­light left. I de­cid­ed to sleep on the plateau if pos­si­ble; any­thing dan­ger­ous, I rea­soned, would be more like­ly to prowl through the veg­e­ta­tion of the Mare Chro­ni­um than the sand of Xan­thus. Not that I’d seen a sin­gle sign of men­ace, ex­cept the rope-armed black thing that had trapped Tweel, and ap­par­ent­ly that didn’t prowl at all, but lured its vic­tims with­in reach. It couldn’t lure me while I slept, es­pe­cial­ly as Tweel didn’t seem to sleep at all, but sim­ply sat pa­tient­ly around all night. I won­dered how the crea­ture had man­aged to trap Tweel, but there wasn’t any way of ask­ing him. I found that out too, lat­er; it’s dev­il­ish!

			“How­ev­er, we were am­bling around the base of the Xan­thus bar­ri­er look­ing for an easy spot to climb. At least, I was. Tweel could have leaped it eas­i­ly, for the cliffs were low­er than Thyle—per­haps six­ty feet. I found a place and start­ed up, swear­ing at the wa­ter tank strapped to my back—it didn’t both­er me ex­cept when climb­ing—and sud­den­ly I heard a sound that I thought I rec­og­nized!

			“You know how de­cep­tive sounds are in this thin air. A shot sounds like the pop of a cork. But this sound was the drone of a rock­et, and sure enough, there went our sec­ond aux­il­iary about ten miles to west­ward, be­tween me and the sun­set!”

			“Vas me!” said Putz. “I hunt for you.”

			“Yeah; I knew that, but what good did it do me? I hung on to the cliff and yelled and waved with one hand. Tweel saw it too, and set up a trilling and twit­ter­ing, leap­ing to the top of the bar­ri­er and then high in­to the air. And while I watched, the ma­chine droned on in­to the shad­ows to the south.

			“I scram­bled to the top of the cliff. Tweel was still point­ing and trilling ex­cit­ed­ly, shoot­ing up to­ward the sky and com­ing down head-on to stick up­side down on his beak in the sand. I point­ed to­ward the south and at my­self, and he said, ‘Yes—Yes—Yes’; but some­how I gath­ered that he thought the fly­ing thing was a rel­a­tive of mine, prob­a­bly a par­ent. Per­haps I did his in­tel­lect an in­jus­tice; I think now that I did.

			“I was bit­ter­ly dis­ap­point­ed by the fail­ure to at­tract at­ten­tion. I pulled out my ther­mo-skin bag and crawled in­to it, as the night chill was al­ready ap­par­ent. Tweel stuck his beak in­to the sand and drew up his legs and arms and looked for all the world like one of those leaf­less shrubs out there. I think he stayed that way all night.”

			“Pro­tec­tive mimicry!” ejac­u­lat­ed Leroy. “See? He is desert crea­ture!”

			“In the morn­ing,” re­sumed Jarvis, “we start­ed off again. We hadn’t gone a hun­dred yards in­to Xan­thus when I saw some­thing queer! This is one thing Putz didn’t pho­to­graph, I’ll wa­ger!

			“There was a line of lit­tle pyra­mids—tiny ones, not more than six inch­es high, stretch­ing across Xan­thus as far as I could see! Lit­tle build­ings made of pygmy bricks, they were, hol­low in­side and trun­cat­ed, or at least bro­ken at the top and emp­ty. I point­ed at them and said ‘What?’ to Tweel, but he gave some neg­a­tive twit­ters to in­di­cate, I sup­pose, that he didn’t know. So off we went, fol­low­ing the row of pyra­mids be­cause they ran north, and I was go­ing north.

			“Man, we trailed that line for hours! Af­ter a while, I no­ticed an­oth­er queer thing: they were get­ting larg­er. Same num­ber of bricks in each one, but the bricks were larg­er.

			“By noon they were shoul­der high. I looked in­to a cou­ple—all just the same, bro­ken at the top and emp­ty. I ex­am­ined a brick or two as well; they were sil­i­ca, and old as cre­ation it­self!”

			“How you know?” asked Leroy.

			“They were weath­ered—edges round­ed. Sil­i­ca doesn’t weath­er eas­i­ly even on earth, and in this cli­mate—!”

			“How old you think?”

			“Fifty thou­sand—a hun­dred thou­sand years. How can I tell? The lit­tle ones we saw in the morn­ing were old­er—per­haps ten times as old. Crum­bling. How old would that make them? Half a mil­lion years? Who knows?” Jarvis paused a mo­ment. “Well,” he re­sumed, “we fol­lowed the line. Tweel point­ed at them and said ‘rock’ once or twice, but he’d done that many times be­fore. Be­sides, he was more or less right about these.

			“I tried ques­tion­ing him. I point­ed at a pyra­mid and asked ‘Peo­ple?’ and in­di­cat­ed the two of us. He set up a neg­a­tive sort of cluck­ing and said, ‘No, no, no. No one-one-two. No two-two-four,’ mean­while rub­bing his stom­ach. I just stared at him and he went through the busi­ness again. ‘No one-one-two. No two-two-four.’ I just gaped at him.”

			“That proves it!” ex­claimed Har­ri­son. “Nuts!”

			“You think so?” queried Jarvis sar­don­ical­ly. “Well, I fig­ured it out dif­fer­ent! ‘No one-one-two!’ You don’t get it, of course, do you?”

			“Nope—nor do you!”

			“I think I do! Tweel was us­ing the few Eng­lish words he knew to put over a very com­plex idea. What, let me ask, does math­e­mat­ics make you think of?”

			“Why—of as­tron­o­my. Or—or log­ic!”

			“That’s it! ‘No one-one-two!’ Tweel was telling me that the builders of the pyra­mids weren’t peo­ple—or that they weren’t in­tel­li­gent, that they weren’t rea­son­ing crea­tures! Get it?”

			“Huh! I’ll be damned!”

			“You prob­a­bly will.”

			“Why,” put in Leroy, “he rub his bel­ly?”

			“Why? Be­cause, my dear bi­ol­o­gist, that’s where his brains are! Not in his tiny head—in his mid­dle!”

			“C’est im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Not on Mars, it isn’t! This flo­ra and fau­na aren’t earth­ly; your biopods prove that!” Jarvis grinned and took up his nar­ra­tive. “Any­way, we plugged along across Xan­thus and in about the mid­dle of the af­ter­noon, some­thing else queer hap­pened. The pyra­mids end­ed.”

			“End­ed!”

			“Yeah; the queer part was that the last one—and now they were ten-foot­ers—was capped! See? What­ev­er built it was still in­side; we’d trailed ’em from their half-mil­lion-year-old ori­gin to the present.

			“Tweel and I no­ticed it about the same time. I yanked out my au­to­mat­ic (I had a clip of Boland ex­plo­sive bul­lets in it) and Tweel, quick as a sleight-of-hand trick, snapped a queer lit­tle glass re­volver out of his bag. It was much like our weapons, ex­cept that the grip was larg­er to ac­com­mo­date his four-taloned hand. And we held our weapons ready while we sneaked up along the lines of emp­ty pyra­mids.

			“Tweel saw the move­ment first. The top tiers of bricks were heav­ing, shak­ing, and sud­den­ly slid down the sides with a thin crash. And then—some­thing—some­thing was com­ing out!

			“A long, sil­very-grey arm ap­peared, drag­ging af­ter it an ar­mored body. Ar­mored, I mean, with scales, sil­ver-grey and dull-shin­ing. The arm heaved the body out of the hole; the beast crashed to the sand.

			“It was a non­de­script crea­ture—body like a big grey cask, arm and a sort of mouth-hole at one end; stiff, point­ed tail at the oth­er—and that’s all. No oth­er limbs, no eyes, ears, nose—noth­ing! The thing dragged it­self a few yards, in­sert­ed its point­ed tail in the sand, pushed it­self up­right, and just sat.

			“Tweel and I watched it for ten min­utes be­fore it moved. Then, with a creak­ing and rustling like—oh, like crum­pling stiff pa­per—its arm moved to the mouth-hole and out came a brick! The arm placed the brick care­ful­ly on the ground, and the thing was still again.

			“An­oth­er ten min­utes—an­oth­er brick. Just one of Na­ture’s brick­lay­ers. I was about to slip away and move on when Tweel point­ed at the thing and said ‘rock’! I went ‘huh?’ and he said it again. Then, to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of some of his trilling, he said, ‘No—no—,’ and gave two or three whistling breaths.

			“Well, I got his mean­ing, for a won­der! I said, ‘No breath?’ and demon­strat­ed the word. Tweel was ec­stat­ic; he said, ‘Yes, yes, yes! No, no, no breet!’ Then he gave a leap and sailed out to land on his nose about one pace from the mon­ster!

			“I was star­tled, you can imag­ine! The arm was go­ing up for a brick, and I ex­pect­ed to see Tweel caught and man­gled, but—noth­ing hap­pened! Tweel pound­ed on the crea­ture, and the arm took the brick and placed it neat­ly be­side the first. Tweel rapped on its body again, and said ‘rock,’ and I got up nerve enough to take a look my­self.

			“Tweel was right again. The crea­ture was rock, and it didn’t breathe!”

			“How you know?” snapped Leroy, his black eyes blaz­ing in­ter­est.

			“Be­cause I’m a chemist. The beast was made of sil­i­ca! There must have been pure sil­i­con in the sand, and it lived on that. Get it? We, and Tweel, and those plants out there, and even the biopods are car­bon life; this thing lived by a dif­fer­ent set of chem­i­cal re­ac­tions. It was sil­i­con life!”

			“La vie sili­cieuse!” shout­ed Leroy. “I have sus­pect, and now it is proof! I must go see! Il faut que je—”

			“All right! All right!” said Jarvis. “You can go see. Any­how, there the thing was, alive and yet not alive, mov­ing ev­ery ten min­utes, and then on­ly to re­move a brick. Those bricks were its waste mat­ter. See, Frenchy? We’re car­bon, and our waste is car­bon diox­ide, and this thing is sil­i­con, and its waste is sil­i­con diox­ide—sil­i­ca. But sil­i­ca is a sol­id, hence the bricks. And it builds it­self in, and when it is cov­ered, it moves over to a fresh place to start over. No won­der it creaked! A liv­ing crea­ture half a mil­lion years old!”

			“How you know how old?” Leroy was fran­tic.

			“We trailed its pyra­mids from the be­gin­ning, didn’t we? If this weren’t the orig­i­nal pyra­mid builder, the se­ries would have end­ed some­where be­fore we found him, wouldn’t it?—end­ed and start­ed over with the small ones. That’s sim­ple enough, isn’t it?

			“But he re­pro­duces, or tries to. Be­fore the third brick came out, there was a lit­tle rus­tle and out popped a whole stream of those lit­tle crys­tal balls. They’re his spores, or eggs, or seeds—call ’em what you want. They went bounc­ing by across Xan­thus just as they’d bounced by us back in the Mare Chro­ni­um. I’ve a hunch how they work, too—this is for your in­for­ma­tion, Leroy. I think the crys­tal shell of sil­i­ca is no more than a pro­tec­tive cov­er­ing, like an eggshell, and that the ac­tive prin­ci­ple is the smell in­side. It’s some sort of gas that at­tacks sil­i­con, and if the shell is bro­ken near a sup­ply of that el­e­ment, some re­ac­tion starts that ul­ti­mate­ly de­vel­ops in­to a beast like that one.”

			“You should try!” ex­claimed the lit­tle French­man. “We must break one to see!”

			“Yeah? Well, I did. I smashed a cou­ple against the sand. Would you like to come back in about ten thou­sand years to see if I plant­ed some pyra­mid mon­sters? You’d most like­ly be able to tell by that time!” Jarvis paused and drew a deep breath. “Lord! That queer crea­ture! Do you pic­ture it? Blind, deaf, nerve­less, brain­less—just a mech­a­nism, and yet—im­mor­tal! Bound to go on mak­ing bricks, build­ing pyra­mids, as long as sil­i­con and oxy­gen ex­ist, and even af­ter­wards it’ll just stop. It won’t be dead. If the ac­ci­dents of a mil­lion years bring it its food again, there it’ll be, ready to run again, while brains and civ­i­liza­tions are part of the past. A queer beast—yet I met a stranger one!”

			“If you did, it must have been in your dreams!” growled Har­ri­son.

			“You’re right!” said Jarvis sober­ly. “In a way, you’re right. The dream-beast! That’s the best name for it—and it’s the most fiendish, ter­ri­fy­ing cre­ation one could imag­ine! More dan­ger­ous than a li­on, more in­sid­i­ous than a snake!”

			“Tell me!” begged Leroy. “I must go see!”

			“Not this dev­il!” He paused again. “Well,” he re­sumed, “Tweel and I left the pyra­mid crea­ture and plowed along through Xan­thus. I was tired and a lit­tle dis­heart­ened by Putz’s fail­ure to pick me up, and Tweel’s trilling got on my nerves, as did his fly­ing nose­dives. So I just strode along with­out a word, hour af­ter hour across that mo­not­o­nous desert.

			“To­ward mid-af­ter­noon we came in sight of a low dark line on the hori­zon. I knew what it was. It was a canal; I’d crossed it in the rock­et and it meant that we were just one-third of the way across Xan­thus. Pleas­ant thought, wasn’t it? And still, I was keep­ing up to sched­ule.

			“We ap­proached the canal slow­ly; I re­mem­bered that this one was bor­dered by a wide fringe of veg­e­ta­tion and that Mud-heap City was on it.

			“I was tired, as I said. I kept think­ing of a good hot meal, and then from that I jumped to re­flec­tions of how nice and home­like even Bor­neo would seem af­ter this crazy plan­et, and from that, to thoughts of lit­tle old New York, and then to think­ing about a girl I know there—Fan­cy Long. Know her?”

			“Vi­sion en­ter­tain­er,” said Har­ri­son. “I’ve tuned her in. Nice blonde—dances and sings on the Yer­ba Mate Hour.”

			“That’s her,” said Jarvis un­gram­mat­i­cal­ly. “I know her pret­ty well—just friends, get me?—though she came down to see us off in the Ares. Well, I was think­ing about her, feel­ing pret­ty lone­some, and all the time we were ap­proach­ing that line of rub­bery plants.

			“And then—I said, ‘What ’n Hell!’ and stared. And there she was—Fan­cy Long, stand­ing plain as day un­der one of those crack­brained trees, and smil­ing and wav­ing just the way I re­mem­bered her when we left!”

			“Now you’re nuts, too!” ob­served the cap­tain.

			“Boy, I al­most agreed with you! I stared and pinched my­self and closed my eyes and then stared again—and ev­ery time, there was Fan­cy Long smil­ing and wav­ing! Tweel saw some­thing, too; he was trilling and cluck­ing away, but I scarce­ly heard him. I was bound­ing to­ward her over the sand, too amazed even to ask my­self ques­tions.

			“I wasn’t twen­ty feet from her when Tweel caught me with one of his fly­ing leaps. He grabbed my arm, yelling, ‘No—no—no!’ in his squeaky voice. I tried to shake him off—he was as light as if he were built of bam­boo—but he dug his claws in and yelled. And fi­nal­ly some sort of san­i­ty re­turned to me and I stopped less than ten feet from her. There she stood, look­ing as sol­id as Putz’s head!”

			“Vot?” said the en­gi­neer.

			“She smiled and waved, and waved and smiled, and I stood there dumb as Leroy, while Tweel squeaked and chat­tered. I knew it couldn’t be re­al, yet—there she was!

			“Fi­nal­ly I said, ‘Fan­cy! Fan­cy Long!’ She just kept on smil­ing and wav­ing, but look­ing as re­al as if I hadn’t left her thir­ty-sev­en mil­lion miles away.

			“Tweel had his glass pis­tol out, point­ing it at her. I grabbed his arm, but he tried to push me away. He point­ed at her and said, ‘No breet! No breet!’ and I un­der­stood that he meant that the Fan­cy Long thing wasn’t alive. Man, my head was whirling!

			“Still, it gave me the jit­ters to see him point­ing his weapon at her. I don’t know why I stood there watch­ing him take care­ful aim, but I did. Then he squeezed the han­dle of his weapon; there was a lit­tle puff of steam, and Fan­cy Long was gone! And in her place was one of those writhing, black, rope-armed hor­rors like the one I’d saved Tweel from!

			“The dream-beast! I stood there dizzy, watch­ing it die while Tweel trilled and whis­tled. Fi­nal­ly he touched my arm, point­ed at the twist­ing thing, and said, ‘You one-one-two, he one-one-two.’ Af­ter he’d re­peat­ed it eight or ten times, I got it. Do any of you?”

			“Oui!” shrilled Leroy. “Moi—je le com­prends! He mean you think of some­thing, the beast he know, and you see it! Un chien—a hun­gry dog, he would see the big bone with meat! Or smell it—not?”

			“Right!” said Jarvis. “The dream-beast us­es its vic­tim’s long­ings and de­sires to trap its prey. The bird at nest­ing sea­son would see its mate, the fox, prowl­ing for its own prey, would see a help­less rab­bit!”

			“How he do?” queried Leroy.

			“How do I know? How does a snake back on earth charm a bird in­to its very jaws? And aren’t there deep-sea fish that lure their vic­tims in­to their mouths? Lord!” Jarvis shud­dered. “Do you see how in­sid­i­ous the mon­ster is? We’re warned now—but hence­forth we can’t trust even our eyes. You might see me—I might see one of you—and back of it may be noth­ing but an­oth­er of those black hor­rors!”

			“How’d your friend know?” asked the cap­tain abrupt­ly.

			“Tweel? I won­der! Per­haps he was think­ing of some­thing that couldn’t pos­si­bly have in­ter­est­ed me, and when I start­ed to run, he re­al­ized that I saw some­thing dif­fer­ent and was warned. Or per­haps the dream-beast can on­ly project a sin­gle vi­sion, and Tweel saw what I saw—or noth­ing. I couldn’t ask him. But it’s just an­oth­er proof that his in­tel­li­gence is equal to ours or greater.”

			“He’s daffy, I tell you!” said Har­ri­son. “What makes you think his in­tel­lect ranks with the hu­man?”

			“Plen­ty of things! First, the pyra­mid-beast. He hadn’t seen one be­fore; he said as much. Yet he rec­og­nized it as a dead-alive au­tom­a­ton of sil­i­con.”

			“He could have heard of it,” ob­ject­ed Har­ri­son. “He lives around here, you know.”

			“Well how about the lan­guage? I couldn’t pick up a sin­gle idea of his and he learned six or sev­en words of mine. And do you re­al­ize what com­plex ideas he put over with no more than those six or sev­en words? The pyra­mid-mon­ster—the dream-beast! In a sin­gle phrase he told me that one was a harm­less au­tom­a­ton and the oth­er a dead­ly hyp­no­tist. What about that?”

			“Huh!” said the cap­tain.

			“Huh if you wish! Could you have done it know­ing on­ly six words of Eng­lish? Could you go even fur­ther, as Tweel did, and tell me that an­oth­er crea­ture was of a sort of in­tel­li­gence so dif­fer­ent from ours that un­der­stand­ing was im­pos­si­ble—even more im­pos­si­ble than that be­tween Tweel and me?”

			“Eh? What was that?”

			“Lat­er. The point I’m mak­ing is that Tweel and his race are wor­thy of our friend­ship. Some­where on Mars—and you’ll find I’m right—is a civ­i­liza­tion and cul­ture equal to ours, and maybe more than equal. And com­mu­ni­ca­tion is pos­si­ble be­tween them and us; Tweel proves that. It may take years of pa­tient tri­al, for their minds are alien, but less alien than the next minds we en­coun­tered—if they are minds.”

			“The next ones? What next ones?”

			“The peo­ple of the mud cities along the canals.” Jarvis frowned, then re­sumed his nar­ra­tive. “I thought the dream-beast and the sil­i­con-mon­ster were the strangest be­ings con­ceiv­able, but I was wrong. These crea­tures are still more alien, less un­der­stand­able than ei­ther and far less com­pre­hen­si­ble than Tweel, with whom friend­ship is pos­si­ble, and even, by pa­tience and con­cen­tra­tion, the ex­change of ideas.

			“Well,” he con­tin­ued, “we left the dream-beast dy­ing, drag­ging it­self back in­to its hole, and we moved to­ward the canal. There was a car­pet of that queer walk­ing-grass scam­per­ing out of our way, and when we reached the bank, there was a yel­low trick­le of wa­ter flow­ing. The mound city I’d no­ticed from the rock­et was a mile or so to the right and I was cu­ri­ous enough to want to take a look at it.

			“It had seemed de­sert­ed from my pre­vi­ous glimpse of it, and if any crea­tures were lurk­ing in it—well, Tweel and I were both armed. And by the way, that crys­tal weapon of Tweel’s was an in­ter­est­ing de­vice; I took a look at it af­ter the dream-beast episode. It fired a lit­tle glass splin­ter, poi­soned, I sup­pose, and I guess it held at least a hun­dred of ’em to a load. The pro­pel­lent was steam—just plain steam!”

			“Shteam!” echoed Putz. “From vot come, shteam?”

			“From wa­ter, of course! You could see the wa­ter through the trans­par­ent han­dle and about a gill of an­oth­er liq­uid, thick and yel­low­ish. When Tweel squeezed the han­dle—there was no trig­ger—a drop of wa­ter and a drop of the yel­low stuff squirt­ed in­to the fir­ing cham­ber, and the wa­ter va­por­ized—pop!—like that. It’s not so dif­fi­cult; I think we could de­vel­op the same prin­ci­ple. Con­cen­trat­ed sul­phuric acid will heat wa­ter al­most to boil­ing, and so will quick­lime, and there’s potas­si­um and sodi­um—

			“Of course, his weapon hadn’t the range of mine, but it wasn’t so bad in this thin air, and it did hold as many shots as a cow­boy’s gun in a West­ern movie. It was ef­fec­tive, too, at least against Mar­tian life; I tried it out, aim­ing at one of the crazy plants, and darned if the plant didn’t with­er up and fall apart! That’s why I think the glass splin­ters were poi­soned.

			“Any­way, we trudged along to­ward the mud-heap city and I be­gan to won­der whether the city builders dug the canals. I point­ed to the city and then at the canal, and Tweel said ‘No—no—no!’ and ges­tured to­ward the south. I took it to mean that some oth­er race had cre­at­ed the canal sys­tem, per­haps Tweel’s peo­ple. I don’t know; maybe there’s still an­oth­er in­tel­li­gent race on the plan­et, or a dozen oth­ers. Mars is a queer lit­tle world.

			“A hun­dred yards from the city we crossed a sort of road—just a hard-packed mud trail, and then, all of a sud­den, along came one of the mound builders!

			“Man, talk about fan­tas­tic be­ings! It looked rather like a bar­rel trot­ting along on four legs with four oth­er arms or ten­ta­cles. It had no head, just body and mem­bers and a row of eyes com­plete­ly around it. The top end of the bar­rel-body was a di­aphragm stretched as tight as a drum head, and that was all. It was push­ing a lit­tle cop­pery cart and tore right past us like the prover­bial bat out of Hell. It didn’t even no­tice us, al­though I thought the eyes on my side shift­ed a lit­tle as it passed.

			“A mo­ment lat­er an­oth­er came along, push­ing an­oth­er emp­ty cart. Same thing—it just scoot­ed past us. Well, I wasn’t go­ing to be ig­nored by a bunch of bar­rels play­ing train, so when the third one ap­proached, I plant­ed my­self in the way—ready to jump, of course, if the thing didn’t stop.

			“But it did. It stopped and set up a sort of drum­ming from the di­aphragm on top. And I held out both hands and said, ‘We are friends!’ And what do you sup­pose the thing did?”

			“Said, ‘Pleased to meet you,’ I’ll bet!” sug­gest­ed Har­ri­son.

			“I couldn’t have been more sur­prised if it had! It drummed on its di­aphragm, and then sud­den­ly boomed out, ‘We are v-r-r-riends!’ and gave its push­cart a vi­cious poke at me! I jumped aside, and away it went while I stared dumb­ly af­ter it.

			“A minute lat­er an­oth­er one came hur­ry­ing along. This one didn’t pause, but sim­ply drummed out, ‘We are v-r-r-riends!’ and scur­ried by. How did it learn the phrase? Were all of the crea­tures in some sort of com­mu­ni­ca­tion with each oth­er? Were they all parts of some cen­tral or­gan­ism? I don’t know, though I think Tweel does.

			“Any­way, the crea­tures went sail­ing past us, ev­ery one greet­ing us with the same state­ment. It got to be fun­ny; I nev­er thought to find so many friends on this God­for­sak­en ball! Fi­nal­ly I made a puz­zled ges­ture to Tweel; I guess he un­der­stood, for he said, ‘One-one-two—yes!—two-two-four—no!’ Get it?”

			“Sure,” said Har­ri­son, “It’s a Mar­tian nurs­ery rhyme.”

			“Yeah! Well, I was get­ting used to Tweel’s sym­bol­ism, and I fig­ured it out this way. ‘One-one-two—yes!’ The crea­tures were in­tel­li­gent. ‘Two-two-four—no!’ Their in­tel­li­gence was not of our or­der, but some­thing dif­fer­ent and be­yond the log­ic of two and two is four. Maybe I missed his mean­ing. Per­haps he meant that their minds were of low de­gree, able to fig­ure out the sim­ple things—‘One-one-two—yes!’—but not more dif­fi­cult things—‘Two-two-four—no!’ But I think from what we saw lat­er that he meant the oth­er.

			“Af­ter a few mo­ments, the crea­tures came rush­ing back—first one, then an­oth­er. Their push­carts were full of stones, sand, chunks of rub­bery plants, and such rub­bish as that. They droned out their friend­ly greet­ing, which didn’t re­al­ly sound so friend­ly, and dashed on. The third one I as­sumed to be my first ac­quain­tance and I de­cid­ed to have an­oth­er chat with him. I stepped in­to his path again and wait­ed.

			“Up he came, boom­ing out his ‘We are v-r-r-riends’ and stopped. I looked at him; four or five of his eyes looked at me. He tried his pass­word again and gave a shove on his cart, but I stood firm. And then the—the dashed crea­ture reached out one of his arms, and two fin­ger-like nip­pers tweaked my nose!”

			“Haw!” roared Har­ri­son. “Maybe the things have a sense of beau­ty!”

			“Laugh!” grum­bled Jarvis. “I’d al­ready had a nasty bump and a mean frost­bite on that nose. Any­way, I yelled ‘Ouch!’ and jumped aside and the crea­ture dashed away; but from then on, their greet­ing was ‘We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!’ Queer beasts!

			“Tweel and I fol­lowed the road square­ly up to the near­est mound. The crea­tures were com­ing and go­ing, pay­ing us not the slight­est at­ten­tion, fetch­ing their loads of rub­bish. The road sim­ply dived in­to an open­ing, and slant­ed down like an old mine, and in and out dart­ed the bar­rel-peo­ple, greet­ing us with their eter­nal phrase.

			“I looked in; there was a light some­where be­low, and I was cu­ri­ous to see it. It didn’t look like a flame or torch, you un­der­stand, but more like a civ­i­lized light, and I thought that I might get some clue as to the crea­tures’ de­vel­op­ment. So in I went and Tweel tagged along, not with­out a few trills and twit­ters, how­ev­er.

			“The light was cu­ri­ous; it sput­tered and flared like an old arc light, but came from a sin­gle black rod set in the wall of the cor­ri­dor. It was elec­tric, be­yond doubt. The crea­tures were fair­ly civ­i­lized, ap­par­ent­ly.

			“Then I saw an­oth­er light shin­ing on some­thing that glit­tered and I went on to look at that, but it was on­ly a heap of shiny sand. I turned to­ward the en­trance to leave, and the Dev­il take me if it wasn’t gone!

			“I sup­pose the cor­ri­dor had curved, or I’d stepped in­to a side pas­sage. Any­way, I walked back in that di­rec­tion I thought we’d come, and all I saw was more dim-lit cor­ri­dor. The place was a labyrinth! There was noth­ing but twist­ing pas­sages run­ning ev­ery way, lit by oc­ca­sion­al lights, and now and then a crea­ture run­ning by, some­times with a push­cart, some­times with­out.

			“Well, I wasn’t much wor­ried at first. Tweel and I had on­ly come a few steps from the en­trance. But ev­ery move we made af­ter that seemed to get us in deep­er. Fi­nal­ly I tried fol­low­ing one of the crea­tures with an emp­ty cart, think­ing that he’d be go­ing out for his rub­bish, but he ran around aim­less­ly, in­to one pas­sage and out an­oth­er. When he start­ed dash­ing around a pil­lar like one of these Ja­pa­nese waltz­ing mice, I gave up, dumped my wa­ter tank on the floor, and sat down.

			“Tweel was as lost as I. I point­ed up and he said ‘No—no—no!’ in a sort of help­less trill. And we couldn’t get any help from the na­tives. They paid no at­ten­tion at all, ex­cept to as­sure us they were friends—ouch!

			“Lord! I don’t know how many hours or days we wan­dered around there! I slept twice from sheer ex­haus­tion; Tweel nev­er seemed to need sleep. We tried fol­low­ing on­ly the up­ward cor­ri­dors, but they’d run up­hill a ways and then curve down­wards. The tem­per­a­ture in that damned ant hill was con­stant; you couldn’t tell night from day and af­ter my first sleep I didn’t know whether I’d slept one hour or thir­teen, so I couldn’t tell from my watch whether it was mid­night or noon.

			“We saw plen­ty of strange things. There were ma­chines run­ning in some of the cor­ri­dors, but they didn’t seem to be do­ing any­thing—just wheels turn­ing. And sev­er­al times I saw two bar­rel-beasts with a lit­tle one grow­ing be­tween them, joined to both.”

			“Partheno­gen­e­sis!” ex­ult­ed Leroy. “Partheno­gen­e­sis by bud­ding like les tulipes!”

			“If you say so, Frenchy,” agreed Jarvis. “The things nev­er no­ticed us at all, ex­cept, as I say, to greet us with ‘We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!’ They seemed to have no home-life of any sort, but just scur­ried around with their push­carts, bring­ing in rub­bish. And fi­nal­ly I dis­cov­ered what they did with it.

			“We’d had a lit­tle luck with a cor­ri­dor, one that slant­ed up­wards for a great dis­tance. I was feel­ing that we ought to be close to the sur­face when sud­den­ly the pas­sage de­bouched in­to a domed cham­ber, the on­ly one we’d seen. And man!—I felt like danc­ing when I saw what looked like day­light through a crevice in the roof.

			“There was a—a sort of ma­chine in the cham­ber, just an enor­mous wheel that turned slow­ly, and one of the crea­tures was in the act of dump­ing his rub­bish be­low it. The wheel ground it with a crunch—sand, stones, plants, all in­to pow­der that sift­ed away some­where. While we watched, oth­ers filed in, re­peat­ing the process, and that seemed to be all. No rhyme nor rea­son to the whole thing—but that’s char­ac­ter­is­tic of this crazy plan­et. And there was an­oth­er fact that’s al­most too bizarre to be­lieve.

			“One of the crea­tures, hav­ing dumped his load, pushed his cart aside with a crash and calm­ly shoved him­self un­der the wheel! I watched him be­ing crushed, too stu­pe­fied to make a sound, and a mo­ment lat­er, an­oth­er fol­lowed him! They were per­fect­ly me­thod­i­cal about it, too; one of the cart­less crea­tures took the aban­doned push­cart.

			“Tweel didn’t seem sur­prised; I point­ed out the next sui­cide to him, and he just gave the most hu­man-like shrug imag­in­able, as much as to say, ‘What can I do about it?’ He must have known more or less about these crea­tures.

			“Then I saw some­thing else. There was some­thing be­yond the wheel, some­thing shin­ing on a sort of low pedestal. I walked over; there was a lit­tle crys­tal about the size of an egg, flu­o­resc­ing to beat Tophet. The light from it stung my hands and face, al­most like a stat­ic dis­charge, and then I no­ticed an­oth­er fun­ny thing. Re­mem­ber that wart I had on my left thumb? Look!” Jarvis ex­tend­ed his hand. “It dried up and fell off—just like that! And my abused nose—say, the pain went out of it like mag­ic! The thing had the prop­er­ty of hard X-rays or gam­ma ra­di­a­tions, on­ly more so; it de­stroyed dis­eased tis­sue and left healthy tis­sue un­harmed!

			“I was think­ing what a present that’d be to take back to Moth­er Earth when a lot of rack­et in­ter­rupt­ed. We dashed back to the oth­er side of the wheel in time to see one of the push­carts ground up. Some sui­cide had been care­less, it seems.

			“Then sud­den­ly the crea­tures were boom­ing and drum­ming all around us and their noise was de­cid­ed­ly men­ac­ing. A crowd of them ad­vanced to­ward us; we backed out of what I thought was the pas­sage we’d en­tered by, and they came rum­bling af­ter us, some push­ing carts and some not. Crazy brutes! There was a whole cho­rus of ‘We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!’ I didn’t like the ‘ouch’; it was rather sug­ges­tive.

			“Tweel had his glass gun out and I dumped my wa­ter tank for greater free­dom and got mine. We backed up the cor­ri­dor with the bar­rel-beasts fol­low­ing—about twen­ty of them. Queer thing—the ones com­ing in with load­ed carts moved past us inch­es away with­out a sign.

			“Tweel must have no­ticed that. Sud­den­ly, he snatched out that glow­ing coal cigar-lighter of his and touched a cart­load of plant limbs. Puff! The whole load was burn­ing—and the crazy beast push­ing it went right along with­out a change of pace! It cre­at­ed some dis­tur­bance among our ‘V-r-r-riends,’ how­ev­er—and then I no­ticed the smoke ed­dy­ing and swirling past us, and sure enough, there was the en­trance!

			“I grabbed Tweel and out we dashed and af­ter us our twen­ty pur­suers. The day­light felt like Heav­en, though I saw at first glance that the sun was all but set, and that was bad, since I couldn’t live out­side my ther­mo-skin bag in a Mar­tian night—at least, with­out a fire.

			“And things got worse in a hur­ry. They cor­nered us in an an­gle be­tween two mounds, and there we stood. I hadn’t fired nor had Tweel; there wasn’t any use in ir­ri­tat­ing the brutes. They stopped a lit­tle dis­tance away and be­gan their boom­ing about friend­ship and ouch­es.

			“Then things got still worse! A bar­rel-brute came out with a push­cart and they all grabbed in­to it and came out with hand­fuls of foot-long cop­per darts—sharp-look­ing ones—and all of a sud­den one sailed past my ear—zing! And it was shoot or die then.

			“We were do­ing pret­ty well for a while. We picked off the ones next to the push­cart and man­aged to keep the darts at a min­i­mum, but sud­den­ly there was a thun­der­ous boom­ing of ‘v-r-r-riends’ and ‘ouch­es,’ and a whole army of ’em came out of their hole.

			“Man! We were through and I knew it! Then I re­al­ized that Tweel wasn’t. He could have leaped the mound be­hind us as eas­i­ly as not. He was stay­ing for me!

