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THE EDITOR CROAKXS

A few weeks azo I heard the wonderful news that
dzs come t0 Ppass, news which caused my spirits %o
2ise to the very top of the bottle and my feet to
leapr from the ground while =y voice echoed throush
the valley and rattled throush the dell =itk the
Joyous words: ."Eurekal I .have done it! Success at
lastt”

Yes, you who read this, the third issue of our
favorite magazine, will weep with joy to hear this
wonderful news. The news is twofold in maznitude,
for I have driven no% one, ut two masazines out of
print! Isn't that marvelous?

A. Merritt's Fantasy is the first to bite the
dust accordinz to the announcement in the latest
issue of Fantastic Novels,and the stories intended
originally for AMF will appear in FN. O happy day!l

Thrilling Mystery is the other of my two con-
quests. The amazing thing about this one is that
it had been running ever since the 30's. I under-
stand that this macsazine printed many weird and fan-
tastic stories durinz its time.

Imagination I noticé has changed hands. I ra-
ther susjpect that Palmer has felt the impact of Im-
pcssible at last. I also notice, to confirm this,
shat no new issue of Other Worlds has apreared.

Galaxy still maintains a schedule two weeks
behind tvixe.

Astounding still has made no change.

Famous Faatastic liysterlies still has no illus-
trations.

At seast I was able to hold my own with these
last three large sellers.

And now for a few setbacks:

Startlinr Storiesand Thriliing Monder Storles
have underwent a renaissance 7itk their covers. 1
wonder who put *the bur under Rercey.

Vorids Beyondis a nevw mazazine and already in
¥ts second i-:zus, naving the temerity to come out
zonthly in the Zace of ovesrvhelming odds. Another
3ad fact is thas shis mecs has good stuff in it.
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darvel nas a;peared with its second horribvle
issue. Surely, we'll see no more of these.

Avon Fantasy Reader no. 13 has arrived.

Amazin: Stories, rebruary, had a 3ood cover.

I notice that my first issue was reviewed in
The Frying Pan in whichthey spelled my name right,
having misgpeiled it in S8 a month before, aad then
they used the wronz address. Outside of that, the
review was entertainins and thoroughly enjoyed Tty
me and alsoc greatly a.preclated.

In this issue I have several treats in store
for yous First, there is M"ir. Tinkertoy" which I
consider to be Tally "ever's finest story. Some of
the other editors of Sinisterra, however, mizht be
inclined to disagree with me, for they have another
story by him whichthey are scheduling for number 4
of Sinisterra. Thetwo storiesare quite dissimilar,
but they are bothwversions of the same story. Reading
one story will not spoil the readinz of the other,
however, and I chose the verion in +this issue,
whichis the first version he wrote, because it fits
in better with my editorial policy.

Phillip Barker, the author of "Dream World" is
at present the president oi the local Nameless Ones.
I recently paid him a visit and returned with four
of his stories, one of which Sinisterra may print,
and the other three of which I hope to present. T
nave tentatively scheduled "The Darkened Light", an
interzlanetary story of thefirst water for the next
issue, so don't miss it.

"The Sandstorm Man" is merely one ofny miscel-
lameous stories which happensto fit into my presenst
editorial policy of printin: stories which are im-
possible. Some people have told me that this story
vears a striking resemblance to "It" by Theodore
Sturgeon. At the time I wrote the story I didn't
even know "It" existed, and I have since decided
that my story is based on a completely different
concept from Sturgeon's.

Tae final oIfering 1is another W. Kraus opus,
this time introducing a new cnaracter as madas Ames,
if not maduer; and vhen the two zet tozetaer, some-
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thing is sure to hagpen. Just what harrens I leave
for you to finu out.

The latest newsof Jack Vancerpresents a mystery
where there was none before. In The Best SF Stories
of 1Yy~R0 Jack Vance is flaunted as a pseudonym for
Henry Kuttner, which wouldn't reaily be soterribly
surprising. But in a letter to Dick Frahm, Anthony
Boucher says that Jack Vanceis definitely not Kutt-
ner. Merwin's comuent in SS seems to be the final
word on this subject. The letter and map Phil and
I received from Vance in reference to "The Dying
Farth" will be reproduced in Sinisterra number .

The report on the second issue of Impossible
indicates that the editorial was by far the best
liked feature in the issue. Opinion was sharply
divided on the photographic illustration. Opinion
was also divided as to whether the Kraus story mas
as zood as the one in the first issue or better,
but most everyone agreed that this is a good series.
Bob Fdison's story seemed to recelve more lenient
treatment than the one of his printed in Sinisterra
number 2. The poem by G.M. Carr was considered to
pe terrific by G.d. Carr, and either very zood or
very confusing by others. The mistake in paging
went unnoticed. Tne illos by Garcone, which unfor-
tunately received poor reproduction, wmere generally
not noticed, and a few thouzght the cover zood.

In this issue we have a special monster section
of no lessthan four of lr. Garcone's monsters, es-
seclally desiznedto keep you awake nizhts. Garcone
71ll ve represented in Sinisterra nos. 3&4% by some
very bad illustrations. The editors of Siaisterra,
fools that they are, seem set on getting as many of
nis sketches as they can. They stole him rizht out
from unaer the nose of I, the editor of lipossible
who literally brousht him ianto existence as an ar-
tist, fed him breakfast every morainz so to srpeak.
As lon; as he draws mecnsters for Impossible, thouch
I won't cowmplain much. He thanks the eaitor of Super
Science Stories siacerely for savin:z that the il-
lustrations iz the first issue rere poor.

Mell, 'sa.l for ao~r. See you next time.
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\WEBER

Georze avoke painfully. Some~here amon; the
confusion in his head he cculd feel a cre: of pix-
ies working withmeumatic drills. "Ann,"le sraoned
ana winced as the sound of his voice crashed azainst
his eardrums. "Aan, honey, I'm ayinzy."

"Aha! The zreat drinler awakens," Ann's voice
scraped across ais brain. "How do you feel after
your zreat exnibltion, my ©i; nandsome husband?"

Georze moaned azain, shuddered, and rolled over
in bed. The crew of pixies were Dblastiny now.
"Please," he croalzed, "have pity for me in my last
moments."

"Don't ke 80 optimistic, my brave husband. You
won't die. You're ;oinz to stay horribly alive zs
ycu have durinz allyur previous ‘hangovers. You're
30iny to suffer tarouzh the whole routine azain,
from renouncin: the bottle to sticizint your head
unaer the cold water faucet. Then you can be~in
all ‘over azain."
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Recollecticne of the pariy bezan toform tlur-
rilyin his mind as she talized. "ot another drop,"
he wmuzoled unHay ilyinto the rnillow. "Never, never
again, ir I live to be a thous ani."

"I you Liive "to be a thousand, you'll spend
the day after your virthday just as you are now.
Now ogen your eyes- and zet i3 over with." Ann
yaaea the covers orf him and puliled his head out
froim vteneath the pillov. The pixies nad werxed up
to siyrccsets by nowd. ’ .

"lLet me die," pleaded G eorve.

"Ogpen your eyes, you damnea Iocl and get to
the showér."

“ith an erfort Georze lifted a s*lﬂ'f eyelid.
Li.nt japoea into his oraln ‘and the Tizies 1lét <o
withtneir atomics. The mos¥t accompllsped 0f ghosts
coul¢ 10T have duplicated the azoanizel: sounds that

urcled forth Ixom Georze's throat.; "ith the help
o; consilderadtle tuz-iny on  Ann's part, Georse was
“raised to his ;eet. Wlth nearly audivle croails, he
crossed tae bedroom to the shower. Ann had already
turned the cold water on, and without 7Tiving himself
a chance %0 thin, Georze put his head in. A pom—
ent passed pefore his nerve endings realized —what
was veln. doneto them and seansations rtezan to pour
intc poor Gearje's head. ™ith zasps oI sheer avony
ne jerked his héad out o? the shower, only to have
“t pushed baciz azainby kis resourceful wife. "Suf-
Jer, .you 1Idiot," she jrluted_mal;ulopaly. "You
asized for %his ‘and yau're 'zoint to et it, in full."

The pitiful sounds ‘emerziny from the' showver
would have torsthe heart From she breast of a les-—
ser mortal, but it vas Ann's nour of revenre and
2ne 7as eajoying it 3o the nild.  She maised until
the articuiatiuvnin Georze's rleas cecame clear and
sharc. Only tren d4id she allow her soz~y. husband
50 remove nis 1zead frowm the Icy stream of watler.
4Here 4 tovel. Don't drip all over ncwT."

or'e nwntly acz p:ei the %owel and darbed

*1D.elly at ais heau. e was surgrised to find it

30 nearnorsal size. The gixies rere:;stiil at work,

out taey hac setilen oy %o a s9rt drumminz. Reo-
b . -



C.iectlons oI the farty nad crystaliized as ciearly
as cousd ve exrected, aad Georse snuuﬁerei at some
of those recoliectivas. "Tell me, SLah 2t really TOUT
that .lass oI scotch domm .irs. mln ate's bacri"

"You aid," answered Ann fron tne bedrocm.

-+ "And *ide really try to juzsle those taree
vases?"

"Rig nt A !

"And vut aJlec in [ir. Handley's hat?"

"Wou had help tnere. :r. Handley was ab rotted
aB you were."

Georze closed his eyes and &shivered slir- htly.
He hated +o_tn1n“ of what the living room mi:ht
lock iike. :

Ann's voice flcatea out c¢f the bedroomi - ""ho
was that little wman you -<were talizin, to :so much
last nizht?" :

"That little man?® Georze wanted tc kaow.

"The one who came up b to you rizht after you
aia the tapr dance on the pilano with tne lamp shade
0L your head."” :

Georze concentrated as Dbest he coula. "Oh,
tnat little man. I don't knov who he is. Dian't
you invite him?" 5
. "ie? Of course not. I woulda't have asked who
ne wsas if I had iavited nim."..

Geurse fyowned. That was lo,ical eanoush, he
Tavusnat.  He gepv tryiny vo think what the conver-—
sation gaa. peen about, but it iept eludin, aim.
".aybe he came with the Russéts. Taey're almays
orinzing their rriends alony to 'parties.".

"The Russe%s weren't here last. ni:ht, dear.
They're in Philauelghia, remember?” °

"Tell somebody must have orouzht niwm-aloni. I
certainly aave never seen him bex re. i don't even
know his name.nos:

"That aic netall to you aouut?" Ann wanted to

1 kno‘l L 3

"I doa't reaewber exattly.: Some*hin; about
electronics or atoins or zadiets like taat. "I seem
to remember a ——=" &Georxe nroke oIFi in norror. "Oh

Orrn
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"That's wronz noQw, dear?"

