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CHAPTER X
Just Toss *’E'm This Way

E couldn’t tell, of course, whether
he was at the mouth of our cave
or not but the chances were that he was.
.He could have watched us leave Corfus
-and probably figured we were headed
for the Astrogation Center. But the as-
taroids were en route and his detectors
could easily have picked up the trans-
mitter beam.

It would have been simple to jockey a
ship even as big as the cruiser into a
landing here, where there was no grav-
ity. And if he had had to use a little en-
ergy in spurts, nooody aboard the Dol-
phin would have noticed it, intent as
they were on me and Carroll.

But while this was runinng through
my mind and Carroll’s too, no doubt, we
were busy. We used gestures to com-
municate. First, one for quiet; then
what to do with the furniture. Carroll
set the big desk against the door with
-the broken lock and I shoved filing cabi-
.nets at him.

We laid these end to end until they
reached across the room to the oppo-
gite wall, and we wedged them with
smaller stuff.

“Well?” Junior’s voice demanded just
a8 we finished.

“T guess you’ll have to come after us,”
I said, “but you’ll need more men.”

He was scornful. “There are eighteen
of us.”

“Really ? That many survivors?’

“And even if some of us are bunged
up we can take you and Carroll. You
might as well give up, Jake.”

“Another last chance?” I asked.

“No. You already had that,” he said
qu’ tly, grimly. “This is it. But it will be
considerably easier on you if you come
out with your hands up.”

Carroll and I moved to the other door.
“I’d rather sleep on it,” I said. “I think
I’ll take & nap.”

Clayborne snarled, “Always a wise
cracker!” as we opened the back door.

We looked down a narrow, twisting pas.
sage and went along it single-file,

“It’s perfectly safe, Clayborne,” I
said as we followed the turnings of the
passage. “You can’t force your way in.
So I'm going to sleep until the Space Pa-
trol arrives.”

He barked. I think it was intended to
be a laugh of scorn but it was just a
bark. “I haven’t figured out everything
you’ve done yet, Jake, but I know this is
just another trick. Maybe you’re right
and I can’t get in the lab but I can wait
until you starve. And if the Dolphin
takes off my standby crew has orders to
blow it into nothing but dust.”

“You forget,” I lied, “our souped-up
fuel and the other lifeboat. It’s halfway
to the Center by now.”

“I’ve learned not to believe anything
you say, Murchison. And I don’t believe
that. I have a zreat respect for your
ability to wiggle out of tough spots. But
the only reason youn’ve wiggled out se
far is because you talked us into taking
chances. I'm not taking any more. 1
don’t have to. I can afford to wait and
you can’t.”

“It’'s your funeral,” I said, as the
mouth of the passageway showed stars
a few feet ahead. We approached this an
inch at a time and I had the blaster
ready. If Junior had suspected another
entrance and had posted a guard, it was
going to be too bad for the guard. We
poked our heads out like scared mice and
looked around. We could see nothing in
the starlit darkness.

“You really want this formula, Clay-
borne?”’ I asked as we stood in indeci-
sion,

I suppose his reply was a snort. It
didn’t translate very well into sound.

“There’s nothing,” I pointed out, “to
stop me from tearing it up.”

“Phooey! You wouldn’t do it. Not the
altruistic, idealistic Jake Murchison.”

“I might to save my life.”

‘“‘How would that save it?” He sound-
ed as if he wanted to know, and his ap-
parent puzzlement gave me more cold
chills than any threat he could have
made. It was perfectly clear for the first
time that he was determined to kill us.
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circumstantial case but I had to admit
nobody had actually fired at me.

“All right,” I said, “what about that
disintegrator?”’

He waved his hand toward the con-
trolling mechanism. “Take a look. It's &
dummy.”

I took a look, a good one. It was a
dummy, all right. I turned around to
face him and what I felt must have been
in my eyes.

He chuckled again. “Do you think
you're the only one who can run a bluff,
Murchison? I simply adopted your tac-
tics, that’s all, only I made you believe
I was deadly serious. That gave me a big
advantage because 1 stopped believing
you after you managed to capture the
first lifeboat. I just put myself in your
place and tried to figure what you would
do. It was simple.”

LOOKED around the circle of grin-

ning faces, faces of thuygs and, no
doubt, former pirates. If those men
hadn’t been prepared to kill me and
Helen, then I knew absolutely nothing
about human nature. Clayborne was
lying but, as he said, how to prove it?

“All your men are armed,” I said,
feeling the triviality of the charge as
compared with the others, “and we're
beinz held here under threat of death.
Do you deny that?”

“Not at all,” he saic easily. “We've
captured a couple of pirates and their
accomplice. Do you deny that you and
Carroll sneaked aboard and tried to steal
my ship? As for the weapon: themselves
we have permits—to do some exploring
on Corfus.” He gave me his genial smile.
“Even you can’t deny that we did ex-
plore Corfus to some extent.”

“Well,” I said. “It looks as if you've
got us where the hair is shortest. But
don’t think you’re fooling me. Ever since
we salvaged that cargo of herculium
vou've vinlated every fair business prac-
tice in the book to stop us from cashing
in on it. And now you steal the formula
and thereby increase the monopoly of
Jolar System Salvage.”