			“Say, I could have cried if there’d been time! I’d liked Tweel from the first, but whether I’d have had grat­i­tude to do what he was do­ing—sup­pose I had saved him from the first dream-beast—he’d done as much for me, hadn’t he? I grabbed his arm, and said ‘Tweel,’ and point­ed up, and he un­der­stood. He said, ‘No—no—no, Tick!’ and popped away with his glass pis­tol.

			“What could I do? I’d be a goner any­way when the sun set, but I couldn’t ex­plain that to him. I said, ‘Thanks, Tweel. You’re a man!’ and felt that I wasn’t pay­ing him any com­pli­ment at all. A man! There are mighty few men who’d do that.

			“So I went ‘bang’ with my gun and Tweel went ‘puff’ with his, and the bar­rels were throw­ing darts and get­ting ready to rush us, and boom­ing about be­ing friends. I had giv­en up hope. Then sud­den­ly an an­gel dropped right down from Heav­en in the shape of Putz, with his un­der-jets blast­ing the bar­rels in­to very small pieces!

			“Wow! I let out a yell and dashed for the rock­et; Putz opened the door and in I went, laugh­ing and cry­ing and shout­ing! It was a mo­ment or so be­fore I re­mem­bered Tweel; I looked around in time to see him ris­ing in one of his nose­dives over the mound and away.

			“I had a dev­il of a job ar­gu­ing Putz in­to fol­low­ing! By the time we got the rock­et aloft, dark­ness was down; you know how it comes here—like turn­ing off a light. We sailed out over the desert and put down once or twice. I yelled ‘Tweel!’ and yelled it a hun­dred times, I guess. We couldn’t find him; he could trav­el like the wind and all I got—or else I imag­ined it—was a faint trilling and twit­ter­ing drift­ing out of the south. He’d gone, and damn it! I wish—I wish he hadn’t!”

			The four men of the Ares were silent—even the sar­don­ic Har­ri­son. At last lit­tle Leroy broke the still­ness.

			“I should like to see,” he mur­mured.

			“Yeah,” said Har­ri­son. “And the wart-cure. Too bad you missed that; it might be the can­cer cure they’ve been hunt­ing for a cen­tu­ry and a half.”

			“Oh, that!” mut­tered Jarvis gloomi­ly. “That’s what start­ed the fight!” He drew a glis­ten­ing ob­ject from his pock­et.

			“Here it is.”

		
	
		
			Valley of Dreams

			Cap­tain Har­ri­son of the Ares ex­pe­di­tion turned away from the lit­tle tele­scope in the bow of the rock­et. “Two weeks more, at the most,” he re­marked. “Mars on­ly ret­ro­grades for sev­en­ty days in all, rel­a­tive to the earth, and we’ve got to be home­ward bound dur­ing that pe­ri­od, or wait a year and a half for old Moth­er Earth to go around the sun and catch up with us again. How’d you like to spend a win­ter here?”

			Dick Jarvis, chemist of the par­ty, shiv­ered as he looked up from his note­book. “I’d just as soon spend it in a liq­uid air tank!” he averred. “These eighty-be­low ze­ro sum­mer nights are plen­ty for me.”

			“Well,” mused the cap­tain, “the first suc­cess­ful Mar­tian ex­pe­di­tion ought to be home long be­fore then.”

			“Suc­cess­ful if we get home,” cor­rect­ed Jarvis. “I don’t trust these cranky rock­ets—not since the aux­il­iary dumped me in the mid­dle of Thyle last week. Walk­ing back from a rock­et ride is a new sen­sa­tion to me.”

			“Which re­minds me,” re­turned Har­ri­son, “that we’ve got to re­cov­er your films. They’re im­por­tant if we’re to pull this trip out of the red. Re­mem­ber how the pub­lic mobbed the first moon pic­tures? Our shots ought to pack ’em to the doors. And the broad­cast rights, too; we might show a prof­it for the Acad­e­my.”

			“What in­ter­ests me,” coun­tered Jarvis, “is a per­son­al prof­it. A book, for in­stance; ex­plo­ration books are al­ways pop­u­lar. Mar­tian Deserts—how’s that for a ti­tle?”

			“Lousy!” grunt­ed the cap­tain. “Sounds like a cook­book for desserts. You’d have to call it ‘Love Life of a Mar­tian,’ or some­thing like that.”

			Jarvis chuck­led. “Any­way,” he said, “if we once get back home, I’m go­ing to grab what prof­it there is, and nev­er, nev­er, get any far­ther from the earth than a good strato­sphere plane’ll take me. I’ve learned to ap­pre­ci­ate the plan­et af­ter plow­ing over this dried-up pill we’re on now.”

			“I’ll lay you odds you’ll be back here year af­ter next,” grinned the Cap­tain. “You’ll want to vis­it your pal—that trick os­trich.”

			“Tweel?” The oth­er’s tone sobered. “I wish I hadn’t lost him, at that. He was a good scout. I’d nev­er have sur­vived the dream-beast but for him. And that bat­tle with the push­cart things—I nev­er even had a chance to thank him.”

			“A pair of lu­natics, you two,” ob­served Har­ri­son. He squint­ed through the port at the gray gloom of the Mare Cim­meri­um. “There comes the sun.” He paused. “Lis­ten, Dick—you and Leroy take the oth­er aux­il­iary rock­et and go out and sal­vage those films.”

			Jarvis stared. “Me and Leroy?” he echoed un­gram­mat­i­cal­ly. “Why not me and Putz? An en­gi­neer would have some chance of get­ting us there and back if the rock­et goes bad on us.”

			The cap­tain nod­ded to­ward the stern, whence is­sued at that mo­ment a med­ley of blows and gut­tural ex­ple­tives. “Putz is go­ing over the in­sides of the Ares,” he an­nounced. “He’ll have his hands full un­til we leave, be­cause I want ev­ery bolt in­spect­ed. It’s too late for re­pairs once we cast off.”

			“And if Leroy and I crack up? That’s our last aux­il­iary.”

			“Pick up an­oth­er os­trich and walk back,” sug­gest­ed Har­ri­son gruffly. Then he smiled. “If you have trou­ble, we’ll hunt you out in the Ares,” he fin­ished. “Those films are im­por­tant.” He turned. “Leroy!”

			The dap­per lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist ap­peared, his face ques­tion­ing.

			“You and Jarvis are off to sal­vage the aux­il­iary,” the Cap­tain said. “Ev­ery­thing’s ready and you’d bet­ter start now. Call back at half-hour in­ter­vals; I’ll be lis­ten­ing.”

			Leroy’s eyes glis­tened. “Per­haps we land for spec­i­mens—no?” he queried.

			“Land if you want to. This golf ball seems safe enough.”

			“Ex­cept for the dream-beast,” mut­tered Jarvis with a faint shud­der. He frowned sud­den­ly. “Say, as long as we’re go­ing that way, sup­pose I have a look for Tweel’s home! He must live off there some­where, and he’s the most im­por­tant thing we’ve seen on Mars.”

			Har­ri­son hes­i­tat­ed. “If I thought you could keep out of trou­ble,” he mut­tered. “All right,” he de­cid­ed. “Have a look. There’s food and wa­ter aboard the aux­il­iary; you can take a cou­ple of days. But keep in touch with me, you saps!”

			Jarvis and Leroy went through the air­lock out to the grey plain. The thin air, still scarce­ly warmed by the ris­ing sun, bit flesh and lung like nee­dles, and they gasped with a sense of suf­fo­ca­tion. They dropped to a sit­ting pos­ture, wait­ing for their bod­ies, trained by months in ac­clima­ti­za­tion cham­bers back on earth, to ac­com­mo­date them­selves to the ten­u­ous air. Leroy’s face, as al­ways, turned a smoth­ered blue, and Jarvis heard his own breath rasp­ing and rat­tling in his throat. But in five min­utes, the dis­com­fort passed; they rose and en­tered the lit­tle aux­il­iary rock­et that rest­ed be­side the black hull of the Ares.

			The un­der-jets roared out their fiery atom­ic blast; dirt and bits of shat­tered biopods spun away in a cloud as the rock­et rose. Har­ri­son watched the pro­jec­tile trail its flam­ing way in­to the south, then turned back to his work.

			It was four days be­fore he saw the rock­et again. Just at evening, as the sun dropped be­hind the hori­zon with the sud­den­ness of a can­dle fall­ing in­to the sea, the aux­il­iary flashed out of the south­ern heav­ens, eas­ing gen­tly down on the flam­ing wings of the un­der-jets. Jarvis and Leroy emerged, passed through the swift­ly gath­er­ing dusk, and faced him in the light of the Ares. He sur­veyed the two; Jarvis was tat­tered and scratched, but ap­par­ent­ly in bet­ter con­di­tion than Leroy, whose dap­per­ness was com­plete­ly lost. The lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist was pale as the near­er moon that glowed out­side; one arm was ban­daged in ther­mo-skin and his clothes hung in ver­i­ta­ble rags. But it was his eyes that struck Har­ri­son most strange­ly; to one who lived these many weary days with the diminu­tive French­man, there was some­thing queer about them. They were fright­ened, plain­ly enough, and that was odd, since Leroy was no cow­ard or he’d nev­er have been one of the four cho­sen by the Acad­e­my for the first Mar­tian ex­pe­di­tion. But the fear in his eyes was more un­der­stand­able than that oth­er ex­pres­sion, that queer fix­i­ty of gaze like one in a trance, or like a per­son in an ec­sta­sy. “Like a chap who’s seen Heav­en and Hell to­geth­er,” Har­ri­son ex­pressed it to him­self. He was yet to dis­cov­er how right he was.

			He as­sumed a gruff­ness as the weary pair sat down. “You’re a fine look­ing cou­ple!” he growled. “I should’ve known bet­ter than to let you wan­der off alone.” He paused. “Is your arm all right, Leroy? Need any treat­ment?”

			Jarvis an­swered. “It’s all right—just gashed. No dan­ger of in­fec­tion here, I guess; Leroy says there aren’t any mi­crobes on Mars.”

			“Well,” ex­plod­ed the Cap­tain, “Let’s hear it, then! Your ra­dio re­ports sound­ed screwy. ‘Es­caped from Par­adise!’ Huh!”

			“I didn’t want to give de­tails on the ra­dio,” said Jarvis sober­ly. “You’d have thought we’d gone loony.”

			“I think so, any­way.”

			“Moi aus­si!” mut­tered Leroy. “I too!”

			“Shall I be­gin at the be­gin­ning?” queried the chemist. “Our ear­ly re­ports were pret­ty near­ly com­plete.” He stared at Putz, who had come in silent­ly, his face and hands black­ened with car­bon, and seat­ed him­self be­side Har­ri­son.

			“At the be­gin­ning,” the Cap­tain de­cid­ed.

			“Well,” be­gan Jarvis, “we got start­ed all right, and flew due south along the merid­i­an of the Ares, same course I’d fol­lowed last week. I was get­ting used to this nar­row hori­zon, so I didn’t feel so much like be­ing cooped un­der a big bowl, but one does keep over­es­ti­mat­ing dis­tances. Some­thing four miles away looks eight when you’re used to ter­res­tri­al cur­va­ture, and that makes you guess its size just four times too large. A lit­tle hill looks like a moun­tain un­til you’re al­most over it.”

			“I know that,” grunt­ed Har­ri­son.

			“Yes, but Leroy didn’t, and I spent our first cou­ple of hours try­ing to ex­plain it to him. By the time he un­der­stood (if he does yet) we were past Cim­meri­um and over that Xan­thus desert, and then we crossed the canal with the mud city and the bar­rel-shaped cit­i­zens and the place where Tweel had shot the dream-beast. And noth­ing would do for Pierre here but that we put down so he could prac­tice his bi­ol­o­gy on the re­mains. So we did.

			“The thing was still there. No sign of de­cay; couldn’t be, of course, with­out bac­te­ri­al forms of life, and Leroy says that Mars is as ster­ile as an op­er­at­ing ta­ble.”

			“Comme le coeur d’une fileuse,” cor­rect­ed the lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist, who was be­gin­ning to re­gain a trace of his usu­al en­er­gy. “Like an old maid’s heart!”

			“How­ev­er,” re­sumed Jarvis, “about a hun­dred of the lit­tle grey-green biopods had fas­tened on­to the thing and were grow­ing and branch­ing. Leroy found a stick and knocked ’em off, and each branch broke away and be­came a bio­pod crawl­ing around with the oth­ers. So he poked around at the crea­ture, while I looked away from it; even dead, that rope-armed dev­il gave me the creeps. And then came the sur­prise; the thing was part plant!”

			“C’est vrai!” con­firmed the bi­ol­o­gist. “It’s true!”

			“It was a big cousin of the biopods,” con­tin­ued Jarvis. “Leroy was quite ex­cit­ed; he fig­ures that all Mar­tian life is of that sort—nei­ther plant nor an­i­mal. Life here nev­er dif­fer­en­ti­at­ed, he says; ev­ery­thing has both na­tures in it, even the bar­rel-crea­tures—even Tweel! I think he’s right, es­pe­cial­ly when I re­call how Tweel rest­ed, stick­ing his beak in the ground and stay­ing that way all night. I nev­er saw him eat or drink, ei­ther; per­haps his beak was more in the na­ture of a root, and he got his nour­ish­ment that way.”

			“Sounds nut­ty to me,” ob­served Har­ri­son.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Jarvis, “we broke up a few of the oth­er growths and they act­ed the same way—the pieces crawled around, on­ly much slow­er than the biopods, and then stuck them­selves in the ground. Then Leroy had to catch a sam­ple of the walk­ing grass, and we were ready to leave when a pa­rade of the bar­rel-crea­tures rushed by with their push­carts. They hadn’t for­got­ten me, ei­ther; they all drummed out, ‘We are v-r-r-iends—ouch!’ just as they had be­fore. Leroy want­ed to shoot one and cut it up, but I re­mem­bered the bat­tle Tweel and I had had with them, and ve­toed the idea. But he did hit on a pos­si­ble ex­pla­na­tion as to what they did with all the rub­bish they gath­ered.”

			“Made mud-pies, I guess,” grunt­ed the cap­tain.

			“More or less,” agreed Jarvis. “They use it for food, Leroy thinks. If they’re part veg­etable, you see, that’s what they’d want—soil with or­gan­ic re­mains in it to make it fer­tile. That’s why they ground up sand and biopods and oth­er growths all to­geth­er. See?”

			“Dim­ly,” coun­tered Har­ri­son. “How about the sui­cides?”

			“Leroy had a hunch there, too. The sui­cides jump in­to the grinder when the mix­ture has too much sand and grav­el; they throw them­selves in to ad­just the pro­por­tions.”

			“Rats!” said Har­ri­son dis­gust­ed­ly. “Why couldn’t they bring in some ex­tra branch­es from out­side?”

			“Be­cause sui­cide is eas­i­er. You’ve got to re­mem­ber that these crea­tures can’t be judged by earth­ly stan­dards; they prob­a­bly don’t feel pain, and they haven’t got what we’d call in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty. Any in­tel­li­gence they have is the prop­er­ty of the whole com­mu­ni­ty—like an ant-heap. That’s it! Ants are will­ing to die for their anthill; so are these crea­tures.”

			“So are men,” ob­served the cap­tain, “if it comes to that.”

			“Yes, but men aren’t ex­act­ly ea­ger. It takes some emo­tion like pa­tri­o­tism to work ’em to the point of dy­ing for their coun­try; these things do it all in the day’s work.” He paused.

			“Well, we took some pic­tures of the dream-beast and the bar­rel-crea­tures, and then we start­ed along. We sailed over Xan­thus, keep­ing as close to the merid­i­an of the Ares as we could, and pret­ty soon we crossed the trail of the pyra­mid-builder. So we cir­cled back to let Leroy take a look at it, and when we found it, we land­ed. The thing had com­plet­ed just two rows of bricks since Tweel and I left it, and there it was, breath­ing in sil­i­con and breath­ing out bricks as if it had eter­ni­ty to do it in—which it has. Leroy want­ed to dis­sect it with a Boland ex­plo­sive bul­let, but I thought that any­thing that had lived for ten mil­lion years was en­ti­tled to the re­spect due old age, so I talked him out of it. He peeped in­to the hole on top of it and near­ly got beaned by the arm com­ing up with a brick, and then he chipped off a few pieces of it, which didn’t dis­turb the crea­ture a bit. He found the place I’d chipped, tried to see if there was any sign of heal­ing, and de­cid­ed he could tell bet­ter in two or three thou­sand years. So we took a few shots of it and sailed on.

			“Mid af­ter­noon we lo­cat­ed the wreck of my rock­et. Not a thing dis­turbed; we picked up my films and tried to de­cide what next. I want­ed to find Tweel if pos­si­ble; I fig­ured from the fact of his point­ing south that he lived some­where near Thyle. We plot­ted our route and judged that the desert we were in now was Thyle II; Thyle I should be east of us. So, on a hunch, we de­cid­ed to have a look at Thyle I, and away we buzzed.”

			“Der mo­tors?” queried Putz, break­ing his long si­lence.

			“For a won­der, we had no trou­ble, Karl. Your blast worked per­fect­ly. So we hummed along, pret­ty high to get a wider view, I’d say about fifty thou­sand feet. Thyle II spread out like an or­ange car­pet, and af­ter a while we came to the grey branch of the Mare Chro­ni­um that bound­ed it. That was nar­row; we crossed it in half an hour, and there was Thyle I—same or­ange-hued desert as its mate. We veered south, to­ward the Mare Aus­trale, and fol­lowed the edge of the desert. And to­ward sun­set we spot­ted it.”

			“Sh­pot­ted?” echoed Putz. “Vot vas sh­pot­ted?”

			“The desert was spot­ted—with build­ings! Not one of the mud cities of the canals, al­though a canal went through it. From the map we fig­ured the canal was a con­tin­u­a­tion of the one Schi­a­par­el­li called As­ca­nius.

			“We were prob­a­bly too high to be vis­i­ble to any in­hab­i­tants of the city, but al­so too high for a good look at it, even with the glass­es. How­ev­er, it was near­ly sun­set, any­way, so we didn’t plan on drop­ping in. We cir­cled the place; the canal went out in­to the Mare Aus­trale, and there, glit­ter­ing in the south, was the melt­ing po­lar ice­cap! The canal drained it; we could dis­tin­guish the sparkle of wa­ter in it. Off to the south­east, just at the edge of the Mare Aus­trale, was a val­ley—the first ir­reg­u­lar­i­ty I’d seen on Mars ex­cept the cliffs that bound­ed Xan­thus and Thyle II. We flew over the val­ley—” Jarvis paused sud­den­ly and shud­dered; Leroy, whose col­or had be­gun to re­turn, seemed to pale. The chemist re­sumed, “Well, the val­ley looked all right—then! Just a gray waste, prob­a­bly full of crawlers like the oth­ers.

			“We cir­cled back over the city; say, I want to tell you that place was—well, gi­gan­tic! It was colos­sal; at first I thought the size was due to that il­lu­sion I spoke of—you know, the near­ness of the hori­zon—but it wasn’t that. We sailed right over it, and you’ve nev­er seen any­thing like it!

			“But the sun dropped out of sight right then. I knew we were pret­ty far south—lat­i­tude 60—but I didn’t know just how much night we’d have.”

			Har­ri­son glanced at a Schi­a­par­el­li chart. “About 60—eh?” he said. “Close to what cor­re­sponds to the Antarc­tic cir­cle. You’d have about four hours of night at this sea­son. Three months from now you’d have none at all.”

			“Three months!” echoed Jarvis, sur­prised. Then he grinned. “Right! I for­get the sea­sons here are twice as long as ours. Well, we sailed out in­to the desert about twen­ty miles, which put the city be­low the hori­zon in case we over­slept, and there we spent the night.

			“You’re right about the length of it. We had about four hours of dark­ness which left us fair­ly rest­ed. We ate break­fast, called our lo­ca­tion to you, and start­ed over to have a look at the city.

			“We sailed to­ward it from the east and it loomed up ahead of us like a range of moun­tains. Lord, what a city! Not that New York mightn’t have high­er build­ings, or Chica­go cov­er more ground, but for sheer mass, those struc­tures were in a class by them­selves. Gar­gan­tu­an!

			“There was a queer look about the place, though. You know how a ter­res­tri­al city sprawls out, a nim­bus of sub­urbs, a ring of res­i­den­tial sec­tions, fac­to­ry dis­tricts, parks, high­ways. There was none of that here; the city rose out of the desert as abrupt­ly as a cliff. On­ly a few lit­tle sand mounds marked the di­vi­sion, and then the walls of those gi­gan­tic struc­tures.

			“The ar­chi­tec­ture was strange, too. There were lots of de­vices that are im­pos­si­ble back home, such as set­backs in re­verse, so that a build­ing with a small base could spread out as it rose. That would be a valu­able trick in New York, where land is al­most price­less, but to do it, you’d have to trans­fer Mar­tian grav­i­ta­tion there!

			“Well, since you can’t very well land a rock­et in a city street, we put down right next to the canal side of the city, took our small cam­eras and re­volvers, and start­ed for a gap in the wall of ma­son­ry. We weren’t ten feet from the rock­et when we both saw the ex­pla­na­tion for a lot of the queer­ness.

			“The city was in ru­in! Aban­doned, de­sert­ed, dead as Baby­lon! Or at least, so it looked to us then, with its emp­ty streets which, if they had been paved, were now deep un­der sand.”

			“A ru­in, eh?” com­ment­ed Har­ri­son. “How old?”

			“How could we tell?” coun­tered Jarvis. “The next ex­pe­di­tion to this golf ball ought to car­ry an arche­ol­o­gist—and a philol­o­gist, too, as we found out lat­er. But it’s a dev­il of a job to es­ti­mate the age of any­thing here; things weath­er so slow­ly that most of the build­ings might have been put up yes­ter­day. No rain­fall, no earth­quakes, no veg­e­ta­tion is here to spread cracks with its roots—noth­ing. The on­ly ag­ing fac­tors here are the ero­sion of the wind—and that’s neg­li­gi­ble in this at­mos­phere—and the cracks caused by chang­ing tem­per­a­ture. And one oth­er agent—me­te­orites. They must crash down oc­ca­sion­al­ly on the city, judg­ing from the thin­ness of the air, and the fact that we’ve seen four strike ground right here near the Ares.”

			“Sev­en,” cor­rect­ed the cap­tain. “Three dropped while you were gone.”

			“Well, dam­age by me­te­orites must be slow, any­way. Big ones would be as rare here as on earth, be­cause big ones get through in spite of the at­mos­phere, and those build­ings could sus­tain a lot of lit­tle ones. My guess at the city’s age—and it may be wrong by a big per­cent­age—would be fif­teen thou­sand years. Even that’s thou­sands of years old­er than any hu­man civ­i­liza­tion; fif­teen thou­sand years ago was the Late Stone Age in the his­to­ry of mankind.

			“So Leroy and I crept up to those tremen­dous build­ings feel­ing like pyg­mies, sort of awestruck, and talk­ing in whis­pers. I tell you, it was ghost­ly walk­ing down that dead and de­sert­ed street, and ev­ery time we passed through a shad­ow, we shiv­ered, and not just be­cause shad­ows are cold on Mars. We felt like in­trud­ers, as if the great race that had built the place might re­sent our pres­ence even across a hun­dred and fifty cen­turies. The place was as qui­et as a grave, but we kept imag­in­ing things and peep­ing down the dark lanes be­tween build­ings and look­ing over our shoul­ders. Most of the struc­tures were win­dow­less, but when we did see an open­ing in those vast walls, we couldn’t look away, ex­pect­ing to see some hor­ror peer­ing out of it.

			“Then we passed an ed­i­fice with an open arch; the doors were there, but blocked open by sand. I got up nerve enough to take a look in­side, and then, of course, we dis­cov­ered we’d for­got­ten to take our flash­es. But we eased a few feet in­to the dark­ness and the pas­sage de­bouched in­to a colos­sal hall. Far above us a lit­tle crack let in a pal­lid ray of day­light, not near­ly enough to light the place; I couldn’t even see if the hall rose clear to the dis­tant roof. But I know the place was enor­mous; I said some­thing to Leroy and a mil­lion thin echoes came slip­ping back to us out of the dark­ness. And af­ter that, we be­gan to hear oth­er sounds—slith­er­ing rustling nois­es, and whis­pers, and sounds like sup­pressed breath­ing—and some­thing black and silent passed be­tween us and that far­away crevice of light.

			“Then we saw three lit­tle green­ish spots of lu­mi­nos­i­ty in the dusk to our left. We stood star­ing at them, and sud­den­ly they all shift­ed at once. Leroy yelled ‘Ce sont des yeux!’ and they were! They were eyes!

			“Well, we stood frozen for a mo­ment, while Leroy’s yell re­ver­ber­at­ed back and forth be­tween the dis­tant walls, and the echoes re­peat­ed the words in queer, thin voic­es. There were mum­blings and mut­ter­ings and whis­per­ings and sounds like strange soft laugh­ter, and then the three-eyed thing moved again. Then we broke for the door!

			“We felt bet­ter out in the sun­light; we looked at each oth­er sheep­ish­ly, but nei­ther of us sug­gest­ed an­oth­er look at the build­ings in­side—though we did see the place lat­er, and that was queer, too—but you’ll hear about it when I come to it. We just loos­ened our re­volvers and crept on along that ghost­ly street.

			“The street curved and twist­ed and sub­di­vid­ed. I kept care­ful note of our di­rec­tions, since we couldn’t risk get­ting lost in that gi­gan­tic maze. With­out our ther­mo-skin bags, night would fin­ish us, even if what lurked in the ru­ins didn’t. By and by, I no­ticed that we were veer­ing back to­ward the canal, the build­ings end­ed and there were on­ly a few dozen ragged stone huts which looked as though they might have been built of de­bris from the city. I was just be­gin­ning to feel a bit dis­ap­point­ed at find­ing no trace of Tweel’s peo­ple here when we round­ed a cor­ner and there he was!

			“I yelled ‘Tweel!’ but he just stared, and then I re­al­ized that he wasn’t Tweel, but an­oth­er Mar­tian of his sort. Tweel’s feath­ery ap­pendages were more or­ange hued and he stood sev­er­al inch­es taller than this one. Leroy was sput­ter­ing in ex­cite­ment, and the Mar­tian kept his vi­cious beak di­rect­ed at us, so I stepped for­ward as peace­mak­er. I said ‘Tweel?’ very ques­tion­ing­ly, but there was no re­sult. I tried it a dozen times, and we fi­nal­ly had to give it up; we couldn’t con­nect.

			“Leroy and I walked to­ward the huts, and the Mar­tian fol­lowed us. Twice he was joined by oth­ers, and each time I tried yelling ‘Tweel’ at them but they just stared at us. So we am­bled on with the three trail­ing us, and then it sud­den­ly oc­curred to me that my Mar­tian ac­cent might be at fault. I faced the group and tried trilling it out the way Tweel him­self did: ‘T-r-r-rwee-r-rl!’ Like that.

			“And that worked! One of them spun his head around a full nine­ty de­grees, and screeched ‘T-r-r-rweee-r-rl!’ and a mo­ment lat­er, like an ar­row from a bow, Tweel came sail­ing over the near­er huts to land on his beak in front of me!

			“Man, we were glad to see each oth­er! Tweel set up a twit­ter­ing and chirp­ing like a farm in sum­mer and went sail­ing up and com­ing down on his beak, and I would have grabbed his hands, on­ly he wouldn’t keep still long enough.

			“The oth­er Mar­tians and Leroy just stared, and af­ter a while, Tweel stopped bounc­ing, and there we were. We couldn’t talk to each oth­er any more than we could be­fore, so af­ter I’d said ‘Tweel’ a cou­ple of times and he’d said ‘Tick,’ we were more or less help­less. How­ev­er, it was on­ly mid-morn­ing, and it seemed im­por­tant to learn all we could about Tweel and the city, so I sug­gest­ed that he guide us around the place if he weren’t busy. I put over the idea by point­ing back at the build­ings and then at him and us.

			“Well, ap­par­ent­ly he wasn’t too busy, for he set off with us, lead­ing the way with one of his hun­dred and fifty-foot nose­dives that set Leroy gasp­ing. When we caught up, he said some­thing like ‘one, one, two—two, two, four—no, no—yes, yes—rock—no breet!’ That didn’t seem to mean any­thing; per­haps he was just let­ting Leroy know that he could speak Eng­lish, or per­haps he was mere­ly run­ning over his vo­cab­u­lary to re­fresh his mem­o­ry.

			“Any­way, he showed us around. He had a light of sorts in his black pouch, good enough for small rooms, but sim­ply lost in some of the colos­sal cav­erns we went through. Nine out of ten build­ings meant ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to us—just vast emp­ty cham­bers, full of shad­ows and rustlings and echoes. I couldn’t imag­ine their use; they didn’t seem suit­able for liv­ing quar­ters, or even for com­mer­cial pur­pos­es—trade and so forth; they might have been all right as pow­er­hous­es, but what could have been the pur­pose of a whole city full? And where were the re­mains of the ma­chin­ery?

			“The place was a mys­tery. Some­times Tweel would show us through a hall that would have housed an ocean-lin­er, and he’d seem to swell with pride—and we couldn’t make a damn thing of it! As a dis­play of ar­chi­tec­tural pow­er, the city was colos­sal; as any­thing else it was just nut­ty!

			“But we did see one thing that reg­is­tered. We came to that same build­ing Leroy and I had en­tered ear­li­er—the one with the three eyes in it. Well, we were a lit­tle shaky about go­ing in there, but Tweel twit­tered and trilled and kept say­ing, ‘Yes, yes, yes!’ so we fol­lowed him, star­ing ner­vous­ly about for the thing that had watched us. How­ev­er, that hall was just like the oth­ers, full of mur­murs and slith­er­ing nois­es and shad­owy things slip­ping away in­to cor­ners. If the three-eyed crea­ture were still there, it must have slunk away with the oth­ers.

			“Tweel led us along the wall; his light showed a se­ries of lit­tle al­coves, and in the first of these we ran in­to a puz­zling thing—a very weird thing. As the light flashed in­to the al­cove, I saw first just an emp­ty space, and then, squat­ting on the floor, I saw—it! A lit­tle crea­ture about as big as a large rat, it was, gray and hud­dled and ev­i­dent­ly star­tled by our ap­pear­ance. It had the queer­est, most dev­il­ish lit­tle face!—point­ed ears or horns and sa­tan­ic eyes that seemed to sparkle with a sort of fiendish in­tel­li­gence.

			“Tweel saw it, too, and let out a screech of anger, and the crea­ture rose on two pen­cil-thin legs and scut­tled off with a half-ter­ri­fied, half de­fi­ant squeak. It dart­ed past us in­to the dark­ness too quick­ly even for Tweel, and as it ran, some­thing waved on its body like the flut­ter­ing of a cape. Tweel screeched an­gri­ly at it and set up a shrill hul­la­baloo that sound­ed like gen­uine rage.

			“But the thing was gone, and then I no­ticed the weird­est of imag­in­able de­tails. Where it had squat­ted on the floor was—a book! It had been hunched over a book!

			“I took a step for­ward; sure enough, there was some sort of in­scrip­tion on the pages—wavy white lines like a seis­mo­graph record on black sheets like the ma­te­ri­al of Tweel’s pouch. Tweel fumed and whis­tled in wrath, picked up the vol­ume and slammed it in­to place on a shelf full of oth­ers. Leroy and I stared dumb­found­ed at each oth­er.

			“Had the lit­tle thing with the fiendish face been read­ing? Or was it sim­ply eat­ing the pages, get­ting phys­i­cal nour­ish­ment rather than men­tal? Or had the whole thing been ac­ci­den­tal?

			“If the crea­ture were some rat­like pest that de­stroyed books, Tweel’s rage was un­der­stand­able, but why should he try to pre­vent an in­tel­li­gent be­ing, even though of an alien race, from read­ing—if it was read­ing? I don’t know; I did no­tice that the book was en­tire­ly un­dam­aged, nor did I see a dam­aged book among any that we han­dled. But I have an odd hunch that if we knew the se­cret of the lit­tle cape-clothed imp, we’d know the mys­tery of the vast aban­doned city and of the de­cay of Mar­tian cul­ture.

			“Well, Tweel qui­et­ed down af­ter a while and led us com­plete­ly around that tremen­dous hall. It had been a li­brary, I think; at least, there were thou­sands up­on thou­sands of those queer black-paged vol­umes print­ed in wavy lines of white. There were pic­tures, too, in some; and some of these showed Tweel’s peo­ple. That’s a point, of course; it in­di­cat­ed that his race built the city and print­ed the books. I don’t think the great­est philol­o­gist on earth will ev­er trans­late one line of those records; they were made by minds too dif­fer­ent from ours.

			“Tweel could read them, nat­u­ral­ly. He twit­tered off a few lines, and then I took a few of the books, with his per­mis­sion; he said ‘no, no!’ to some and ‘yes, yes!’ to oth­ers. Per­haps he kept back the ones his peo­ple need­ed, or per­haps he let me take the ones he thought we’d un­der­stand most eas­i­ly. I don’t know; the books are out­side there in the rock­et.

			“Then he held that dim torch of his to­ward the walls, and they were pic­tured. Lord, what pic­tures! They stretched up and up in­to the black­ness of the roof, mys­te­ri­ous and gi­gan­tic. I couldn’t make much of the first wall; it seemed to be a por­tray­al of a great as­sem­bly of Tweel’s peo­ple. Per­haps it was meant to sym­bol­ize So­ci­ety or Gov­ern­ment. But the next wall was more ob­vi­ous; it showed crea­tures at work on a colos­sal ma­chine of some sort, and that would be In­dus­try or Sci­ence. The back wall had cor­rod­ed away in part, from what we could see, I sus­pect­ed the scene was meant to por­tray Art, but it was on the fourth wall that we got a shock that near­ly dazed us.

			“I think the sym­bol was Ex­plo­ration or Dis­cov­ery. This wall was a lit­tle plain­er, be­cause the mov­ing beam of day­light from that crack lit up the high­er sur­face and Tweel’s torch il­lu­mi­nat­ed the low­er. We made out a gi­ant seat­ed fig­ure, one of the beaked Mar­tians like Tweel, but with ev­ery limb sug­gest­ing heav­i­ness, weari­ness. The arms dropped inert­ly on the chair, the thin neck bent and the beak rest­ed on the body, as if the crea­ture could scarce­ly bear its own weight. And be­fore it was a queer kneel­ing fig­ure, and at sight of it, Leroy and I al­most reeled against each oth­er. It was, ap­par­ent­ly, a man!”

			“A man!” bel­lowed Har­ri­son. “A man you say?”

			“I said ap­par­ent­ly,” re­tort­ed Jarvis. “The artist had ex­ag­ger­at­ed the nose al­most to the length of Tweel’s beak, but the fig­ure had black shoul­der-length hair, and in­stead of the Mar­tian four, there were five fin­gers on its out­stretched hand! It was kneel­ing as if in wor­ship of the Mar­tian, and on the ground was what looked like a pot­tery bowl full of some food as an of­fer­ing. Well! Leroy and I thought we’d gone screwy!”