"Aan, gulck, where is my checkbook?"

"On the dresser. ™Thy? Did you actually zive
that stranger a checik?"

Georze didn't answer. He rushed to the dresser
ana runbled for +Tae checkbook. He opened it and
looked. Sure enouzh, there was a new stub notfilled
out.

"How much was it for?" asked Ann, looxing over
‘eor.e's shoulder.

Georze tried to think. "Two hundred dollars,

think. Or mayve," his voice shcok, "it was Iour
.anared." '

It was Ann's turn t0 groan. ""hy - didan't you
~izn the house ana property over to him while you
sere at it? You aon't want a reputation for being
stinzy, do yout"

"7g can have the check stogped at the vank,"
Georze decided.

""hat in the world did you zive him the check
for?"

"I don't know." Georze was all confused and
the pixies seemed to have rezalned their enerzy.
"It ju3t seewxed like a zood investment at the time."

"Investment?"

"I bouzht something with the check. Be darned
if I can think wnat it was, thourh. Some sort of
sadzet, I zuess. At least he was talkin: Tadzets
to wme all nizht."

mijayte you raid him for the enlithteninz con-
versation," -Ann suzzested drily.

The pixies seexed to0 be Dbonging churchbells
inside his head. "Uza, I'm hearinz bells now," he
saic ;oarae&y.

"That! the front dJoor," Ann informed hin.
"Since I'm Qresbed I'11l ansver. I hope you'll try
to pub yoursell tozether aﬁi make a decent arpear-
ance somevime this afternoon.”

She left, ana Georze headed back to the bath-
recit tOo wvash. He had just filled his eyes with
scap wWien siae was ovack. "Feorze, I think you'd
neTtter see avbout tnia." Fven wishhis foundin: head



in the wash basin-ana the soag stingin: his eyes,
Gevraze coula detect a stranze sound in her voice.
Cursiang, ke _ropeafor the towel with vne nand 7hile
tryin, to wash the socag out of his eyes with the
other.

"""hy isn't taat towel on the rack? An: don't
bother me; you can take care of whatever it is."

"The tovel's around your neck, and I —--—— I
think mayove," she stopped and julged. "liayve you'd
cetter see ior yourself.”

Georze wigped the scap from his face. "0.K.
But don't you Znow who it is?"

"It's the 1little man and ——- I think -—- your
--- investmens."

Geur_e's eyes flew open at this, and promptly
clamped shut as the soap besan burninz aain. "Yea
Goas, zet me a vathrobel I have to see nim ri_ht
awnay, before he aecides tc leave." Aan guickly lo-
cated his robe, and by the time she had uided his
flailin_, arms into the proper sleeves he was half-
way to the iiont xoom.

"Please be careful,” she cautioned.

"There is hel?" Georze almost screamed as he
viewed the aeserted front roow 7itn watery, blcod-
shot eyes. ":gbouy's herel"

"I lert tnewx outside on the porch.”

"Them?" yelped Georze already raciny for +the
froat aoor. "How many little men were therel"

"The wman anda the --- investument."

Georze should have storzed to consider. He
snoula have found out why his wire had beccome so
nervous and vhy she had referred totne man and his
investment as "them". But all Georze couli think
0r was &kls money standin: unprotected out on the
iront porch. He deserved every vit o what he saw
wnen he opened the door.

His first emotion was cne ¢f relief that the
1ittle man was still <%nere. "7ell, I'm hag:~ to
see you. Please come i --- gaazsaaaaza," his seccecnd
emotion caine to the Tore abruptly. Tae shinia al-
unlinunface oI the autocumaton dia a0t chanje exsres—
sivn, but it rolled noiselessly fror wehiana the

~
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litgie man and cresensed itsel:i to George.
- . "yr.Pemurcok, I sresume-" it"s deep- voice san:.

Georze dld. his best to flziten” himself into
She wall. The 1little man just Tlockxed on with a
Jap,.v dreany expression on his face. Ann stood far
Pack from She hail, stariny with horrlible fascina-
tican-at the -leaminr robot. ThHe automaton waited
a preper interval for Georze to answer before goinz
OnNe -

"I am now property of..irs Georbe Pembrook, lav-
in;-been purchased by him from Ire Grimly who con—
structed me. This is YMr. Grizly with me." The
little man nodded absently at this roint. "If you

an pleaue tell me where I may find my new owmer,
I 7ill be zrateful beyond measure." -

Georje unwound his tonzue with some &ifflculty.
Rty Ge0“~e Pembrook." ;.

NIty very zlad to meet you Mr. Pemorook," said
the metal c&eature, extendinzy one of ‘his various
hands for shakinz. "I rezret that I cannot intro-
duce myself properly,tut you haven't named me yet

Georze re-arded the extended hand as thourh it
7as a Oab“et of rat tlesnakes and looked to “ir. Grimly
for help. "Please, take 1t away HMr. -Grimly. Xeep
the money ——~ I'1l even wrlte you 3 cheﬂk for more
-— only take it awayl' . A

iir. Grixly agreared %o suddenly take interest
“in his surroundin;s. "Oh, i%t's ycu Y¥r« Pembrook.
Zere is the ‘servant you btouzht last night."

"I see," adnitved Georze aervously "Only +ne
zeal is orr. I'm sovber now. Také the thinz avay."”

"But my o0od man, you gaild for him,"¥r. Grimly
irotested somevnat rlu:tered.

"I don't care. It's woney ﬁe;;‘spent if you
taze the 3ain; away irom nere and never brin: it
back."

"iy ooaness,that wouldn't Dbe et taical at ail,
iir. Pembrook. C -

‘ "You mean i¥s ethical to leave me slone Tith
tals Zruesome macilne? Suppose it runs-amock and
2ills wme?"

1 + -1 £, o) o 43 S Fomm o @ 9T
VTG csis), Wiek werock, that is Imgo-sinle,™

| and (D
Qi



¥ R
KET BT To g8 -
;./'l:". CYME |aAl\
ol ) M OF THE NA\")
L ¥ i

‘9_/

scoffed Mr. Grimly. "The servant is incapable of
JNarain. hwcan beinzs. Besiaes, you woa't ve alone
7ith it. Your wife will also be here —-- 1I she is
your wife ——--- that is —--- what I meant %o say was
—--" lr. Grimly ended confusedly to consider this
new line of thcuzht. .

, "I won's hdve a vife lin: if I allow this==—-
triny -——— in +he nouae. I 2idn't know what I was
acing dast nighf. - '

"I'y sorry dr. Pembrook but the transaction
nas been made. I cannot aIIorde return your aoaney
ans it woula not ke ethical to keep the servant and
your moiey toc. I've _one to consiaerable troubdle
t0 maintain my part of the bargain. The least you
can au 1is arhola Jours.”

"I'11 gstoptne cheeck at the banl," iir. Peubrook
threatened. You won't ret a cent uu+ cI me if you
leave this moaster nerel™ _ E

"The cneckz is already cashed, iir. Pembrook,"

iaformea the 4iistle man. calmly. "I had the zood
Iur,u“e ¢ meet your baankexr, tir. Handley, inachance
. 11 ' -1
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encounter beneaththe cofree table last nizht, It's
amazinzs the amount o©f money that man carries with
him."

Georze groaned slizhtly at this news, looked
at the automaton, and shivered. The machine still
had its hand extended for shakinz. George was shak-
inz, but net in the way anticipated by the robot.

"Really, #r. Pembrook. You are acting child-
ish. The servant is incapable of doin~ harm +to
human beings. It will do your wife's housework,
mow your lawn, weed your garden, and anything else
you mizht order it to do. It's really a bvargain at
two hundred dollars.”

George could not see it. All he could see was
tne Inhuman metal creation vefore him. "Mr. Grimly,
you can't do this to mel"

"I haven't time to %talk about it any more,"
declared M¥r. Grimly. "I can't return your money
and I won't take the servant back. I must 5o now."
Mre Grimly turned and wente.

Georze looked helplessly at Ann. Ann looked
helplessly at Georze. Tozether they looked help-
lessly at the servant. The servant was still stand-
ins there, hand outstretched.

z "The little man said it was harmless," Ann
.salid from her position of tewmporary safety down the
‘hali. "Why don't you shake hands —ith it?"

""hy don't youl" asked George.

"I'd a2s soon stick my handin a buzz saw," Ann
admittea. :

""hy doesn't it say or do somethingz?" Georze
wondered. "It just stands there waitins for some-
one to thrust his hand tc it."

"laybe i¥s waitin- for orders," suzgested Ann.
"Try it once. ‘aybe it peally works."

"That's what I'm afraid of."

"Please, master," the robot spoke at last.
‘Please shake my hand. ¥y circuits are frozen un-
t11l the act is comgleted.™

Georze shoved si_ns of Liife in his bloodshot
gyes at this. "You mean ycu can't move until some-
body shakes vour handi?t"

12



"That is rizht."

"That!s a  relief," breathed Georze. . ™I Hope
.you enjoy llIe there." Georze walked afay from the
servant and into the front room.

"Georgel™ Ann eAclaimed. "You can't ledve 1t
there like that. Te can't ewven closethe fIOnt door
with it standin_. thefe."

"Before I shake hands with that mobile ‘water
tank I'1ll build a new front docr."

"Then I'1l shake hands with himl" Ann ‘moved
over to the servant. Georze became horrified.

"Oh'no,don't do it, Ann! That thin will come
intco the hduse if you dol"

""ell, what's wrony with that? The little man
said it was harmless."

"You mean you trust that tinkertoyt"

"Well I adwmit it frightened me at rfirst," Ann
agreed. "But after 1listeniny to that Mr. Grimly
say it woculd.do the housework and all that, it bezan
to apreal to me. It's kind of cute once you zet
used to it."

"Who could get used to a thinz like that?"

"I 20t used to you, didn't I?" Ann asked. She
shook hards with the servant.

"Thak you very much, madam,” it said. "Now
would you please. zive me a name?"

Angp thouzht & moment. "I think ir. Tinkertoy
would be a nice namefor you. Yes, that's it. ™e'll
call you 'Tink' fcr short. Do you 1like yocur new
namg Mr. Tinkertoyi" ‘

"As a robot, I am incapable or likinz or dis-
liking,"™ the metal creature hoaTed "The name 1s

gqulte adequate." i

Geurze bezan to feel a 1little insane. "r.
.Tlnxertoy, u*h'

"I Jr,erc,eive that the fromt room could stand
cleanings," anncounced lr. Tinkertoy. i{day I bezin
nowi" -

"Ves, clean the front room by all medns,".hnn
8aid happrily. She was oezinninz to feel like a
chila wish a new toy at ¢ “istmastime. "The vacuum
cleaneris in the closet re, and s0 are the Just
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rags." .
"I have a bullt ia vacuum cleaaer thank you,"
informed the robos. A s0ft hum desan to sounda from
dr. Tiokervoy, anu it began, to roll back and forth
across tae room, pickinz-up dirty slasses and crum-
»led aevspapers as it weat. George watched doubt-
fully as it apgproached the remains of the three
vases he hau attempted tc juzzle the nizht beiore.
v, Tinzertoy reached the mess, stopped for a moment
$0 shovel %he shattered 01tb_1nto an opeains that
appeared in one side, ana thea ~vent on.

"Isn't it marvelous?" cooed Ann.

"Yo," said George, verv mugh noT cooin~. The
robot placidly vacuunmed by Georze's’ feet Georze
hastily withdrewto a different section of the room.

"Once I et the house clean," the robot informed
them, "I will ¥eep 1y cleaner .runniny gll of the
time and clean automatically as I go from room to
rocam ia tne course of my rezular duties.”

"That's marvelous, "e:o+a‘med Ann. George said
nothinz, ouz thoujht plenuy.

In the szace o a fev minutes the front roonm
was tilled and the rovot went on to the next room.
Even recrze was bezlaniny to be won over now. "I
want to see waat he does with the lawn," George
said. "Ir he .oes that, I =ill .personally oil his
joints Zoxr rim."

.Toney followed the tusy automaton from rocm to
room like excited children.; They watched it clean
the floor, sirai_htenthe furaiture, do the iGishes,
sake the pea, aust, anz aiszosze of tae waste —with
the efriciency of a4 ---- weil --- .2 machine. Taen
it went cutsice where "it trimmed the hedge, mowed
the iawn, reeded the .arden, and watered the flow-
ers. ”isqlr two nours after it nad started ~ith
the fron: roow, the rogos was Iinisned.

Tt it startea over azain.

Geor;e crotested, dut +the robot was adamant.
"I must Zeer ousyat all times novthat’ I have start-
ad. Unless you can skink of new duties for me %o
serfore, I shall coatiaue through the cycle of my
rexular gazia." An: s¢ the busy 1lifttle machine
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«ent, recieaninz the rooms, takins the cleaned dishes
from the cupboaras and washin, thea azain, mow the
lawn, tearin. the veds up and mazin, then St
search the jaruen ror veeds, water the still soz .y
flowers, trim the hedze aown ancther inch, and back
toc the Ifroat room azain to recommence the cycle.
Geor.e anu Ann pleaded "ith the roovot in vain. The
only thin; to do was to think up new duties forit.

So they thou_ ht.

Dininer helged out for a cougle hours. The car
.0t Jaxed once saa was put on the robot's list of
things ia the cycle. And then they found that she
rooot answerea Jdoorbells, tco.

It was tirs. Sodzeway, Ann's wmother. She had
brouzht herselr clear across the state for one cf
her monthly "surprise" visits, brinzinzy with her
several imagzgined 1lls andi her usual load of advice
for Ann oa hov to hanale Georze. Her latest sick-
ness was one which suprosedly aemnanded that she
limp slowly about with the aid of a cane.’ Always
the martyr, she hobbled painfully ug to0 the door
carrying her bag herself. 1Inside, Georje and Ann
were forcing down their *Paird Zianer, haviaz run
out or otvher things for lr. Ténkegt y'ﬁo A0
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rs. Socazeway ranz the . doorbell and prepared
her face in the lined manner necessar 1o poriray
her terriole suirerinz. Inside, Nr. Tinkertoy
stopred serving the table and went to ans~er the
door. I% is a credit to the Tobot's metal nerves
that 1% was not friszhtened by lirs. Sidzemay's sour
e.pression.- Mrs. Sodzeway, however, was not con-
structed of such.sturdy stuff. Her eyes widened iz
norror at the aluninum view before them. For the
first time in"her life, she developed a speech defect.
Gurzling hoarsely; she turned and ran from the house
- leaving her luziaze -and cane behind. Unperturbed,
iir. Tinkertoy colliected these items and returned to
the Pemb¥coks 7ithther. ""An aged female left these
items at the docr. I sufrosed that she delivered
taem-here for you. I was unable to discern a co-
nereant messaze, and the female left imxzediately."

Miothertl™" shrieked Aan, recoznizing the suit-
case, "Yhatv did you do to her?":

"Jothin:s at all,"assured the robot. "I merely
openea the aoor -and sneszedlately ¢eyosited these
itess and ran-away." e .

"Ok, poor Lotherin Ann gried, slumpin~ vack to
aer chai; and holdinz her head in her hands. George
locked ur at ir. Tinkertoy with his first sizn of
adisiration fcr the. robot.

"Where shall I set these artlcles?" Tinkertoy
asked.

"Set them dowd in the nall, Tink," George re-
plied hapspily, hypocrifically ‘soothin: Ann. “hen
Tink was gone from the room, Ana srapped her head
up e '

"That horrid thinz has to gol!" she whaispered
fiercely. "I%'ll drive all our friends away."

This sobered George a little. After all, it
Tas true taat peogle other than wmothers in law of-
ten rang the Pemdrook dcorbell, people.vhom George
liked very much. Witk Wr. Twﬂzertoy to answer the
00T, even the mos% lug 1 of those friends would
sease visiting the Pexmvrook household.. Besides,
there was the matter of the robois's work cycle.
In another wmonsh tae ~c¢li:e would be trimmed to the



“roots, the flowers washed oGt, aaa the rTugs 7orn
fTarough. Yes, sometning had to be done.

"But- what -can we do1" Georze askeld.

"I don't know," Ann admitted; "but ve've ot
to ac something!t® 2= :

dr. Tinkertoy returned to the rocm. -TAre you
ready for ‘desserb?" Georze and Ann looked sickly
at one another.. This had been their third dinaer
in five hours. - 3 :

"8§o thank vyou," Georze managed. "You may
collect the dishes anua wash them.™ U

Mr. Tinkertoy set out to Ao  this at once.
" Georze anu Ann retired to the scrupulously clean
front room to plot.

"Te can't order the thinz out," George whis-
rered. "It just won't zo."™ The whisperinz was
unaecessary, of course. Mr. Tinkertoy wouldn'st
have minaed in the least if he had heard. Somehow,
hovever, they couldn't brinz themselves to dis-
cussins it out loud.

"JMaybe we could beat it to pieces," Ann suz-
ested. .

George shook his 2aead. "I doubt 1it. That
thing's built to last. We'll just have to trick
it soie way." . '

"Oh, I sHould never have shaken hands with
the darn thinz,". Ann mourneds. -

' "Deon't blame ycurself. I should never have
bourht it in the. first place.”

"You couldn't help it; you didn't know what
you were doinz."

The two continued for a time, George blaming
himself, and Ann blaminz herself, and neither of
. thex contributiaz anything that mizht help.

.- "iaype we "could have him paint the house,"
George sugzested hogefully.  "That —~rould keep him
obusy for guite 2 7hile." -

"It's too late to dbuy paint tonizht. Besides,
it probably wvoa't rork at skilled lavor."

Otner su, . estions were put forvard, and re-
jectea for -one reascn' °r -ansciher. Both of them
sank iato leover de:tas t umexntiil aisery.
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Somen¢ George found half of a guart of scectch
Jat had veen left over from the nizht before, and
after-a Ifew urinks he vas feelinz a little vetver.
Yo Ddecame sO happy that he hardly cared when he
~oticed that the rooot had oJpened another bottle
»f hls eipensive car polish and was pouring it in-
~iscriminately onto the car. Aann mas so dejected
That she hardly noticea. that the rag the robot was
:sing to polish the car with was a skirt —hich had
teen put out on the line to ary, but which agrar-
ently had blown down.

The level of the liguor wemnt down steadily,
and more and more Gecrge vezan to feel at peace
writh the world in zeneral.

Brilliant ideas bezan to come into his head.

The last of the +whiskey disapreared just as
!Ir. Tinkertoy finished movin: the lam dowm to the
roots with his built in. mowin: apparatus, and was
startingin to pull up the vezetablesin the sarden.
0f course, the robot couldn't tell the iifference,
for dark had finally settled, and the rovot merely
thouzht he w7as pullin: -veeds. 1

Gecrze looked at Ann, returnians her sorrowful
gaze with a ;lassy stare that besroke of brilliant
scheuwes hatchin, in his ming.

Suuwuenly George staz_eredto his feet, his eyes
1it with inspiration as ell as <with alcohol.

"I'1l fix that hunk o' tin," ne was nuttering
under his breath ‘as ne sta:gered into the vedroom.

Suddenfear ror her husbana's life alarmed Ann
and sne asked, "What are you ioinz to do?"

Georze did not answer but entered the bedroom
and turned toward a huge antigue chiffonier that
decoratea cne corner of therocm. Thile Ann watched,
partly in anxiety and partly in curiosity, George
opened one oI the  arawvers3 and Jirunkenlv bezan to
sull out what at first zlance could aave been a
riece oI caraboard, sut which instead turned out %o
ve a mirror three feet -riie and seven feet lonsz.

Puzzlement vas oca Aan's face as 3he saw the
mwalicious .leam of anticipated revenze 3zinin. on
her husbands fagce 28 he turned to reenter the front
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room ¥ith the mirror. Almost 4id he slip and fall
t0 the flocr vefore he finally carried the mirrcr
safel,; intc the Iront room and set it azainst tae
wall.

"Nowl" Georze shouted, "call the blashted ir.
Tenk-#toy in, an' we'!'ll she whosh boss."

Georze stai.ered to the armchair and fellinto
it, a satisfied smirk playinz over nis face.

Uncertainly, Ann called the robot in, then she
lookea at her lastered husbanad t0 see what would
happen next.

"Yes master, you sent for me?" came the tinny
voice ¢f #r. Tinkertoy.

"iMisner Tinkertoy," sald George loudly, "you
aiun't clean this zcoom tnorou.hly. You left a pile
o1 jun<£ still in here. Lock over there." Georgze
puvinted toward the mirror uasteadily.

The zcbot turned ana luocked at the mirror, saw
his own 1imaze of tin lookin. ovack at him. "Yes
master, I see the pile of junk. Do you vish me to
aispgose of ite?"

Suudaen wonder shone on Ann's face at 7hat was
Lagrenin,, a rather surprised wonaer. "Yes," 3he
chirpea out. "Disgose ¢f it imzeuiatelvw."

Then a strange thin; hapgened, an iapossitle
thin,. The robot auvanced tovarua the mirror and
walked risht inte it. But the wirror didn't treak.
“r. Tinkertoy just disaspeared utteriy Ifrom their
si_ht!