			“And Putz and I think so, too!” roared the cap­tain.

			“Maybe we all have,” replied Jarvis, with a faint grin at the pale face of the lit­tle French­man, who re­turned it in si­lence. “Any­way,” he con­tin­ued, “Tweel was squeak­ing and point­ing at the fig­ure, and say­ing ‘Tick! Tick!’ so he rec­og­nized the re­sem­blance—and nev­er mind any cracks about my nose!” he warned the cap­tain. “It was Leroy who made the im­por­tant com­ment; he looked at the Mar­tian and said ‘Thoth! The god Thoth!’ ”

			“Oui!” con­firmed the bi­ol­o­gist. “Comme l’Egypte!”

			“Yeah,” said Jarvis. “Like the Egyp­tian ibis-head­ed god—the one with the beak. Well, no soon­er did Tweel hear the name Thoth than he set up a clam­or of twit­ter­ing and squeak­ing. He point­ed at him­self and said ‘Thoth! Thoth!’ and then waved his arm all around and re­peat­ed it. Of course he of­ten did queer things, but we both thought we un­der­stood what he meant. He was try­ing to tell us that his race called them­selves Thoth. Do you see what I’m get­ting at?”

			“I see, all right,” said Har­ri­son. “You think the Mar­tians paid a vis­it to the earth, and the Egyp­tians re­mem­bered it in their mythol­o­gy. Well, you’re off, then; there wasn’t any Egyp­tian civ­i­liza­tion fif­teen thou­sand years ago.”

			“Wrong!” grinned Jarvis. “It’s too bad we haven’t an arche­ol­o­gist with us, but Leroy tells me that there was a stone-age cul­ture in Egypt then, the pre-dy­nas­tic civ­i­liza­tion.”

			“Well, even so, what of it?”

			“Plen­ty! Ev­ery­thing in that pic­ture proves my point. The at­ti­tude of the Mar­tian, heavy and weary—that’s the un­nat­u­ral strain of ter­res­tri­al grav­i­ta­tion. The name Thoth; Leroy tells me Thoth was the Egyp­tian god of phi­los­o­phy and the in­ven­tor of writ­ing! Get that? They must have picked up the idea from watch­ing the Mar­tian take notes. It’s too much for co­in­ci­dence that Thoth should be beaked and ibis-head­ed, and that the beaked Mar­tians call them­selves Thoth.”

			“Well, I’ll be hanged! But what about the nose on the Egyp­tian? Do you mean to tell me that stone-age Egyp­tians had longer noses than or­di­nary men?”

			“Of course not! It’s just that the Mar­tians very nat­u­ral­ly cast their paint­ings in Mar­tian­ized form. Don’t hu­man be­ings tend to re­late ev­ery­thing to them­selves? That’s why dugongs and man­a­tees start­ed the mer­maid myths—sailors thought they saw hu­man fea­tures on the beasts. So the Mar­tian artist, draw­ing ei­ther from de­scrip­tions or im­per­fect pho­to­graphs, nat­u­ral­ly ex­ag­ger­at­ed the size of the hu­man nose to a de­gree that looked nor­mal to him. Or any­way, that’s my the­o­ry.”

			“Well, it’ll do as a the­o­ry,” grunt­ed Har­ri­son. “What I want to hear is why you two got back here look­ing like a cou­ple of year-be­fore-last bird’s nests.”

			Jarvis shud­dered again, and cast an­oth­er glance at Leroy. The lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist was re­cov­er­ing some of his ac­cus­tomed poise, but he re­turned the glance with an echo of the chemist’s shud­der.

			“We’ll get to that,” re­sumed the lat­ter. “Mean­while I’ll stick to Tweel and his peo­ple. We spent the bet­ter part of three days with them, as you know. I can’t give ev­ery de­tail, but I’ll sum­ma­rize the im­por­tant facts and give our con­clu­sions, which may not be worth an in­flat­ed franc. It’s hard to judge this dried-up world by earth­ly stan­dards.

			“We took pic­tures of ev­ery­thing pos­si­ble; I even tried to pho­to­graph that gi­gan­tic mu­ral in the li­brary, but un­less Tweel’s lamp was un­usu­al­ly rich in ac­tinic rays, I don’t sup­pose it’ll show. And that’s a pity, since it’s un­doubt­ed­ly the most in­ter­est­ing ob­ject we’ve found on Mars, at least from a hu­man view­point.

			“Tweel was a very cour­te­ous host. He took us to all the points of in­ter­est—even the new wa­ter­works.”

			Putz’s eyes bright­ened at the word. “Vater-vorks?” he echoed. “For vot?”

			“For the canal, nat­u­ral­ly. They have to build up a head of wa­ter to drive it through; that’s ob­vi­ous.” He looked at the cap­tain. “You told me your­self that to drive wa­ter from the po­lar caps of Mars to the equa­tor was equiv­a­lent to forc­ing it up a twen­ty-mile hill, be­cause Mars is flat­tened at the poles and bulges at the equa­tor just like the earth.”

			“That’s true,” agreed Har­ri­son.

			“Well,” re­sumed Jarvis, “this city was one of the re­lay sta­tions to boost the flow. Their pow­er plant was the on­ly one of the gi­ant build­ings that seemed to serve any use­ful pur­pose, and that was worth see­ing. I wish you’d seen it, Karl; you’ll have to make what you can from our pic­tures. It’s a sun-pow­er plant!”

			Har­ri­son and Putz stared. “Sun-pow­er!” grunt­ed the cap­tain. “That’s prim­i­tive!” And the en­gi­neer added an em­phat­ic “Ja!” of agree­ment.

			“Not as prim­i­tive as all that,” cor­rect­ed Jarvis. “The sun­light fo­cused on a queer cylin­der in the cen­ter of a big con­cave mir­ror, and they drew an elec­tric cur­rent from it. The juice worked the pumps.”

			“A t’er­mo­cou­ple!” ejac­u­lat­ed Putz.

			“That sounds rea­son­able; you can judge by the pic­tures. But the pow­er-plant had some queer things about it. The queer­est was that the ma­chin­ery was tend­ed, not by Tweel’s peo­ple, but by some of the bar­rel-shaped crea­tures like the ones in Xan­thus!” He gazed around at the faces of his au­di­tors; there was no com­ment.

			“Get it?” he re­sumed. At their si­lence, he pro­ceed­ed, “I see you don’t. Leroy fig­ured it out, but whether right­ly or wrong­ly, I don’t know. He thinks that the bar­rels and Tweel’s race have a re­cip­ro­cal ar­range­ment like—well, like bees and flow­ers on earth. The flow­ers give hon­ey for the bees; the bees car­ry the pollen for the flow­ers. See? The bar­rels tend the works and Tweel’s peo­ple build the canal sys­tem. The Xan­thus city must have been a boost­ing sta­tion; that ex­plains the mys­te­ri­ous ma­chines I saw. And Leroy be­lieves fur­ther that it isn’t an in­tel­li­gent ar­range­ment—not on the part of the bar­rels, at least—but that it’s been done for so many thou­sands of gen­er­a­tions that it’s be­come in­stinc­tive—a tropism—just like the ac­tions of ants and bees. The crea­tures have been bred to it!”

			“Nuts!” ob­served Har­ri­son. “Let’s hear you ex­plain the rea­son for that big emp­ty city, then.”

			“Sure. Tweel’s civ­i­liza­tion is deca­dent, that’s the rea­son. It’s a dy­ing race, and out of all the mil­lions that must once have lived there, Tweel’s cou­ple of hun­dred com­pan­ions are the rem­nant. They’re an out­post, left to tend the source of the wa­ter at the po­lar cap; prob­a­bly there are still a few re­spectable cities left some­where on the canal sys­tem, most like­ly near the trop­ics. It’s the last gasp of a race—and a race that reached a high­er peak of cul­ture than Man!”

			“Huh?” said Har­ri­son. “Then why are they dy­ing? Lack of wa­ter?”

			“I don’t think so,” re­spond­ed the chemist. “If my guess at the city’s age is right, fif­teen thou­sand years wouldn’t make enough dif­fer­ence in the wa­ter sup­ply—nor a hun­dred thou­sand, for that mat­ter. It’s some­thing else, though the wa­ter’s doubt­less a fac­tor.”

			“Das wass­er,” cut in Putz. “Vere goes dot?”

			“Even a chemist knows that!” scoffed Jarvis. “At least on earth. Here I’m not so sure, but on earth, ev­ery time there’s a light­ning flash, it elec­trolyzes some wa­ter va­por in­to hy­dro­gen and oxy­gen, and then the hy­dro­gen es­capes in­to space, be­cause ter­res­tri­al grav­i­ta­tion won’t hold it per­ma­nent­ly. And ev­ery time there’s an earth­quake, some wa­ter is lost to the in­te­ri­or. Slow—but damned cer­tain.” He turned to Har­ri­son. “Right, Cap?”

			“Right,” con­ced­ed the cap­tain. “But here, of course—no earth­quakes, no thun­der­storms—the loss must be very slow. Then why is the race dy­ing?”

			“The sun-pow­er plant an­swers that,” coun­tered Jarvis. “Lack of fu­el! Lack of pow­er! No oil left, no coal left—if Mars ev­er had a Car­bonif­er­ous Age—and no wa­ter­pow­er—just the driblets of en­er­gy they can get from the sun. That’s why they’re dy­ing.”

			“With the lim­it­less en­er­gy of the atom?” ex­plod­ed Har­ri­son.

			“They don’t know about atom­ic en­er­gy. Prob­a­bly nev­er did. Must have used some oth­er prin­ci­ple in their space­ship.”

			“Then,” snapped the cap­tain, “what makes you rate their in­tel­li­gence above the hu­man? We’ve fi­nal­ly cracked open the atom!”

			“Sure we have. We had a clue, didn’t we? Ra­di­um and ura­ni­um. Do you think we’d ev­er have learned how with­out those el­e­ments? We’d nev­er even have sus­pect­ed that atom­ic en­er­gy ex­ist­ed!”

			“Well? Haven’t they—?”

			“No, they haven’t. You’ve told me your­self that Mars has on­ly 73 per­cent of the earth’s den­si­ty. Even a chemist can see that that means a lack of heavy met­als—no os­mi­um, no ura­ni­um, no ra­di­um. They didn’t have the clue.”

			“Even so, that doesn’t prove they’re more ad­vanced than we are. If they were more ad­vanced, they’d have dis­cov­ered it any­way.”

			“Maybe,” con­ced­ed Jarvis. “I’m not claim­ing that we don’t sur­pass them in some ways. But in oth­ers, they’re far ahead of us.”

			“In what, for in­stance?”

			“Well—so­cial­ly, for one thing.”

			“Huh? How do you mean?”

			Jarvis glanced in turn at each of the three that faced him. He hes­i­tat­ed. “I won­der how you chaps will take this,” he mut­tered. “Nat­u­ral­ly, ev­ery­body likes his own sys­tem best.” He frowned. “Look here—on the earth we have three types of so­ci­ety, haven’t we? And there’s a mem­ber of each type right here. Putz lives un­der a dic­ta­tor­ship—an au­toc­ra­cy. Leroy’s a cit­i­zen of the Sixth Com­mune in France. Har­ri­son and I are Amer­i­cans, mem­bers of a democ­ra­cy. There you are—au­toc­ra­cy, democ­ra­cy, com­mu­nism—the three types of ter­res­tri­al so­ci­eties. Tweel’s peo­ple have a dif­fer­ent sys­tem from any of us.”

			“Dif­fer­ent? What is it?”

			“The one no earth­ly na­tion has tried. An­ar­chy!”

			“An­ar­chy!” the cap­tain and Putz burst out to­geth­er.

			“That’s right.”

			“But—” Har­ri­son was sput­ter­ing. “What do you mean—they’re ahead of us? An­ar­chy! Bah!”

			“All right—bah!” re­tort­ed Jarvis. “I’m not say­ing it would work for us, or for any race of men. But it works for them.”

			“But—an­ar­chy!” The cap­tain was in­dig­nant.

			“Well, when you come right down to it,” ar­gued Jarvis de­fen­sive­ly, “an­ar­chy is the ide­al form of gov­ern­ment, if it works. Emer­son said that the best gov­ern­ment was that which gov­erns least, and so did Wen­dell Phillips, and I think George Wash­ing­ton. And you can’t have any form of gov­ern­ment which gov­erns less than an­ar­chy, which is no gov­ern­ment at all!”

			The cap­tain was sput­ter­ing. “But—it’s un­nat­u­ral! Even sav­age tribes have their chiefs! Even a pack of wolves has its lead­er!”

			“Well,” re­tort­ed Jarvis de­fi­ant­ly, “that on­ly proves that gov­ern­ment is a prim­i­tive de­vice, doesn’t it? With a per­fect race you wouldn’t need it at all; gov­ern­ment is a con­fes­sion of weak­ness, isn’t it? It’s a con­fes­sion that part of the peo­ple won’t co­op­er­ate with the rest and that you need laws to re­strain those in­di­vid­u­als which a psy­chol­o­gist calls an­ti­so­cial. If there were no an­ti­so­cial per­sons—crim­i­nals and such—you wouldn’t need laws or po­lice, would you?”

			“But gov­ern­ment! You’d need gov­ern­ment! How about pub­lic works—wars—tax­es?”

			“No wars on Mars, in spite of be­ing named af­ter the War God. No point in wars here; the pop­u­la­tion is too thin and too scat­tered, and be­sides, it takes the help of ev­ery sin­gle com­mu­ni­ty to keep the canal sys­tem func­tion­ing. No tax­es be­cause, ap­par­ent­ly, all in­di­vid­u­als co­op­er­ate in build­ing pub­lic works. No com­pe­ti­tion to cause trou­ble, be­cause any­body can help him­self to any­thing. As I said, with a per­fect race gov­ern­ment is en­tire­ly un­nec­es­sary.”

			“And do you con­sid­er the Mar­tians a per­fect race?” asked the cap­tain grim­ly.

			“Not at all! But they’ve ex­ist­ed so much longer than man that they’re evolved, so­cial­ly at least, to the point where they don’t need gov­ern­ment. They work to­geth­er, that’s all.” Jarvis paused. “Queer, isn’t it—as if Moth­er Na­ture were car­ry­ing on two ex­per­i­ments, one at home and one on Mars. On earth it’s tri­al of an emo­tion­al, high­ly com­pet­i­tive race in a world of plen­ty; here it’s the tri­al of a qui­et, friend­ly race on a desert, un­pro­duc­tive, and in­hos­pitable world. Ev­ery­thing here makes for co­op­er­a­tion. Why, there isn’t even the fac­tor that caus­es so much trou­ble at home—sex!”

			“Huh?”

			“Yeah: Tweel’s peo­ple re­pro­duce just like the bar­rels in the mud cities; two in­di­vid­u­als grow a third one be­tween them. An­oth­er proof of Leroy’s the­o­ry that Mar­tian life is nei­ther an­i­mal nor veg­etable. Be­sides, Tweel was a good enough host to let him poke down his beak and twid­dle his feath­ers, and the ex­am­i­na­tion con­vinced Leroy.”

			“Oui,” con­firmed the bi­ol­o­gist. “It is true.”

			“But an­ar­chy!” grum­bled Har­ri­son dis­gust­ed­ly. “It would show up on a dizzy, half-dead pill like Mars!”

			“It’ll be a good many cen­turies be­fore you’ll have to wor­ry about it on earth,” grinned Jarvis. He re­sumed his nar­ra­tive.

			“Well, we wan­dered through that sepul­chral city, tak­ing pic­tures of ev­ery­thing. And then—” Jarvis paused and shud­dered—“then I took a no­tion to have a look at that val­ley we’d spot­ted from the rock­et. I don’t know why. But when we tried to steer Tweel in that di­rec­tion, he set up such a squawk­ing and screech­ing that I thought he’d gone bat­ty.”

			“If pos­si­ble!” jeered Har­ri­son.

			“So we start­ed over there with­out him; he kept wail­ing and scream­ing, ‘No—no—no! Tick!’ but that made us the more cu­ri­ous. He sailed over our heads and stuck on his beak, and went through a dozen oth­er an­tics, but we ploughed on, and fi­nal­ly he gave up and trudged dis­con­so­late­ly along with us.

			“The val­ley wasn’t more than a mile south­east of the city. Tweel could have cov­ered the dis­tance in twen­ty jumps, but he lagged and loi­tered and kept point­ing back at the city and wail­ing ‘No—no—no!’ Then he’d sail up in­to the air and zip down on his beak di­rect­ly in front of us, and we’d have to walk around him. I’d seen him do lots of crazy things be­fore, of course; I was used to them, but it was as plain as print that he didn’t want us to see that val­ley.”

			“Why?” queried Har­ri­son.

			“You asked why we came back like tramps,” said Jarvis with a faint shud­der. “You’ll learn. We plugged along up a low rocky hill that bound­ed it, and as we neared the top, Tweel said, ‘No breet’, Tick! No breet’!’ Well, those were the words he used to de­scribe the sil­i­con mon­ster; they were al­so the words he had used to tell me that the im­age of Fan­cy Long, the one that had al­most lured me to the dream-beast, wasn’t re­al. I re­mem­bered that, but it meant noth­ing to me—then!

			“Right af­ter that, Tweel said, ‘You one-one-two, he one-one-two,’ and then I be­gan to see. That was the phrase he had used to ex­plain the dream-beast to tell me that what I thought, the crea­ture thought—to tell me how the thing lured its vic­tims by their own de­sires. So I warned Leroy; it seemed to me that even the dream-beast couldn’t be dan­ger­ous if we were warned and ex­pect­ing it. Well, I was wrong!

			“As we reached the crest, Tweel spun his head com­plete­ly around, so his feet were for­ward but his eyes looked back­ward, as if he feared to gaze in­to the val­ley. Leroy and I stared out over it, just a gray waste like this around us, with the gleam of the south po­lar cap far be­yond its south­ern rim. That’s what it was one sec­ond; the next it was—Par­adise!”

			“What?” ex­claimed the cap­tain.

			Jarvis turned to Leroy. “Can you de­scribe it?” he asked.

			The bi­ol­o­gist waved help­less hands. “C’est im­pos­si­ble!” he whis­pered. “Il me rend muet!”

			“It strikes me dumb, too,” mut­tered Jarvis. “I don’t know how to tell it; I’m a chemist, not a po­et. Par­adise is as good a word as I can think of, and that’s not at all right. It was Par­adise and Hell in one!”

			“Will you talk sense?” growled Har­ri­son.

			“As much of it as makes sense. I tell you, one mo­ment we were look­ing at a grey val­ley cov­ered with blob­by plants, and the next—Lord! You can’t imag­ine that next mo­ment! How would you like to see all your dreams made re­al? Ev­ery de­sire you’d ev­er had grat­i­fied? Ev­ery­thing you’d ev­er want­ed there for the tak­ing?”

			“I’d like it fine!” said the cap­tain.

			“You’re wel­come, then!—not on­ly your no­ble de­sires, re­mem­ber! Ev­ery good im­pulse, yes—but al­so ev­ery nasty lit­tle wish, ev­ery vi­cious thought, ev­ery­thing you’d ev­er de­sired, good or bad! The dream-beasts are mar­velous sales­men, but they lack the moral sense!”

			“The dream-beasts?”

			“Yes. It was a val­ley of them. Hun­dreds, I sup­pose, maybe thou­sands. Enough, at any rate, to spread out a com­plete pic­ture of your de­sires, even all the for­got­ten ones that must have been drawn out of the sub­con­scious. A Par­adise—of sorts! I saw a dozen Fan­cy Longs, in ev­ery cos­tume I’d ev­er ad­mired on her, and some I must have imag­ined. I saw ev­ery beau­ti­ful wom­an I’ve ev­er known, and all of them plead­ing for my at­ten­tion. I saw ev­ery love­ly place I’d ev­er want­ed to be, all packed queer­ly in­to that lit­tle val­ley. And I saw—oth­er things.” He shook his head sober­ly. “It wasn’t all ex­act­ly pret­ty. Lord! How much of the beast is left in us! I sup­pose if ev­ery man alive could have one look at that weird val­ley, and could see just once what nas­ti­ness is hid­den in him—well, the world might gain by it. I thanked heav­en af­ter­wards that Leroy—and even Tweel—saw their own pic­tures and not mine!”

			Jarvis paused again, then re­sumed, “I turned dizzy with a sort of ec­sta­sy. I closed my eyes—and with eyes closed, I still saw the whole thing! That beau­ti­ful, evil, dev­il­ish panora­ma was in my mind, not my eyes. That’s how those fiends work—through the mind. I knew it was the dream-beasts; I didn’t need Tweel’s wail of ‘No breet’! No breet’!’ But—I couldn’t keep away! I knew it was death beck­on­ing, but it was worth it for one mo­ment with the vi­sion.”

			“Which par­tic­u­lar vi­sion?” asked Har­ri­son dry­ly.

			Jarvis flushed. “No mat­ter,” he said. “But be­side me I heard Leroy’s cry of ‘Yvonne! Yvonne!’ and I knew he was trapped like my­self. I fought for san­i­ty; I kept telling my­self to stop, and all the time I was rush­ing head­long in­to the snare!

			“Then some­thing tripped me. Tweel! He had come leap­ing from be­hind; as I crashed down I saw him flash over me straight to­ward—to­ward what I’d been run­ning to, with his vi­cious beak point­ed right at her heart!”

			“Oh!” nod­ded the cap­tain. “Her heart!”

			“Nev­er mind that. When I scram­bled up, that par­tic­u­lar im­age was gone, and Tweel was in a twist of black ropey arms, just as when I first saw him. He’d missed a vi­tal point in the beast’s anato­my, but was jab­bing away des­per­ate­ly with his beak.

			“Some­how, the spell had lift­ed, or par­tial­ly lift­ed. I wasn’t five feet from Tweel, and it took a ter­rif­ic strug­gle, but I man­aged to raise my re­volver and put a Boland shell in­to the beast. Out came a spurt of hor­ri­ble black cor­rup­tion, drench­ing Tweel and me—and I guess the sick­en­ing smell of it helped to de­stroy the il­lu­sion of that val­ley of beau­ty. Any­way, we man­aged to get Leroy away from the dev­il that had him, and the three of us stag­gered to the ridge and over. I had pres­ence of mind enough to raise my cam­era over the crest and take a shot of the val­ley, but I’ll bet it shows noth­ing but gray waste and writhing hor­rors. What we saw was with our minds, not our eyes.”

			Jarvis paused and shud­dered. “The brute half poi­soned Leroy,” he con­tin­ued. “We dragged our­selves back to the aux­il­iary, called you, and did what we could to treat our­selves. Leroy took a long dose of the co­gnac that we had with us; we didn’t dare try any­thing of Tweel’s be­cause his me­tab­o­lism is so dif­fer­ent from ours that what cured him might kill us. But the co­gnac seemed to work, and so, af­ter I’d done one oth­er thing I want­ed to do, we came back here—and that’s all.”

			“All, is it?” queried Har­ri­son. “So you’ve solved all the mys­ter­ies of Mars, eh?”

			“Not by a damned sight!” re­tort­ed Jarvis. “Plen­ty of unan­swered ques­tions are left.”

			“Ja!” snapped Putz. “Der evap­o­ra­tion—dot iss shtopped how?”

			“In the canals? I won­dered about that, too; in those thou­sands of miles, and against this low air-pres­sure, you’d think they’d lose a lot. But the an­swer’s sim­ple; they float a skin of oil on the wa­ter.”

			Putz nod­ded, but Har­ri­son cut in. “Here’s a puz­zler. With on­ly coal and oil—just com­bus­tion or elec­tric pow­er—where’d they get the en­er­gy to build a plan­et-wide canal sys­tem, thou­sands and thou­sands of miles of ’em? Think of the job we had cut­ting the Pana­ma Canal to sea lev­el, and then an­swer that!”

			“Easy!” grinned Jarvis. “Mar­tian grav­i­ty and Mar­tian air—that’s the an­swer. Fig­ure it out: First, the dirt they dug on­ly weighed a third its earth-weight. Sec­ond, a steam en­gine here ex­pands against ten pounds per square inch less air pres­sure than on earth. Third, they could build the en­gine three times as large here with no greater in­ter­nal weight. And fourth, the whole plan­et’s near­ly lev­el. Right, Putz?”

			The en­gi­neer nod­ded. “Ja! Der shteam—en­gine—it iss sieben-und zwanzig—twen­ty-sev­en times so ef­fec­tive here.”

			“Well, there does go the last mys­tery then,” mused Har­ri­son.

			“Yeah?” queried Jarvis sar­don­ical­ly. “You an­swer these, then. What was the na­ture of that vast emp­ty city? Why do the Mar­tians need canals, since we nev­er saw them eat or drink? Did they re­al­ly vis­it the earth be­fore the dawn of his­to­ry, and, if not atom­ic en­er­gy, what pow­ered their ship? Since Tweel’s race seems to need lit­tle or no wa­ter, are they mere­ly op­er­at­ing the canals for some high­er crea­ture that does? Are there oth­er in­tel­li­gences on Mars? If not, what was the de­mon-faced imp we saw with the book? There are a few mys­ter­ies for you!”

			“I know one or two more!” growled Har­ri­son, glar­ing sud­den­ly at lit­tle Leroy. “You and your vi­sions! ‘Yvonne!’ eh? Your wife’s name is Marie, isn’t it?”

			The lit­tle bi­ol­o­gist turned crim­son. “Oui,” he ad­mit­ted un­hap­pi­ly. He turned plead­ing eyes on the cap­tain. “Please,” he said. “In Paris tout le monde—ev­ery­body he think dif­fer­ent­ly of those things—no?” He twist­ed un­com­fort­ably. “Please, you will not tell Marie, n’est-ce pas?”

			Har­ri­son chuck­led. “None of my busi­ness,” he said. “One more ques­tion, Jarvis. What was the one oth­er thing you did be­fore re­turn­ing here?”

			Jarvis looked dif­fi­dent. “Oh—that.” He hes­i­tat­ed. “Well I sort of felt we owed Tweel a lot, so af­ter some trou­ble, we coaxed him in­to the rock­et and sailed him out to the wreck of the first one, over on Thyle II. Then,” he fin­ished apolo­get­i­cal­ly, “I showed him the atom­ic blast, got it work­ing—and gave it to him!”

			“You what?” roared the Cap­tain. “You turned some­thing as pow­er­ful as that over to an alien race—maybe some day as an en­e­my race?”

			“Yes, I did,” said Jarvis. “Look here,” he ar­gued de­fen­sive­ly. “This lousy, dried-up pill of a desert called Mars’ll nev­er sup­port much hu­man pop­u­la­tion. The Sa­hara desert is just as good a field for im­pe­ri­al­ism, and a lot clos­er to home. So we’ll nev­er find Tweel’s race en­e­mies. The on­ly val­ue we’ll find here is com­mer­cial trade with the Mar­tians. Then why shouldn’t I give Tweel a chance for sur­vival? With atom­ic en­er­gy, they can run their canal sys­tem a hun­dred per­cent in­stead of on­ly one out of five, as Putz’s ob­ser­va­tions showed. They can re­pop­u­late those ghost­ly cities; they can re­sume their arts and in­dus­tries; they can trade with the na­tions of the earth—and I’ll bet they can teach us a few things,” he paused, “if they can fig­ure out the atom­ic blast, and I’ll lay odds they can. They’re no fools, Tweel and his os­trich-faced Mar­tians!”

		
	
		
			Pygmalion’s Spectacles

			“But what is re­al­i­ty?” asked the gnome­like man. He ges­tured at the tall banks of build­ings that loomed around Cen­tral Park, with their count­less win­dows glow­ing like the cave fires of a city of Cro-Magnon peo­ple. “All is dream, all is il­lu­sion; I am your vi­sion as you are mine.”

			Dan Burke, strug­gling for clar­i­ty of thought through the fumes of liquor, stared with­out com­pre­hen­sion at the tiny fig­ure of his com­pan­ion. He be­gan to re­gret the im­pulse that had driv­en him to leave the par­ty to seek fresh air in the park, and to fall by chance in­to the com­pa­ny of this diminu­tive old mad­man. But he had need­ed es­cape; this was one par­ty too many, and not even the pres­ence of Claire with her trim an­kles could hold him there. He felt an an­gry de­sire to go home—not to his ho­tel, but home to Chica­go and to the com­par­a­tive peace of the Board of Trade. But he was leav­ing to­mor­row any­way.

			“You drink,” said the elfin, beard­ed face, “to make re­al a dream. Is it not so? Ei­ther to dream that what you seek is yours, or else to dream that what you hate is con­quered. You drink to es­cape re­al­i­ty, and the irony is that even re­al­i­ty is a dream.”

			“Cracked!” thought Dan again.

			“Or so,” con­clud­ed the oth­er, “says the philoso­pher Berke­ley.”

			“Berke­ley?” echoed Dan. His head was clear­ing; mem­o­ries of a Sopho­more course in El­e­men­tary Phi­los­o­phy drift­ed back. “Bish­op Berke­ley, eh?”

			“You know him, then? The philoso­pher of Ide­al­ism—no?—the one who ar­gues that we do not see, feel, hear, taste the ob­ject, but that we have on­ly the sen­sa­tion of see­ing, feel­ing, hear­ing, tast­ing.”

			“I—sort of re­call it.”

			“Hah! But sen­sa­tions are men­tal phe­nom­e­na. They ex­ist in our minds. How, then, do we know that the ob­jects them­selves do not ex­ist on­ly in our minds?” He waved again at the light-flecked build­ings. “You do not see that wall of ma­son­ry; you per­ceive on­ly a sen­sa­tion, a feel­ing of sight. The rest you in­ter­pret.”

			“You see the same thing,” re­tort­ed Dan.

			“How do you know I do? Even if you knew that what I call red would not be green could you see through my eyes—even if you knew that, how do you know that I too am not a dream of yours?”

			Dan laughed. “Of course no­body knows any­thing. You just get what in­for­ma­tion you can through the win­dows of your five sens­es, and then make your guess­es. When they’re wrong, you pay the penal­ty.” His mind was clear now save for a mild headache. “Lis­ten,” he said sud­den­ly. “You can ar­gue a re­al­i­ty away to an il­lu­sion; that’s easy. But if your friend Berke­ley is right, why can’t you take a dream and make it re­al? If it works one way, it must work the oth­er.”

			The beard wag­gled; elf-bright eyes glit­tered queer­ly at him. “All artists do that,” said the old man soft­ly. Dan felt that some­thing more quiv­ered on the verge of ut­ter­ance.

			“That’s an eva­sion,” he grunt­ed. “Any­body can tell the dif­fer­ence be­tween a pic­ture and the re­al thing, or be­tween a movie and life.”

			“But,” whis­pered the oth­er, “the real­er the bet­ter, no? And if one could make a—a movie—very re­al in­deed, what would you say then?”

			“No­body can, though.”

			The eyes glit­tered strange­ly again. “I can!” he whis­pered. “I did!”

			“Did what?”

			“Made re­al a dream.” The voice turned an­gry. “Fools! I bring it here to sell to West­man, the cam­era peo­ple, and what do they say? ‘It isn’t clear. On­ly one per­son can use it at a time. It’s too ex­pen­sive.’ Fools! Fools!”

			“Huh?”

			“Lis­ten! I’m Al­bert Lud­wig—Pro­fes­sor Lud­wig.” As Dan was silent, he con­tin­ued, “It means noth­ing to you, eh? But lis­ten—a movie that gives one sight and sound. Sup­pose now I add taste, smell, even touch, if your in­ter­est is tak­en by the sto­ry. Sup­pose I make it so that you are in the sto­ry, you speak to the shad­ows, and the shad­ows re­ply, and in­stead of be­ing on a screen, the sto­ry is all about you, and you are in it. Would that be to make re­al a dream?”

			“How the dev­il could you do that?”

			“How? How? But sim­ply! First my liq­uid pos­i­tive, then my mag­ic spec­ta­cles. I pho­to­graph the sto­ry in a liq­uid with light-sen­si­tive chro­mates. I build up a com­plex so­lu­tion—do you see? I add taste chem­i­cal­ly and sound elec­tri­cal­ly. And when the sto­ry is record­ed, then I put the so­lu­tion in my spec­ta­cle—my movie pro­jec­tor. I elec­trolyze the so­lu­tion, break it down; the old­er chro­mates go first, and out comes the sto­ry, sight, sound, smell, taste—all!”

			“Touch?”

			“If your in­ter­est is tak­en, your mind sup­plies that.” Ea­ger­ness crept in­to his voice. “You will look at it, Mr.—?”

			“Burke,” said Dan. “A swin­dle!” he thought. Then a spark of reck­less­ness glowed out of the van­ish­ing fumes of al­co­hol. “Why not?” he grunt­ed.

			He rose; Lud­wig, stand­ing, came scarce­ly to his shoul­der. A queer gnome­like old man, Dan thought as he fol­lowed him across the park and in­to one of the scores of apart­ment ho­tels in the vicin­i­ty.

			In his room Lud­wig fum­bled in a bag, pro­duc­ing a de­vice vague­ly rem­i­nis­cent of a gas mask. There were gog­gles and a rub­ber mouth­piece; Dan ex­am­ined it cu­ri­ous­ly, while the lit­tle beard­ed pro­fes­sor bran­dished a bot­tle of wa­tery liq­uid.

			“Here it is!” he gloat­ed. “My liq­uid pos­i­tive, the sto­ry. Hard pho­tog­ra­phy—in­fer­nal­ly hard, there­fore the sim­plest sto­ry. A Utopia—just two char­ac­ters and you, the au­di­ence. Now, put the spec­ta­cles on. Put them on and tell me what fools the West­man peo­ple are!” He de­cant­ed some of the liq­uid in­to the mask, and trailed a twist­ed wire to a de­vice on the ta­ble. “A rec­ti­fi­er,” he ex­plained. “For the elec­trol­y­sis.”

			“Must you use all the liq­uid?” asked Dan. “If you use part, do you see on­ly part of the sto­ry? And which part?”

			“Ev­ery drop has all of it, but you must fill the eye­pieces.” Then as Dan slipped the de­vice gin­ger­ly on, “So! Now what do you see?”

			“Not a damn thing. Just the win­dows and the lights across the street.”

			“Of course. But now I start the elec­trol­y­sis. Now!”

			

			There was a mo­ment of chaos. The liq­uid be­fore Dan’s eyes cloud­ed sud­den­ly white, and form­less sounds buzzed. He moved to tear the de­vice from his head, but emerg­ing forms in the mist­i­ness caught his in­ter­est. Gi­ant things were writhing there.