The robot was tragied in the mirror! That, of
course, was tie only way that aniraze could be dis-
rosed of ——-

Tnere would be pixies for Georze in the morn-
in_, but Georze diaa't care. The pixies wvere per-
fect anzels alon_side of the robot.

George sank intoulissful slumber, and his wife
curled wp on his lap, her head snuz:zled cver his
manly shoulaer.

The day had oeen %00 much for her.

the end
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Fow tnat I have been cured of insanity, I sup-
+08e I should set down my°delusions for the benefit
of the medical profession. I am sure that my case
is uniyuein medical annals, for it oaffled the gsy-
~chiatrists for years. You see, I was hat is knom
ingsychiatric language as a "caranoic-scnigzorarenic"
7aich means that I had delusions ana hallucinations
tnat destroved reality comrletely. In %the avera~e
set of symptoms the delusions and hallucinafions
are not 1ladtin., aor are thev well orcanized. In
myv case .thev —were ooth. But that masn't wvhat really
bothered the medics; 7hat made me stand out was the
fact that mv insanitv possessed 'die in ‘spells —-—-- a
week in‘mv 2ream vorld aand a week of rationality,
&s regulecr as a wmetronome. In one world I was a
patient in 1 zospital for <ceranged minds, andin the
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other I was the ruler of a thousand planets. .

. My first'"spell" In the sanitarium came shortly
after.I arrivea. 1 7as worried ana frizhtened and
not alittle it curious about my news surroundings.
Then, suaaenly, I was apathetic to the +hole situ-
ation; I just uiun't care what happened. It was as
toou.h ‘I haa been drugrea. iy eyesizht dimmed and
Jatered. i

It mas thén that.I alssolved.

. iy whole body seemed to sliae down through my
clothes like water throu h“a tube. It was as though
I actually was water ana 7as being poured from one
glass to another, for I. materialized again in the
gilded sandalsa amnarch. I was Arlodar the Third,
Of the TIiith cycle of Klnrb, vlaster of the Fmplre
of a Thousanu Worids,

Arouna my head 8wirlea eauied of perfumed mu-
sic, ana below the dais the nobllity of the Fmpire
wanced, feasted, and loved %¥ith rila abandon.

Over me swelled the music of Guerre, the mas-
tex composer, mshing the painted walls of the throne
room, billovin: against the columns in crashing con-
figurations of sound. It was tne music of Fmpire
---my Empire! Now skirling like an imperial march,
nos attackin, some faraway vorld,row trampinz like
the myriad feet of my enaless victorious armies, row
retreatinz to 1lick its wounds and charsge azain.
Those sublime tones twisted, aivided, coiled like
the serpents on my diadem, thundering the might of
the Emgire to the ends of eternity.

.. Yet even there I mas unhappy, for I wvas cursed
~with. lunacy on that world too. And because I was
‘insane, I had been deemed unfit to rule actively.
I 7as but a gupget to the +ill of my regent, Fior.

From iy seat onthe highthrone I could see the
faces stretchinz in an unbroken, ever chanzinz mael-
stromto the farthest reaches of the hall. There was
Fior, resglencent in his thite silks, laucshing with
Guerre the vomposer. There hugging the wall were
the mournful delezates from a- rlapet onthe fringes
of the Empire come to offeY surrender and- fealty.
Ana there, oblivious to the rest danced Criede in

2l



the arms of o anenasome outlancder. Crieae, the prin-
cess I aesirex to warry. Yet I w7as not permitted
to minzle ith the happy throng, for I was a god-
kKing, and god ---especially an insane god --- does
not.mingle .ith his subjects.

.Slowly the bangyuet drew to a close, and finally
the farewells were all said and the guests gone.
Fior came mincing up +the hall to the throne, his
silken cape fiutterinz white in the gloom.

"Sire! You are ----- with us again. Are you
~tired, Majesty?"

"Tired enouzh. Give me your hand and helpr me
to my chambers. How lonz was I --- gone?"

"A week, sire, as always."

My mind twisted in azonyv. Alwmays a week! You
can never imazgine the strain of livinz alternately
in two worlds!

Aloud, I said, "I thought the banguet vent off
rather 7sell. The music was superb, dn't vouthink?"

"Your ma jesty should reward Guerre with some
trifle for his untiring labors to amuse you. Per-
haps an estatem some pleasure rlanet?" Fior'es tone
wmas deferential, tut his eyes watched me like slimy
jewels. :

"I don't think so," I said petulantly. "I will
give him something personal --- a jeveled cape ---
a slave irl --- I =w%ill think on 1t."

Tactfully Fior changed the subject,ut I knew
Guerre would z2et an estate no matter what I might
say., Guerre was a friend of Fior's.

] That nicht I slept poorly. A monarch always
sleeps poorly -- esgeciaily when the zirl he loves
feels oanly pity for him, and his regent plots for
the throne.

™itnthe wawn came several things. First, there
7as an ambassador from stillanother conguered ~orld.
Secondly, Fior came swmirkingin $0 announce the death
or one of my favorite youns lordlings in a dimen-
sional cruiser accicdent. "hen there are ~hole gal-
axles to be crossed at a speed faster than licht,
accidents are sure t0 crop up. But it seemed always
to happen to every trgg iriend I made.....



-Thiraly and most pleasing, Criede came in to
visit me. I always enjoyed her daily calls more
thananythinz elsein my unhappy life, for she broucght
joy in with her like a cloud of perfume.

. Thereis no vay I can descrive Criede. She was
capricious and fanciful, yét alwvays serious when I
Was. She was small and ethereal, with gentle, brom
eyes and. a wave in her hair that was constantly
s8li . in. over one eye. And the filmy zoms that
ere the style didn't hide her loveliness either.
To agolden prisoner whowas kKing, she was a goudess.

On that morning she flounced Into my study mer-
rily waving a reel of silvery wsire. "Look Arloedy."
(A favorite nickname of hers, ana the way she said
it made it souna like a melody) "I've got Mikkary's
newest fantasy for you! It just arrived."

I lost my zloomy mood in a hurry --- anybody
would .ith a lithe littlefairy like Criede dancing
around, setting wup the projector, brushing aside
welghty papers of state that mizht mean the fate of

«+0rlds and making me comfortable.

' All the while she talkeu on like a vardnil.
"You'll love +this one. I had HMikkary comgose it
'specially for you ---- put down those old papers
and watch it! Are you comfortable? Here, let me
set thatpgillos straizht. There! Neware you fixed?"

ikkary's fantasies were always good, for he
+as one of those fortunate inhabitants of Maldano,
the artists rorld. He lived in a ~orld of illusion
ana beauty, and his facile brain knew just how to
set it doun so that others mizht see it too. Yet
even ith scenes of exyuisite loveliness floating
before me, I looked more at OCriedec than at the
screen. Her veauty was wvhat I v7anted; her 1love
vas what Ireeded to buoy me up in a ~-orld of deceit
and false pomp. Yet she considered herself only a
friend, a kindly nurse ~hose chatterand smiles were
prompted more by pity for a sick man than by love.

It ras nearly midday before the reel was fin-
ished, ana I sas beginning to tire of the constant
inactivity, .hen Fior entered. He ras obviously in
haste, for he haa forzotten to smooth down his thin-
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ninz bleck bair, anc ris cape 28 arry. I turned,
,onderin” at the 1huru310n, but he 1wper10uslj mo-
tioned me to silence.” .

"idajesty --—- Sirel’ Tneré s been a revolt in
the binary system of . Ankor ———- reire alspatchlng
troops:mmedlatalj. I ve~anran*ed for you to revicw
thnem sithin the bhour. You snould sear your field
uniform and carry the Scimitar .of Justice. Furry!
The..reviea will be nela oefore "the .Hall of Empire
by the West wing. I must 20 to prepare."

With that he :as _one. “1t T3S like himto order
me around liike a common slave._ And " Lt *as like mc
to obey.
<< The Hall of Fmpire %o erb nea¢iy alone at the
sestern end 'of the great aemlclrcle that cowprises
the Imperial palace. It. 78.3 A maSalve, bark buil-
aing, filled :ithtae trqph ebtaken 1532 ny ~ancestors.
One ofito uniquefbatures 7as.the vast ‘roomin -hich
there sas amdel globe of every -orldinthe Fumpire.
These 3lobes had télevisor attachments. so -that it
Jas pos»ible to. see what actualIY‘”ent on. .in the
cities warked on the maps. ..

A revies of froops zoinzinto! the flele al-ays
thrllled -me, even ‘hen i s a-. childi, ¥y -heart
pounded -ithin me louder tbaﬁ thg sonorous roll of
the tunkuls grthe barbaric biaie of -spiral trumpet.
The legions marched past, a,,thredxn their ‘spark-
ling rreen metal: .mesh, sp‘ku, helmets tlashinz in
the sua's glare. The long. sinuous warch step made
my o1 levbitch to folloy CEQ flTh to’ conquer or
dic for the Empire. The ecusage "ot those hardened
veterans before ne raiscd wy gn]atent battie lust
ana left me ready toO ficht z nnouuand_Fiors and
their minions. I 7as no Ionger sfghidi™ .

But trust to Fior to clrcumvent m"' ;rath!  He
must have noted my.tiz ntenedl:rs and sqyarea shoul-
ders, for he boed sna bCL&ged]lyC a alave boy dur-
ing out. return to the serazlio-

The otoer aava of my sfavin that *ofld rassed
like aters of siac £ca tnrcubh my- hands. Thecre sas

§0 much t0 aoc —-y- 80 much t0 gopnder r--:iso-much to
Tear. Then eume that novxlble last’ momcnt, ——= the
24
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wnoient ~hen I saw the physicians' anxious faces 2nd
taoe .nite coverlets daissolving and running fogether

.into a.masa and then spilling out again to foram the
srey walls and iren bedstead of my room in the mad-
house.. 0ld Doctor "alters was sitting by my side.

"Well Professor Durmer, I ss¢ thdt you'ie a-—
iake."

iy eartnly name awoke strange chords =ithin
-me, tausins me to recall my life as a professor

of Enélish at a southsestern university. It didn'st
seen. important beside Fior's conspiracy.
© ®™Jh --- yes, Doctor, I'm back."
"That's fine, boy. Nos tell me just here
you've been."

-I must have stared at hiz rather strangely
for. a momeant, for his .rinkles coalesced into a
.smile. "You, yourself, used the word 'back' just
Nno.+. -~ "here did you go?l"
= + ] —s«—-w—-T must've been mixed up, Doctor. I
meant that ----" I 7rould be a fool to tell him
about Arlodar. anac the Fnmpire. I was sane enough
to remember. the things I'd read about people 7ith
daelusions of granaeur. The Napoleons and Caesars
of the maanouse. .

"You certainly -can tell me, Professor. I'm
your doctor, and I wmust.know the symptoms before
I can diagnose anﬁ prescribe."

. ;" -—— you'd think me r——-" It was then that
I recalled that. I . was alreddy Jjudged insane. I
goula say . mhat I Pleased, and nobody'!d think me

- any.crazier.  "I've been t0 a fplace where Earth

-doesntt exist," I btlurted. "To0 a capitol of a

. wizhty emgire —-- a land where I ~-- I ——="

T He. grinned uisarxin,ly at me frox under those

oushy browb of nis and saia, "I sup,08e you were
& king? I've always wanted to be able to retire
X0 'a land of my om,. too, ‘here I was king."

-‘That did it. iy mind wvas so tired and ang-
uished from' obeatin, against possitilities .that 1
.tolda nim-the ~hole Story: exactly wrhat Iive writ-
ten on tais pager- - Then 1 had finished, Le. rvsec,
stretched, and 1it nis pipe. . "You realize, doa't
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you, thzt that's a aream —orla --- an escape from
the cares of reality?"

"But it's so daetailed —-~--—- " s0 real. Look,
Doctor, I can rationalize as’ “ell as you can, but
that worla's as real as this one is to you."

"Perhaps you'd.better tell me about vour past
life --- everythinz." He chuckled zustily. "May-
be I can dig out your family skeleton."

' I told him what. I could recollect of my ra-
“ther hazy childhood memories. Ee looked grave
iThen I spoke of my constant feelinz of double ex-
istence, even .hen I .was ycunz. In my thirtieth
year, I saig, the spells had commenced, and I had
made a prize idiot of myself by insisting to my
frienas and colleagues that I really had been to
the Empire. The rest remains only as a sort of
painful chaosin;my wmind -~ the solicitous friends,
the little alienist with the thick zlasses, the
cool fingers of a nurse, and finally the grounds
of the Northiestern Hospital.

Now I, as Professor of English, had developed
a talent for redding what a student is writing no
ratter how he holds his paper. Upslde down on the
aoctor's note paa I  saw: "Definite paranoid lean-
ing -~- feelin: of .double existence -—- dissolves
~--~ apathy t6 this 7orld only during spells —-—-—
spells something new, .must investigate —----- w7ill
give tests as;sqon as possible. Talks well; no
difficulty in speaking ---" There was more, but I
diun't care. He had judged me a true lunatic, not
just a nervous breakdom as I had hoped. As far as
I knew, taere were-onlv very dubious cures for that
type of insanity. I mizht have to stay there the
reft of my life —- or at least every other Teek of
il ¥

On Tednesaay I @stested as Doctor Walters had
said I sould be. To be sure, that alienist in Al-
buyueryue had tested me too, but his tests were
ehildish compared to these. I had -ord-association
tests, board tests, colored block tests,and a dozen
others --- the results of rhich were tabulated and
compiled oy a cdmpetenE lookinz nurse.
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Thursday I spent in my cell, writing letters
to my friends. About two o'clock Docter Walters
came in, nis ever present pipe jammed in the corner
of his mouth.

"7ell, Michael --- do you mind if I call you
that? ---- Hor are you today? I hope those tests
didn't tire you."

"Wo, I'm fine. Ho7v did the results come out?"

He gave me a qyuizzical little smile. '"Surely
you must have read that the ratient should never
suspect that he isn't --- just ri ht."

My temper flared up. "Look here, Doctor, you're
treating me like a child! I think I'm rational e-
nough to kno. the dangers of broodinz! ---In fact
I'1l brooa more, if you don't tell mel™

His smile sofitenedand ridened untilit threat-
ened to make nim drop his pipe. "The tests showed
that you are as rational as I am, and your temper
Just nov was a symptom of a rational man. The only’
tninz about your case that isirrational is the re-
currence oI those fits --- fits in which you are a
perrect paranoid-schizophrenic. I may as well tell
you what you did while you vere 'gone'. You spent
the entire veek in such deep apathy that e force-
fed you to keep you alive. If you were a schizo,
youla always be in that state, and if you were a
paranoid, you'd shos up under examination. And that
8till doesn't explain those near comas of yours.
I'w stumped.”

He scratched his grizzled pate and tamped to-
baccointo his pipe. "Do you mind if I call in other
doctors?"

"T"hat can I do about it?"

"You mustn't take that attitude. If we're go-
ingtofind out what reallyis wrong with you, vou've
got to cooperate."

"O0.K., Doctor Malters, you call in as many =3
you like. I'll Go my vest to help."

He rose, still grinaning. "Alrizht sir, that's
settled. If you'll excuse me I'll leave you now.
There's a fellorin the next ward who's unhapry be-
caude he's Saint Peter zr he's lost thde key to the
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Pearly Gates. I made rim 3 'ke€y in the shop this
morming . " i El :

Still chucklia ,re -ent out. With Doctor Wal-
ters _one, time araggeu on my hands, I obtained a
fe: books from the livrafy and tried to read, but
even that pleasant occuyatlon pailed ana, T beuame
fi{oYole &%

As the days paSaed, I found in Ductor "alters
a true friend. He .as a strange little man --—- a
mind that-.ias like a-béacon , of' lizht in darkness
set :ithin a small, frail oody And his sense of
hunor and kindly unaerstanaln made ‘him seem like
one of the .seven cheeriul dzarfs:n the o0ld legend.
Our -talks Zresr-longer ana ]ﬁnger, each —rord- brin~~
ing us closer to»ether until I bezan-to think- that
‘my stay-in the- asylum ~abn’t so bad after “all. But
then I .;as mistaken. s et

Have you ever been in- a, madhouse? It's like
veinz in ‘a’ zoo =--= on the~ ron~ s¥de of the bars.
Fach curious visitor or" class- of students brouzht
me closer to a persecution complex.: They ~ere kind
‘to me, yes, but rith the same-kindness that vou micht

sive to animals in a petshop-—- kindneso that ran-
yles anda burais in the heart of a man ‘tho probably

wvas alot better off than some of 'his visitors.could
~ever nhope %to be. I hated beinz expected to perform,
to do tricks ‘like 4 ouppy! ~ Pt ' -

And the doctors rere ~Torse. "They 'came oy the
aogens aad sat in front of my cell d4nd took notes
and looked -ise. - Men who zculd have*oeen zlad to
converse ;ith mein any other ¢ifcumstances o= stood
infront of my door and ‘hispered.Tiselyamonz them-
selves. Perrormin, aoz! Trained,seal: "God, I was
on the verge of _ivin, them shat _they wanted --- a
sho; —=—=~ DY ouran 11n the -igot orie “ho set .foot
in my celil I Jasa_most *ilaly ® lad “hen Tuesday's
sun ceme 3rinniny vet -een the tetal,laftices of my
:indo v, foxr that was my day to "dissolve. Then let
the doctors have their field dzgl’ :

I wust heve slept, for 'hen I awakened, I saw
no zrey, concrete ceilin; out the 8ilken canories
of my bved in the p=lace. Tear mé sat Criede and
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Fior, both.waiving exgectuatly ior my return.

"Arlody, 2re 70u a,ﬁgr.(, nesr! It wag Criecdels
tinklin, voice. Her haax orushed the ha.r back fiuom
my eyes.

"Your. ma jesty," Fior s tone wes gulck, i:mer-
ious. ' "There is much to be done. Yo arz tu set
the _lobe of the nevly coaguered orii of Vapar:s wa
the Hall of the Thousand ¥erlds at noon, today-
After that, you must address the peopie from the
Eastern Portal. Then ~--" R

; "Tnat's enouzh! Arlody can't possibly do all
those things vhen he's just come back. He's' weak
yet." .. .

"I sas 1immensely zrateful for Criede's inter-
ventlon. A zreat aurae of love cro.;ded up inside
me. . "No, Flor, I aon't feel able to —--"

“Your Majesty forgets that you are expected to

4o all these t“z;gs, no nxster what the condition

_of the dody." Filor's voice mas oiled stecl. "“That
is the duty of "a monarch Come, you mustarige ao -V
"It was his ":ill that finally triumphed. I a-

*‘rose and, attiredin my rotus of .olden scales, fol-
04 -



lo./ec hiw tvo the Hall cf the ;dousan” "orlds.

The insiue of +..e hall -zas a wvast darkness,
illuminatea only oy tiie softzlo -~ of the rorld glabes.
Avove my head soared tae columns of the God kings,
the historv of a kias ofthe Fiapire carved on every
one of them. Stretchiny orff into the vari-colored
ooscurity ro. after ro: of monoliths ——- {70 thou-
sanc forty eight, each one recordiaz the hopes and
..fears, the joys ana sorro.:s,;ars and lulls, revolts
and marriages,:- and the myriad things that a mon-
arch must see to —- recording all thinrs since the
aiscovery of space travel ana the start of the Em-
pire in dii antijuity. -—-- the rirst columns crude
and black ana nearlyillezible, and the iecent ones
ornate and magnificent /ith pizments yet undimmed
by centuries. Scdttered among these pillars rvere
the orlua jloves, some restinz upon the green ped-
estal of peaceful conyuest, some upon the scarlet
peaestal orf war. There,at the far enud of the Hall,
3toou the base i0x the ae.est zlobe, a globe depilc-
tin, a4 .orla t.enty seven li_ht years a.ay ieached
only by dimensional ¢ruiser. A great cro.:d had zga-
thered, silent and apectre—like in the darkness,
to .atch me set the Fmpire s nesest acyuisition on
its peaestal.

All was silent. Then slowrly, music came -af-
tiny bet.ieenthe colored dlobs of light, s0 soft as
to seem almost a mewmory. In the distance, dark and
echoinz, augeared two slivers of brlzhtest fire.
These resolved themselves into t70 boys carrying
atoiic toxches —- symoolizing the’ 1ijat of discov-
ery No - the music gres louder, stronger, and de-
came the. Imperial War Chant carried on the -oices
of solalers of the legion. Bet reen the shado-r col-
umns Cale o COoLpany oftmoopa, sin~ing ith the luat
and arrogance of -youth. - ¥ollo'ing them care the
lords and officers of <£he cmpire,.:res:lendent in
their royal wvar dress. Plumed zanda. crested helmets,
flamboyvant capes e..crustea ‘1th jerels, silks and
brizht fabrics nasr-hiainzthe cool glitter of vap—
lon armor. Paintca an. tassled, gilded and inlaid,
and theilr faces reflcectin: the kno:ledge of porer,
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colu and cruel ith axrogance. False pomp! To the
modb they .ere deml_ods, out I knes them vetter!