			The scene stead­ied; the white­ness was dis­si­pat­ing like mist in sum­mer. Un­be­liev­ing, still grip­ping the arms of that un­seen chair, he was star­ing at a for­est. But what a for­est! In­cred­i­ble, un­earth­ly, beau­ti­ful! Smooth boles as­cend­ed in­con­ceiv­ably to­ward a bright­en­ing sky, trees bizarre as the forests of the Car­bonif­er­ous age. In­fin­ite­ly over­head swayed misty fronds, and the ver­dure showed brown and green in the heights. And there were birds—at least, cu­ri­ous­ly love­ly pip­ings and twit­ter­ings were all about him though he saw no crea­tures—thin elfin whistlings like fairy bu­gles sound­ed soft­ly.

			He sat frozen, en­tranced. A loud­er frag­ment of melody drift­ed down to him, mount­ing in ex­quis­ite, ec­stat­ic bursts, now clear as sound­ing met­al, now soft as re­mem­bered mu­sic. For a mo­ment he for­got the chair whose arms he gripped, the mis­er­able ho­tel room in­vis­i­bly about him, old Lud­wig, his aching head. He imag­ined him­self alone in the midst of that love­ly glade. “Eden!” he mut­tered, and the swelling mu­sic of un­seen voic­es an­swered.

			Some mea­sure of rea­son re­turned. “Il­lu­sion!” he told him­self. Clever op­ti­cal de­vices, not re­al­i­ty. He groped for the chair’s arm, found it, and clung to it; he scraped his feet and found again an in­con­sis­ten­cy. To his eyes the ground was mossy ver­dure; to his touch it was mere­ly a thin ho­tel car­pet.

			The elfin buglings sound­ed gen­tly. A faint, de­li­cious­ly sweet per­fume breathed against him; he glanced up to watch the open­ing of a great crim­son blos­som on the near­est tree, and a tiny red­dish sun edged in­to the cir­cle of sky above him. The fairy or­ches­tra swelled loud­er in its light, and the notes sent a thrill of wist­ful­ness through him. Il­lu­sion? If it were, it made re­al­i­ty al­most un­bear­able; he want­ed to be­lieve that some­where—some­where this side of dreams, there ac­tu­al­ly ex­ist­ed this re­gion of love­li­ness. An out­post of Par­adise? Per­haps.

			And then—far through the soft­en­ing mists, he caught a move­ment that was not the sway­ing of ver­dure, a shim­mer of sil­ver more sol­id than mist. Some­thing ap­proached. He watched the fig­ure as it moved, now vis­i­ble, now hid­den by trees; very soon he per­ceived that it was hu­man, but it was al­most up­on him be­fore he re­al­ized that it was a girl.

			She wore a robe of sil­very, half-translu­cent stuff, lu­mi­nous as star­beams; a thin band of sil­ver bound glow­ing black hair about her fore­head, and oth­er gar­ment or or­na­ment she had none. Her tiny white feet were bare to the mossy for­est floor as she stood no more than a pace from him, star­ing dark-eyed. The thin mu­sic sound­ed again; she smiled.

			Dan sum­moned stum­bling thoughts. Was this be­ing al­so—il­lu­sion? Had she no more re­al­i­ty than the love­li­ness of the for­est? He opened his lips to speak, but a strained ex­cit­ed voice sound­ed in his ears. “Who are you?” Had he spo­ken? The voice had come as if from an­oth­er, like the sound of one’s words in fever.

			The girl smiled again. “Eng­lish!” she said in queer soft tones. “I can speak a lit­tle Eng­lish.” She spoke slow­ly, care­ful­ly. “I learned it from”—she hes­i­tat­ed—“my moth­er’s fa­ther, whom they call the Grey Weaver.”

			Again came the voice in Dan’s ears. “Who are you?”

			“I am called Galatea,” she said. “I came to find you.”

			“To find me?” echoed the voice that was Dan’s.

			“Leu­con, who is called the Grey Weaver, told me,” she ex­plained smil­ing. “He said you will stay with us un­til the sec­ond noon from this.” She cast a quick slant­ing glance at the pale sun now full above the clear­ing, then stepped clos­er. “What are you called?”

			“Dan,” he mut­tered. His voice sound­ed odd­ly dif­fer­ent.

			“What a strange name!” said the girl. She stretched out her bare arm. “Come,” she smiled.

			Dan touched her ex­tend­ed hand, feel­ing with­out any sur­prise the liv­ing warmth of her fin­gers. He had for­got­ten the para­dox­es of il­lu­sion; this was no longer il­lu­sion to him, but re­al­i­ty it­self. It seemed to him that he fol­lowed her, walk­ing over the shad­owed turf that gave with springy crunch be­neath his tread, though Galatea left hard­ly an im­print. He glanced down, not­ing that he him­self wore a sil­ver gar­ment, and that his feet were bare; with the glance he felt a feath­ery breeze on his body and a sense of mossy earth on his feet.

			“Galatea,” said his voice. “Galatea, what place is this? What lan­guage do you speak?”

			She glanced back laugh­ing. “Why, this is Para­cos­ma, of course, and this is our lan­guage.”

			“Para­cos­ma,” mut­tered Dan. “Para—cos­ma!” A frag­ment of Greek that had sur­vived some­how from a Sopho­more course a decade in the past came strange­ly back to him. Para­cos­ma! Land-be­yond-the-world!

			Galatea cast a smil­ing glance at him. “Does the re­al world seem strange,” she queried, “af­ter that shad­ow land of yours?”

			“Shad­ow land?” echoed Dan, be­wil­dered. “This is shad­ow, not my world.”

			The girl’s smile turned quizzi­cal. “Poof!” she re­tort­ed with an im­pu­dent­ly love­ly pout. “And I sup­pose, then, that I am the phan­tom in­stead of you!” She laughed. “Do I seem ghost­like?”

			Dan made no re­ply; he was puz­zling over unan­swer­able ques­tions as he trod be­hind the lithe fig­ure of his guide. The aisle be­tween the un­earth­ly trees widened, and the gi­ants were few­er. It seemed a mile, per­haps, be­fore a sound of tin­kling wa­ter ob­scured that oth­er strange mu­sic; they emerged on the bank of a lit­tle riv­er, swift and crys­talline, that rip­pled and gur­gled its way from glow­ing pool to flash­ing rapids, sparkling un­der the pale sun. Galatea bent over the brink and cupped her hands, rais­ing a few mouth­fuls of wa­ter to her lips; Dan fol­lowed her ex­am­ple, find­ing the liq­uid sting­ing cold.

			“How do we cross?” he asked.

			“You can wade up there,”—the dryad who led him ges­tured to a sun­lit shal­lows above a tiny falls—“but I al­ways cross here.” She poised her­self for a mo­ment on the green bank, then dove like a sil­ver ar­row in­to the pool. Dan fol­lowed; the wa­ter stung his body like cham­pagne, but a stroke or two car­ried him across to where Galatea had al­ready emerged with a glis­ten­ing of creamy bare limbs. Her gar­ment clung tight as a met­al sheath to her wet body; he felt a breath­tak­ing thrill at the sight of her. And then, mirac­u­lous­ly, the sil­ver cloth was dry, the droplets rolled off as if from oiled silk, and they moved briskly on.

			The in­cred­i­ble for­est had end­ed with the riv­er; they walked over a mead­ow stud­ded with lit­tle, many-hued, star-shaped flow­ers, whose fronds un­der­foot were soft as a lawn. Yet still the sweet pip­ings fol­lowed them, now loud, now whis­per-soft, in a ten­u­ous web of melody.

			“Galatea!” said Dan sud­den­ly. “Where is the mu­sic com­ing from?”

			She looked back amazed. “You sil­ly one!” she laughed. “From the flow­ers, of course. See!” she plucked a pur­ple star and held it to his ear; true enough, a faint and plain­tive melody hummed out of the blos­som. She tossed it in his star­tled face and skipped on.

			A lit­tle copse ap­peared ahead, not of the gi­gan­tic for­est trees, but of less­er growths, bear­ing flow­ers and fruits of iri­des­cent col­ors, and a tiny brook bub­bled through. And there stood the ob­jec­tive of their jour­ney—a build­ing of white, mar­ble-like stone, sin­gle-sto­ried and vine cov­ered, with broad glass­less win­dows. They trod up­on a path of bright peb­bles to the arched en­trance, and here, on an in­tri­cate stone bench, sat a grey-beard­ed pa­tri­ar­chal in­di­vid­u­al. Galatea ad­dressed him in a liq­uid lan­guage that re­mind­ed Dan of the flow­er-pip­ings; then she turned. “This is Leu­con,” she said, as the an­cient rose from his seat and spoke in Eng­lish.

			“We are hap­py, Galatea and I, to wel­come you, since vis­i­tors are a rare plea­sure here, and those from your shad­owy coun­try most rare.”

			Dan ut­tered puz­zled words of thanks, and the old man nod­ded, re­seat­ing him­self on the car­ven bench; Galatea skipped through the arched en­trance, and Dan, af­ter an ir­res­o­lute mo­ment, dropped to the re­main­ing bench. Once more his thoughts were whirling in per­plexed tur­bu­lence. Was all this in­deed but il­lu­sion? Was he sit­ting, in ac­tu­al­i­ty, in a pro­sa­ic ho­tel room, peer­ing through mag­ic spec­ta­cles that pic­tured this world about him, or was he, trans­port­ed by some mir­a­cle, re­al­ly sit­ting here in this land of love­li­ness? He touched the bench; stone, hard and un­yield­ing, met his fin­gers.

			“Leu­con,” said his voice, “how did you know I was com­ing?”

			“I was told,” said the oth­er.

			“By whom?”

			“By no one.”

			“Why—some­one must have told you!”

			The Grey Weaver shook his solemn head. “I was just told.”

			Dan ceased his ques­tion­ing, con­tent for the mo­ment to drink in the beau­ty about him and then Galatea re­turned bear­ing a crys­tal bowl of the strange fruits. They were piled in col­or­ful dis­or­der, red, pur­ple, or­ange and yel­low, pear-shaped, egg-shaped, and clus­tered spheroids—fan­tas­tic, un­earth­ly. He se­lect­ed a pale, trans­par­ent ovoid, bit in­to it, and was del­uged by a flood of sweet liq­uid, to the amuse­ment of the girl. She laughed and chose a sim­i­lar morsel; bit­ing a tiny punc­ture in the end, she squeezed the con­tents in­to her mouth. Dan took a dif­fer­ent sort, pur­ple and tart as Rhen­ish wine, and then an­oth­er, filled with ed­i­ble, al­mond-like seeds. Galatea laughed de­light­ed­ly at his sur­pris­es, and even Leu­con smiled a grey smile. Fi­nal­ly Dan tossed the last husk in­to the brook be­side them, where it danced briskly to­ward the riv­er.

			“Galatea,” he said, “do you ev­er go to a city? What cities are in Para­cos­ma?”

			“Cities? What are cities?”

			“Places where many peo­ple live close to­geth­er.”

			“Oh,” said the girl frown­ing. “No. There are no cities here.”

			“Then where are the peo­ple of Para­cos­ma? You must have neigh­bors.”

			The girl looked puz­zled. “A man and a wom­an live off there,” she said, ges­tur­ing to­ward a dis­tant blue range of hills dim on the hori­zon. “Far away over there. I went there once, but Leu­con and I pre­fer the val­ley.”

			“But Galatea!” protest­ed Dan. “Are you and Leu­con alone in this val­ley? Where—what hap­pened to your par­ents—your fa­ther and moth­er?”

			“They went away. That way—to­ward the sun­rise. They’ll re­turn some day.”

			“And if they don’t?”

			“Why, fool­ish one! What could hin­der them?”

			“Wild beasts,” said Dan. “Poi­sonous in­sects, dis­ease, flood, storm, law­less peo­ple, death!”

			“I nev­er heard those words,” said Galatea. “There are no such things here.” She sniffed con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “Law­less peo­ple!”

			“Not—death?”

			“What is death?”

			“It’s—” Dan paused help­less­ly. “It’s like fall­ing asleep and nev­er wak­ing. It’s what hap­pens to ev­ery­one at the end of life.”

			“I nev­er heard of such a thing as the end of life!” said the girl de­cid­ed­ly. “There isn’t such a thing.”

			“What hap­pens, then,” queried Dan des­per­ate­ly, “when one grows old?”

			“Noth­ing, sil­ly! No one grows old un­less he wants to, like Leu­con. A per­son grows to the age he likes best and then stops. It’s a law!”

			Dan gath­ered his chaot­ic thoughts. He stared in­to Galatea’s dark, love­ly eyes. “Have you stopped yet?”

			The dark eyes dropped; he was amazed to see a deep, em­bar­rassed flush spread over her cheeks. She looked at Leu­con nod­ding re­flec­tive­ly on his bench, then back to Dan, meet­ing his gaze.

			“Not yet,” he said.

			“And when will you, Galatea?”

			“When I have had the one child per­mit­ted me. You see”—she stared down at her dain­ty toes—“one can­not—bear chil­dren—af­ter­wards.”

			“Per­mit­ted? Per­mit­ted by whom?”

			“By a law.”

			“Laws! Is ev­ery­thing here gov­erned by laws? What of chance and ac­ci­dents?”

			“What are those—chance and ac­ci­dents?”

			“Things un­ex­pect­ed—things un­fore­seen.”

			“Noth­ing is un­fore­seen,” said Galatea, still sober­ly. She re­peat­ed slow­ly, “Noth­ing is un­fore­seen.” He fan­cied her voice was wist­ful.

			Leu­con looked up. “Enough of this,” he said abrupt­ly. He turned to Dan, “I know these words of yours—chance, dis­ease, death. They are not for Para­cos­ma. Keep them in your un­re­al coun­try.”

			“Where did you hear them, then?”

			“From Galatea’s moth­er,” said the Grey Weaver, “who had them from your pre­de­ces­sor—a phan­tom who vis­it­ed here be­fore Galatea was born.”

			Dan had a vi­sion of Lud­wig’s face. “What was he like?”

			“Much like you.”

			“But his name?”

			The old man’s mouth was sud­den­ly grim. “We do not speak of him,” he said and rose, en­ter­ing the dwelling in cold si­lence.

			“He goes to weave,” said Galatea af­ter a mo­ment. Her love­ly, pi­quant face was still trou­bled.

			“What does he weave?”

			“This,” She fin­gered the sil­ver cloth of her gown. “He weaves it out of met­al bars on a very clever ma­chine. I do not know the method.”

			“Who made the ma­chine?”

			“It was here.”

			“But—Galatea! Who built the house? Who plant­ed these fruit trees?”

			“They were here. The house and trees were al­ways here.” She lift­ed her eyes. “I told you ev­ery­thing had been fore­seen, from the be­gin­ning un­til eter­ni­ty—ev­ery­thing. The house and trees and ma­chine were ready for Leu­con and my par­ents and me. There is a place for my child, who will be a girl, and a place for her child—and so on for­ev­er.”

			Dan thought a mo­ment. “Were you born here?”

			“I don’t know.” He not­ed in sud­den con­cern that her eyes were glis­ten­ing with tears.

			“Galatea, dear! Why are you un­hap­py? What’s wrong?”

			“Why, noth­ing!” She shook her black curls, smiled sud­den­ly at him. “What could be wrong? How can one be un­hap­py in Para­cos­ma?” She sprang erect and seized his hand. “Come! Let’s gath­er fruit for to­mor­row.”

			She dart­ed off in a whirl of flash­ing sil­ver, and Dan fol­lowed her around the wing of the ed­i­fice. Grace­ful as a dancer she leaped for a branch above her head, caught it laugh­ing­ly, and tossed a great gold­en globe to him. She load­ed his arms with the bright prizes and sent him back to the bench, and when he re­turned, she piled it so full of fruit that a del­uge of col­or­ful spheres dropped around him. She laughed again, and sent them spin­ning in­to the brook with thrusts of her rosy toes, while Dan watched her with an aching wist­ful­ness. Then sud­den­ly she was fac­ing him; for a long, tense in­stant they stood mo­tion­less, eyes up­on eyes, and then she turned away and walked slow­ly around to the arched por­tal. He fol­lowed her with his bur­den of fruit; his mind was once more in a tur­moil of doubt and per­plex­i­ty.

			The lit­tle sun was los­ing it­self be­hind the trees of that colos­sal for­est to the west, and a cool­ness stirred among long shad­ows. The brook was pur­ple-hued in the dusk, but its cheery notes min­gled still with the flow­er mu­sic. Then the sun was hid­den; the shad­ow fin­gers dark­ened the mead­ow; of a sud­den the flow­ers were still, and the brook gur­gled alone in a world of si­lence. In si­lence too, Dan en­tered the door­way.

			The cham­ber with­in was a spa­cious one, floored with large black and white squares; ex­quis­ite bench­es of carved mar­ble were here and there. Old Leu­con, in a far cor­ner, bent over an in­tri­cate, glis­ten­ing mech­a­nism, and as Dan en­tered he drew a shin­ing length of sil­ver cloth from it, fold­ed it, and placed it care­ful­ly aside. There was a cu­ri­ous, un­earth­ly fact that Dan not­ed; de­spite win­dows open to the evening, no night in­sects cir­cled the globes that glowed at in­ter­vals from nich­es in the walls.

			Galatea stood in a door­way to his left, lean­ing half-weari­ly against the frame; he placed the bowl of fruit on a bench at the en­trance and moved to her side.

			“This is yours,” she said, in­di­cat­ing the room be­yond. He looked in up­on a pleas­ant, small­er cham­ber; a win­dow framed a star­ry square, and a thin, swift, near­ly silent stream of wa­ter gushed from the mouth of a carved hu­man head on the left wall, curv­ing in­to a six-foot basin sunk in the floor. An­oth­er of the grace­ful bench­es cov­ered with the sil­ver cloth com­plet­ed the fur­nish­ings; a sin­gle glow­ing sphere, pen­dant by a chain from the ceil­ing, il­lu­mi­nat­ed the room. Dan turned to the girl, whose eyes were still un­wont­ed­ly se­ri­ous.

			“This is ide­al,” he said, “but, Galatea, how am I to turn out the light?”

			“Turn it out?” she said. “You must cap it—so!” A faint smile showed again on her lips as she dropped a met­al cov­er­ing over the shin­ing sphere. They stood tense in the dark­ness; Dan sensed her near­ness aching­ly, and then the light was on once more. She moved to­ward the door, and there paused, tak­ing his hand.

			“Dear shad­ow,” she said soft­ly, “I hope your dreams are mu­sic.” She was gone.

			Dan stood ir­res­o­lute in his cham­ber; he glanced in­to the large room where Leu­con still bent over his work, and the Grey Weaver raised a hand in a solemn salu­ta­tion, but said noth­ing. He felt no urge for the old man’s silent com­pa­ny and turned back in­to his room to pre­pare for slum­ber.

			

			Al­most in­stant­ly, it seemed, the dawn was up­on him and bright elfin pip­ings were all about him, while the odd rud­dy sun sent a broad slant­ing plane of light across the room. He rose as ful­ly aware of his sur­round­ings as if he had not slept at all; the pool tempt­ed him and he bathed in sting­ing wa­ter. There­after he emerged in­to the cen­tral cham­ber, not­ing cu­ri­ous­ly that the globes still glowed in dim ri­val­ry to the day­light. He touched one ca­su­al­ly; it was cool as met­al to his fin­gers, and lift­ed freely from its stan­dard. For a mo­ment he held the cold flam­ing thing in his hands, then re­placed it and wan­dered in­to the dawn.

			Galatea was danc­ing up the path, eat­ing a strange fruit as rosy as her lips. She was mer­ry again, once more the hap­py nymph who had greet­ed him, and she gave him a bright smile as he chose a sweet green ovoid for his break­fast.

			“Come on!” she called. “To the riv­er!”

			She skipped away to­ward the un­be­liev­able for­est; Dan fol­lowed, mar­veling that her lithe speed was so easy a match for his stronger mus­cles. Then they were laugh­ing in the pool, splash­ing about un­til Galatea drew her­self to the bank, glow­ing and pant­ing. He fol­lowed her as she lay re­laxed; strange­ly, he was nei­ther tired nor breath­less, with no sense of ex­er­tion. A ques­tion re­curred to him, as yet unasked.

			“Galatea,” said his voice, “Whom will you take as mate?”

			Her eyes went se­ri­ous. “I don’t know,” she said. “At the prop­er time he will come. That is a law.”

			“And will you be hap­py?”

			“Of course.” She seemed trou­bled. “Isn’t ev­ery­one hap­py?”

			“Not where I live, Galatea.”

			“Then that must be a strange place—that ghost­ly world of yours. A rather ter­ri­ble place.”

			“It is, of­ten enough,” Dan agreed. “I wish—” He paused. What did he wish? Was he not talk­ing to an il­lu­sion, a dream, an ap­pari­tion? He looked at the girl, at her glis­ten­ing black hair, her eyes, her soft white skin, and then, for a trag­ic mo­ment, he tried to feel the arms of that drab ho­tel chair be­neath his hands—and failed. He smiled; he reached out his fin­gers to touch her bare arm, and for an in­stant she looked back at him with star­tled, sober eyes, and sprang to her feet.

			“Come on! I want to show you my coun­try.” She set off down the stream, and Dan rose re­luc­tant­ly to fol­low.

			What a day that was! They traced the lit­tle riv­er from still pool to singing rapids, and ev­er about them were the strange twit­ter­ings and pip­ings that were the voic­es of the flow­ers. Ev­ery turn brought a new vista of beau­ty; ev­ery mo­ment brought a new sense of de­light. They talked or were silent; when they were thirsty, the cool riv­er was at hand; when they were hun­gry, fruit of­fered it­self. When they were tired, there was al­ways a deep pool and a mossy bank; and when they were rest­ed, a new beau­ty beck­oned. The in­cred­i­ble trees tow­ered in num­ber­less forms of fan­ta­sy, but on their own side of the riv­er was still the flow­er-starred mead­ow. Galatea twist­ed him a bright-blos­somed gar­land for his head, and there­after he moved al­ways with a sweet singing about him. But lit­tle by lit­tle the red sun slant­ed to­ward the for­est, and the hours dripped away. It was Dan who point­ed it out, and re­luc­tant­ly they turned home­ward.

			As they re­turned, Galatea sang a strange song, plain­tive and sweet as the med­ley of riv­er and flow­er mu­sic. And again her eyes were sad.

			“What song is that?” he asked.

			“It is a song sung by an­oth­er Galatea,” she an­swered, “who is my moth­er.” She laid her hand on his arm. “I will make it in­to Eng­lish for you.” She sang:

			
				
					“The Riv­er lies in flow­er and fern,
					

					In flow­er and fern it breathes a song.
					

					It breathes a song of your re­turn,
					

					Of your re­turn in years too long.
					

					In years too long its mur­murs bring
					

					Its mur­murs bring their vain replies,
					

					Their vain replies the flow­ers sing,
					

					The flow­ers sing, ‘The Riv­er lies!’ ”
				

			

			Her voice qua­vered on the fi­nal notes; there was si­lence save for the tin­kle of wa­ter and the flow­er bu­gles. Dan said, “Galatea—” and paused. The girl was again somber-eyed, tear­ful. He said huski­ly, “That’s a sad song, Galatea. Why was your moth­er sad? You said ev­ery­one was hap­py in Para­cos­ma.”

			“She broke a law,” replied the girl tone­less­ly. “It is the in­evitable way to sor­row.” She faced him. “She fell in love with a phan­tom!” Galatea said. “One of your shad­owy race, who came and stayed and then had to go back. So when her ap­point­ed lover came, it was too late; do you un­der­stand? But she yield­ed fi­nal­ly to the law, and is for­ev­er un­hap­py, and goes wan­der­ing from place to place about the world.” She paused. “I shall nev­er break a law,” she said de­fi­ant­ly.

			Dan took her hand. “I would not have you un­hap­py, Galatea. I want you al­ways hap­py.”

			She shook her head. “I am hap­py,” she said, and smiled a ten­der, wist­ful smile.

			They were silent a long time as they trudged the way home­ward. The shad­ows of the for­est gi­ants reached out across the riv­er as the sun slipped be­hind them. For a dis­tance they walked hand in hand, but as they reached the path of peb­bly bright­ness near the house, Galatea drew away and sped swift­ly be­fore him. Dan fol­lowed as quick­ly as he might; when he ar­rived, Leu­con sat on his bench by the por­tal, and Galatea had paused on the thresh­old. She watched his ap­proach with eyes in which he again fan­cied the glint of tears.

			“I am very tired,” she said, and slipped with­in.

			Dan moved to fol­low, but the old man raised a stay­ing hand.

			“Friend from the shad­ows,” he said, “will you hear me a mo­ment?”

			Dan paused, ac­qui­esced, and dropped to the op­po­site bench. He felt a sense of fore­bod­ing; noth­ing pleas­ant await­ed him.

			“There is some­thing to be said,” Leu­con con­tin­ued, “and I say it with­out de­sire to pain you, if phan­toms feel pain. It is this: Galatea loves you, though I think she has not yet re­al­ized it.”

			“I love her too,” said Dan.

			The Grey Weaver stared at him. “I do not un­der­stand. Sub­stance, in­deed, may love shad­ow, but how can shad­ow love sub­stance?”

			“I love her,” in­sist­ed Dan.

			“Then woe to both of you! For this is im­pos­si­ble in Para­cos­ma; it is a con­flic­tion with the laws. Galatea’s mate is ap­point­ed, per­haps even now ap­proach­ing.”

			“Laws! Laws!” mut­tered Dan. “Whose laws are they? Not Galatea’s nor mine!”

			“But they are,” said the Grey Weaver. “It is not for you nor for me to crit­i­cize them—though I yet won­der what pow­er could an­nul them to per­mit your pres­ence here!”

			“I had no voice in your laws.”

			The old man peered at him in the dusk. “Has any­one, any­where, a voice in the laws?” he queried.

			“In my coun­try we have,” re­tort­ed Dan.

			“Mad­ness!” growled Leu­con. “Man­made laws! Of what use are man-made laws with on­ly man-made penal­ties, or none at all? If you shad­ows make a law that the wind shall blow on­ly from the east, does the west wind obey it?”

			“We do pass such laws,” ac­knowl­edged Dan bit­ter­ly. “They may be stupid, but they’re no more un­just than yours.”

			“Ours,” said the Grey Weaver, “are the un­al­ter­able laws of the world, the laws of Na­ture. Vi­o­la­tion is al­ways un­hap­pi­ness. I have seen it; I have known it in an­oth­er, in Galatea’s moth­er, though Galatea is stronger than she.” He paused. “Now,” he con­tin­ued, “I ask on­ly for mer­cy; your stay is short, and I ask that you do no more harm than is al­ready done. Be mer­ci­ful; give her no more to re­gret.”

			He rose and moved through the arch­way; when Dan fol­lowed a mo­ment lat­er, he was al­ready re­mov­ing a square of sil­ver from his de­vice in the cor­ner. Dan turned silent and un­hap­py to his own cham­ber, where the jet of wa­ter tin­kled faint­ly as a dis­tant bell.

			Again he rose at the glow of dawn, and again Galatea was be­fore him, meet­ing him at the door with her bowl of fruit. She de­posit­ed her bur­den, giv­ing him a wan lit­tle smile of greet­ing, and stood fac­ing him as if wait­ing.

			“Come with me, Galatea,” he said.

			“Where?”

			“To the riv­er bank. To talk.”

			They trudged in si­lence to the brink of Galatea’s pool. Dan not­ed a sub­tle dif­fer­ence in the world about him; out­lines were vague, the thin flow­er pip­ings less au­di­ble, and the very land­scape was queer­ly un­sta­ble, shift­ing like smoke when he wasn’t look­ing at it di­rect­ly. And strange­ly, though he had brought the girl here to talk to her, he had now noth­ing to say, but sat in aching si­lence with his eyes on the love­li­ness of her face.

			Galatea point­ed at the red as­cend­ing sun. “So short a time,” she said, “be­fore you go back to your phan­tom world. I shall be sor­ry, very sor­ry.” She touched his cheek with her fin­gers. “Dear shad­ow!”

			“Sup­pose,” said Dan huski­ly, “that I won’t go. What if I won’t leave here?” His voice grew fiercer. “I’ll not go! I’m go­ing to stay!”

			The calm mourn­ful­ness of the girl’s face checked him; he felt the irony of strug­gling against the in­evitable progress of a dream. She spoke. “Had I the mak­ing of the laws, you should stay. But you can’t, dear one. You can’t!”

			For­got­ten now were the words of the Grey Weaver. “I love you, Galatea,” he said.

			“And I you,” she whis­pered. “See, dear­est shad­ow, how I break the same law my moth­er broke, and am glad to face the sor­row it will bring.” She placed her hand ten­der­ly over his. “Leu­con is very wise and I am bound to obey him, but this is be­yond his wis­dom be­cause he let him­self grow old.” She paused. “He let him­self grow old,” she re­peat­ed slow­ly. A strange light gleamed in her dark eyes as she turned sud­den­ly to Dan.

			“Dear one!” she said tense­ly. “That thing that hap­pens to the old—that death of yours! What fol­lows it?”

			“What fol­lows death?” he echoed. “Who knows?”

			“But—” Her voice was quiv­er­ing. “But one can’t sim­ply—van­ish! There must be an awak­en­ing.”

			“Who knows?” said Dan again. “There are those who be­lieve we wake to a hap­pi­er world, but—” He shook his head hope­less­ly.

			“It must be true! Oh, it must be!” Galatea cried. “There must be more for you than the mad world you speak of!” She leaned very close. “Sup­pose, dear,” she said, “that when my ap­point­ed lover ar­rives, I send him away. Sup­pose I bear no child, but let my­self grow old, old­er than Leu­con, old un­til death. Would I join you in your hap­pi­er world?”

			“Galatea!” he cried dis­tract­ed­ly. “Oh, my dear­est—what a ter­ri­ble thought!”

			“More ter­ri­ble than you know,” she whis­pered, still very close to him. “It is more than vi­o­la­tion of a law; it is re­bel­lion! Ev­ery­thing is planned, ev­ery­thing was fore­seen, ex­cept this; and if I bear no child, her place will be left un­filled, and the places of her chil­dren, and of their chil­dren, and so on un­til some day the whole great plan of Para­cos­ma fails of what­ev­er its des­tiny was to be.” Her whis­per grew very faint and fear­ful. “It is de­struc­tion, but I love you more than I fear—death!”

			Dan’s arms were about her. “No, Galatea! No! Prom­ise me!”

			She mur­mured, “I can prom­ise and then break my prom­ise.” She drew his head down; their lips touched, and he felt a fra­grance and a taste like hon­ey in her kiss. “At least,” she breathed. “I can give you a name by which to love you. Philomet­ros! Mea­sure of my love!”

			“A name?” mut­tered Dan. A fan­tas­tic idea shot through his mind—a way of prov­ing to him­self that all this was re­al­i­ty, and not just a page that any­one could read who wore old Lud­wig’s mag­ic spec­ta­cles. If Galatea would speak his name! Per­haps, he thought dar­ing­ly, per­haps then he could stay! He thrust her away.

			“Galatea!” he cried. “Do you re­mem­ber my name?”

			She nod­ded silent­ly, her un­hap­py eyes on his.

			“Then say it! Say it, dear!”

			She stared at him dumb­ly, mis­er­ably, but made no sound.

			“Say it, Galatea!” he plead­ed des­per­ate­ly. “My name, dear—just my name!” Her mouth moved; she grew pale with ef­fort and Dan could have sworn that his name trem­bled on her quiv­er­ing lips, though no sound came.

			At last she spoke. “I can’t, dear­est one! Oh, I can’t! A law for­bids it!” She stood sud­den­ly erect, pal­lid as an ivory carv­ing. “Leu­con calls!” she said, and dart­ed away. Dan fol­lowed along the peb­bled path, but her speed was be­yond his pow­ers; at the por­tal he found on­ly the Grey Weaver stand­ing cold and stern. He raised his hand as Dan ap­peared.

			“Your time is short,” he said. “Go, think­ing of the hav­oc you have done.”

			“Where’s Galatea?” gasped Dan.

			“I have sent her away.” The old man blocked the en­trance; for a mo­ment Dan would have struck him aside, but some­thing with­held him. He stared wild­ly about the mead­ow—there! A flash of sil­ver be­yond the riv­er, at the edge of the for­est. He turned and raced to­ward it, while mo­tion­less and cold the Grey Weaver watched him go.

			“Galatea!” he called. “Galatea!”

			He was over the riv­er now, on the for­est bank, run­ning through columned vis­tas that whirled about him like mist. The world had gone cloudy; fine flakes danced like snow be­fore his eyes; Para­cos­ma was dis­solv­ing around him. Through the chaos he fan­cied a glimpse of the girl, but clos­er ap­proach left him still voic­ing his hope­less cry of “Galatea!”

			Af­ter an end­less time, he paused; some­thing fa­mil­iar about the spot struck him, and just as the red sun edged above him, he rec­og­nized the place—the very point at which he had en­tered Para­cos­ma! A sense of fu­til­i­ty over­whelmed him as for a mo­ment he gazed at an un­be­liev­able ap­pari­tion—a dark win­dow hung in midair be­fore him through which glowed rows of elec­tric lights. Lud­wig’s win­dow!

			It van­ished. But the trees writhed and the sky dark­ened, and he swayed dizzi­ly in tur­moil. He re­al­ized sud­den­ly that he was no longer stand­ing, but sit­ting in the midst of the crazy glade, and his hands clutched some­thing smooth and hard—the arms of that mis­er­able ho­tel chair. Then at last he saw her, close be­fore him—Galatea, with sor­row-strick­en fea­tures, her tear-filled eyes on his. He made a ter­rif­ic ef­fort to rise, stood erect, and fell sprawl­ing in a blaze of cor­us­cat­ing lights.

			He strug­gled to his knees; walls—Lud­wig’s room—en­com­passed him; he must have slipped from the chair. The mag­ic spec­ta­cles lay be­fore him, one lens splin­tered and spilling a flu­id no longer wa­ter-clear, but white as milk.

			“God!” he mut­tered. He felt shak­en, sick, ex­haust­ed, with a bit­ter sense of be­reave­ment, and his head ached fierce­ly. The room was drab, dis­gust­ing; he want­ed to get out of it. He glanced au­to­mat­i­cal­ly at his watch: four o’clock—he must have sat here near­ly five hours. For the first time he no­ticed Lud­wig’s ab­sence; he was glad of it and walked dul­ly out of the door to an au­to­mat­ic el­e­va­tor. There was no re­sponse to his ring; some­one was us­ing the thing. He walked three flights to the street and back to his own room.

			In love with a vi­sion! Worse—in love with a girl who had nev­er lived, in a fan­tas­tic Utopia that was lit­er­al­ly nowhere! He threw him­self on his bed with a groan that was half a sob.

			He saw fi­nal­ly the im­pli­ca­tion of the name Galatea. Galatea—Pyg­malion’s stat­ue, giv­en life by Venus in the an­cient Gre­cian myth. But his Galatea, warm and love­ly and vi­tal, must re­main for­ev­er with­out the gift of life, since he was nei­ther Pyg­malion nor God.