Then I .alked, alone, in the midst of opales-
cent miststo set the glove of Vanarr upon its red-
estal. Dimly at first andthen rith zatherins force,
it 410 .ea ruaay golu. Oa its smooth surface I sax
the outlines of cities, caaals, hizh.ays, seas, ad
aeserts, ana in my mina I sas the people of that
fara.say sphere, working and ;layiaz, lauzhinz ana
cryingz, young ones vorn and eldaers uead, and the
youn, men .sith their s eethearts beneath golaen
skies, I .as s0rry then that my armies had taken
that .orlu, sorry that I nada literally placea ano-
ther jewel in my crom, sorry for those people of
Nanarr. In a mighty Empire there is al.ays corrup-
tion, al.;ays cruel masters. UNos the men of that
~orla roulu slave for sadistic overseers, and the
women .roulu be concubines for the pleasure of lust-
ful officers. If only I wm=s strong! If only I
could cowxand that sas rightfully mine!

Lony after the ceremony 7as over I stood by
Nanarr dreamin: of the happiness I could zive its
reorle, if only I coula zather courage to overthros
Fior. But I knes that no one .sho knew of my reak-—
ness anu insanivy wsoula aid me in overthrosins my
rezent. Mo executioner rould obey my order to kill
him. Iio man rould help me kidnap him. UYor could
I tell myself that Fior 7asn't real, that the Empire
Jasn't real, for it existed. The metal scales of
my rove chinked reassuringly against my bdvreast.
Coula my diseased mind imagine them -- imazine the
Hall ana the coluwns, even -imazine the zlyphs cut
into stone?

A footstep vehind me .oke me from my revery.
It was Criede. She .jas Impossibly lovely, her zlor-
ious body reflecting Nanarr's zolden glo-.

"What's the matter, Arlody?" Her arm sent a-—
round my shouluer and her dear, bro.n eyves looked
into mine. "Fior's havin: fits because you're late
for that speech. "e must zo."

I aon't kno: shy I uis it. I sudaenly siezed
her by the shoulaers ana kissed her .ith a passion
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that beliieu my weak noture. God, hos I santed her,
lovex heri I let. ner . o,aoa.she . 3tepged back, still
faintly smilin,, her ¢1pq trembling a little bit.,
"You shoulan't have done thak,. Ar10wY,“ she
breathed. Then she furned and fled. .
I tsisted blinaly and sat GO0 m~upon. the pede—
stal of one of the jorlds. She pitied me! She as

my rfriend ---—- like she was the. firiend of little
childrean anda small animals. ...She di¢n't vant my
kisses —--- my love. I thlnk I ould have ki}led

myself if I'd had my dagger, but I only =ept.

It wmas there that Fior found me, my OlOuheS
disordered, my helmet fallen to the ground. :

"Arlodar! What's happened to .you?. Have you
been attacked?" I turned my tearful face to him in
sudaen anger, anu he stepped back.

"Are youinsane? Speak to me,-you fooliah. mad-
man, or by God ---"

If hemmd said another ord I-yould have s‘rung
at him, but then he noticed the smear of 11p rousge
on my face. His 1ips tisted in a sneer. QO' You
have- found. that it is not yours to takel" ...

I couldn't think --- only instinct led me. I
must have blubbcrea somethingz about Griede, for the
nexzt thing I knews Fior had siezed me 'by a1y -tunic
and as ahak*n* me fiercelv.

"You-—--you insane baby! Criede is a. princess
of Janguu, and .7e made a treaty :ith herfather -hen
7e took his orld that ~e -ould grant complcte im-
munity to his family-and retainers! Do yeu unacr-
stam. met" A

I strug: led loose and otumbleu tofaw'rqoms.
Wo. I knes sere I stooda! Nor I knew that-I w7as:on
. false ground:. Here -too, I ijas the performin* pup—
ret. Oh _oa, I .Lanted to die.  §

Even the sanctity of mytﬁdroom 7as aisturoed
for Fior came there.

"Listen, Arlodar, you have:aﬁ‘spccch to. nake,
ana, oy Hcgan, you are zoin- to-'do it.. Get up and
change your c-orncs. Quick!"

He dion'c cven call me ™ aJcsty"any more. In-
stead, ne strucr me 1th the flat of his s:ord and
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cuised me soundly.

The roras of the speech were bitter in ny mouth.
I Jasthe Imgperial God king again,; mizuly and o.mi-
potent. If they only knew: The pojuliace ¢vc?d me,
for vhey thouiht mec the actual ruvler Fi,r vlayed
up ¢ the pecople in my name, yet alrmays irying to
make n'msclf as conspicuous as gussidble.

Wish the speech over aind the applauss dons, I
Jas onee more the royald prisuner. I beav a nacty
retr3at (L iy roem, and once thare, buried my face
in tl.e coverlets and septv liks a zarl.

You ho read this will $think me a coraxd, a
craven tc .ccep, to Surrender alsays to Fior, to al-
#ays be airaia. But, zod, hc; can you 7ho are sanc
kno. the horror of btein, torn alternatecly bei-een
t 0 Jorlds, never kno.ing which 7as reality, weak-
ened by years of jorry and frustration. Hoz can you
know?

The remaining aays of that week in the Empire
ariited by 1like shadorss ia the nisht, for I can't
remeabetr a sinzle thing that occurrsd. I was left
alone, utterly alone. Criede no longer came, and
Fior cew=nded nothing of me. I was the forgotten
king.

I as actually relieved to find myself disin-
tegraciag anu slipgins ao.n throush my bed into the
small cell inthe asylum. Several doctors rere lean-
ng cver we satching myasakening and jotting notes.

“Heoo do you feel?" asked one.
""here's Doctur Malters? Please bring him to

e

me."

Somevody got up and ‘ent out, and soon Doctor
Walters was bendins over me.

"“fichael, do youfeel sell enouzh to answer the
questions orf *these gentlement"

"I'm all rizht,» I lied. *Let's go."

I sort list allthe things they asked me, for
tnat J/ouldtake more space than I care to zive. Let
it suffice thatit s rorse by far {than any ingui-
sition, more rigovous than any rack..

~Yhenthe visitinz doctors had{finally gone, old
Doctor ™alters sti1ll sat at the foot of the bed.
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MIf I'a peenin your place, Michael, I rouldn't
have tolc them about vour troubles ‘ith Criede and
Fior. Northey re certain ~ou're a paranoid~oc 2lzc-
Fhrenic. Thev may recomuend shock treatment

"Shock treatment: Flectrical shock treatment?
But, goou grief, I--- I'm not that bad--- you won't
let them, ——-'"

"There isn't much I'd be able to do about it.
That ti, fello: with the bala head 1s director of
this blace, and his word goes."

"THen you're not certaln that I'm a —— a par-
anoid-schizuphrenic?”

'"No," he arogiped his pipe and stooped to pick
it up. "o, I'm not. I aon‘t know wthat you are ———
psycniatzically speakinz. But I do kno.: that rizht
no . you're as sane a8 I am. It's those fits that
puzzle me --- your alternate .7eeks of rationality.
I aon't kno.."

ATter he left, the old "monkey in the zoo"
feelin_ returned, ana I began to rage at my fate.
I also began to aread. What /ould hapren if Fior
tired of me as a fizurehead and murdered me J7hile
I lay helpless in my coma? Was I sane or mad? My
thouzhts: became chaotic, and finally I slept.

Several days passed rthich aren't of any impor-
tarice ——~—- s0 little do they matter, that I can't
cven recall /hat I did in the interim.

_ One afternoon, Saturday to be exzact, Docter
™Malters came hurryins in <tith bad news. Very bad
ners! The uirector andthe consultinz psychiatrists
had decidedthat I only seemed rational and that the
shock treatment should be given a chance to bring
' me back to sanity.

" Dpctor Talters sas almost in tears -ith zapol-
0z ies a8 he led me into the treatment room. It as
"a small rlace, painted. one dull, nameless color,
. and windowless. It ras occupied “y a zreat deal of
terrifying;apparatus and a lonz, pollsned takle
iith SETaps. - Too frizntened to resist, I allored the
stroazest man I nave ever seen o strap me in place
anad woisten my 3tvewples. This wman, I learned, =s
" a male nurse Jho ..as %o keep me from treaking my
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bones in case convulsions ensued. Shiningélectrodes
Jere Llaced on mytemplies,ane I couid hear confused
murxuring oehind reas dials were checkedand equiyp -
ment tested Have you ever been on & vauk? If so;

you kno; that borrible moment of a.ticization jusﬁ
before the torturcers begian to ti hten the 7indlass

; From a distance I heard Doctor alters' wice.
"Look, ilichael,wen you get back, se'll finish that
hana of rummy. You .ere ten ceﬁta ahead, remembert"

With that he pullea the switch. :

Lizht exploded in my eyes, blinding me; then
came darkness and a sound so dcep-as to be almost
a vibration. The universe reeled. on its fundament
like a madaened thing,and I felt myself spiralling
domn into the depths of existence. Chaos.

Lizht masin my eyes. T.jo blurry white streaks
lay on an even shiter surface. One of them moved,
and ny eyes follo.ed it-languidlyu Siodly my vis-
ion focused, and I sa: that the white streaks .ere
my arms lying cao rilxen coverletae -

Silken cove;ibus. '
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I asze arledar: 7 nad brokszsn the cycle!
Then T sciffesner. for I b2asd TFilox's bily
)

whining voics som.ithere avove w2 He nas sayl

"A1l righv, theu, you inink of a beite: piaue
to meet! Afver ali, ae re vy of ths kKiag:s loyal
subjects watching over him while hels ill. Theve's

0o better place in thie patace. ¥
' I didn®tlike the way he saxd rioye. subjacish
r the evil laughthat follosed his wonde---a Lau
in +hich the other man Jeinaed. \

Then I ¢id something very foolish: I eat p 1in
bed and called his name

He seemed wore angry Lar surpriszd #izlodar
Yh---How did you get here? Youiie two days o&fly:"

He stood directly in front of me, Yliocking my
views of the room with his bulky chesity.' > I heaxrd
fuctsteps yuietly receding acress Hreificuwr, aud the
door clicked shut behind thema

*Fior! ™ho was that man%? "hat wes h2 doing
here? ————= I command you to tell me -vhay vou vere
doing here in my bedroomi"

His smile deepened tecaue, aadictvcv "I yegret
to inform your ‘majesty'," he parronbd,.'uhdt your
poor servant isn't zoinz to tell you 7L that man
was. o shut up and get Lo your feets Hor did you
set here! Yhat dia you hear just now? Epeck, damn
you, or Ifll —--"

One pertion of my miad remainad ravional aad
clear but the other part cliouded withanger 1 don't
remember ~hat I saidto hix, cob T kncw shat e drew
his srord and struck me a jleacing bluw coxess the
face. lly feet became’ unstautv,ﬁﬁu Ltelt wsim bicod
coursinz aom my cheeks, oluud mingled Jith Lears

cf rage.

I reached blindly out u?ine m;vns tuatv theeat-
ened to envelope me and s3cuck Jisl a'l uwy forse,
'y fist collided with flabby juwls asd Eior bleated
'ith pain. I sank into unconsclousELSs.

There was & rTed Siare ateut me. a. zlare that
warkened now wnithien asthoura a snelon had cirossed
*yvisios. I"ov ecmetnin. coor gas laid uvn wy buraing
cheeks, aud &e sufZoc.ting cdor of anti1e8ptic flood—
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Cuw Wy notriis

Awakening cavc suadaszn'y. Huart
of soft fingers. I Ttlaiiad ovs wil
woman's wrist within my gresp-

It was Criede! ) '

"erlidy,% her. tone carried  a 1orid-of pivy.
"Arlody. wno hurt you?®

I cwld oaLr gasp, "FioriV | y

"I theught solt Lher eyes eparkled anzrily for
a second. M"Inat's why I haa a trusted guard beliing
you here, to tae Hall of the Thousand Worlds. Tnis
isthe last place cnthe glanet that Fior 7ill think
of looking. He's busy now, searching the Publlic
Counseling Rcoms--- a servant of mine informed him
that you iere planning to escape that way."

She rose and paced the floor with luag, tiger-
ish strides that made me wonder if this -wvas the same
Criede I had known most of my life.

With the aid of the pedestal of the red world
under thich I lay I managed to stagzer to vy feet.
"Criede, listen, you've zot to hide me for a wsek
or so. Send your servants to the city vsith news of
Fior's revolt, and let the people do ithe rest. —-—-
They love me ---- won't stand for +treachery, for
they're taught that I'm the one who zives them food
and entertainment. Can you do that?"

Criede nodaed her brosn curls. "I'1l do it.
--- Arlody! Are you soiny to faint again? ' Listen
to me, I have coanections .ith the reptilian sorla
of Ssar, connections /hich ---*

Her voice droned on and on, but I aidn’t not-
ice, for the vorld was crawling hazily around my
pajama cuffs. Then came that confused melting and
pouring that I knew so well.

Doctor Malters sat onthe fcot of my bed, pipe
smoke eddying about his head. "Michael, ihere have
you been? The shock treatment .thresr you into the
Empire didn't it?® :

"Doctor «-——- You've zot %o chainge me back to
Arlodar immediately! I nave t. get back there; I
may be killed! Tou must hzslp me:" _

"Control voursels, ifichael," hisface was kind-
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1y, btut there aas a worried expression that didn't
« lonz there. "You mustn't mant to return to your
d-eam-orla. That's a2 sy ptom oF irratiomality."

"Listen to wume," I strilied frantically. "If
you don't send me back there rizhi now, Fior's zo-
inz to kill me! XILL'MF, VYCU KEFAR? For god's szke,
shock me agalin ——— anythingl ~ It means my lifel"

I must have become hysSerical, for those kindly
old eves filled the universe to bursting. In the
dix distance I heard nysell screaming incoherencies
and Doctor Walters' voice callinz for restraints.

The next thing I knew I was wTrapped up like a
mummy In blankets in some®sort of bath. But my mind
sushed fearfully back to the Empire to d7ell on my
fate there. Would Fior find m&? Had Criede suc-—
ceeded? What would happen if Fior killed my Ytody
there? Buffetin, against ‘fears and doubts until I
could stand no more! Sl :

But I can see no purpose in recording all of
those inanumerable mental tortures, for that .was the
last time I ever saw my dreamworld. Thank God I'm
cured new. It is wonderful to bhave that wunited
feeling that most men never miss. I won't bother
to descrite the method used to cure me, for others
who unaerstand it have placed it before the public
in far better form than I could muster. Let it suf-
fice simply that it changed much of the structure
of my brain by means of radiation, leaving me as
normal as the next man. -

It -7as Criede who turned the tide of my life.
You see, she hid me and contacted the reptilian
scientists of Ssar, bargaining with them for their
jealously guarded radiation tredtment. Fior's plot
is quashed now, and he is dead, causAft Ty .the mad-
dened populacein a revolution thzt —rote a page of
history trat will shine -orever. The revolt is fi-
nally over, and I az rulingz witk full power of Em-
Forer. ——-But not ruling alone even now, for Imlmve
a queen wao has found that she loves me deeply. I
amr truly happy now.

My aream world is no more.

the end

-
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An infinitely vague sensation bezan to pene-
trate ever so slowly throuzh the outlines of the
system cof thouzht patterns which were the Iirst
indications to the bein_ that he existed. The being
was aware of an almost fleasant sensation that re-
sembled an indefinite massaging metion over the
tenuous bvorders of his tody, as of its purpose to
wake him from some deep and everlasting sleep. He
became aware that this force was slowly increasing
inintensity, that he was slowly becoming more con-—
scious of his inmediate environment. The sensations
integrated themselves into more aefinite patterns,
resolved into the more distinct motions of tiay
particles of matter. He became aware of an inner
self, of a true consciousness within him, to become
aware of the limits of his own body, if in his pre-—
sent state he could be thousht of as possessing a
vody. _

Then the bYeing began to be aware of another
sensation,.that of a movexent of his owm self, as
of a stirring into wakefulness from his long sleegp.
The motion was entirely involuntary,tut the dability
to proauce voluntary motion was within him, having
come to him from nothingness. He exerted this new
power,and was at once aware of the now indubitabie
fact that his body was composed of the same tiny
particles whose motion Le could still daistinctly
feel as the everpresent feeling of pleasant massag-
ing, the same which h3d awakened him.

He next became aware of the alier substance
near him; very close it was, so close that he was
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touchinz it. Thris new sulstance was acy rade of
the same tiny particles tuat composed nimself, nor
w38 1t sossessed with life, assumnin:g for the momens
that he did have that uncertain, nebulous rroperty.
Hard and smooththis new thin: seemed, yet the being
felt a sense of definite and compelling attraction
tQ this substance. He exerted his recently found
power of motion,and the tiny particles of which he
was couposed began to 1ift themselves against some
incomprehen sible opposing force and move over %o
the hard thing, clinging tightly toit for suprort.
Cther of the particles explored this new object to
its extremities. Further exploration of the moving
particles found other pieces of this hard substance
wear the first one. The being experienced a sudden
desireto attach every particle of his to these new
objects. One moving string of particles came upon
a larger plece of the hard substance, and in ex-
ploring found several holes leading to0 an empty ca-
vity within. As if the being new the meaning of
this object instinctively, the narrow train of his
particles continued in a never ending stream until
the cavity was filled.

A new sensation began to filter slowly into
the thoushts of the being, an entirely new, vyet
somehowfamiliar sensation, one which he recognized
as beneficial to his further progress. He could
see! He knew instinctively that it was through two
of the holesin the larger object which he was see-
inz. He looked out upon the strangefield of vision
which was presented to him, and saw for the first
time an actual view of the small particles which
vere flying throush the air —ith amazinz rapidity.
"hese, e knew, were not his own particles, but were
the source of the massaging force to. which he owed
his awakening. The concentration of these particles
prevented his vision from extendinz a very greatd
alstance, but this did 20t bother him greatly. The
wa3rticles of his vedyinside the large-cavity clung
tightly to theinside surface and 1myarted a solld—
4%y . to his bein, aion: 7ith a ¢ef1ni e attachment
%0 the smooth s0lil objsct —izhi hlcn he was en-—
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casec, eaaolin, him to turn this ok ject and hence
See in other directions as well. He saw the sur-
face ugon which he was lying, discoverinz -vithout
surprise that the surface was composed or the saue
tiny particles which were flying in concentration
throuzhh the srace above the surface. A different
movement cauzht his attention then, and he saw the
strin, of particles which he krnew to be himself,
moving along the surface toward the lighter cclored
hara and smooth objects. Mot satisfied with merely
covering the things with a thin layer of particles,
the beinzfelt the necessity of projecting his whole
body in even distribution over every piece of the
strange substance.

For hours this process continued until every
lastgrain of his original body clung to the objects.
As each new piece of the .substance acquired the
proper amount of particles that was needed, that
plece became gifted with an Integrated motion. The
motion instinctively caused the being to draw the
various parts together to form a single piece, and
the ‘part which could see directed this jolning of
the various parts into a coordinated and efficilent
unit which he knew by instinct to be proper. The
various parts, then, became joined together, and
the particles that clunz to one piece be.ame cem—
ented by a strange force to the particles clinzing
to the adjoining piece.

Now the beinz was a sinzle unit, no longer a
nebulous mass of tiny particles. Almost suddenly
he was aware of other powers and sensations. Sound
beganto reachhis sensations, a weird howlinz sound,
a sound which he knew came from the viclent motion
of the particles above him. At the same time he was
aware of an inherent power of producing a sound,
and experimentally he tried this power, producing
a strange whisperins sound. He moved the various
barts of the obody he had manufactured himself into,
and at the same time words came to Lkis thoughts.
These tiny particles which he was made. of and which
was practically the only thing in sight, he called
1t sand. The hard taings <o wnich he now clung he
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called bones. .That part of . himself from which he
could see and hear, he called his head. FExerting
several newly founu pewers of motion, he sat up,
explorin; his Dody, ziving the names of arms and
legs to his various 1izbs eutomatically. This sur-
face upon whichle fount himself he cailed the world.

Inthis way the veing. gave names to everything
that he saw, not stopping to wonder where these
names were conincg from. He rose to his feet, call-
ing himself by the name of man. He was a man made
of sand. He began walking, movinzs one leg forward
and then the other, moving slowly 1in this process
at first. 4s he Dbecame familiar with this method
of motion, he moved faster. He did not know where
he was zoing, but he seemed to be determined to move
in one certain direction, or did he knowthe reason
for this determination. He could only see a few of
nis armlengths to tke front of him, for the concen-
tration of sand particlesbeforehis eyes was great.

‘How lonz he walked thus he did not know, for
as yet he had no standards of time to couant by. .He
slowly became aware of a darkeninz of the space
around him. This effect was not distinctively no-
ticable for a 1long time, but ever darker it crev
until it was so completely dark that he was unable
to see. However his movement haa gathered strencth
and momentum dorn of inner conviction, such that he
continuea to walk through the night as though the
darkness had no effect on him.

With the cominz of. lizht once more, he began
to be aware of the presence of-something different
from what he had _seen beforé. The sound reaching
his hearing oenoes was slizhtiy changed. from the .
incessaant howlinz to g slicntl" different tone, as
thouczh the wind was now olov‘q; azainst other things
than particles of sand. Abead of Eim he could just
make out the dim outiines of straqse'thingé. In
many ways he thouzhs :hej resemcled the surfiace he
was walking over, butv this new suriface was upright
and more solia 100'1;:. At the gzawme instant that
he saw these taincs, he founi $hat he had stepned
onto a harder suriace %than he- had Yeen travelins
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"over. thus- far.