			

			He woke late in the morn­ing, star­ing un­com­pre­hend­ing­ly about for the foun­tain and pool of Para­cos­ma. Slow com­pre­hen­sion dawned; how much—how much—of last night’s ex­pe­ri­ence had been re­al? How much was the prod­uct of al­co­hol? Or had old Lud­wig been right, and was there no dif­fer­ence be­tween re­al­i­ty and dream?

			He changed his rum­pled at­tire and wan­dered de­spon­dent­ly to the street. He found Lud­wig’s ho­tel at last; in­quiry re­vealed that the diminu­tive pro­fes­sor had checked out, leav­ing no for­ward­ing ad­dress.

			What of it? Even Lud­wig couldn’t give what he sought, a liv­ing Galatea. Dan was glad that he had dis­ap­peared; he hat­ed the lit­tle pro­fes­sor. Pro­fes­sor? Hyp­no­tists called them­selves “pro­fes­sors.” He dragged through a weary day and then a sleep­less night back to Chica­go.

			It was mid­win­ter when he saw a sug­ges­tive­ly tiny fig­ure ahead of him in the Loop. Lud­wig! Yet what use to hail him? His cry was au­to­mat­ic. “Pro­fes­sor Lud­wig!”

			The elfin fig­ure turned, rec­og­nized him, smiled. They stepped in­to the shel­ter of a build­ing.

			“I’m sor­ry about your ma­chine, Pro­fes­sor. I’d be glad to pay for the dam­age.”

			“Ach, that was noth­ing—a cracked glass. But you—have you been ill? You look much the worse.”

			“It’s noth­ing,” said Dan. “Your show was mar­velous, Pro­fes­sor—mar­velous! I’d have told you so, but you were gone when it end­ed.”

			Lud­wig shrugged. “I went to the lob­by for a cigar. Five hours with a wax dum­my, you know!”

			“It was mar­velous!” re­peat­ed Dan.

			“So re­al?” smiled the oth­er. “On­ly be­cause you co­op­er­at­ed, then. It takes self-hyp­no­sis.”

			“It was re­al, all right,” agreed Dan glum­ly. “I don’t un­der­stand it—that strange beau­ti­ful coun­try.”

			“The trees were club-moss­es en­larged by a lens,” said Lud­wig. “All was trick pho­tog­ra­phy, but stereo­scop­ic, as I told you—three di­men­sion­al. The fruits were rub­ber; the house is a sum­mer build­ing on our cam­pus—North­ern Uni­ver­si­ty. And the voice was mine; you didn’t speak at all, ex­cept your name at the first, and I left a blank for that. I played your part, you see; I went around with the pho­to­graph­ic ap­pa­ra­tus strapped on my head, to keep the view­point al­ways that of the ob­serv­er. See?” He grinned wry­ly. “Luck­i­ly I’m rather short, or you’d have seemed a gi­ant.”

			“Wait a minute!” said Dan, his mind whirling. “You say you played my part. Then Galatea—is she re­al too?”

			“Tea’s re­al enough,” said the Pro­fes­sor. “My niece, a se­nior at North­ern, and likes dra­mat­ics. She helped me out with the thing. Why? Want to meet her?”

			Dan an­swered vague­ly, hap­pi­ly. An ache had van­ished; a pain was eased. Para­cos­ma was at­tain­able at last!

		
	
		
			The Worlds of If

			I stopped on the way to the Stat­en Is­land Air­port to call up, and that was a mis­take, doubt­less, since I had a chance of mak­ing it oth­er­wise. But the of­fice was af­fa­ble. “We’ll hold the ship five min­utes for you,” the clerk said. “That’s the best we can do.”

			So I rushed back to my taxi and we spun off to the third lev­el and sped across the Stat­en bridge like a comet tread­ing a steel rain­bow. I had to be in Mos­cow by evening, by eight o’clock, in fact, for the open­ing of bids on the Ural Tun­nel. The Gov­ern­ment re­quired the per­son­al pres­ence of an agent of each bid­der, but the firm should have known bet­ter than to send me, Dixon Wells, even though the N. J. Wells Cor­po­ra­tion is, so to speak, my fa­ther. I have a—well, an un­de­served rep­u­ta­tion for be­ing late to ev­ery­thing; some­thing al­ways comes up to pre­vent me from get­ting any­where on time. It’s nev­er my fault; this time it was a chance en­counter with my old physics pro­fes­sor, old Haskel van Man­der­pootz. I couldn’t very well just say hel­lo and good­bye to him; I’d been a fa­vorite of his back in the col­lege days of 2014.

			I missed the air­lin­er, of course. I was still on the Stat­en Bridge when I heard the roar of the cat­a­pult and the So­vi­et rock­et Baikal hummed over us like a trac­er bul­let with a long tail of flame.

			We got the con­tract any­way; the firm wired our man in Beirut and he flew up to Mos­cow, but it didn’t help my rep­u­ta­tion. How­ev­er, I felt a great deal bet­ter when I saw the evening pa­pers; the Baikal, fly­ing at the north edge of the east­bound lane to avoid a storm, had locked wings with a British fruit­ship and all but a hun­dred of her five hun­dred pas­sen­gers were lost. I had al­most be­come “the late Mr. Wells” in a grim­mer sense.

			I’d made an en­gage­ment for the fol­low­ing week with old van Man­der­pootz. It seems he’d trans­ferred to N.Y.U. as head of the de­part­ment of New­er Physics—that is, of Rel­a­tiv­i­ty. He de­served it; the old chap was a ge­nius if ev­er there was one, and even now, eight years out of col­lege, I re­mem­ber more from his course than from half a dozen cal­cu­lus, steam and gas, me­chan­ics, and oth­er haz­ards on the path to an en­gi­neer’s ed­u­ca­tion. So on Tues­day night I dropped in an hour or so late, to tell the truth, since I’d for­got­ten about the en­gage­ment un­til mid-evening.

			He was read­ing in a room as dis­or­der­ly as ev­er. “Humph!” he grunt­ed. “Time changes ev­ery­thing but habit, I see. You were a good stu­dent, Dick, but I seem to re­call that you al­ways ar­rived in class to­ward the mid­dle of the lec­ture.”

			“I had a course in East Hall just be­fore,” I ex­plained. “I couldn’t seem to make it in time.”

			“Well, it’s time you learned to be on time,” he growled. Then his eyes twin­kled. “Time!” he ejac­u­lat­ed. “The most fas­ci­nat­ing word in the lan­guage. Here we’ve used it five times (there goes the sixth time—and the sev­enth!) in the first minute of con­ver­sa­tion; each of us un­der­stands the oth­er, yet sci­ence is just be­gin­ning to learn its mean­ing. Sci­ence? I mean that I am be­gin­ning to learn.”

			I sat down. “You and sci­ence are syn­ony­mous,” I grinned. “Aren’t you one of the world’s out­stand­ing physi­cists?”

			“One of them!” he snort­ed. “One of them, eh! And who are the oth­ers?”

			“Oh, Corveille and Hast­ings and Shrim­s­ki—”

			“Bah! Would you men­tion them in the same breath with the name of van Man­der­pootz? A pack of jack­als, eat­ing the crumbs of ideas that drop from my feast of thoughts! Had you gone back in­to the last cen­tu­ry, now—had you men­tioned Ein­stein and de Sit­ter—there, per­haps, are names wor­thy to rank with (or just be­low) van Man­der­pootz!”

			I grinned again in amuse­ment. “Ein­stein was con­sid­ered pret­ty good, wasn’t he?” I re­marked. “Af­ter all, he was the first to tie time and space to the lab­o­ra­to­ry. Be­fore him they were just philo­soph­i­cal con­cepts.”

			“He didn’t!” rasped the pro­fes­sor. “Per­haps, in a dim, prim­i­tive fash­ion, he showed the way, but I—I, van Man­der­pootz—am the first to seize time, drag it in­to my lab­o­ra­to­ry, and per­form an ex­per­i­ment on it.”

			“In­deed? And what sort of ex­per­i­ment?”

			“What ex­per­i­ment, oth­er than sim­ple mea­sure­ment, is it pos­si­ble to per­form?” he snapped.

			“Why—I don’t know. To trav­el in it?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“Like these time-ma­chines that are so pop­u­lar in the cur­rent mag­a­zines? To go in­to the fu­ture or the past?”

			“Bah! Many bahs! The fu­ture or the past—pfui! It needs no van Man­der­pootz to see the fal­la­cy in that. Ein­stein showed us that much.”

			“How? It’s con­ceiv­able, isn’t it?”

			“Con­ceiv­able? And you, Dixon Wells, stud­ied un­der van Man­der­pootz!” He grew red with emo­tion, then grim­ly calm. “Lis­ten to me. You know how time varies with the speed of a sys­tem—Ein­stein’s rel­a­tiv­i­ty.”

			“Yes.”

			“Very well. Now sup­pose then that the great en­gi­neer Dixon Wells in­vents a ma­chine ca­pa­ble of trav­el­ing very fast, enor­mous­ly fast, nine-tenths as fast as light. Do you fol­low? Good. You then fu­el this mir­a­cle ship for a lit­tle jaunt of a half mil­lion miles, which, since mass (and with it in­er­tia) in­creas­es ac­cord­ing to the Ein­stein for­mu­la with in­creas­ing speed, takes all the fu­el in the world. But you solve that. You use atom­ic en­er­gy. Then, since at nine-tenths light-speed, your ship weighs about as much as the sun, you dis­in­te­grate North Amer­i­ca to give you suf­fi­cient mo­tive pow­er. You start off at that speed, a hun­dred and six­ty-eight thou­sand miles per sec­ond, and you trav­el for two hun­dred and four thou­sand miles. The ac­cel­er­a­tion has now crushed you to death, but you have pen­e­trat­ed the fu­ture.” He paused, grin­ning sar­don­ical­ly. “Haven’t you?”

			“Yes.”

			“And how far?”

			I hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Use your Ein­stein for­mu­la!” he screeched. “How far? I’ll tell you. One sec­ond!” He grinned tri­umphant­ly. “That’s how pos­si­ble it is to trav­el in­to the fu­ture. And as for the past—in the first place, you’d have to ex­ceed light-speed, which im­me­di­ate­ly en­tails the use of more than an in­fi­nite num­ber of horse­pow­ers. We’ll as­sume that the great en­gi­neer Dixon Wells solves that lit­tle prob­lem too, even though the en­er­gy out­put of the whole uni­verse is not an in­fi­nite num­ber of horse­pow­ers. Then he ap­plies this more than in­fi­nite pow­er to trav­el at two hun­dred and four thou­sand miles per sec­ond for ten sec­onds. He has then pen­e­trat­ed the past. How far?”

			Again I hes­i­tat­ed.

			“I’ll tell you. One sec­ond!” He glared at me. “Now all you have to do is to de­sign such a ma­chine, and then van Man­der­pootz will ad­mit the pos­si­bil­i­ty of trav­el­ing in­to the fu­ture—for a lim­it­ed num­ber of sec­onds. As for the past, I have just ex­plained that all the en­er­gy in the uni­verse is in­suf­fi­cient for that.”

			“But,” I stam­mered, “you just said that you—”

			“I did not say any­thing about trav­el­ing in­to ei­ther fu­ture or past, which I have just demon­strat­ed to you to be im­pos­si­ble—a prac­ti­cal im­pos­si­bil­i­ty in the one case and an ab­so­lute one in the oth­er.”

			“Then how do you trav­el in time?”

			“Not even van Man­der­pootz can per­form the im­pos­si­ble,” said the pro­fes­sor, now faint­ly jovial. He tapped a thick pad of type­writ­er pa­per on the ta­ble be­side him. “See, Dick, this is the world, the uni­verse.” He swept a fin­ger down it. “It is long in time, and”—sweep­ing his hand across it—“it is broad in space, but”—now jab­bing his fin­ger against its cen­ter—“it is very thin in the fourth di­men­sion. Van Man­der­pootz takes al­ways the short­est, the most log­i­cal course. I do not trav­el along time, in­to past or fu­ture. No. Me, I trav­el across time, side­ways!”

			I gulped. “Side­ways in­to time! What’s there?”

			“What would nat­u­ral­ly be there?” he snort­ed. “Ahead is the fu­ture; be­hind is the past. Those are re­al, the worlds of past and fu­ture. What worlds are nei­ther past nor fu­ture, but con­tem­po­rary and yet—ex­tem­po­ral—ex­ist­ing, as it were, in time par­al­lel to our time?”

			I shook my head.

			“Id­iot!” he snapped. “The con­di­tion­al worlds, of course! The worlds of ‘if.’ Ahead are the worlds to be; be­hind are the worlds that were; to ei­ther side are the worlds that might have been—the worlds of ‘if!’ ”

			“Eh?” I was puz­zled. “Do you mean that you can see what will hap­pen if I do such and such?”

			“No!” he snort­ed. “My ma­chine does not re­veal the past nor pre­dict the fu­ture. It will show, as I told you, the con­di­tion­al worlds. You might ex­press it, by ‘if I had done such and such, so-and-so would have hap­pened.’ The worlds of the sub­junc­tive mode.”

			“Now how the dev­il does it do that?”

			“Sim­ple, for van Man­der­pootz! I use po­lar­ized light, po­lar­ized not in the hor­i­zon­tal or ver­ti­cal planes, but in the di­rec­tion of the fourth di­men­sion—an easy mat­ter. One us­es Ice­land spar un­der colos­sal pres­sures, that is all. And since the worlds are very thin in the di­rec­tion of the fourth di­men­sion, the thick­ness of a sin­gle light wave, though it be but mil­lionths of an inch, is suf­fi­cient. A con­sid­er­able im­prove­ment over time-trav­el­ing in past or fu­ture, with its im­pos­si­ble ve­loc­i­ties and ridicu­lous dis­tances!”

			“But—are those—worlds of ‘if’—re­al?”

			“Re­al? What is re­al? They are re­al, per­haps, in the sense that two is a re­al num­ber as op­posed to √−2, which is imag­i­nary. They are the worlds that would have been if—Do you see?”

			I nod­ded. “Dim­ly. You could see, for in­stance, what New York would have been like if Eng­land had won the Rev­o­lu­tion in­stead of the Colonies.”

			“That’s the prin­ci­ple, true enough, but you couldn’t see that on the ma­chine. Part of it, you see, is a Horsten psy­chomat (stolen from one of my ideas, by the way) and you, the us­er, be­come part of the de­vice. Your own mind is nec­es­sary to fur­nish the back­ground. For in­stance, if George Wash­ing­ton could have used the mech­a­nism af­ter the sign­ing of peace, he could have seen what you sug­gest. We can’t. You can’t even see what would have hap­pened if I hadn’t in­vent­ed the thing, but I can. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Of course. You mean the back­ground has to rest in the past ex­pe­ri­ences of the us­er.”

			“You’re grow­ing bril­liant,” he scoffed. “Yes. The de­vice will show ten hours of what would have hap­pened if—con­densed, of course, as in a movie, to half an hour’s ac­tu­al time.”

			“Say, that sounds in­ter­est­ing!”

			“You’d like to see it? Is there any­thing you’d like to find out? Any choice you’d al­ter?”

			“I’ll say—a thou­sand of ’em. I’d like to know what would have hap­pened if I’d sold out my stocks in 2009 in­stead of ’10. I was a mil­lion­aire in my own right then, but I was a lit­tle—well, a lit­tle late in liq­ui­dat­ing.”

			“As usu­al,” re­marked van Man­der­pootz. “Let’s go over to the lab­o­ra­to­ry then.”

			The pro­fes­sor’s quar­ters were but a block from the cam­pus. He ush­ered me in­to the Physics Build­ing, and thence in­to his own re­search lab­o­ra­to­ry, much like the one I had vis­it­ed dur­ing my cour­ses un­der him. The de­vice—he called it his “sub­junc­tivi­sor,” since it op­er­at­ed in hy­po­thet­i­cal worlds—oc­cu­pied the en­tire cen­ter ta­ble. Most of it was mere­ly a Horsten psy­chomat, but glit­ter­ing crys­talline and glassy was the prism of Ice­land spar, the po­lar­iz­ing agent that was the heart of the in­stru­ment.

			Van Man­der­pootz point­ed to the head­piece. “Put it on,” he said, and I sat star­ing at the screen of the psy­chomat. I sup­pose ev­ery­one is fa­mil­iar with the Horsten psy­chomat; it was as much a fad a few years ago as the oui­ja board a cen­tu­ry back. Yet it isn’t just a toy; some­times, much as the oui­ja board, it’s a re­al aid to mem­o­ry. A maze of vague and col­ored shad­ows is caused to drift slow­ly across the screen, and one watch­es them, mean­while vi­su­al­iz­ing what­ev­er scene or cir­cum­stances he is try­ing to re­mem­ber. He turns a knob that al­ters the ar­range­ment of lights and shad­ows, and when, by chance, the de­sign cor­re­sponds to his men­tal pic­ture—presto! There is his scene recre­at­ed un­der his eyes. Of course his own mind adds the de­tails. All the screen ac­tu­al­ly shows are these tint­ed blobs of light and shad­ow, but the thing can be amaz­ing­ly re­al. I’ve seen oc­ca­sions when I could have sworn the psy­chomat showed pic­tures al­most as sharp and de­tailed as re­al­i­ty it­self; the il­lu­sion is some­times as star­tling as that.

			Van Man­der­pootz switched on the light, and the play of shad­ows be­gan. “Now re­call the cir­cum­stances of, say, a half-year af­ter the mar­ket crash. Turn the knob un­til the pic­ture clears, then stop. At that point I di­rect the light of the sub­junc­tivi­sor up­on the screen, and you have noth­ing to do but watch.”

			I did as di­rect­ed. Mo­men­tary pic­tures formed and van­ished. The in­choate sounds of the de­vice hummed like dis­tant voic­es, but with­out the added sug­ges­tion of the pic­ture, they meant noth­ing. My own face flashed and dis­solved and then, fi­nal­ly, I had it. There was a pic­ture of my­self sit­ting in an ill-de­fined room; that was all. I re­leased the knob and ges­tured.

			A click fol­lowed. The light dimmed, then bright­ened. The pic­ture cleared, and amaz­ing­ly, an­oth­er fig­ure emerged, a wom­an. I rec­og­nized her; it was Whim­sy White, erst­while star of tele­vi­sion and pre­miere of the “Vi­sion Va­ri­eties of ’09.” She was changed on that pic­ture, but I rec­og­nized her.

			I’ll say I did! I’d been trail­ing her all through the boom years of ’07 to ’10, try­ing to mar­ry her, while old N. J. raved and rant­ed and threat­ened to leave ev­ery­thing to the So­ci­ety for Re­ha­bil­i­ta­tion of the Go­bi Desert. I think those threats were what kept her from ac­cept­ing me, but af­ter I took my own mon­ey and ran it up to a cou­ple of mil­lion in that crazy mar­ket of ’08 and ’09, she soft­ened.

			Tem­po­rar­ily, that is. When the crash of the spring of ’10 came and bounced me back on my fa­ther and in­to the firm of N. J. Wells, her fa­vor dropped a dozen points to the mar­ket’s one. In Feb­ru­ary we were en­gaged, in April we were hard­ly speak­ing. In May they sold me out. I’d been late again.

			And now, there she was on the psy­chomat screen, ob­vi­ous­ly plump­ing out, and not near­ly so pret­ty as mem­o­ry had pic­tured her. She was star­ing at me with an ex­pres­sion of en­mi­ty, and I was glar­ing back. The buzzes be­came voic­es.

			“You nitwit!” she snapped. “You can’t bury me out here. I want to go back to New York, where there’s a lit­tle life. I’m bored with you and your golf.”

			“And I’m bored with you and your whole dizzy crowd.”

			“At least they’re alive. You’re a walk­ing corpse. Just be­cause you were lucky enough to gam­ble your­self in­to the mon­ey, you think you’re a tin god.”

			“Well, I don’t think you’re Cleopa­tra! Those friends of yours—they trail af­ter you be­cause you give par­ties and spend mon­ey—my mon­ey.”

			“Bet­ter than spend­ing it to knock a white wal­nut along a moun­tain­side!”

			“In­deed? You ought to try it, Marie.” (That was her re­al name.) “It might help your fig­ure—though I doubt if any­thing could!”

			She glared in rage and—well, that was a painful half hour. I won’t give all the de­tails, but I was glad when the screen dis­solved in­to mean­ing­less col­ored clouds.

			“Whew!” I said, star­ing at van Man­der­pootz, who had been read­ing.

			“You liked it?”

			“Liked it! Say, I guess I was lucky to be cleaned out. I won’t re­gret it from now on.”

			“That,” said the pro­fes­sor grand­ly, “is van Man­der­pootz’s great con­tri­bu­tion to hu­man hap­pi­ness. ‘Of all sad words of tongue or pen, the sad­dest are these: It might have been!’ True no longer, my friend Dick. Van Man­der­pootz has shown that the prop­er read­ing is, ‘It might have been—worse!’ ”

			

			It was very late when I re­turned home, and as a re­sult, very late when I rose, and equal­ly late when I got to the of­fice. My fa­ther was un­nec­es­sar­i­ly worked up about it, but he ex­ag­ger­at­ed when he said I’d nev­er been on time. He for­gets the oc­ca­sions when he’s awak­ened me and dragged me down with him. Nor was it nec­es­sary to re­fer so sar­cas­ti­cal­ly to my miss­ing the Baikal; I re­mind­ed him of the wreck­ing of the lin­er, and he re­spond­ed very heart­less­ly that if I’d been aboard, the rock­et would have been late, and so would have missed col­lid­ing with the British fruit­ship. It was like­wise su­per­flu­ous for him to men­tion that when he and I had tried to snatch a few weeks of golf­ing in the moun­tains, even the spring had been late. I had noth­ing to do with that.

			“Dixon,” he con­clud­ed, “you have no con­cep­tion what­ev­er of time. None what­ev­er.”

			The con­ver­sa­tion with van Man­der­pootz re­curred to me. I was im­pelled to ask, “And have you, sir?”

			“I have,” he said grim­ly. “I most as­sured­ly have. Time,” he said orac­u­lar­ly, “is mon­ey.”

			You can’t ar­gue with a view­point like that.

			But those as­per­sions of his ran­kled, es­pe­cial­ly that about the Baikal. Tardy I might be, but it was hard­ly con­ceiv­able that my pres­ence aboard the rock­et could have avert­ed the catas­tro­phe. It ir­ri­tat­ed me; in a way, it made me re­spon­si­ble for the deaths of those un­res­cued hun­dreds among the pas­sen­gers and crew, and I didn’t like the thought.

			Of course, if they’d wait­ed an ex­tra five min­utes for me, or if I’d been on time and they’d left on sched­ule in­stead of five min­utes late, or if—if!

			If! The word called up van Man­der­pootz and his sub­junc­tivi­sor—the worlds of “if,” the weird, un­re­al worlds that ex­ist­ed be­side re­al­i­ty, nei­ther past nor fu­ture, but con­tem­po­rary, yet ex­tem­po­ral. Some­where among their ghost­ly in­fini­ties ex­ist­ed one that rep­re­sent­ed the world that would have been had I made the lin­er. I had on­ly to call up Haskel van Man­der­pootz, make an ap­point­ment, and then—find out.

			Yet it wasn’t an easy de­ci­sion. Sup­pose—just sup­pose that I found my­self re­spon­si­ble—not legal­ly re­spon­si­ble, cer­tain­ly; there’d be no ques­tion of crim­i­nal neg­li­gence, or any­thing of that sort—not even moral­ly re­spon­si­ble, be­cause I couldn’t pos­si­bly have an­tic­i­pat­ed that my pres­ence or ab­sence could weigh so heav­i­ly in the scales of life and death, nor could I have known in which di­rec­tion the scales would tip. Just—re­spon­si­ble; that was all. Yet I hat­ed to find out.

			I hat­ed equal­ly not find­ing out. Un­cer­tain­ty has its pangs too, quite as painful as those of re­morse. It might be less nerver­ack­ing to know my­self re­spon­si­ble than to won­der, to waste thoughts in vain doubts and fu­tile re­proach­es. So I seized the visi­phone, di­aled the num­ber of the Uni­ver­si­ty, and at length gazed on the broad, hu­mor­ous, in­tel­li­gent fea­tures of van Man­der­pootz, dragged from a morn­ing lec­ture by my call.

			

			I was all but prompt for the ap­point­ment the fol­low­ing evening, and might ac­tu­al­ly have been on time but for an un­rea­son­able traf­fic of­fi­cer who in­sist­ed on book­ing me for speed­ing. At any rate, van Man­der­pootz was im­pressed.

			“Well!” he rum­bled. “I al­most missed you, Dixon. I was just go­ing over to the club, since I didn’t ex­pect you for an hour. You’re on­ly ten min­utes late.”

			I ig­nored this. “Pro­fes­sor, I want to use your—uh—your sub­junc­tivi­sor.”

			“Eh? Oh, yes. You’re lucky, then. I was just about to dis­man­tle it.”

			“Dis­man­tle it! Why?”

			“It has served its pur­pose. It has giv­en birth to an idea far more im­por­tant than it­self. I shall need the space it oc­cu­pies.”

			“But what is the idea, if it’s not too pre­sump­tu­ous of me to ask?”

			“It is not too pre­sump­tu­ous. You and the world which awaits it so ea­ger­ly may both know, but you hear it from the lips of the au­thor. It is noth­ing less than the au­to­bi­og­ra­phy of van Man­der­pootz!” He paused im­pres­sive­ly.

			I gaped. “Your au­to­bi­og­ra­phy?”

			“Yes. The world, though per­haps un­aware, is cry­ing for it. I shall de­tail my life, my work. I shall re­veal my­self as the man re­spon­si­ble for the three years’ du­ra­tion of the Pa­cif­ic War of 2004.”

			“You?”

			“None oth­er. Had I not been a loy­al Nether­lands sub­ject at that time, and there­fore neu­tral, the forces of Asia would have been crushed in three months in­stead of three years. The sub­junc­tivi­sor tells me so; I would have in­vent­ed a cal­cu­la­tor to fore­cast the chances of ev­ery en­gage­ment; van Man­der­pootz would have re­moved the hit or miss el­e­ment in the con­duct of war.” He frowned solemn­ly. “There is my idea. The au­to­bi­og­ra­phy of van Man­der­pootz. What do you think of it?”

			I re­cov­ered my thoughts. “It’s—uh—it’s colos­sal!” I said ve­he­ment­ly. “I’ll buy a copy my­self. Sev­er­al copies. I’ll send ’em to my friends.”

			“I,” said van Man­der­pootz ex­pan­sive­ly, “shall au­to­graph your copy for you. It will be price­less. I shall write in some fit­ting phrase, per­haps some­thing like Mag­nifi­cus sed non su­per­bus. ‘Great but not proud!’ That well de­scribed van Man­der­pootz, who de­spite his great­ness is sim­ple, mod­est, and unas­sum­ing. Don’t you agree?”

			“Per­fect­ly! A very apt de­scrip­tion of you. But—couldn’t I see your sub­junc­tivi­sor be­fore it’s dis­man­tled to make way for the greater work?”

			“Ah! You wish to find out some­thing?”

			“Yes, pro­fes­sor. Do you re­mem­ber the Baikal dis­as­ter of a week or two ago? I was to have tak­en that lin­er to Mos­cow. I just missed it.” I re­lat­ed the cir­cum­stances.

			“Humph!” he grunt­ed. “You wish to dis­cov­er what would have hap­pened had you caught it, eh? Well, I see sev­er­al pos­si­bil­i­ties. Among the world of ‘if’ is the one that would have been re­al if you had been on time, the one that de­pend­ed on the ves­sel wait­ing for your ac­tu­al ar­rival, and the one that hung on your ar­riv­ing with­in the five min­utes they ac­tu­al­ly wait­ed. In which are you in­ter­est­ed?”

			“Oh—the last one.” That seemed the like­li­est. Af­ter all, it was too much to ex­pect that Dixon Wells could ev­er be on time, and as to the sec­ond pos­si­bil­i­ty—well, they hadn’t wait­ed for me, and that in a way re­moved the weight of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty.

			“Come on,” rum­bled van Man­der­pootz. I fol­lowed him across to the Physics Build­ing and in­to his lit­tered lab­o­ra­to­ry. The de­vice still stood on the ta­ble and I took my place be­fore it, star­ing at the screen of the Horsten psy­chomat. The clouds wa­vered and shift­ed as I sought to im­press my mem­o­ries on their sug­ges­tive shapes, to read in­to them some pic­ture of that van­ished morn­ing.

			Then I had it. I made out the vista from the Stat­en Bridge, and was speed­ing across the gi­ant span to­ward the air­port. I waved a sig­nal to van Man­der­pootz, the thing clicked, and the sub­junc­tivi­sor was on.

			The grass­less clay of the field ap­peared. It is a cu­ri­ous thing about the psy­chomat that you see on­ly through the eyes of your im­age on the screen. It lends a strange re­al­i­ty to the work­ing of the toy; I sup­pose a sort of self-hyp­no­sis is part­ly re­spon­si­ble.

			I was rush­ing over the ground to­ward the glit­ter­ing, sil­ver-winged pro­jec­tile that was the Baikal. A glow­er­ing of­fi­cer waved me on, and I dashed up the slant of the gang­plank and in­to the ship; the port dropped and I heard a long “Whew!” of re­lief.

			“Sit down!” barked the of­fi­cer, ges­tur­ing to­ward an un­oc­cu­pied seat. I fell in­to it; the ship quiv­ered un­der the thrust of the cat­a­pult, grat­ed harsh­ly in­to mo­tion, and then was flung bod­i­ly in­to the air. The blasts roared in­stant­ly, then set­tled to a more muf­fled throb­bing, and I watched Stat­en Is­land drop down and slide back be­neath me. The gi­ant rock­et was un­der way.

			“Whew!” I breathed again. “Made it!” I caught an amused glance from my right. I was in an aisle seat; there was no one to my left, so I turned to the eyes that had flashed, glanced, and froze star­ing.

			It was a girl. Per­haps she wasn’t ac­tu­al­ly as love­ly as she looked to me; af­ter all, I was see­ing her through the half-vi­sion­ary screen of a psy­chomat. I’ve told my­self since that she couldn’t have been as pret­ty as she seemed, that it was due to my own imag­i­na­tion fill­ing in the de­tails. I don’t know; I re­mem­ber on­ly that I stared at cu­ri­ous­ly love­ly sil­ver-blue eyes and vel­vety brown hair, and a small amused mouth, and an im­pu­dent nose. I kept star­ing un­til she flushed.

			“I’m sor­ry,” I said quick­ly. “I—was star­tled.”

			There’s a friend­ly at­mos­phere aboard a transocean­ic rock­et. The pas­sen­gers are forced in­to a crowd­ed in­ti­ma­cy for any­where from sev­en to twelve hours, and there isn’t much room for mov­ing about. Gen­er­al­ly, one strikes up an ac­quain­tance with his neigh­bors; in­tro­duc­tions aren’t at all nec­es­sary, and the cus­tom is sim­ply to speak to any­body you choose—some­thing like an all-day trip on the rail­road trains of the last cen­tu­ry, I sup­pose. You make friends for the du­ra­tion of the jour­ney, and then, nine times out of ten, you nev­er hear of your trav­el­ing com­pan­ions again.

			The girl smiled. “Are you the in­di­vid­u­al re­spon­si­ble for the de­lay in start­ing?”

			I ad­mit­ted it. “I seem to be chron­i­cal­ly late. Even watch­es lose time as soon as I wear them.”

			She laughed. “Your re­spon­si­bil­i­ties can’t be very heavy.”

			Well, they weren’t of course, though it’s sur­pris­ing how many clubs, cad­dies, and cho­rus girls have de­pend­ed on me at var­i­ous times for ap­pre­cia­ble por­tions of their in­comes. But some­how I didn’t feel like men­tion­ing those things to the sil­very-eyed girl.

			We talked. Her name, it de­vel­oped, was Joan­na Cald­well, and she was go­ing as far as Paris. She was an artist, or hoped to be one day, and of course there is no place in the world that can sup­ply both train­ing and in­spi­ra­tion like Paris. So it was there she was bound for a year of study, and de­spite her de­mure­ly hu­mor­ous lips and laugh­ing eyes, I could see that the busi­ness was of vast im­por­tance to her. I gath­ered that she had worked hard for the year in Paris, had scraped and saved for three years as fash­ion il­lus­tra­tor for some wom­an’s mag­a­zine, though she couldn’t have been many months over twen­ty-one. Her paint­ing meant a great deal to her, and I could un­der­stand it. I’d felt that way about po­lo once.

			So you see, we were sym­pa­thet­ic spir­its from the be­gin­ning. I knew that she liked me, and it was ob­vi­ous that she didn’t con­nect Dixon Wells with the N. J. Wells Cor­po­ra­tion. And as for me—well, af­ter that first glance in­to her cool sil­ver eyes, I sim­ply didn’t care to look any­where else. The hours seemed to drip away like min­utes while I watched her.

			You know how those things go. Sud­den­ly I was call­ing her Joan­na and she was call­ing me Dick, and it seemed as if we’d been do­ing just that all our lives. I’d de­cid­ed to stop over in Paris on my way back from Mos­cow, and I’d se­cured her prom­ise to let me see her. She was dif­fer­ent, I tell you; she was noth­ing like the cal­cu­lat­ing Whim­sy White, and still less like the danc­ing, sim­per­ing, gid­dy young­sters one meets around at so­cial af­fairs. She was just Joan­na, cool and hu­mor­ous, yet sym­pa­thet­ic and se­ri­ous, and as pret­ty as a Ma­joli­ca fig­urine.

			We could scarce­ly re­al­ize it when the stew­ard passed along to take or­ders for lun­cheon. Four hours out? It seemed like forty min­utes. And we had a pleas­ant feel­ing of in­ti­ma­cy in the dis­cov­ery that both of us liked lob­ster sal­ad and de­test­ed oys­ters. It was an­oth­er bond; I told her whim­si­cal­ly that it was an omen, nor did she ob­ject to con­sid­er­ing it so.

			Af­ter­wards we walked along the nar­row aisle to the glassed-in ob­ser­va­tion room up for­ward. It was al­most too crowd­ed for en­try, but we didn’t mind that at all, as it forced us to sit very close to­geth­er. We stayed long af­ter both of us had be­gun to no­tice the stuffi­ness of the air.

			It was just af­ter we had re­turned to our seats that the catas­tro­phe oc­curred. There was no warn­ing save a sud­den lurch, the re­sult, I sup­pose, of the pi­lot’s fu­tile last-minute at­tempt to swerve—just that and then a grind­ing crash and a ter­ri­ble sen­sa­tion of spin­ning, and af­ter that a cho­rus of shrieks that were like the sounds of bat­tle.

			It was bat­tle. Five hun­dred peo­ple were pick­ing them­selves up from the floor, were tram­pling each oth­er, milling around, be­ing cast help­less­ly down as the great rock­et-plane, its left wing but a bro­ken stub, cir­cled down­ward to­ward the At­lantic.