"He advaaced ulonly now, for fear of missing

~something whick might present 1itself, and as he

~looked forward again “he saw several more of the up—
rignt surfaces. They seemed to be in grcoups of
four walls connected at the corners to form a sort
of shelter from the sand and wind. He found oda
indentatibns inthe surfaces of many of these walls.
~Some of the breaks were transparent looking, tut Le

- Was not close enocushto see the details of what was
Qa the other side or these windows.

Walking slowly throuzh the strange assortment
of uprignt enclosures, he seemed to be hesitant in
his step, as though uncertaln as to what to conclude
from all of these sizhts. No movemernt cculd he see
save the omnipresent swirling mistiness of the fly-
in, particles of sand. _

He was surprised, then, by the sight of afigure
emerging from one of the enclosures. He watched as

" this newthing ran with bowed head toward one of the
other enclosures. The man of sand saw that the
running figure was shaped exactly like he was!

He ran after the runningfigure. But the other
disapgeared into the enclosure toward which he had
run. The being storced and looked “vith puzzlemens
at the strange indentation in the side of the wall
and wondered how the man had entered,

He raised his hand and struck the door a sharp
blow, and .a loud sharp sound reached his senses.
He heard a dull tapping sound on the other side of
the wall that :ot louder as it approached, and the
a0o0r opened.

e As he saw the inside for the 7first time, a
vhole new strinz of sensations were presented te
his si:nts. Here were colers and strange lookKing
.Objects which he had never before seen, and yet they
looked almest familiar. He also saw the other thing
shagea 1ike him standinc in the doorway, tut he -Jon-
dered wny tha%t other thing shrank back away from
bim. Ee saw tae uzan's eyes, and kanew that trese
were th€ talags valch the man could sec out of. He
entered throu h tne open oor and saw two others of
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these forms that were shaped like him. He saw that
they hac stranzely colored objects surrounding the
bodies, and Va;uely he wondered whythey had covered
themaelves s0. He then noticed that their skin was
of a aifferent color than his was, and he also won-
aered why %this was so. ©So many of these strange
things aid he see all at one time that he found
himself conrfused with his own sensations. Why did
these men scream so loudly when they looked at him
and why did they shrink away from him? ™hat were
they saying to one another? He sensed a hopeless
feeling that he could almost understand their noises,
but not yuite.

As he stood there in indecision, he saw that
one of the men hadtaken up a strange loox1n~ object
with a hoclein one end and was p01nt1ngtbe end with
the hole in it toward him. A sharp sound followed,
and he felt the vague sensation of a piece of sand
bein; torn away from him. The sand man advanced
toward the man who had shot at him, and he was sur-
rrised to see the man run into the corner wildly
and sink to the floor, letting out shrill cries all
the while.

A feeling of intense danger came over the sand
man, and he stopped his advance toward the frichtened
man-thing. Startled for an instant by the feeling,
he loocked down at his hands. He rubbed two of his
fingers together and was appralled to see particles
of his precious sand roll off and fall dowmward.
As he looked at the rest of his body, he saw that
small grains of sand were looseninr themselves and
falilinz to the floor. Witk a sudden instinctive
povement, ke turned and leaped outside, almost crumb-
linz in the effort. The instant the sandstorm hit
him he felt ovetter. He rubbed -his fingers together
azain, but this time no rarticles of sand fell. He
decided he would not return to the inside of the
enclosures again, for a menace lurked inside which
misht destroy him i ke lingered tooc lonz. He knew
nor tnat in orier %o cortinue his existence he had
to stay out 1in *tze gaadstorw due to some unknom
clrcuustance o iz creation. By the storm had h
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veen ercated, and by the stoim would he live.

Qutside in the storm, he bégan to walk once
more. Aimless he was now as he left the small vil-
lage behina. Soon he was once more out of sizht of
everythinz but sand and wind and desert. He was
out in his native element.

The rest of the day he walked, never tiring
never stopping, never slowing, never changing his
dairection.

Withthe slow uncertain cominz of the dusk, the
storm began to become more guiet than it had bveen,
and he was azain aware of the terrible danser that
he had already experienced. Slowly the wvind died,
until finally it was silent, and not a particle of
sand stirred from the desert floor. He locked do'mn
at his hands andi rubbed his fingers together, wmatch-
inz with strange fascination as the sand particles
rolled off. For a 1lonz time he stood still, con-
templating this. He took.a step forward and a large
chunk of the sand fell from his upger leg, and it
crumbled into the obscurity offered by the ground.
The whiteness of the bone shone throuzh the place
there the sand had fallen from.

All over his body, the gralns of sand began to
crumble orff, and his every movement hastened this
grocess. He shook with an unnaméd semotion, and the
sand, no longer under his control, fell Trom the
bones which had beentheir support. The bones then-
selves fell apart,and the beins fell to the ground.
Frantically he tried to control hls once strong
powers over the sand prarticles that had comgosed
his: body, but his efiorts were or no use now. His
sensations of sizhtand hearing had now disappeared
completely, and the beinz felt all thouszht slipring
inexorably away from him.

At last he lay setill, waitinz for the last
thread of thouzht to leave him, knowvinz that his
aay had come and gone. And as the dusk deepened
into complete blackness, the stillness of the decsert
floor revealed +that the last hope, the, last dim
Loint of consciousness of the bein: of sandird come
tc an end. :

-==the end——-
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Professor Ames was in trouble. He had nothing
to do. Andfor him to have nothing to do could lead
to disastrous conseguences, such as starting himto
tork on some fiendish invention. His mind was in
the proper emotional state for some of thesefiendish
ideas to start up. He was seated i his study, hand
onhis black veard, his eyes wandering overthe ceil-
ing, seekinz inspiration. Inspiration never had
fiailed himzm bpefore, and it would not fail him now.

The teleghone rang. Languidly, Sues reached
over %o one siae and picked up the receiver, drag:ed
it into position, and said "Hello"™ invo one end.

An excited voice answered. It was Professor
Toup, and he was as excited as an inventor with a
new revolutionizins zadzet about to reach comple-
tion. Ia fact, that was exactly the case with Toup.
Ames promised to go right over to his fellow mad
scientist's laboratory.

Later the two were together in a compact little
cell, examining: the masses of machinery that sur-
rounded then.

"You see," Professor Toup was explaining, "what
the princigle vehind this engine is, now? The canm
jocket coillides with the garlonuhaFt hcre, causing
the pnluskin swagwheel to propellate the zimblebelt.
Perfectly clear so far, rizht? Now. This whalfurrel
fliagserator percotraces into the excoriocsis of the
digliaurge causiaz the thalameratrixor %o shimbort-
letate this vishordle. VYou follow so far?t"

"Oh perfectly," Ames'. voice was bland.

"Now here is tae daifficulty, -one which I have
found sofar to be somewaat insuperable. The obvious
curposefor walch I have consiructed this eazine was
0 propell spaceshipgs. But I can't figure out howr
t9 do it. Thinx of the lory %hat would be ours if
we should construct and successfully Zly the first
ship into spacel"”
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"Oh you wouldn't zive me any of the credit,
would you? After all, it is your ensine.”

Professor Toup looked reassurinzlyatbt his friend.
"To tell the truth, my friend, I could certainly
‘share the .credit with no one else, for not only can
no one elise solve my- problem, but no one else has
even veen able tc¢ understand the workianzs of the
enzine, or even its most basic principles. Everyone
else tells me that the enzine won't even work, and
what's worse, they call me a crackpotl 1 say pkooey
to the common populace who are unable to understand
the workings of sreat.minds.”

"Ana I say phooey also," .chimed in Ames.

"But to work," Toup chirped. "I'm so excited
at the prospect of space travel that-I can barely
contain myself. Do you have any iaeas?"

"Sgace, ah space," chanted Ames, "ah space,
where is thy secret?"

"My sentiments exactly"” rejoined Professor Toup.

For the next nalf hour; the two examined the
ene ine, Toup explaining the smaller details in greater
lengthn,and Ames chanting "space" aver dnd over under
his breath.

"Hey, that's itl" Anmes suddenly GXulalmed.

"What's it®"

"Space, don't you see, spacel"™ Ames shrieked.

"Space whati"® .

Ames calmed down somewhat, tut excitement shone
in his bloodshct eyes. "Lock! e increase the space
in thefiadashocket compartment, and this will cause
the gambol sprocket jam to corusklitate the hample-
quafile slugvheel iato the left rear rocket jam
nanaling zear, causinz in turan the deportmentation
of the fuel, radouranoplutoniate dissolved in super
refined buttermilk, through the top jimvheel sprong-
shaft valve and into the combustion chaumber., ——-—-
Hmam, where's the combustion chamber?"

A suduen 1izht shone on Toup'!s face. "By God,
I believe you have it! The only trouble is that I
naven't any combustion chamberl®

"mell, we can postulate one for the present and

attach i3t later. How to1continue ——="
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Ames continued talkin. for the next hour and a
half, exglaininz the details of his plan, Touwp now
and then noddins his head in azreement. There was
an ever growinz nope shining 1in the -eyes of both.

When Ames was Ifinally finished, he and Toup
stooa lon; with their arms around each other, each
envisioning the great zlory which would be man's
once he had conguered space.

Months of construction followed, and the two
professors watched as thelr life savings departed
down the pockets of the various contractors who came
to work on the spaceship. Scientists came now and
then to scoff at them, but Ames and Toup heeded themnm
not. They would look at the scoffers with a smug
expression on their faices and think of the day when
all of those stupid people would be forced to eat
their words.

At last the great ship was finished. It was
in the shape of a cube twenty feet along each dimen-
slon. The date was set for the takeoff, and the
two spent the 1intervening time in preparation for
their great journey. They offered to take anyons
, else who cared to accompany them,btut for some rea-
son, no one seemed to put that much faith in the
invention. By the time of +the takeoff, however,
their project had achieved enough notorietyto col-
lect a considerable crowd of onlookers. Policemen
tried to warn them to keep clear in case of an ex-
plosion, but few people would even give the scien-
tists credit for veing able ® produce an explosion..

- The. great moment arrived, and Ames and Toup.
exchanged a 1last handshake, and then Toup reached
over to pull the lever which would activate the
engines.

To the onlookers on the outside, a strange
sight was presented. There was a puff of smoke,
and after the smoke cleared away, the giant cube
was gone. Complete astonishment swept the populace,
and for a while 1t was thought that perhaps the
thin; had worked after all. But then they saw the
hqQle in the zrounc vhere the ship had stood.

It was a syuire hole.
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