			The shouts of of­fi­cers sound­ed and a loud­speak­er blared. “Be calm,” it kept re­peat­ing, and then, “There has been a col­li­sion. We have con­tact­ed a sur­face ship. There is no dan­ger—There is no dan­ger—”

			I strug­gled up from the de­bris of shat­tered seats. Joan­na was gone; just as I found her crum­pled be­tween the rows, the ship struck the wa­ter with a jar that set ev­ery­thing crash­ing again. The speak­er blared, “Put on the cork belts un­der the seats. The lifebelts are un­der the seats.”

			I dragged a belt loose and snapped it around Joan­na, then donned one my­self. The crowd was surg­ing for­ward now, and the tail end of the ship be­gan to drop. There was wa­ter be­hind us, slosh­ing in the dark­ness as the lights went out. An of­fi­cer came slid­ing by, stooped, and fas­tened a belt about an un­con­scious wom­an ahead of us. “You all right?” he yelled, and passed on with­out wait­ing for an an­swer.

			The speak­er must have been cut on to a bat­tery cir­cuit. “And get as far away as pos­si­ble,” it or­dered sud­den­ly. “Jump from the for­ward port and get as far away as pos­si­ble. A ship is stand­ing by. You will be picked up. Jump from the—” It went dead again.

			I got Joan­na un­tan­gled from the wreck­age. She was pale; her sil­very eyes were closed. I start­ed drag­ging her slow­ly and painful­ly to­ward the for­ward port, and the slant of the floor in­creased un­til it was like the slide of a ski-jump. The of­fi­cer passed again. “Can you han­dle her?” he asked, and again dashed away.

			I was get­ting there. The crowd around the port looked small­er, or was it sim­ply hud­dling clos­er? Then sud­den­ly, a wail of fear and de­spair went up, and there was a roar of wa­ter. The ob­ser­va­tion room walls had giv­en. I saw the green surge of waves, and a bil­low­ing del­uge rushed down up­on us. I had been late again.

			That was all. I raised shocked and fright­ened eyes from the sub­junc­tivi­sor to face van Man­der­pootz, who was scrib­bling on the edge of the ta­ble.

			“Well?” he asked.

			I shud­dered. “Hor­ri­ble!” I mur­mured. “We—I guess we wouldn’t have been among the sur­vivors.”

			“We, eh? We?” His eyes twin­kled.

			I did not en­light­en him. I thanked him, bade him good­night, and went do­lor­ous­ly home.

			

			Even my fa­ther no­ticed some­thing queer about me. The day I got to the of­fice on­ly five min­utes late, he called me in for some anx­ious ques­tion­ing as to my health. I couldn’t tell him any­thing, of course. How could I ex­plain that I’d been late once too of­ten, and had fall­en in love with a girl two weeks af­ter she was dead?

			The thought drove me near­ly crazy. Joan­na! Joan­na with her sil­very eyes now lay some­where at the bot­tom of the At­lantic. I went around half dazed, scarce­ly speak­ing. One night I ac­tu­al­ly lacked the en­er­gy to go home and sat smok­ing in my fa­ther’s big over­stuffed chair in his pri­vate of­fice un­til I fi­nal­ly dozed off. The next morn­ing, when old N. J. en­tered and found me there be­fore him, he turned pale as pa­per, stag­gered, and gasped, “My heart!” It took a lot of ex­plain­ing to con­vince him that I wasn’t ear­ly at the of­fice but just very late go­ing home.

			At last I felt that I couldn’t stand it. I had to do some­thing—any­thing at all. I thought fi­nal­ly of the sub­junc­tivi­sor. I could see—yes, I could see what would have tran­spired if the ship hadn’t been wrecked! I could trace out that weird, un­re­al ro­mance hid­den some­where in the worlds of “if.” I could, per­haps, wring a somber, vi­car­i­ous joy from the things that might have been. I could see Joan­na once more!

			It was late af­ter­noon when I rushed over to van Man­der­pootz’s quar­ters. He wasn’t there; I en­coun­tered him fi­nal­ly in the hall of the Physics Build­ing.

			“Dick!” he ex­claimed. “Are you sick?”

			“Sick? No. Not phys­i­cal­ly. Pro­fes­sor. I’ve got to use your sub­junc­tivi­sor again. I’ve got to!”

			“Eh? Oh—that toy. You’re too late, Dick. I’ve dis­man­tled it. I have a bet­ter use for the space.”

			I gave a mis­er­able groan and was tempt­ed to damn the au­to­bi­og­ra­phy of the great van Man­der­pootz. A gleam of sym­pa­thy showed in his eyes, and he took my arm, drag­ging me in­to the lit­tle of­fice ad­join­ing his lab­o­ra­to­ry.

			“Tell me,” he com­mand­ed.

			I did. I guess I made the tragedy plain enough, for his heavy brows knit in a frown of pity. “Not even van Man­der­pootz can bring back the dead,” he mur­mured. “I’m sor­ry, Dick. Take your mind from the af­fair. Even were my sub­junc­tivi­sor avail­able, I wouldn’t per­mit you to use it. That would be but to turn the knife in the wound.” He paused. “Find some­thing else to oc­cu­py your mind. Do as van Man­der­pootz does. Find for­get­ful­ness in work.”

			“Yes,” I re­spond­ed dul­ly. “But who’d want to read my au­to­bi­og­ra­phy? That’s all right for you.”

			“Au­to­bi­og­ra­phy? Oh! I re­mem­ber. No, I have aban­doned that. His­to­ry it­self will record the life and works of van Man­der­pootz. Now I am en­gaged in a far grander project.”

			“In­deed?” I was ut­ter­ly, gloomi­ly dis­in­ter­est­ed.

			“Yes. Gogli has been here, Gogli the sculp­tor. He is to make a bust of me. What bet­ter lega­cy can I leave to the world than a bust of van Man­der­pootz, sculp­tured from life? Per­haps I shall present it to the city, per­haps to the uni­ver­si­ty. I would have giv­en it to the Roy­al So­ci­ety if they had been a lit­tle more re­cep­tive, if they—if—if!” The last in a shout.

			“Huh?”

			“If!” cried van Man­der­pootz. “What you saw in the sub­junc­tivi­sor was what would have hap­pened if you had caught the ship!”

			“I know that.”

			“But some­thing quite dif­fer­ent might re­al­ly have hap­pened! Don’t you see? She—she—Where are those old news­pa­pers?”

			He was paw­ing through a pile of them. He flour­ished one fi­nal­ly. “Here! Here are the sur­vivors!”

			Like let­ters of flame, Joan­na Cald­well’s name leaped out at me. There was even a lit­tle para­graph about it, as I saw once my reel­ing brain per­mit­ted me to read:

			
				“At least a score of sur­vivors owe their lives to the brav­ery of twen­ty-eight-year-old Nav­i­ga­tor Or­ris Hope, who pa­trolled both aisles dur­ing the pan­ic, lac­ing lifebelts on the in­jured and help­less, and car­ry­ing many to the port. He re­mained on the sink­ing lin­er un­til the last, fi­nal­ly fight­ing his way to the sur­face through the bro­ken walls of the ob­ser­va­tion room. Among those who owe their lives to the young of­fi­cer are: Patrick Owens­by, New York City; Mrs. Camp­bell War­ren, Bos­ton; Miss Joan­na Cald­well, New York City—”

			

			I sup­pose my shout of joy was heard over in the Ad­min­is­tra­tion Build­ing, blocks away. I didn’t care; if van Man­der­pootz hadn’t been ar­mored in stub­by whiskers, I’d have kissed him. Per­haps I did any­way; I can’t be sure of my ac­tions dur­ing those chaot­ic min­utes in the pro­fes­sor’s tiny of­fice.

			At last I calmed. “I can look her up!” I gloat­ed. “She must have land­ed with the oth­er sur­vivors, and they were all on that British tramp freighter the Os­good, that docked here last week. She must be in New York—and if she’s gone over to Paris, I’ll find out and fol­low her!”

			Well, it’s a queer end­ing. She was in New York, but—you see, Dixon Wells had, so to speak, known Joan­na Cald­well by means of the pro­fes­sor’s sub­junc­tivi­sor, but Joan­na had nev­er known Dixon Wells. What the end­ing might have been if—if—But it wasn’t; she had mar­ried Or­ris Hope, the young of­fi­cer who had res­cued her. I was late again.

		
	
		
			The Ideal

			
				“This,” said the Fran­cis­can, “is my Au­tom­a­ton, who at the prop­er time will speak, an­swer what­so­ev­er ques­tion I may ask, and re­veal all se­cret knowl­edge to me.” He smiled as he laid his hand af­fec­tion­ate­ly on the iron skull that topped the pedestal.

				The youth gazed open-mouthed, first at the head and then at the Fri­ar. “But it’s iron!” he whis­pered. “The head is iron, good fa­ther.”

				“Iron with­out, skill with­in, my son,” said Roger Ba­con. “It will speak, at the prop­er time and in its own man­ner, for so have I made it. A clever man can twist the dev­il’s arts to God’s ends, there­by cheat­ing the fiend—Sst! There sounds ves­pers! Ple­na gra­tia, ave Vir­go—”

				But it did not speak. Long hours, long weeks, the doc­tor mirabilis watched his cre­ation, but iron lips were silent and the iron eyes dull, and no voice but the great man’s own sound­ed in his monk­ish cell, nor was there ev­er an an­swer to all the ques­tions that he asked—un­til one day when he sat sur­vey­ing his work, com­pos­ing a let­ter to Duns Sco­tus in dis­tant Cologne—one day—

				“Time is!” said the im­age, and smiled be­nign­ly.

				The Fri­ar looked up. “Time is, in­deed,” he echoed. “Time it is that you give ut­ter­ance, and to some as­ser­tion less ob­vi­ous than that time is. For of course time is, else there were noth­ing at all. With­out time—”

				“Time was!” rum­bled the im­age, still smil­ing, but stern­ly at the stat­ue of Dra­co.

				“In­deed time was,” said the Monk. “Time was, is, and will be, for time is that medi­um in which events oc­cur. Mat­ter ex­ists in space, but events—”

				The im­age smiled no longer. “Time is past!” it roared in tones deep as the cathe­dral bell out­side, and burst in­to ten thou­sand pieces.

			
			

			“There,” said old Haskel van Man­der­pootz, shut­ting the book, “is my clas­si­cal au­thor­i­ty in this ex­per­i­ment. This sto­ry, over­laid as it is with me­dieval myth and leg­end, proves that Roger Ba­con him­self at­tempt­ed the ex­per­i­ment—and failed.” He shook a long fin­ger at me. “Yet do not get the im­pres­sion, Dixon, that Fri­ar Ba­con was not a great man. He was—ex­treme­ly great, in fact; he light­ed the torch that his name­sake Fran­cis Ba­con took up four cen­turies lat­er, and that now van Man­der­pootz rekin­dles.”

			I stared in si­lence.

			“In­deed,” re­sumed the Pro­fes­sor, “Roger Ba­con might al­most be called a thir­teenth cen­tu­ry van Man­der­pootz, or van Man­der­pootz a twen­ty-first cen­tu­ry Roger Ba­con. His Opus Ma­jus, Opus Mi­nus, and Opus Ter­tium—”

			“What,” I in­ter­rupt­ed im­pa­tient­ly, “has all this to do with—that?” I in­di­cat­ed the clum­sy met­al ro­bot stand­ing in the cor­ner of the lab­o­ra­to­ry.

			“Don’t in­ter­rupt!” snapped van Man­der­pootz. “I’ll—”

			At this point I fell out of my chair. The mass of met­al had ejac­u­lat­ed some­thing like “A-a-gh-rasp” and had lunged a sin­gle pace to­ward the win­dow, arms up­raised. “What the dev­il!” I sput­tered as the thing dropped its arms and re­turned stolid­ly to its place.

			“A car must have passed in the al­ley,” said van Man­der­pootz in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “Now as I was say­ing, Roger Ba­con—”

			I ceased to lis­ten. When van Man­der­pootz is de­ter­mined to fin­ish a state­ment, in­ter­rup­tions are worse than fu­tile. As an ex-stu­dent of his, I know. So I per­mit­ted my thoughts to drift to cer­tain per­son­al prob­lems of my own, par­tic­u­lar­ly Tips Al­va, who was the most press­ing prob­lem of the mo­ment. Yes, I mean Tips Al­va the ’vi­sion dancer, the lit­tle blonde imp who en­ter­tains on the Yer­ba Mate Hour for that Brazil­ian com­pa­ny. Cho­rus girls, dancers, and tele­vi­sion stars are a weak­ness of mine; maybe it in­di­cates that there’s a la­tent artis­tic soul in me. Maybe.

			I’m Dixon Wells, you know, scion of the N. J. Wells Cor­po­ra­tion, En­gi­neers Ex­tra­or­di­nary. I’m sup­posed to be an en­gi­neer my­self; I say sup­posed, be­cause in the sev­en years since my grad­u­a­tion, my fa­ther hasn’t giv­en me much op­por­tu­ni­ty to prove it. He has a strong sense of val­ue of time, and I’m cursed with the un­en­vi­able qual­i­ty of be­ing late to any­thing and for ev­ery­thing. He even as­serts that the oc­ca­sion­al de­signs I sub­mit are late Ja­cobean, but that isn’t fair. They’re Post-Ro­manesque.

			Old N. J. al­so ob­jects to my pen­chant for ladies of the stage and ’vi­sion screen, and pe­ri­od­i­cal­ly threat­ens to cut my al­lowance, though that’s sup­posed to be a salary. It’s in­con­ve­nient to be so de­pen­dent, and some­times I re­gret that un­for­tu­nate mar­ket crash of 2009 that wiped out my own mon­ey, al­though it did keep me from mar­ry­ing Whim­sy White, and van Man­der­pootz, through his sub­junc­tivi­sor, suc­ceed­ed in prov­ing that that would have been a catas­tro­phe. But it turned out near­ly as much of a dis­as­ter any­way, as far as my feel­ings were con­cerned. It took me months to for­get Joan­na Cald­well and her sil­very eyes. Just an­oth­er in­stance when I was a lit­tle late.

			Van Man­der­pootz him­self is my old Physics Pro­fes­sor, head of the De­part­ment of New­er Physics at N.Y.U., and a ge­nius, but a bit ec­cen­tric. Judge for your­self.

			“And that’s the the­sis,” he said sud­den­ly, in­ter­rupt­ing my thoughts.

			“Eh? Oh, of course. But what’s that grin­ning ro­bot got to do with it?”

			He pur­pled. “I’ve just told you!” he roared. “Id­iot! Im­be­cile! To dream while van Man­der­pootz talks! Get out! Get out!”

			I got. It was late any­way, so late that I over­slept more than usu­al in the morn­ing, and suf­fered more than the usu­al lec­ture on prompt­ness from my fa­ther at the of­fice.

			

			Van Man­der­pootz had for­got­ten his anger by the next time I dropped in for an evening. The ro­bot still stood in the cor­ner near the win­dow, and I lost no time ask­ing its pur­pose.

			“It’s just a toy I had some of the stu­dents con­struct,” he ex­plained. “There’s a screen of pho­to­elec­tric cells be­hind the right eye, so con­nect­ed that when a cer­tain pat­tern is thrown on them, it ac­ti­vates the mech­a­nism. The thing’s plugged in­to the light-cir­cuit, but it re­al­ly ought to run on gaso­line.”

			“Why?”

			“Well, the pat­tern it’s set for is the shape of an au­to­mo­bile. See here.” He picked up a card from his desk, and cut in the out­lines of a stream­lined car like those of that year. “Since on­ly one eye is used,” he con­tin­ued, “The thing can’t tell the dif­fer­ence be­tween a full-sized ve­hi­cle at a dis­tance and this small out­line near­by. It has no sense of per­spec­tive.”

			He held the bit of card­board be­fore the eye of the mech­a­nism. In­stant­ly came its roar of “A-a-gh-rasp!” and it leaped for­ward a sin­gle pace, arms up­raised. Van Man­der­pootz with­drew the card, and again the thing re­lapsed stolid­ly in­to its place.

			“What the dev­il!” I ex­claimed. “What’s it for?”

			“Does van Man­der­pootz ev­er do work with­out rea­son back of it? I use it as a demon­stra­tion in my sem­i­nar.”

			“To demon­strate what?”

			“The pow­er of rea­son,” said van Man­der­pootz solemn­ly.

			“How? And why ought it to work on gaso­line in­stead of elec­tric pow­er?”

			“One ques­tion at a time, Dixon. You have missed the grandeur of van Man­der­pootz’s con­cept. See here, this crea­ture, im­per­fect as it is, rep­re­sents the preda­to­ry ma­chine. It is the me­chan­i­cal par­al­lel of the tiger, lurk­ing in its jun­gle to leap on liv­ing prey. This mon­ster’s jun­gle is the city; its prey is the un­wary ma­chine that fol­lows the trails called streets. Un­der­stand?”

			“No.”

			“Well, pic­ture this au­tom­a­ton, not as it is, but as van Man­der­pootz could make it if he wished. It lurks gi­gan­tic in the shad­ows of build­ings; it creeps stealth­ily through dark al­leys; it skulks on de­sert­ed streets, with its gaso­line en­gine purring qui­et­ly. Then—an un­sus­pect­ing au­to­mo­bile flash­es its im­age on the screen be­hind its eyes. It leaps. It seizes its prey, swing­ing it in steel arms to its steel jaws. Through the met­al throat of its vic­tim crash steel teeth; the blood of its prey—the gaso­line, that is—is drained in­to its stom­ach, or its gas-tank. With re­newed strength it flings away the husk and prowls on to seek oth­er prey. It is the ma­chine-car­ni­vore, the tiger of me­chan­ics.”

			I sup­pose I stared dumb­ly. It oc­curred to me sud­den­ly that the brain of the great van Man­der­pootz was crack­ing. “What the—?” I gasped.

			“That,” he said bland­ly, “is but a con­cept. I have many an­oth­er use for the toy. I can prove any­thing with it, any­thing I wish.”

			“You can? Then prove some­thing.”

			“Name your propo­si­tion, Dixon.”

			I hes­i­tat­ed, non­plussed.

			“Come!” he said im­pa­tient­ly. “Look here; I will prove that an­ar­chy is the ide­al gov­ern­ment, or that Heav­en and Hell are the same place, or that—”

			“Prove that!” I said. “About Heav­en and Hell.”

			“Eas­i­ly. First we will en­dow my ro­bot with in­tel­li­gence. I add a me­chan­i­cal mem­o­ry by means of the old Cush­man de­layed valve; I add a math­e­mat­i­cal sense with any of the cal­cu­lat­ing ma­chines; I give it a voice and a vo­cab­u­lary with the mag­net­ic-im­pulse wire phono­graph. Now the point I make is this: Grant­ed an in­tel­li­gent ma­chine, does it not fol­low that ev­ery oth­er ma­chine con­struct­ed like it must have the iden­ti­cal qual­i­ties? Would not each ro­bot giv­en the same in­sides have ex­act­ly the same char­ac­ter?”

			“No!” I snapped. “Hu­man be­ings can’t make two ma­chines ex­act­ly alike. There’d be tiny dif­fer­ences; one would re­act quick­er than oth­ers, or one would pre­fer Fox Air­split­ters as prey, while an­oth­er re­act­ed most vig­or­ous­ly to Carnecars. In oth­er words, they’d have—in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty!” I grinned in tri­umph.

			“My point ex­act­ly,” ob­served van Man­der­pootz. “You ad­mit, then, that this in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty is the re­sult of im­per­fect work­man­ship. If our means of man­u­fac­ture were per­fect, all ro­bots would be iden­ti­cal, and this in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty would not ex­ist. Is that true?”

			“I—sup­pose so.”

			“Then I ar­gue that our own in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty is due to our fall­ing short of per­fec­tion. All of us—even van Man­der­pootz—are in­di­vid­u­als on­ly be­cause we are not per­fect. Were we per­fect, each of us would be ex­act­ly like ev­ery­one else. True?”

			“Uh—yes.”

			“But Heav­en, by def­i­ni­tion, is a place where all is per­fect. There­fore, in Heav­en ev­ery­body is ex­act­ly like ev­ery­body else, and there­fore, ev­ery­body is thor­ough­ly and com­plete­ly bored! There is no tor­ture like bore­dom, Dixon, and—Well, have I proved my point?”

			I was floored. “But—about an­ar­chy, then?” I stam­mered.

			“Sim­ple. Very sim­ple for van Man­der­pootz. See here; with a per­fect na­tion—that is, one whose in­di­vid­u­als are all ex­act­ly alike, which I have just proved to con­sti­tute per­fec­tion—with a per­fect na­tion, I re­peat, laws and gov­ern­ment are ut­ter­ly su­per­flu­ous. If ev­ery­body re­acts to stim­uli in the same way, laws are quite use­less, ob­vi­ous­ly. If, for in­stance, a cer­tain event oc­curred that might lead to a dec­la­ra­tion of war, why, ev­ery­body in such a na­tion would vote for war at the same in­stant. There­fore gov­ern­ment is un­nec­es­sary, and there­fore an­ar­chy is the ide­al gov­ern­ment, since it is the prop­er gov­ern­ment for a per­fect race.” He paused. “I shall now prove that an­ar­chy is not the ide­al gov­ern­ment—”

			“Nev­er mind!” I begged. “Who am I to ar­gue with van Man­der­pootz? But is that the whole pur­pose of this dizzy ro­bot? Just a ba­sis for log­ic?” The mech­a­nism replied with its usu­al rasp as it leaped to­ward some va­grant car be­yond the win­dow.

			“Isn’t that enough?” growled van Man­der­pootz. “How­ev­er,”—his voice dropped—“I have even a greater des­tiny in mind. My boy, van Man­der­pootz has solved the rid­dle of the uni­verse!” He paused im­pres­sive­ly. “Well, why don’t you say some­thing?”

			“Uh!” I gasped. “It’s—uh—mar­velous!”

			“Not for van Man­der­pootz,” he said mod­est­ly.

			“But—what is it?”

			“Eh—Oh!” He frowned. “Well, I’ll tell you, Dixon. You won’t un­der­stand, but I’ll tell you.” He coughed. “As far back as the ear­ly twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry,” he re­sumed, “Ein­stein proved that en­er­gy is par­tic­u­lar. Mat­ter is al­so par­tic­u­lar, and now van Man­der­pootz adds that space and time are dis­crete!” He glared at me.

			“En­er­gy and mat­ter are par­tic­u­lar,” I mur­mured, “and space and time are dis­crete! How very moral of them!”

			“Im­be­cile!” he blazed. “To pun on the words of van Man­der­pootz! You know very well that I mean par­tic­u­lar and dis­crete in the phys­i­cal sense. Mat­ter is com­posed of par­ti­cles, there­fore it is par­tic­u­lar. The par­ti­cles of mat­ter are called elec­trons, pro­tons, and neu­trons, and those of en­er­gy, quan­ta. I now add two oth­ers, the par­ti­cles of space I call spa­tions, those of time, chronons.”

			“And what in the dev­il,” I asked, “are par­ti­cles of space and time?”

			“Just what I said!” snapped van Man­der­pootz. “Ex­act­ly as the par­ti­cles of mat­ter are the small­est pieces of mat­ter that can ex­ist, just as there is no such thing as a half of an elec­tron, or for that mat­ter, half a quan­tum, so the chronon is the small­est pos­si­ble frag­ment of time, and the spa­tion the small­est pos­si­ble bit of space. Nei­ther time nor space is con­tin­u­ous; each is com­posed of these in­fin­ite­ly tiny frag­ments.”

			“Well, how long is a chronon in time? How big is a spa­tion in space?”

			“Van Man­der­pootz has even mea­sured that. A chronon is the length of time it takes one quan­tum of en­er­gy to push one elec­tron from one elec­tron­ic or­bit to the next. There can ob­vi­ous­ly be no short­er in­ter­val of time, since an elec­tron is the small­est unit of mat­ter and the quan­tum the small­est unit of en­er­gy. And a spa­tion is the ex­act vol­ume of a pro­ton. Since noth­ing small­er ex­ists, that is ob­vi­ous­ly the small­est unit of space.”

			“Well, look here,” I ar­gued. “Then what’s in be­tween these par­ti­cles of space and time? If time moves, as you say, in jerks of one chronon each, what’s be­tween the jerks?”

			“Ah!” said the great van Man­der­pootz. “Now we come to the heart of the mat­ter. In be­tween the par­ti­cles of space and time, must ob­vi­ous­ly be some­thing that is nei­ther space, time, mat­ter, nor en­er­gy. A hun­dred years ago Shap­ley an­tic­i­pat­ed van Man­der­pootz in a vague way when he an­nounced his cos­mo-plas­ma, the great un­der­ly­ing ma­trix in which time and space and the uni­verse are em­bed­ded. Now van Man­der­pootz an­nounces the ul­ti­mate unit, the uni­ver­sal par­ti­cle, the fo­cus in which mat­ter, en­er­gy, time, and space meet, the unit from which elec­trons, pro­tons, neu­trons, quan­ta, spa­tions, and chronons are all con­struct­ed. The rid­dle of the uni­verse is solved by what I have cho­sen to name the cos­mon.” His blue eyes bored in­to me.

			“Mag­nif­i­cent!” I said fee­bly, know­ing that some such word was ex­pect­ed. “But what good is it?”

			“What good is it?” he roared. “It pro­vides—or will pro­vide, once I work out a few de­tails—the means of turn­ing en­er­gy in­to time, or space in­to mat­ter, or time in­to space, or—” He sput­tered in­to si­lence. “Fool!” he mut­tered. “To think that you stud­ied un­der the tute­lage of van Man­der­pootz. I blush; I ac­tu­al­ly blush!”

			One couldn’t have told it if he were blush­ing. His face was al­ways ru­bi­cund enough. “Colos­sal!” I said hasti­ly. “What a mind!”

			That mol­li­fied him. “But that’s not all,” he pro­ceed­ed. “Van Man­der­pootz nev­er stops short of per­fec­tion. I now an­nounce the unit par­ti­cle of thought—the psy­chon!”

			This was a lit­tle too much. I sim­ply stared.

			“Well may you be dumb­found­ed,” said van Man­der­pootz. “I pre­sume you are aware, by hearsay at least, of the ex­is­tence of thought. The psy­chon, the unit of thought, is one elec­tron plus one pro­ton, which are bound so as to form one neu­tron, em­bed­ded in one cos­mon, oc­cu­py­ing a vol­ume of one spa­tion, driv­en by one quan­tum for a pe­ri­od of one chronon. Very ob­vi­ous; very sim­ple.”

			“Oh, very!” I echoed. “Even I can see that that equals one psy­chon.”

			He beamed. “Ex­cel­lent! Ex­cel­lent!”

			“And what,” I asked, “will you do with the psy­chons?”

			“Ah,” he rum­bled. “Now we go even past the heart of the mat­ter, and re­turn to Isaak here.” He jammed a thumb to­ward the ro­bot. “Here I will cre­ate Roger Ba­con’s me­chan­i­cal head. In the skull of this clum­sy crea­ture will rest such in­tel­li­gence as not even van Man­der­pootz—I should say, as on­ly van Man­der­pootz—can con­ceive. It re­mains mere­ly to con­struct my ide­al­iza­tor.”

			“Your ide­al­iza­tor?”

			“Of course. Have I not just proven that thoughts are as re­al as mat­ter, en­er­gy, time, or space? Have I not just demon­strat­ed that one can be trans­formed, through the cos­mon, in­to any oth­er? My ide­al­iza­tor is the means of trans­form­ing psy­chons to quan­ta, just as, for in­stance, a Crookes tube or X-ray tube trans­forms mat­ter to elec­trons. I will make your thoughts vis­i­ble! And not your thoughts as they are in that numb brain of yours, but in ide­al form. Do you see? The psy­chons of your mind are the same as those from any oth­er mind, just as all elec­trons are iden­ti­cal, whether from gold or iron. Yes! Your psy­chons”—his voice qua­vered—“are iden­ti­cal with those from the mind of—van Man­der­pootz!” He paused, shak­en.

			“Ac­tu­al­ly?” I gasped.

			“Ac­tu­al­ly. Few­er in num­ber, of course, but iden­ti­cal. There­fore, my ide­al­iza­tor shows your thought re­leased from the im­press of your per­son­al­i­ty. It shows it—ide­al!”

			Well, I was late to the of­fice again.

			

			A week lat­er I thought of van Man­der­pootz. Tips was on tour some­where, and I didn’t dare take any­one else out be­cause I’d tried it once be­fore and she’d heard about it. So, with noth­ing to do, I fi­nal­ly dropped around to the pro­fes­sor’s quar­ter, found him miss­ing, and even­tu­al­ly lo­cat­ed him in his lab­o­ra­to­ry at the Physics Build­ing. He was put­ter­ing around the ta­ble that had once held that damned sub­junc­tivi­sor of his, but now it sup­port­ed an in­de­scrib­able mess of tubes and tan­gled wires, and as its most strik­ing fea­ture, a cir­cu­lar plane mir­ror etched with a grat­ing of del­i­cate­ly scratched lines.

			“Good evening, Dixon,” he rum­bled.

			I echoed his greet­ing. “What’s that?” I asked.

			“My ide­al­iza­tor. A rough mod­el, much too clum­sy to fit in­to Isaak’s iron skull. I’m just fin­ish­ing it to try it out.” He turned glit­ter­ing blue eyes on me. “How for­tu­nate that you’re here. It will save the world a ter­ri­ble risk.”

			“A risk?”

			“Yes. It is ob­vi­ous that too long an ex­po­sure to the de­vice will ex­tract too many psy­chons, and leave the sub­ject’s mind in a sort of mo­ron­ic con­di­tion. I was about to ac­cept the risk, but I see now that it would be woe­ful­ly un­fair to the world to en­dan­ger the mind of van Man­der­pootz. But you are at hand, and will do very well.”

			“Oh, no I won’t!”

			“Come, come!” he said, frown­ing. “The dan­ger is neg­li­gi­ble. In fact, I doubt whether the de­vice will be able to ex­tract any psy­chons from your mind. At any rate, you will be per­fect­ly safe for a pe­ri­od of at least half an hour. I, with a vast­ly more pro­duc­tive mind, could doubt­less stand the strain in­def­i­nite­ly, but my re­spon­si­bil­i­ty to the world is too great to chance it un­til I have test­ed the ma­chine on some­one else. You should be proud of the hon­or.”

			“Well, I’m not!” But my protest was fee­ble, and af­ter all, de­spite his over­bear­ing man­ner­isms, I knew van Man­der­pootz liked me, and I was pos­i­tive he would not have ex­posed me to any re­al dan­ger. In the end I found my­self seat­ed be­fore the ta­ble fac­ing the etched mir­ror.

			“Put your face against the bar­rel,” said van Man­der­pootz, in­di­cat­ing a stovepipe-like tube. “That’s mere­ly to cut off ex­tra­ne­ous sights, so that you can see on­ly the mir­ror. Go ahead, I tell you! It’s no more than the bar­rel of a tele­scope or mi­cro­scope.”

			I com­plied. “Now what?” I asked.

			“What do you see?”

			“My own face in the mir­ror.”

			“Of course. Now I start the re­flec­tor ro­tat­ing.” There was a faint whir, and the mir­ror was spin­ning smooth­ly, still with on­ly a slight­ly blurred im­age of my­self. “Lis­ten, now,” con­tin­ued van Man­der­pootz. “Here is what you are to do. You will think of a gener­ic noun. ‘House,’ for in­stance. If you think of house, you will see, not an in­di­vid­u­al house, but your ide­al house, the house of all your dreams and de­sires. If you think of a horse, you will see what your mind con­ceives as the per­fect horse, such a horse as dream and long­ing cre­ate. Do you un­der­stand? Have you cho­sen a top­ic?”

			“Yes.” Af­ter all, I was on­ly twen­ty-eight; the noun I had cho­sen was—girl.

			“Good,” said the pro­fes­sor. “I turn on the cur­rent.”

			There was a blue ra­di­ance be­hind the mir­ror. My own face still stared back at me from the spin­ning sur­face, but some­thing was form­ing be­hind it, build­ing up, grow­ing. I blinked; when I fo­cused my eyes again, it was—she was—there.

			Lord! I can’t be­gin to de­scribe her. I don’t even know if I saw her clear­ly the first time. It was like look­ing in­to an­oth­er world and see­ing the em­bod­i­ment of all long­ings, dreams, as­pi­ra­tions, and ideals. It was so poignant a sen­sa­tion that it crossed the bor­der­line in­to pain. It was—well, ex­quis­ite tor­ture or ag­o­nized de­light. It was at once un­bear­able and ir­re­sistible.

			But I gazed. I had to. There was a haunt­ing fa­mil­iar­i­ty about the im­pos­si­bly beau­ti­ful fea­tures. I had seen the face—some­where—some­time. In dreams? No; I re­al­ized sud­den­ly what was the source of that fa­mil­iar­i­ty. This was no liv­ing wom­an, but a syn­the­sis. Her nose was the tiny, im­pu­dent one of Whim­sy White at her loveli­est mo­ment; her lips were the per­fect bow of Tips Al­va; her sil­very eyes and dusky vel­vet hair were those of Joan Cald­well. But the ag­gre­gate, the sum to­tal, the face in the mir­ror—that was none of these; it was a face im­pos­si­bly, in­cred­i­bly, out­ra­geous­ly beau­ti­ful.

			On­ly her face and throat were vis­i­ble, and the fea­tures were cool, ex­pres­sion­less, and still as a carv­ing. I wan­dered sud­den­ly if she could smile, and with the thought, she did. If she had been beau­ti­ful be­fore, now her beau­ty flamed to such a pitch that it was—well, in­so­lent; it was an af­front to be so love­ly; it was in­sult­ing. I felt a wild surge of anger that the im­age be­fore me should flaunt such beau­ty, and yet be—nonex­is­tent! It was de­cep­tion, cheat­ing, fraud, a prom­ise that could nev­er be ful­filled.

			Anger died in the depths of that fas­ci­na­tion. I won­dered what the rest of her was like, and in­stant­ly she moved grace­ful­ly back un­til her full fig­ure was vis­i­ble. I must be a prude at heart, for she wasn’t wear­ing the usu­al cuirass-and-shorts of that year, but an iri­des­cent four-pan­eled cos­tume that all but con­cealed her dain­ty knees. But her form was slim and erect as a col­umn of cig­a­rette smoke in still air, and I knew that she could dance like a frag­ment of mist on wa­ter. And with that thought she did move, drop­ping in a low curt­sy, and look­ing up with the faintest pos­si­ble flush crim­son­ing the curve of her throat. Yes, I must be a prude at heart; de­spite Tips Al­va and Whim­sy White and the rest, my ide­al was mod­est.

			It was un­be­liev­able that the mir­ror was sim­ply giv­ing back my thoughts. She seemed as re­al as my­self, and—af­ter all—I guess she was. As re­al as my­self, no more, no less, be­cause she was part of my own mind. And at this point I re­al­ized that van Man­der­pootz was shak­ing me and bel­low­ing, “Your time’s up. Come out of it! Your half-hour’s up!”

			He must have switched off the cur­rent. The im­age fad­ed, and I took my face from the tube, drop­ping it on my arms.

			“O-o-o-o-o-oh!” I groaned.

			“How do you feel?” he snapped.

			“Feel? All right—phys­i­cal­ly.” I looked up.

			Con­cern flick­ered in his blue eyes. “What’s the cube root of 4,913?” he crack­led sharply.

			I’ve al­ways been quick at fig­ures. “It’s—uh—17,” I re­turned dul­ly. “Why the dev­il—?”

			“You’re all right men­tal­ly,” he an­nounced. “Now—why were you sit­ting there like a dum­my for half an hour? My ide­al­iza­tor must have worked, as is on­ly nat­u­ral for a van Man­der­pootz cre­ation, but what were you think­ing of?”

			“I thought—I thought of ‘girl,’ ” I groaned.

			He snort­ed. “Hah! You would, you id­iot! ‘House’ or ‘horse’ wasn’t good enough; you had to pick some­thing with emo­tion­al con­no­ta­tions. Well, you can start right in for­get­ting her, be­cause she doesn’t ex­ist.”

			I couldn’t give up hope, as eas­i­ly as that. “But can’t you—can’t you—?” I didn’t even know what I meant to ask.

			“Van Man­der­pootz,” he an­nounced, “is a math­e­ma­ti­cian, not a ma­gi­cian. Do you ex­pect me to ma­te­ri­al­ize an ide­al for you?” When I had no re­ply but a groan, he con­tin­ued. “Now I think it safe enough to try the de­vice my­self. I shall take—let’s see—the thought ‘man.’ I shall see what the su­per­man looks like, since the ide­al of van Man­der­pootz can be noth­ing less than su­per­man.” He seat­ed him­self. “Turn that switch,” he said. “Now!”

			I did. The tubes glowed in­to low blue light. I watched dul­ly, dis­in­ter­est­ed­ly; noth­ing held any at­trac­tion for me af­ter that im­age of the ide­al.

			“Huh!” said van Man­der­pootz sud­den­ly. “Turn it on, I say! I see noth­ing but my own re­flec­tion.”

			I stared, then burst in­to a hol­low laugh. The mir­ror was spin­ning; the banks of tubes were glow­ing; the de­vice was op­er­at­ing.

			Van Man­der­pootz raised his face, a lit­tle red­der than usu­al. I laughed half hys­ter­i­cal­ly. “Af­ter all,” he said huffi­ly, “one might have a low­er ide­al of man than van Man­der­pootz. I see noth­ing near­ly so hu­mor­ous as your sit­u­a­tion.”

			The laugh­ter died. I went mis­er­ably home, spent half the re­main­der of the night in mo­rose con­tem­pla­tion, smoked near­ly two packs of cig­a­rettes, and didn’t get to the of­fice at all the next day.

			

			Tips Al­va got back to town for a week­end broad­cast, but I didn’t even both­er to see her, just phoned her and told her I was sick. I guess my face lent cred­i­bil­i­ty to the sto­ry, for she was du­ly sym­pa­thet­ic, and her face in the phone screen was quite anx­ious. Even at that, I couldn’t keep my eyes away from her lips be­cause, ex­cept for a bit too lus­trous make­up, they were the lips of the ide­al. But they weren’t enough; they just weren’t enough.

			Old N. J. be­gan to wor­ry again. I couldn’t sleep late of morn­ings any more, and af­ter miss­ing that one day, I kept get­ting down ear­li­er and ear­li­er un­til one morn­ing I was on­ly ten min­utes late. He called me in at once.

			“Look here, Dixon,” he said. “Have you been to a doc­tor re­cent­ly?”

			“I’m not sick,” I said list­less­ly.

			“Then for Heav­en’s sake, mar­ry the girl! I don’t care what cho­rus she kicks in, mar­ry her and act like a hu­man be­ing again.”

			“I—can’t.”

			“Oh. She’s al­ready mar­ried, eh?”

			Well, I couldn’t tell him she didn’t ex­ist. I couldn’t say I was in love with a vi­sion, a dream, an ide­al. He thought I was a lit­tle crazy, any­way, so I just mut­tered “Yeah,” and didn’t ar­gue when he said gruffly: “Then you’ll get over it. Take a va­ca­tion. Take two va­ca­tions. You might as well for all the good you are around here.”

			I didn’t leave New York; I lacked the en­er­gy. I just mooned around the city for a while, avoid­ing my friends, and dream­ing of the im­pos­si­ble beau­ty of the face in the mir­ror. And by and by the long­ing to see that vi­sion of per­fec­tion once more be­gan to be­come over­pow­er­ing. I don’t sup­pose any­one ex­cept me can un­der­stand the lure of that mem­o­ry; the face, you see, had been my ide­al, my con­cept of per­fec­tion. One sees beau­ti­ful wom­en here and there in the world; one falls in love, but al­ways, no mat­ter how great their beau­ty or how deep one’s love, they fall short in some de­gree of the se­cret vi­sion of the ide­al. But not the mir­rored face; she was my ide­al, and there­fore, what­ev­er im­per­fec­tions she might have had in the minds of oth­ers, in my eyes she had none. None, that is, save the ter­ri­ble one of be­ing on­ly an ide­al, and there­fore unattain­able—but that is a fault in­her­ent in all per­fec­tion.

			It was a mat­ter of days be­fore I yield­ed. Com­mon sense told me it was fu­tile, even fool­hardy, to gaze again on the vi­sion of per­fect de­sir­abil­i­ty. I fought against the hunger, but I fought hope­less­ly, and was not at all sur­prised to find my­self one evening rap­ping on van Man­der­pootz’s door in the Uni­ver­si­ty Club. He wasn’t there; I’d been hop­ing he wouldn’t be, since it gave me an ex­cuse to seek him in his lab­o­ra­to­ry in the Physics Build­ing, to which I would have dragged him any­way.

			There I found him, writ­ing some sort of no­ta­tions on the ta­ble that held the ide­al­iza­tor. “Hel­lo, Dixon,” he said. “Did it ev­er oc­cur to you that the ide­al uni­ver­si­ty can­not ex­ist? Nat­u­ral­ly not since it must be com­posed of per­fect stu­dents and per­fect ed­u­ca­tors, in which case the for­mer could have noth­ing to learn and the lat­ter, there­fore, noth­ing to teach.”

			What in­ter­est had I in the per­fect uni­ver­si­ty and its in­abil­i­ty to ex­ist? My whole be­ing was des­o­late over the nonex­is­tence of an­oth­er ide­al. “Pro­fes­sor,” I said tense­ly, “may I use that—that thing of yours again? I want to—uh—see some­thing.”

			My voice must have dis­closed the sit­u­a­tion, for van Man­der­pootz looked up sharply. “So!” he snapped. “So you dis­re­gard­ed my ad­vice! For­get her, I said. For­get her be­cause she doesn’t ex­ist.”

			“But—I can’t! Once more, Pro­fes­sor—on­ly once more!”

			He shrugged, but his blue, metal­lic eyes were a lit­tle soft­er than usu­al. Af­ter all, for some in­con­ceiv­able rea­son, he likes me. “Well, Dixon,” he said, “you’re of age and sup­posed to be of ma­ture in­tel­li­gence. I tell you that this is a very stupid re­quest, and van Man­der­pootz al­ways knows what he’s talk­ing about. If you want to stu­pe­fy your­self with the opi­um of im­pos­si­ble dreams, go ahead. This is the last chance you’ll have, for to­mor­row the ide­al­iza­tor of van Man­der­pootz goes in­to the Ba­con head of Isaak there. I shall shift the os­cil­la­tors so that the psy­chons, in­stead of be­com­ing light quan­ta, emerge as an elec­tron flow—a cur­rent which will ac­tu­ate Isaak’s vo­cal ap­pa­ra­tus and come out as speech.” He paused mus­ing­ly. “Van Man­der­pootz will hear the voice of the ide­al. Of course Isaak can re­turn on­ly what psy­chons he re­ceives from the brain of the op­er­a­tor, but just as the im­age in the mir­ror, the thoughts will have lost their hu­man im­press, and the words will be those of an ide­al.” He per­ceived that I wasn’t lis­ten­ing, I sup­pose. “Go ahead, im­be­cile!” he grunt­ed.

			I did. The glo­ry that I hun­gered af­ter flamed slow­ly in­to be­ing, in­cred­i­ble in love­li­ness, and some­how, un­be­liev­ably, even more beau­ti­ful than on that oth­er oc­ca­sion. I know why now; long af­ter­wards, van Man­der­pootz ex­plained that the very fact that I had seen an ide­al once be­fore had al­tered my ide­al, raised it to a high­er lev­el. With that face among my mem­o­ries, my con­cept of per­fec­tion was dif­fer­ent than it had been.

			So I gazed and hun­gered. Read­i­ly and in­stant­ly the be­ing in the mir­ror re­spond­ed to my thoughts with smile and move­ment. When I thought of love, her eyes blazed with such ten­der­ness that it seemed as if—I—I, Dixon Wells—were part of those pairs who had made the great ro­mances of the world, Heloise and Abelard, Tris­tram and Isol­de, Au­cassin and Nico­lette. It was like the thrust of a dag­ger to feel van Man­der­pootz shak­ing me, to hear his gruff voice call­ing, “Out of it! Out of it! Time’s up.”

			I groaned and dropped my face on my hands. The Pro­fes­sor had been right, of course; this in­sane rep­e­ti­tion had on­ly in­ten­si­fied an un­ful­fil­l­able long­ing, and had made a bad mess ten times as bad. Then I heard him mut­ter­ing be­hind me. “Strange!” he mur­mured. “In fact, fan­tas­tic. Oedi­pus—oedi­pus of the mag­a­zine cov­ers and bill­boards.”

			I looked dul­ly around. He was stand­ing be­hind me, squint­ing, ap­par­ent­ly, in­to the spin­ning mir­ror be­yond the end of the black tube. “Huh?” I grunt­ed weari­ly.

			“That face,” he said. “Very queer. You must have seen her fea­tures on a hun­dred mag­a­zines, on a thou­sand bill­boards, on count­less ’vi­sion broad­casts. The oedi­pus com­plex in a cu­ri­ous form.”

			“Eh? Could you see her?”

			“Of course!” he grunt­ed. “Didn’t I say a dozen times that the psy­chons are trans­mut­ed to per­fect­ly or­di­nary quan­ta of vis­i­ble light? If you could see her, why not I?”

			“But—what about bill­boards and all?”

			“That face,” said the pro­fes­sor slow­ly. “It’s some­what ide­al­ized, of course, and cer­tain de­tails are wrong. Her eyes aren’t that pal­lid sil­ver-blue you imag­ined; they’re green—sea-green, emer­ald col­ored.”

			“What the dev­il,” I asked hoarse­ly, “are you talk­ing about?”

			“About the face in the mir­ror. It hap­pens to be, Dixon, a close ap­prox­i­ma­tion of the fea­tures of de Lisle d’Agri­on, the Drag­on Fly!”

			“You mean—she’s re­al? She ex­ists? She lives? She—”

			“Wait a mo­ment, Dixon. She’s re­al enough, but in ac­cor­dance with your habit, you’re a lit­tle late. About twen­ty-five years too late, I should say. She must now be some­where in the fifties—let’s see—fifty-three, I think. But dur­ing your very ear­ly child­hood, you must have seen her face pic­tured ev­ery­where, de Lisle d’Agri­on, the Drag­on Fly.”

			I could on­ly gulp. That blow was dev­as­tat­ing.

			“You see,” con­tin­ued van Man­der­pootz, “one’s ideals are im­plant­ed very ear­ly. That’s why you con­tin­u­al­ly fall in love with girls who pos­sess one or an­oth­er fea­ture that re­minds you of her, her hair, her nose, her mouth, her eyes. Very sim­ple, but rather cu­ri­ous.”

			“Cu­ri­ous!” I blazed. “Cu­ri­ous, you say! Ev­ery­time I look in­to one of your damned con­trap­tions I find my­self in love with a myth! A girl who’s dead, or mar­ried, or un­re­al, or turned in­to an old wom­an! Cu­ri­ous, eh? Damned fun­ny, isn’t it?”

			“Just a mo­ment,” said the pro­fes­sor placid­ly. “It hap­pens, Dixon, that she has a daugh­ter. What’s more, Denise re­sem­bles her moth­er. And what’s still more, she’s ar­riv­ing in New York next week to study Amer­i­can let­ters at the Uni­ver­si­ty here. She writes, you see.”

			That was too much for im­me­di­ate com­pre­hen­sion. “How—how do you know?” I gasped.

			It was one of the few times I have seen the colos­sal bland­ness of van Man­der­pootz ruf­fled. He red­dened a tri­fle, and said slow­ly, “It al­so hap­pens, Dixon, that many years ago in Am­s­ter­dam, Haskel van Man­der­pootz and de Lisle d’Agri­on were—very friend­ly—more than friend­ly, I might say, but for the fact that two such pow­er­ful per­son­al­i­ties as the Drag­on Fly and van Man­der­pootz were al­ways at odds.” He frowned. “I was al­most her sec­ond hus­band. She’s had sev­en, I be­lieve; Denise is the daugh­ter of her third.”

			“Why—why is she com­ing here?”

			“Be­cause,” he said with dig­ni­ty, “van Man­der­pootz is here. I am still a friend of de Lisle’s.” He turned and bent over the com­plex de­vice on the ta­ble. “Hand me that wrench,” he or­dered. “Tonight I dis­man­tle this, and to­mor­row start re­con­struct­ing it for Isaak’s head.”

			

			But when, the fol­low­ing week, I rushed ea­ger­ly back to van Man­der­pootz’s lab­o­ra­to­ry, the ide­al­iza­tor was still in place. The pro­fes­sor greet­ed me with a hu­mor­ous twist to what was vis­i­ble of his beard­ed mouth. “Yes, it’s still here,” he said, ges­tur­ing at the de­vice. “I’ve de­cid­ed to build an en­tire­ly new one for Isaak, and be­sides, this one has af­ford­ed me con­sid­er­able amuse­ment. Fur­ther­more, in the words of Os­car Wilde, who am I to tam­per with a work of ge­nius. Af­ter all, the mech­a­nism is the prod­uct of the great van Man­der­pootz.”

			He was de­lib­er­ate­ly tan­ta­liz­ing me. He knew that I hadn’t come to hear him dis­course on Isaak, or even on the in­com­pa­ra­ble van Man­der­pootz. Then he smiled and soft­ened, and turned to the lit­tle in­ner of­fice ad­ja­cent, the room where Isaak stood in met­al aus­ter­i­ty. “Denise!” he called, “come here.”

			I don’t know ex­act­ly what I ex­pect­ed, but I do know that the breath left me as the girl en­tered. She wasn’t ex­act­ly my im­age of the ide­al, of course; she was per­haps the mer­est tri­fle slim­mer, and her eyes—well, they must have been much like those of de Lisle d’Agri­on, for they were the clear­est emer­ald I’ve ev­er seen. They were im­pu­dent­ly di­rect eyes, and I could imag­ine why van Man­der­pootz and the Drag­on Fly might have been for­ev­er quar­rel­ing; that was easy to imag­ine, look­ing in­to the eyes of the Drag­on Fly’s daugh­ter.

			Nor was Denise, ap­par­ent­ly, quite as fem­i­nine­ly mod­est as my im­age of per­fec­tion. She wore the ex­treme­ly un­con­ceal­ing cos­tume of the day, which cov­ered, I sup­pose, about as much of her as one of the one-piece swim­ming suits of the mid­dle years of the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry. She gave an im­pres­sion, not so much of fleet­ing grace as of litheness and sup­ple strength, an air of in­de­pen­dence, frank­ness, and—I say it again—im­pu­dence.

			“Well!” she said cool­ly as van Man­der­pootz pre­sent­ed me. “So you’re the scion of the N. J. Wells Cor­po­ra­tion. Ev­ery now and then your es­capades en­liv­en the Paris Sun­day sup­ple­ments. Wasn’t it you who snared a mil­lion dol­lars in the mar­ket so you could ask Whim­sy White—?”

			I flushed. “That was great­ly ex­ag­ger­at­ed,” I said hasti­ly, “and any­way I lost it be­fore we—uh—be­fore I—”

			“Not be­fore you made some­what of a fool of your­self, I be­lieve,” she fin­ished sweet­ly.

			Well, that’s the sort she was. If she hadn’t been so in­fer­nal­ly love­ly, if she hadn’t looked so much like the face in the mir­ror, I’d have flared up, said “Pleased to have met you,” and nev­er have seen her again. But I couldn’t get an­gry, not when she had the dusky hair, the per­fect lips, the saucy nose of the be­ing who to me was ide­al.

			So I did see her again, and sev­er­al times again. In fact, I sup­pose I oc­cu­pied most of her time be­tween the few lit­er­ary cour­ses she was tak­ing, and lit­tle by lit­tle I be­gan to see that in oth­er re­spects be­sides the phys­i­cal she was not so far from my ide­al. Be­neath her im­pu­dence was hon­esty, and frank­ness, and, de­spite her­self, sweet­ness, so that even al­low­ing for the head-start I’d had, I fell in love pret­ty hasti­ly. And what’s more, I knew she was be­gin­ning to re­cip­ro­cate.

			That was the sit­u­a­tion when I called for her one noon and took her over to van Man­der­pootz’s lab­o­ra­to­ry. We were to lunch with him at the Uni­ver­si­ty Club, but we found him oc­cu­pied in di­rect­ing some ex­per­i­ment in the big lab­o­ra­to­ry be­yond his per­son­al one, un­tan­gling some sort of mess that his staff had blun­dered in­to. So Denise and I wan­dered back in­to the small­er room, per­fect­ly con­tent to be alone to­geth­er. I sim­ply couldn’t feel hun­gry in her pres­ence; just talk­ing to her was enough of a sub­sti­tute for food.

			“I’m go­ing to be a good writ­er,” she was say­ing mus­ing­ly. “Some day, Dick, I’m go­ing to be fa­mous.”

			Well, ev­ery­one knows how cor­rect that pre­dic­tion was. I agreed with her in­stant­ly.

			She smiled. “You’re nice, Dick,” she said. “Very nice.”

			“Very?”

			“Very!” she said em­phat­i­cal­ly. Then her green eyes strayed over to the ta­ble that held the ide­al­iza­tor. “What crack­brained con­trap­tion of Un­cle Haskel’s is that?” she asked.

			I ex­plained, rather in­ac­cu­rate­ly, I’m afraid, but no or­di­nary en­gi­neer can fol­low the ram­i­fi­ca­tions of a van Man­der­pootz con­cep­tion. Nev­er­the­less, Denise caught the gist of it and her eyes glowed emer­ald fire.

			“It’s fas­ci­nat­ing!” she ex­claimed. She rose and moved over to the ta­ble. “I’m go­ing to try it.”

			“Not with­out the pro­fes­sor, you won’t! It might be dan­ger­ous.”

			That was the wrong thing to say. The green eyes glowed brighter as she cast me a whim­si­cal glance. “But I am,” she said. “Dick, I’m go­ing to—see my ide­al man!” She laughed soft­ly.

			I was pan­icky. Sup­pose her ide­al turned out tall and dark and pow­er­ful, in­stead of short and sandy-haired and a bit—well, chub­by, as I am. “No!” I said ve­he­ment­ly. “I won’t let you!”

			She laughed again. I sup­pose she read my con­ster­na­tion, for she said soft­ly, “Don’t be sil­ly, Dick.” She sat down, placed her face against the open­ing of the bar­rel, and com­mand­ed. “Turn it on.”

			I couldn’t refuse her. I set the mir­ror whirling, then switched on the bank of tubes. Then im­me­di­ate­ly I stepped be­hind her, squint­ing in­to what was vis­i­ble of the flash­ing mir­ror, where a face was form­ing, slow­ly—vague­ly.

			I thrilled. Sure­ly the hair of the im­age was sandy. I even fan­cied now that I could trace a re­sem­blance to my own fea­tures. Per­haps Denise sensed some­thing sim­i­lar, for she sud­den­ly with­drew her eyes from the tube and looked up with a faint­ly em­bar­rassed flush, a thing most un­usu­al for her.

			“Ideals are dull!” she said. “I want a re­al thrill. Do you know what I’m go­ing to see? I’m go­ing to vi­su­al­ize ide­al hor­ror. That’s what I’ll do. I’m go­ing to see ab­so­lute hor­ror!”

			“Oh, no you’re not!” I gasped. “That’s a ter­ri­bly dan­ger­ous idea.” Off in the oth­er room I heard the voice of van Man­der­pootz, “Dixon!”

			“Dan­ger­ous—bosh!” Denise re­tort­ed. “I’m a writ­er, Dick. All this means to me is ma­te­ri­al. It’s just ex­pe­ri­ence, and I want it.”

			Van Man­der­pootz again. “Dixon! Dixon! Come here.” I said, “Lis­ten, Denise. I’ll be right back. Don’t try any­thing un­til I’m here—please!”

			I dashed in­to the big lab­o­ra­to­ry. Van Man­der­pootz was fac­ing a cowed group of as­sis­tants, quite ap­par­ent­ly in ex­treme awe of the great man.

			“Hah, Dixon!” he rasped. “Tell these fools what an Em­merich valve is, and why it won’t op­er­ate in a free elec­tron­ic stream. Let ’em see that even an or­di­nary en­gi­neer knows that much.”

			Well, an or­di­nary en­gi­neer doesn’t, but it hap­pened that I did. Not that I’m par­tic­u­lar­ly ex­cep­tion­al as an en­gi­neer, but I did hap­pen to know that be­cause a year or two be­fore I’d done some work on the big tidal tur­bines up in Maine, where they have to use Em­merich valves to guard against elec­tri­cal leak­age from the tremen­dous po­ten­tials in their con­densers. So I start­ed ex­plain­ing, and van Man­der­pootz kept in­ter­po­lat­ing sar­casms about his staff, and when I fi­nal­ly fin­ished, I sup­pose I’d been in there about half an hour. And then—I re­mem­bered Denise!

			I left van Man­der­pootz star­ing as I rushed back, and sure enough, there was the girl with her face pressed against the bar­rel, and her hands grip­ping the ta­ble edge. Her fea­tures were hid­den, of course, but there was some­thing about her strained po­si­tion, her white knuck­les—

			“Denise!” I yelled. “Are you all right? Denise!”

			She didn’t move. I stuck my face in be­tween the mir­ror and the end of the bar­rel and peered up the tube at her vis­age, and what I saw left me all but stunned. Have you ev­er seen stark, mad, in­fi­nite ter­ror on a hu­man face? That was what I saw in Denise’s—in­ex­press­ible, un­bear­able hor­ror, worse than the fear of death could ev­er be. Her green eyes were widened so that the whites showed around them; her per­fect lips were con­tort­ed, her whole face strained in­to a mask of sheer ter­ror.

			I rushed for the switch, but in pass­ing I caught a sin­gle glimpse of—of what showed in the mir­ror. In­cred­i­ble! Ob­scene, ter­ror-laden, hor­ri­fy­ing things—there just aren’t words for them. There are no words.

			Denise didn’t move as the tubes dark­ened. I raised her face from the bar­rel and when she glimpsed me she moved. She flung her­self out of that chair and away, fac­ing me with such mad ter­ror that I halt­ed.

			“Denise!” I cried. “It’s just Dick. Look, Denise!”

			But as I moved to­ward her, she ut­tered a chok­ing scream, her eyes dulled, her knees gave, and she faint­ed. What­ev­er she had seen, it must have been ap­palling to the ut­ter­most, for Denise was not the sort to faint.

			

			It was a week lat­er that I sat fac­ing van Man­der­pootz in his lit­tle in­ner of­fice. The grey met­al fig­ure of Isaak was miss­ing, and the ta­ble that had held the ide­al­iza­tor was emp­ty.

			“Yes,” said van Man­der­pootz. “I’ve dis­man­tled it. One of van Man­der­pootz’s few mis­takes was to leave it around where a pair of in­com­pe­tents like you and Denise could get to it. It seems that I con­tin­u­al­ly over­es­ti­mate the in­tel­li­gence of oth­ers. I sup­pose I tend to judge them by the brain of van Man­der­pootz.”

			I said noth­ing. I was thor­ough­ly dis­heart­ened and de­pressed, and what­ev­er the pro­fes­sor said about my lack of in­tel­li­gence, I felt it jus­ti­fied.

			“Here­after,” re­sumed van Man­der­pootz, “I shall cred­it no­body ex­cept my­self with in­tel­li­gence, and will doubt­less be much more near­ly cor­rect.” He waved a hand at Isaak’s va­cant cor­ner. “Not even the Ba­con head,” he con­tin­ued. “I’ve aban­doned that project, be­cause, when you come right down to it, what need has the world of a me­chan­i­cal brain when it al­ready has that of van Man­der­pootz?”

			“Pro­fes­sor,” I burst out sud­den­ly, “why won’t they let me see Denise? I’ve been at the hos­pi­tal ev­ery day, and they let me in­to her room just once—just once, and that time she went right in­to a fit of hys­ter­ics. Why? Is she—?” I gulped.

			“She’s re­cov­er­ing nice­ly, Dixon.”

			“Then why can’t I see her?”

			“Well,” said van Man­der­pootz placid­ly, “it’s like this. You see, when you rushed in­to the lab­o­ra­to­ry there, you made the mis­take of push­ing your face in front of the bar­rel. She saw your fea­tures right in the midst of all those hor­rors she had called up. Do you see? From then on your face was as­so­ci­at­ed in her mind with the whole hell’s brew in the mir­ror. She can’t even look at you with­out see­ing all of it again.”

			“Good—God!” I gasped. “But she’ll get over it, won’t she? She’ll for­get that part of it?”

			“The young psy­chi­a­trist who at­tends her—a bright chap, by the way, with a num­ber of my own ideas—be­lieves she’ll be quite over it in a cou­ple of months. But per­son­al­ly, Dixon, I don’t think she’ll ev­er wel­come the sight of your face, though I my­self have seen ugli­er vis­ages some­where or oth­er.”

			I ig­nored that. “Lord!” I groaned. “What a mess!” I rose to de­part, and then—then I knew what in­spi­ra­tion means!

			“Lis­ten!” I said, spin­ning back. “Lis­ten, pro­fes­sor! Why can’t you get her back here and let her vi­su­al­ize the ide­al­ly beau­ti­ful? And then I’ll—I’ll stick my face in­to that!” En­thu­si­asm grew. “It can’t fail!” I cried. “At the worst, it’ll can­cel that oth­er mem­o­ry. It’s mar­velous!”

			“But as usu­al,” said van Man­der­pootz, “a lit­tle late.”

			“Late? Why? You can put up your ide­al­iza­tor again. You’d do that much, wouldn’t you?”

			“Van Man­der­pootz,” he ob­served, “is the very soul of gen­eros­i­ty. I’d do it glad­ly, but it’s still a lit­tle late, Dixon. You see, she mar­ried the bright young psy­chi­a­trist this noon.”

			Well, I’ve a date with Tips Al­va tonight, and I’m go­ing to be late for it, just as late as I please. And then I’m go­ing to do noth­ing but stare at her lips all evening.

		
	
		
			The Point of View

			“I am too mod­est!” snapped the great Haskel van Man­der­pootz, pac­ing ir­ri­ta­bly about the lim­it­ed area of his pri­vate lab­o­ra­to­ry, glar­ing at me the while. “That is the trou­ble. I un­der­val­ue my own achieve­ments, and there­by per­mit pet­ty im­i­ta­tors like Corveille to in­flu­ence the com­mit­tee and win the Morell prize.”

			“But,” I said sooth­ing­ly, “you’ve won the Morell physics award half a dozen times, pro­fes­sor. They can’t very well give it to you ev­ery year.”

			“Why not, since it is plain that I de­serve it?” bris­tled the pro­fes­sor. “Un­der­stand, Dixon, that I do not re­gret my mod­esty, even though it per­mits con­ceit­ed fools like Corveille, who have in­fin­ite­ly less rea­son than I for con­ceit, to win awards that mean noth­ing save prizes for suc­cess­ful brag­ging. Bah! To grant an award for re­search along such ob­vi­ous lines that I ne­glect­ed to men­tion them, think­ing that even a Morell judge would ap­pre­ci­ate their ob­vi­ous­ness! Re­search on the psy­chon, eh! Who dis­cov­ered the psy­chon? Who but van Man­der­pootz?”

			“Wasn’t that what you got last year’s award for?” I asked con­sol­ing­ly. “And af­ter all, isn’t this mod­esty, this lack of jeal­ousy on your part, a sym­bol of great­ness of char­ac­ter?”

			“True—true!” said the great van Man­der­pootz, mol­li­fied. “Had such an af­front been com­mit­ted against a less­er man than my­self, he would doubt­less have en­tered a bit­ter com­plaint against the judges. But not I. Any­way, I know from ex­pe­ri­ence that it wouldn’t do any good. And be­sides, de­spite his great­ness, van Man­der­pootz is as mod­est and shrink­ing as a vi­o­let.” At this point he paused, and his broad red face tried to look vi­o­let-like.

			I sup­pressed a smile. I knew the ec­cen­tric ge­nius of old, from the days when I had been Dixon Wells, un­der­grad­u­ate stu­dent of en­gi­neer­ing, and had tak­en a course in New­er Physics (that is, in Rel­a­tiv­i­ty) un­der the fa­mous pro­fes­sor. For some unguess­able rea­son, he had tak­en a fan­cy to me, and as a re­sult, I had been in­volved in sev­er­al of his ex­per­i­ments since grad­u­a­tion. There was the af­fair of the sub­junc­tivi­sor, for in­stance, and al­so that of the ide­al­iza­tor; in the first of these episodes I had suf­fered the in­dig­ni­ty of fall­ing in love with a girl two weeks af­ter she was ap­par­ent­ly dead, and in the sec­ond, the equal or greater in­dig­ni­ty of fall­ing in love with a girl who didn’t ex­ist, nev­er had ex­ist­ed, and nev­er would ex­ist—in oth­er words, with an ide­al. Per­haps I’m a lit­tle sus­cep­ti­ble to fem­i­nine charms, or rather, per­haps I used to be, for since the dis­as­ter of the ide­al­iza­tor, I have grim­ly rel­e­gat­ed such fol­lies to the past, much to the dis­gust of var­i­ous ’vi­sion en­ter­tain­ers, singers, dancers, and the like.

			So of late I had been spend­ing my days very se­ri­ous­ly, try­ing whole­heart­ed­ly to get to the of­fice on time just once, so that I could re­fer to it next time my fa­ther ac­cused me of nev­er get­ting any­where on time. I hadn’t suc­ceed­ed yet, but for­tu­nate­ly the N. J. Wells Cor­po­ra­tion was wealthy enough to sur­vive even with­out the full-time ser­vices of Dixon Wells, or should I say even with them? Any­way, I’m sure my fa­ther pre­ferred to have me late in the morn­ing af­ter an evening with van Man­der­pootz than af­ter one with Tips Al­va or Whim­sy White, or one of the nu­mer­ous oth­ers of the ladies of the ’vi­sion screen. Even in the twen­ty-first cen­tu­ry, he re­tained a lot of old-fash­ioned ideas.

			Van Man­der­pootz had ceased to re­mem­ber that he was as mod­est and shrink­ing as a vi­o­let. “It has just oc­curred to me,” he an­nounced im­pres­sive­ly, “that years have char­ac­ter much as hu­mans have. This year, 2015, will be re­mem­bered in his­to­ry as a very stupid year, in which the Morell prize was giv­en to a nin­com­poop. Last year, on the oth­er hand, was a very in­tel­li­gent year, a jew­el in the crown of civ­i­liza­tion. Not on­ly was the Morell prize giv­en to van Man­der­pootz, but I an­nounced my dis­crete field the­o­ry in that year, and the Uni­ver­si­ty un­veiled Gogli’s stat­ue of me as well.” He sighed. “Yes, a very in­tel­li­gent year! What do you think?”

			“It de­pends on how you look at it,” I re­spond­ed glum­ly. “I didn’t en­joy it so much, what with Joan­na Cald­well and Denise d’Agri­on, and your in­fer­nal ex­per­i­ments. It’s all in the point of view.”

			The pro­fes­sor snort­ed. “In­fer­nal ex­per­i­ments, eh! Point of view! Of course it’s all in the point of view. Even Ein­stein’s sim­ple lit­tle syn­the­sis was enough to prove that. If the whole world could adopt an in­tel­li­gent and ad­mirable point of view—that of van Man­der­pootz, for in­stance—all trou­bles would be over. If it were pos­si­ble—” He paused, and an ex­pres­sion of amazed won­der spread over his rud­dy face.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” I asked.

			“Mat­ter? I am as­ton­ished! The as­tound­ing depths of ge­nius awe me. I am over­whelmed with ad­mi­ra­tion at the in­cal­cu­la­ble mys­ter­ies of a great mind.”

			“I don’t get the drift.”

			“Dixon,” he said im­pres­sive­ly, “you have been priv­i­leged to look up­on an ex­am­ple of the work­ings of a ge­nius. More than that, you have plant­ed the seed from which per­haps shall grow the tow­er­ing tree of thought. In­cred­i­ble as it seems, you, Dixon Wells, have giv­en van Man­der­pootz an idea! It is thus that ge­nius seizes up­on the small, the unim­por­tant, the neg­li­gi­ble, and turns it to its own grand pur­pos­es. I stand awestruck!”

			“But what—?”

			“Wait,” said van Man­der­pootz, still in rapt ad­mi­ra­tion of the majesty of his own mind. “When the tree bears fruit, you shall see it. Un­til then, be sat­is­fied that you have played a part in its plant­ing.”

			

			It was per­haps a month be­fore I saw van Man­der­pootz again, but one bright spring evening his broad, ru­bi­cund face looked out of the phone-screen at me.

			“It’s ready,” he an­nounced im­pres­sive­ly.

			“What is?”

			The pro­fes­sor looked pained at the thought that I could have for­got­ten. “The tree has borne fruit,” he ex­plained. “If you wish to drop over to my quar­ters, we’ll pro­ceed to the lab­o­ra­to­ry and try it out. I do not set a time, so that it will be ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble for you to be late.”

			I ig­nored that last dig, but had a time been set, I would doubt­less have been even lat­er than usu­al, for it was with some mis­giv­ings that I in­duced my­self to go at all. I still re­mem­bered the un­pleas­ant­ness of my last two ex­pe­ri­ences with the in­ven­tions of van Man­der­pootz. How­ev­er, at last we were seat­ed in the small lab­o­ra­to­ry, while out in the larg­er one the pro­fes­sor’s tech­ni­cal as­sis­tant, Carter, put­tered over some de­vice, and in the far cor­ner his sec­re­tary, the plain and unattrac­tive Miss Fitch, tran­scribed lec­ture notes, for van Man­der­pootz ab­horred the thought that his gold­en ut­ter­ances might be lost to pos­ter­i­ty. On the ta­ble be­tween the pro­fes­sor and my­self lay a cu­ri­ous de­vice, some­thing that looked like a cross be­tween a pair of nose-glass­es and a min­er’s lamp.

			“There it is,” said van Man­der­pootz proud­ly. “There lies my at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, which may well be­come an epoch-mak­ing de­vice.”

			“How? What does it do?”

			“I will ex­plain. The germ of the idea traces back to that re­mark of yours about ev­ery­thing de­pend­ing on the point of view. A very ob­vi­ous state­ment, of course, but ge­nius seizes on the ob­vi­ous and draws from it the ob­scure. Thus the thoughts of even the sim­plest mind can sug­gest to the man of ge­nius his sub­lime con­cep­tions, as is ev­i­dent from the fact that I got this idea from you.”

			“What idea?”

			“Be pa­tient. There is much you must un­der­stand first. You must re­al­ize just how true is the state­ment that ev­ery­thing de­pends on the point of view. Ein­stein proved that mo­tion, space, and time de­pend on the par­tic­u­lar point of view of the ob­serv­er, or as he ex­pressed it, on the scale of ref­er­ence used. I go far­ther than that, in­fin­ite­ly far­ther. I pro­pound the the­o­ry that the ob­serv­er is the point of view. I go even be­yond that, I main­tain that the world it­self is mere­ly the point of view!”

			“Huh?”

			“Look here,” pro­ceed­ed van Man­der­pootz. “It is ob­vi­ous that the world I see is en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from the one in which you live. It is equal­ly ob­vi­ous that a strict­ly re­li­gious man oc­cu­pies a dif­fer­ent world than that of a ma­te­ri­al­ist. The for­tu­nate man lives in a hap­py world; the un­for­tu­nate man sees a world of mis­ery. One man is hap­py with lit­tle, an­oth­er is mis­er­able with much. Each sees the world from his own point of view, which is the same as say­ing that each lives in his own world. There­fore there are as many worlds as there are points of view.”

			“But,” I ob­ject­ed, “that the­o­ry is to dis­re­gard re­al­i­ty. Out of all the dif­fer­ent points of view, there must be one that is right, and all the rest are wrong.”

			“One would think so,” agreed the pro­fes­sor. “One would think that be­tween the point of view of you, for in­stance, as con­trast­ed with that of, say van Man­der­pootz, there would be small doubt as to which was cor­rect. How­ev­er, ear­ly in the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry, Heisen­berg enun­ci­at­ed his Prin­ci­ple of Un­cer­tain­ty, which proved be­yond ar­gu­ment that a com­plete­ly ac­cu­rate sci­en­tif­ic pic­ture of the world is quite im­pos­si­ble, that the law of cause and ef­fect is mere­ly a phase of the law of chance, that no in­fal­li­ble pre­dic­tions can ev­er be made, and that what sci­ence used to call nat­u­ral laws are re­al­ly on­ly de­scrip­tions of the way in which the hu­man mind per­ceives na­ture. In oth­er words, the char­ac­ter of the world de­pends en­tire­ly on the mind ob­serv­ing it, or, to re­turn to my ear­li­er state­ment, the point of view.”

			“But no one can ev­er re­al­ly un­der­stand an­oth­er per­son’s point of view,” I said. “It isn’t fair to un­der­mine the whole ba­sis of sci­ence be­cause you can’t be sure that the col­or we both call red wouldn’t look green to you if you could see it through my eyes.”

			“Ah!” said van Man­der­pootz tri­umphant­ly. “So we come now to my at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor. Sup­pose that it were pos­si­ble for me to see through your eyes, or you through mine. Do you see what a boon such an abil­i­ty would be to hu­man­i­ty? Not on­ly from the stand­point of sci­ence, but al­so be­cause it would ob­vi­ate all trou­bles due to mis­un­der­stand­ings. And even more.” Shak­ing his fin­ger, the pro­fes­sor re­cit­ed orac­u­lar­ly, “ ‘Oh, wad some pow’r the giftie gie us to see oursel’s as ithers see us.’ Van Man­der­pootz is that pow­er, Dixon. Through my at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, one may at last adopt the view­point of an­oth­er. The po­et’s plaint of more than two cen­turies ago is an­swered at last.”

			“How the dev­il do you see through some­body else’s eyes?”

			“Very sim­ply. You will re­call the ide­al­iza­tor. Now it is ob­vi­ous that when I peered over your shoul­der and per­ceived in the mir­ror your con­cep­tion of the ide­al wom­an, I was, to a cer­tain ex­tent, adopt­ing your point of view. In that case the psy­chons giv­en off by your mind were con­vert­ed in­to quan­ta of vis­i­ble light, which could be seen. In the case of my at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, the process is ex­act­ly re­versed. One flash­es the beam of this light on the sub­ject whose point of view is de­sired; the vis­i­ble light is re­flect­ed back with a cer­tain ac­com­pa­ni­ment of psy­chons, which are here in­ten­si­fied to a de­gree which will per­mit them to be, so to speak, ap­pre­ci­at­ed?”

			“Psy­chons?”

			“Have you al­ready for­got­ten my dis­cov­ery of the unit par­ti­cle of thought? Must I ex­plain again how the cos­mons, chronons, spa­tions, psy­chons, and all oth­er par­ti­cles are in­ter­change­able? And that,” he con­tin­ued ab­stract­ed­ly, “leads to cer­tain in­ter­est­ing spec­u­la­tions. Sup­pose I were to con­vert, say, a ton of ma­te­ri­al pro­tons and elec­trons in­to spa­tions—that is, con­vert mat­ter in­to space. I cal­cu­late that a ton of mat­ter will pro­duce ap­prox­i­mate­ly a cu­bic mile of space. Now the ques­tion is, where would we put it, since all the space we have is al­ready oc­cu­pied by space? Or if I man­u­fac­tured an hour or two of time? It is ob­vi­ous that we have no time to fit in an ex­tra cou­ple of hours, since all our time is al­ready ac­count­ed for. Doubt­less it will take a cer­tain amount of thought for even van Man­der­pootz to solve these prob­lems, but at the mo­ment I am cu­ri­ous to watch the work­ings of the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor. Sup­pose you put it on, Dixon.”

			“I? Haven’t you tried it out yet?”

			“Of course not. In the first place, what has van Man­der­pootz to gain by study­ing the view­points of oth­er peo­ple? The ob­ject of the de­vice is to per­mit peo­ple to study no­bler view­points than their own. And in the sec­ond place, I have asked my­self whether it is fair to the world for van Man­der­pootz to be the first to try out a new and pos­si­bly un­trust­wor­thy de­vice, and I re­ply, ‘No!’ ”

			“But I should try it out, eh? Well, ev­ery­time I try out any of your in­ven­tions I find my­self in some kind of trou­ble. I’d be a fool to go around look­ing for more dif­fi­cul­ty, wouldn’t I?”

			“I as­sure you that my view­point will be much less apt to get you in­to trou­ble than your own,” said van Man­der­pootz with dig­ni­ty. “There will be no ques­tion of your be­com­ing in­volved in some im­pos­si­ble love af­fair as long as you stick to that.”

			Nev­er­the­less, de­spite the as­sur­ance of the great sci­en­tist, I was more than a lit­tle re­luc­tant to don the de­vice. Yet I was cu­ri­ous, as well; it seemed a fas­ci­nat­ing prospect to be able to look at the world through oth­er eyes, as fas­ci­nat­ing as vis­it­ing a new world—which it was, ac­cord­ing to the pro­fes­sor. So af­ter a few mo­ments of hes­i­ta­tion, I picked up the in­stru­ment, slipped it over my head so that the eye­glass­es were in the prop­er po­si­tion, and looked in­quir­ing­ly at van Man­der­pootz.

			“You must turn it on,” he said, reach­ing over and click­ing a switch on the frame. “Now flash the light to my face. That’s the way; just cen­ter the cir­cle of light on my face. And now what do you see?”

			I didn’t an­swer; what I saw was, for the mo­ment, quite in­de­scrib­able. I was com­plete­ly dazed and be­wil­dered, and it was on­ly when some in­vol­un­tary move­ment of my head at last flashed the light from the pro­fes­sor’s face to the ta­ble top that a mea­sure of san­i­ty re­turned, which proves at least that ta­bles do not pos­sess any point of view.

			“O-o-o-h!” I gasped.

			Van Man­der­pootz beamed. “Of course you are over­whelmed. One could hard­ly ex­pect to adopt the view of van Man­der­pootz with­out some dif­fi­cul­ties of ad­just­ment. A sec­ond time will be eas­i­er.”

			I reached up and switched off the light. “A sec­ond time will not on­ly be eas­i­er, but al­so im­pos­si­ble,” I said cross­ly. “I’m not go­ing to ex­pe­ri­ence an­oth­er dizzy spell like that for any­body.”

			“But of course you will, Dixon. I am cer­tain that the dizzi­ness will be neg­li­gi­ble on the sec­ond tri­al. Nat­u­ral­ly the un­ex­pect­ed heights af­fect­ed you, much as if you were to come with­out warn­ing to the brink of a colos­sal precipice. But this time you will be pre­pared, and the ef­fect will be much less.”

			Well, it was. Af­ter a few mo­ments I was able to give my full at­ten­tion to the phe­nom­e­na of the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, and queer phe­nom­e­na they were, too. I scarce­ly know how to de­scribe the sen­sa­tion of look­ing at the world through the fil­ter of an­oth­er’s mind. It is al­most an in­de­scrib­able ex­pe­ri­ence, but so, in the ul­ti­mate anal­y­sis, is any oth­er ex­pe­ri­ence.

			What I saw first was a kalei­do­scop­ic ar­ray of col­ors and shapes, but the amaz­ing, as­tound­ing, in­con­ceiv­able thing about the scene was that there was no sin­gle col­or I could rec­og­nize! The eyes of van Man­der­pootz, or per­haps his brain, in­ter­pret­ed col­or in a fash­ion ut­ter­ly alien to the way in which my own func­tioned, and the re­sul­tant spec­trum was so bizarre that there is sim­ply no way of de­scrib­ing any sin­gle tint in words. To say, as I did to the pro­fes­sor, that his con­cep­tion of red looked to me like a shade be­tween pur­ple and green con­veys ab­so­lute­ly no mean­ing, and the on­ly way a third per­son could ap­pre­ci­ate the mean­ing would be to ex­am­ine my point of view through an at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor while I was ex­am­in­ing that of van Man­der­pootz. Thus he could ap­pre­hend my con­cep­tion of van Man­der­pootz’s re­ac­tion to the col­or red.

			And shapes! It took me sev­er­al min­utes to iden­ti­fy the weird, an­gu­lar, twist­ed, dis­tort­ed ap­pear­ance in the cen­ter of the room as the plain lab­o­ra­to­ry ta­ble. The room it­self, aside from its queer form, looked small­er, per­haps be­cause van Man­der­pootz is some­what larg­er than I.

			But by far the strangest part of his point of view had noth­ing to do with the out­look up­on the phys­i­cal world, but with the more fun­da­men­tal el­e­ments—with his at­ti­tudes. Most of his thoughts, on that first oc­ca­sion, were be­yond me, be­cause I had not yet learned to in­ter­pret the per­son­al sym­bol­ism in which he thought. But I did un­der­stand his at­ti­tudes. There was Carter, for in­stance, toil­ing away out in the large lab­o­ra­to­ry; I saw at once what a plod­ding, un­in­tel­li­gent drudge he seemed to van Man­der­pootz. And there was Miss Fitch; I con­fess that she had al­ways seemed unattrac­tive to me, but my im­pres­sion of her was Venus her­self be­side that of the pro­fes­sor! She hard­ly seemed hu­man to him and I am sure that he nev­er thought of her as a wom­an, but mere­ly as a piece of con­ve­nient but unim­por­tant lab­o­ra­to­ry equip­ment.

			At this point I caught a glimpse of my­self through the eyes of van Man­der­pootz. Ouch! Per­haps I’m not a ge­nius, but I’m dead cer­tain that I’m not the grin­ning ape I ap­peared to be in his eyes. And per­haps I’m not ex­act­ly the hand­somest man in the world ei­ther, but if I thought I looked like that—! And then, to cap the cli­max, I ap­pre­hend­ed van Man­der­pootz’s con­cep­tion of him­self!

			“That’s enough!” I yelled. “I won’t stay around here just to be in­sult­ed. I’m through!”

			I tore the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor from my head and tossed it to the ta­ble, feel­ing sud­den­ly a lit­tle fool­ish at the sight of the grin on the face of the pro­fes­sor.

			“That is hard­ly the spir­it which has led sci­ence to its great achieve­ments, Dixon,” he ob­served ami­ably. “Sup­pose you de­scribe the na­ture of the in­sults, and if pos­si­ble, some­thing about the work­ings of the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor as well. Af­ter all, that is what you were sup­posed to be ob­serv­ing.”

			I flushed, grum­bled a lit­tle, and com­plied. Van Man­der­pootz lis­tened with great in­ter­est to my de­scrip­tion of the dif­fer­ence in our phys­i­cal worlds, es­pe­cial­ly the vari­a­tions in our per­cep­tions of form and col­or.

			“What a field for an artist!” he ejac­u­lat­ed at last. “Un­for­tu­nate­ly, it is a field that must re­main for­ev­er un­tapped, be­cause even though an artist ex­am­ined a thou­sand view­points and learned in­nu­mer­able new col­ors, his pig­ments would con­tin­ue to im­press his au­di­ence with the same old col­ors each of them had al­ways known.” He sighed thought­ful­ly, and then pro­ceed­ed. “How­ev­er, the de­vice is ap­par­ent­ly quite safe to use. I shall there­fore try it briefly, bring­ing to the in­ves­ti­ga­tion a calm, sci­en­tif­ic mind which re­fus­es to be trou­bled by the tri­fles that seem to both­er you.”

			He donned the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, and I must con­fess that he stood the shock of the first tri­al some­what bet­ter than I did. Af­ter a sur­prised “Oof!” he set­tled down to a com­pla­cent anal­y­sis of my point of view, while I sat some­what self-con­scious­ly un­der his calm ap­praisal. Calm, that is, for about three min­utes.

			Sud­den­ly he leaped to his feet, tear­ing the de­vice from a face whose nor­mal rud­di­ness had deep­ened to a cho­ler­ic an­gry col­or. “Get out!” he roared. “So that’s the way van Man­der­pootz looks to you! Mo­ron! Id­iot! Im­be­cile! Get out!”

			

			It was a week or ten days lat­er that I hap­pened to be pass­ing the Uni­ver­si­ty on my way from some­where to some­where else, and I fell to won­der­ing whether the pro­fes­sor had yet for­giv­en me. There was a light in the win­dow of his lab­o­ra­to­ry over in the Physics Build­ing, so I dropped in, mak­ing my way past the desk where Carter la­bored, and the cor­ner where Miss Fitch sat in dull prim­ness at her end­less task of tran­scrib­ing lec­ture notes.

			Van Man­der­pootz greet­ed me cor­dial­ly enough, but with a cu­ri­ous as­sump­tion of melan­choly in his man­ner. “Ah, Dixon,” he be­gan, “I am glad to see you. Since our last meet­ing, I have learned much of the stu­pid­i­ty of the world, and it ap­pears to me now that you are ac­tu­al­ly one of the more in­tel­li­gent con­tem­po­rary minds.”

			This from van Man­der­pootz! “Why—thank you,” I said.

			“It is true. For some days I have sat at the win­dow over­look­ing the street there, and have ob­served the view­points of the passers­by. Would you be­lieve”—his voice low­ered—“would you be­lieve that on­ly sev­en and four-tenths per­cent are even aware of the ex­is­tence of van Man­der­pootz? And doubt­less many of the few that are, come from among the stu­dents in the neigh­bor­hood. I knew that the av­er­age lev­el of in­tel­li­gence was low, but it had not oc­curred to me that it was as low as that.”

			“Af­ter all,” I said con­sol­ing­ly, “you must re­mem­ber that the achieve­ments of van Man­der­pootz are such as to at­tract the at­ten­tion of the in­tel­li­gent few rather than of the many.”

			“A very sil­ly para­dox!” he snapped. “On the ba­sis of that the­o­ry, since the high­er one goes in the scale of in­tel­li­gence, the few­er in­di­vid­u­als one finds, the great­est achieve­ment of all is one that no­body has heard of. By that test you would be greater than van Man­der­pootz, an ob­vi­ous re­duc­tio ad ab­sur­dum.”

			He glared his re­proof that I should even have thought of the point, then some­thing in the out­er lab­o­ra­to­ry caught his ev­er-ob­ser­vant eye.

			“Carter!” he roared. “Is that a syn­oba­si­cal in­ter­pha­some­ter in the positron­ic flow? Fool! What sort of mea­sure­ments do you ex­pect to make when your mea­sur­ing in­stru­ment it­self is part of the ex­per­i­ment? Take it out and start over!”

			He rushed away to­ward the un­for­tu­nate tech­ni­cian. I set­tled idly back in my chair and stared about the small lab­o­ra­to­ry, whose walls had seen so many mar­vels. The lat­est, the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, lay care­less­ly on the ta­ble, dropped there by the pro­fes­sor af­ter his anal­y­sis of the mass view­point of the pedes­tri­ans in the street be­low.

			I picked up the de­vice and fell to ex­am­in­ing its con­struc­tion. Of course this was ut­ter­ly be­yond me, for no or­di­nary en­gi­neer can hope to grasp the in­tri­ca­cies of a van Man­der­pootz con­cept. So, af­ter a puz­zled but ad­mir­ing sur­vey of its in­fin­ite­ly del­i­cate wires and grids and lens­es, I made the ob­vi­ous move. I put it on.

			My first thought was the street, but since the evening was well along, the walk be­low the win­dow was de­sert­ed. Back in my chair again, I sat mus­ing idly when a faint sound that was not the rum­bling of the pro­fes­sor’s voice at­tract­ed my at­ten­tion. I iden­ti­fied it short­ly as the buzzing of a heavy fly, butting its head stupid­ly against the pane of glass that sep­a­rat­ed the small lab­o­ra­to­ry from the large room be­yond. I won­dered ca­su­al­ly what the view­point of a fly was like, and end­ed by flash­ing the light on the crea­ture.

			For some mo­ments I saw noth­ing oth­er than I had been see­ing right along from my own per­son­al point of view, be­cause, as van Man­der­pootz ex­plained lat­er, the psy­chons from the mis­er­able brain of a fly are too few to pro­duce any but the vaguest of im­pres­sions. But grad­u­al­ly I be­came aware of a pic­ture, a queer and in­de­scrib­able scene.

			Flies are col­or­blind. That was my first im­pres­sion, for the world was a dull panora­ma of greys and whites and blacks. Flies are ex­treme­ly near­sight­ed; when I had fi­nal­ly iden­ti­fied the scene as the in­te­ri­or of the fa­mil­iar room, I dis­cov­ered that it seemed enor­mous to the in­sect, whose vi­sion did not ex­tend more than six feet, though it did take in al­most a com­plete sphere, so that the crea­ture could see prac­ti­cal­ly in all di­rec­tions at once. But per­haps the most as­ton­ish­ing thing, though I did not think of it un­til lat­er, was that the com­pound eye of the in­sect, did not con­vey to it the im­pres­sion of a vast num­ber of sep­a­rate pic­tures, such as the eye pro­duces when a mi­cropho­to­graph is tak­en through it. The fly sees one pic­ture just as we do; in the same way as our brain rights the up­side-down im­age cast on our reti­na, the fly’s brain re­duces the com­pound im­age to one. And be­yond these im­pres­sions were a wild hodge­podge of smell-sen­sa­tions, and a strange de­sire to burst through the in­vis­i­ble glass bar­ri­er in­to the brighter light be­yond. But I had no time to an­a­lyze these sen­sa­tions, for sud­den­ly there was a flash of some­thing in­fin­ite­ly clear­er than the dim cer­e­bra­tions of a fly.

			For half a minute or longer I was un­able to guess what that mo­men­tary flash had been. I knew that I had seen some­thing in­cred­i­bly love­ly, that I had tapped a view­point that looked up­on some­thing whose very pres­ence caused ec­sta­sy, but whose view­point it was, or what that flick­er of beau­ty had been, were ques­tions be­yond my abil­i­ty to an­swer.

			I slipped off the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor and sat star­ing per­plexed­ly at the buzzing fly on the pane of glass. Out in the oth­er room van Man­der­pootz con­tin­ued his ha­rangue to the re­pen­tant Carter, and off in a cor­ner in­vis­i­ble from my po­si­tion I could hear the rus­tle of pa­pers as Miss Fitch tran­scribed end­less notes. I puz­zled vain­ly over the prob­lem of what had hap­pened, and then the so­lu­tion dawned on me.

			The fly must have buzzed be­tween me and one of the oc­cu­pants of the out­er lab­o­ra­to­ry. I had been fol­low­ing its flight with the faint­ly vis­i­ble beam of the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor’s light, and that beam must have flick­ered mo­men­tar­i­ly on the head of one of the three be­yond the glass. But which? Van Man­der­pootz him­self? It must have been ei­ther the pro­fes­sor or Carter, since the sec­re­tary was quite be­yond range of the light.

			It seemed im­prob­a­ble that the cold and bril­liant mind of van Man­der­pootz could be the agen­cy of the sort of emo­tion­al ec­sta­sy I had sensed. It must there­fore, have been the head of the mild and in­of­fen­sive lit­tle Carter that the beam had tapped. With a feel­ing of cu­rios­i­ty I slipped the de­vice back on my own head and sent the beam sweep­ing dim­ly in­to the larg­er room.

			It did not at the time oc­cur to me that such a pro­ce­dure was quite as dis­cred­itable as eaves­drop­ping, or even more dis­hon­or­able, if you come right down to it, be­cause it meant the theft of far more per­son­al in­for­ma­tion than one could ev­er con­vey by the spo­ken word. But all I con­sid­ered at the mo­ment was my own cu­rios­i­ty; I want­ed to learn what sort of view­point could pro­duce that strange, in­stan­ta­neous flash of beau­ty. If the pro­ceed­ing was un­eth­i­cal—well, Heav­en knows I was pun­ished for it.

			So I turned the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor on Carter. At the mo­ment, he was lis­ten­ing re­spect­ful­ly to van Man­der­pootz, and I sensed clear­ly his re­spect for the great man, a re­spect that had in it a dis­tinct el­e­ment of fear. I could hear Carter’s im­pres­sion of the boom­ing voice of the pro­fes­sor, sound­ing some­what like the mod­u­lat­ed thun­der of a god, which was not far from the lit­tle man’s ac­tu­al opin­ion of his mas­ter. I per­ceived Carter’s opin­ion of him­self, and his self-pic­ture was an even more mouse­like por­tray­al than my own im­pres­sion of him. When, for an in­stant, he glanced my way, I sensed his im­pres­sion of me, and while I’m sure that Dixon Wells is not the im­be­cile he ap­pears to van Man­der­pootz, I’m equal­ly sure that he’s not the debonair man of the world he seemed to Carter. All in all, Carter’s point of view seemed that of a timid, in­of­fen­sive, re­tir­ing, servile lit­tle man, and I won­dered all the more what could have caused that van­ished flash of beau­ty in a mind like his.

			There was no trace of it now. His at­ten­tion was com­plete­ly tak­en up by the voice of van Man­der­pootz, who had passed from a per­son­al ap­praisal of Carter’s stu­pid­i­ty to a gen­er­al lec­ture on the fal­la­cies of the uni­fied field the­o­ry as pre­sent­ed by his ri­vals Corveille and Shrim­s­ki. Carter was lis­ten­ing with an al­most wor­ship­ful re­gard, and I could feel his surges of in­dig­na­tion against the vil­lains who dared to dis­agree with the au­thor­i­ty of van Man­der­pootz.

			I sat there in­tent on the strange dou­ble vi­sion of the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor, which was in some re­spects like a Horsten psy­chomat—that is, one is able to see both through his own eyes and through the eyes of his sub­ject. Thus I could see van Man­der­pootz and Carter quite clear­ly, but at the same time I could see or sense what Carter saw and sensed. Thus I per­ceived sud­den­ly through my own eyes that the pro­fes­sor had ceased talk­ing to Carter, and had turned at the ap­proach of some­body as yet in­vis­i­ble to me, while at the same time, through Carter’s eyes, I saw that vi­sion of ec­sta­sy which had flashed for a mo­ment in his mind. I saw—de­scrip­tion is ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble, but I saw a wom­an who, ex­cept pos­si­bly for the wom­an of the ide­al­iza­tor screen, was the most beau­ti­ful crea­ture I had ev­er seen!

			I say de­scrip­tion is im­pos­si­ble. That is the lit­er­al truth, for her col­or­ing, her ex­pres­sion, her fig­ure, as seen through Carter’s eyes, were com­plete­ly un­like any­thing ex­press­ible by words. I was fas­ci­nat­ed, I could do noth­ing but watch, and I felt a wild surge of jeal­ousy as I caught the ado­ra­tion in the at­ti­tude of the hum­ble Carter. She was glo­ri­ous, mag­nif­i­cent, in­de­scrib­able. It was with an ef­fort that I un­tan­gled my­self from the web of fas­ci­na­tion enough to catch Carter’s thought of her name. “Lisa,” he was think­ing. “Lisa.”

			What she said to van Man­der­pootz was in tones too low for me to hear, and ap­par­ent­ly too low for Carter’s ears as well, else I should have heard her words through the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor. But both of us heard van Man­der­pootz’s bel­low in an­swer.

			“I don’t care how the dic­tio­nary pro­nounces the word!” he roared. “The way van Man­der­pootz pro­nounces a word is right!”

			The glo­ri­ous Lisa turned silent­ly and van­ished. For a few mo­ments I watched her through Carter’s eyes, but as she neared the lab­o­ra­to­ry door, he turned his at­ten­tion again to van Man­der­pootz, and she was lost to my view.

			And as I saw the pro­fes­sor close his dis­ser­ta­tion and ap­proach me, I slipped the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor from my head and forced my­self to a mea­sure of calm.

			“Who is she?” I de­mand­ed. “I’ve got to meet her!”

			He looked blankly at me. “Who’s who?”

			“Lisa! Who’s Lisa?”

			There was not a flick­er in the cool blue eyes of van Man­der­pootz. “I don’t know any Lisa,” he said in­dif­fer­ent­ly.

			“But you were just talk­ing to her! Right out there!”

			Van Man­der­pootz stared cu­ri­ous­ly at me; then lit­tle by lit­tle a shrewd sus­pi­cion seemed to dawn in his broad, in­tel­li­gent fea­tures. “Hah!” he said. “Have you, by any chance, been us­ing the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor?”

			I nod­ded, chill ap­pre­hen­sion grip­ping me.

			“And is it al­so true that you chose to in­ves­ti­gate the view­point of Carter out there?” At my nod, he stepped to the door that joined the two rooms, and closed it. When he faced me again, it was with fea­tures work­ing in­to lines of amuse­ment that sud­den­ly found ut­ter­ance in boom­ing laugh­ter. “Haw!” he roared. “Do you know who beau­ti­ful Lisa is? She’s Fitch!”

			“Fitch? You’re mad! She’s glo­ri­ous, and Fitch is plain and scrawny and ug­ly. Do you think I’m a fool?”

			“You ask an em­bar­rass­ing ques­tion,” chuck­led the pro­fes­sor. “Lis­ten to me, Dixon. The wom­an you saw was my sec­re­tary, Miss Fitch, seen through the eyes of Carter. Don’t you un­der­stand? The id­iot Carter’s in love with her!”

			

			I sup­pose I walked the up­per lev­els half the night, obliv­i­ous alike of the nar­row strip of stars that showed be­tween the tow­er­ing walls of twen­ty-first cen­tu­ry New York, and the in­ter­mit­tent roar of traf­fic from the freight lev­els. Cer­tain­ly this was the worst predica­ment of all those in­to which the fiendish con­trap­tions of the great van Man­der­pootz had thrust me.

			In love with a point of view! In love with a wom­an who had no ex­is­tence apart from the beglam­oured eyes of Carter. It wasn’t Lisa Fitch I loved; in­deed, I rather hat­ed her an­gu­lar ug­li­ness. What I had fall­en in love with was the way she looked to Carter, for there is noth­ing in the world quite as beau­ti­ful as a lover’s con­cep­tion of his sweet­heart.

			This predica­ment was far worse than my for­mer ones. When I had fall­en in love with a girl al­ready dead, I could con­sole my­self with the thought of what might have been. When I had fall­en in love with my own ide­al—well, at least she was mine, even if I couldn’t have her. But to fall in love with an­oth­er man’s con­cep­tion! The on­ly way that con­cep­tion could even con­tin­ue to ex­ist was for Carter to re­main in love with Lisa Fitch, which rather ef­fec­tu­al­ly left me out­side the pic­ture al­to­geth­er. She was ab­so­lute­ly unattain­able to me, for Heav­en knows I didn’t want the re­al Lisa Fitch—“re­al” mean­ing, of course, the one who was re­al to me. I sup­pose in the end Carter’s Lisa Fitch was as re­al as the skin­ny scare­crow my eyes saw.

			She was unattain­able—or was she? Sud­den­ly an echo of a long-for­got­ten psy­chol­o­gy course re­curred to me. At­ti­tudes are habits. View­points are at­ti­tudes. There­fore view­points are habits. And habits can be learned!

			There was the so­lu­tion! All I had to do was to learn, or to ac­quire by prac­tice, the view­point of Carter. What I had to do was lit­er­al­ly to put my­self in his place, to look at things in his way, to see his view­point. For once I learned to do that, I could see in Lisa Fitch the very things he saw, and the vi­sion would be­come re­al­i­ty to me as well as to him.

			I planned care­ful­ly. I did not care to face the sar­casm of the great van Man­der­pootz; there­fore I would work in se­cret. I would vis­it his lab­o­ra­to­ry at such times as he had class­es or lec­tures, and I would use the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor to study the view­point of Carter, and to, as it were, prac­tice that view­point. Thus I would have the means at hand of test­ing my progress, for all I had to do was glance at Miss Fitch with­out the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor. As soon as I be­gan to per­ceive in her what Carter saw, I would know that suc­cess was im­mi­nent.

			Those next two weeks were a strange in­ter­val of time. I haunt­ed the lab­o­ra­to­ry of van Man­der­pootz at odd hours, hav­ing learned from the Uni­ver­si­ty of­fice what pe­ri­ods he de­vot­ed to his cour­ses. When one day I found the at­ti­tu­di­ni­zor miss­ing, I pre­vailed on Carter to show me where it was kept, and he, in­flu­enced doubt­less by my friend­ship for the man he prac­ti­cal­ly wor­shipped, in­di­cat­ed the place with­out ques­tion. But lat­er I sus­pect that he be­gan to doubt his wis­dom in this, for I know he thought it very strange for me to sit for long pe­ri­ods star­ing at him; I caught all sorts of puz­zled ques­tions in his mind, though as I have said, these were hard for me to de­ci­pher un­til I be­gan to learn Carter’s per­son­al sys­tem of sym­bol­ism by which he thought. But at least one man was pleased—my fa­ther, who took my ab­sences from the of­fice and ne­glect of busi­ness as signs of good health and spir­its, and con­grat­u­lat­ed me warm­ly on the im­prove­ment.

			But the ex­per­i­ment was be­gin­ning to work, I found my­self sym­pa­thiz­ing with Carter’s view­point, and lit­tle by lit­tle the mad world in which he lived was be­com­ing as log­i­cal as my own. I learned to rec­og­nize col­ors through his eyes; I learned to un­der­stand form and shape; most fun­da­men­tal of all, I learned his val­ues, his at­ti­tudes, his tastes. And these last were a lit­tle in­con­ve­nient at times, for on the sev­er­al oc­ca­sions when I sup­ple­ment­ed my dai­ly calls with vis­its to van Man­der­pootz in the evening, I found some dif­fi­cul­ty in sep­a­rat­ing my own re­spect­ful re­gard for the great man from Carter’s un­rea­son­ing wor­ship, with the re­sult that I was on the verge of blurt­ing out the whole thing to him sev­er­al times. And per­haps it was a guilty con­science, but I kept think­ing that the shrewd blue eyes of the pro­fes­sor rest­ed on me with a cu­ri­ous­ly sus­pi­cious ex­pres­sion all evening.

			The thing was ap­proach­ing its cul­mi­na­tion. Now and then, when I looked at the an­gu­lar ug­li­ness of Miss Fitch, I be­gan to catch glimpses of the same mirac­u­lous beau­ty that Carter found in her—glimpses on­ly, but har­bin­gers of suc­cess. Each day I ar­rived at the lab­o­ra­to­ry with in­creas­ing ea­ger­ness, for each day brought me near­er to the achieve­ment I sought. That is, my ea­ger­ness in­creased un­til one day I ar­rived to find nei­ther Carter nor Miss Fitch present, but van Man­der­pootz, who should have been de­liv­er­ing a lec­ture on in­de­ter­min­ism, very much in ev­i­dence.

			“Uh—hel­lo,” I said weak­ly.

			“Umph!” he re­spond­ed, glar­ing at me. “So Carter was right, I see. Dixon, the abysmal stu­pid­i­ty of the hu­man race con­tin­u­al­ly as­tounds me with new ev­i­dence of its as­tro­nom­i­cal depths, but I be­lieve this es­capade of yours plumbs the ut­ter­most re­gions of im­be­cil­i­ty.”

			“M-my es­capade?”

			“Do you think you can es­cape the pierc­ing eye of van Man­der­pootz? As soon as Carter told me you had been here in my ab­sence, my mind leaped nim­bly to the truth. But Carter’s in­for­ma­tion was not even nec­es­sary, for half an eye was enough to de­tect the change in your at­ti­tude on these last few evening vis­its. So you’ve been try­ing to adopt Carter’s view­point, eh? No doubt with the idea of ul­ti­mate­ly de­priv­ing him of the charm­ing Miss Fitch!”

			“W-why—”

			“Lis­ten to me, Dixon. We will dis­re­gard the ethics of the thing and look at it from a pure­ly ra­tio­nal view­point, if a ra­tio­nal view­point is pos­si­ble to any­body but van Man­der­pootz. Don’t you re­al­ize that in or­der to at­tain Carter’s at­ti­tude to­ward Fitch, you would have to adopt his en­tire view­point? Not,” he added terse­ly, “that I think his point of view is great­ly in­fe­ri­or to yours, but I hap­pen to pre­fer the view­point of a don­key to that of a mouse. Your par­tic­u­lar brand of stu­pid­i­ty is more agree­able to me than Carter’s timid, weak, and sub­servient na­ture, and some day you will thank me for this. Was his im­pres­sion of Fitch worth the sac­ri­fice of your own per­son­al­i­ty?”

			“I—I don’t know.”

			“Well, whether it was or not, van Man­der­pootz has de­cid­ed the mat­ter in the wis­est way. For it’s too late now, Dixon. I have giv­en them both a month’s leave and sent them away—on a hon­ey­moon. They left this morn­ing.”
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