“You can't prove anything illazal,
Jeke, and your signature on the bill of

sale will add the last lawful touch.”

“Suppose I refuse?”’

His eyes took on a glint. He looked at
Helen, but spoke to me. “You won't, I
think.”

His meaning was perfectly clear, and
1 looked around in a distracted way.
There was no move we could make, un-
armed, outnumbered seven to one. If
only—

The thing hit me like a meteor and I
shifted my eyes away from the master
control panel, almost wi*»in reach from
where I stood after examining the
dummy disintegrato:. I held my gaze
on the floor, thinking it over, calculating
the odds, estimating the risks.

I decided to gamble. I jumped,
grabbed the switch which would in-
stantly blow the ship free of air and ex-
pose all non-spacesuited bodies to an
absolute vacuum.

“You can kill me,” 1 said, “but when
I fall I’ll pull this switch.”

All eyes swung to my hand. Those
men, pirates, thugs, murderers, had seen
what happened when unprotected bodies
were flung suddenly into deep Space.

Pandemonium broke loose.

They dropped their weapons any-
where and plunged for the corridor and
lockers. Their grunts, cries, socbs and
curses were thunder in my helmet. Clay-
borne’s voice cut sharply through the
din,

“Don’t believe him! He won’t do it!
He doesn’t dare!”

It is doubtful if they even heard him.
But he had no chance to say more for
Carroll was in motion as soon as the
men were. He dove at Jumor, wrenched
the blaster away and flung him against
a far bulkhead. Then Carroll fastened
the sliding door to the corridor as Helen
got into motion.

She darted to the pilot’s chair and
kicked in the drive. “Hang on!” she
called.

Carroll and I grabbed a railing, and
she took off at high acceleration that al-
most pulled my arms loose and plastered
Junior helpless against the bulkhead.
I couldn’t see the crew in the corridor,
of course, but we learned later that the
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was exhausted. His common sense,
which he tried to cling to, pointed only
to a dull acceptance of things, and to a
vague search for understanding.

As more capsules were brought out of
the damaged ship, he watched for one
marked with Joan’s number—UF 19276.
He saw the two airtight tents, their en-
trances fitted with airlocks, that had
been set up. It was in one of these that
he had been clothed and fitted with a
pressure suit and helmet.

Capsules were still being carried in
through the airlocks of the two tents,
while squirming figures were carried
out. The tents must have genders—mas-
culine, feminine. Rube wondered vaguely
why he had awakened in the open, to
ge8p in the tenuous frigid atmosphere.

The process of reawakening must take
at least an hour. So the capsules must be
piled high inside the tents. Or else the
process was started outside the tents.
Had he awakened before he could be
taken to shelter?

He didn’t really care to know. The
babble of voices went on in his talkie.
“John. John!” And another voice say-
ing, “Rejuvenation! So thias is it. Gawd !”’
Rube shut the talkie off entirely. Sounds
became very dim.

His thinking was like a running com-
ment on a nightmare, but his reason was
a little clearer. Almost overhead he no-
ticed a dazzling constellation of stars—
the famous Southern Cross. Strange
that it must look almost the same here.
Some other southern hemisphere then.

When a particularly large meteor
blazed silently in the sky, he looked back,
away from the spaceship. The flat plain
was broken by a few, low, eroded hills.
And there were clumps of strange sere
growths. Beyond was a tremendous ex-
panse of white.

R an instant then he cupped the
whole truth in his mind with a stark
lucidity that seemed to force him to the
ragged edge of madness. The colored
photograph of a planet in an astronomy
hook, delicately tinted, fuzzy and pretty,
with a little white button eovering its
south pole and extending far down into

its temperate zone, matched in his mind
the impossible reality of being here,
maybe two hundred yards from the edge
of that button!

It was a double image of the same
thing, again with the awful difference
of distance expressed by the difference
of size, and with the dreamlike unreal-
ity of s0 remote a region, contrasted
with harsh and present fact.

Words flowed in his head—Mars—the
south polar cap—huge in earliest Spring
—but tiny in the picture. Just a little
white button. How far out of my nat-
ural place am I? How far is fifty million
miles? Oh, God—there's a difference bhe-
tween knowing and realizing!

Only for an instant that sharp-cut
clarity lasted. The claustrophobic terror
of it might have torn a tendon by the
violent muscular reflex it produced. Such
things happened in insanity. But he
fought the image away from him in
time, let the vividness in his mind be
masked a little a3 a scab protects a phys-
ical wound. Never again, if he could help
it—it wouldn't make sense!

But as he lay there panting he re-
membered things about Mars. Four-
fifths desert—beyond any Earthly con-
ception of deserts. One-fifth dried sea-
bottom and gorge-bottom—*‘canal-bed”
if you liked—where vegetation still grew
sluggishly. Utterly hardy plants—
“Lichenlike,” someone had suggested,
when they were still only a blue-green
color, seen through a telescope.

But except for the basic vital process
of all green plants—the conversion of
water and carbon dioxide into starch
and free oxygen under the action of sun-
light—how could you compare things
Martian with anything so Earthly as a
lichen? These Martian growths were
dormant during the driest, eoldest sea-
sons.

In summer, shortage of even atmos-
pheric moisture, and shortage of
warmth, kept the chemical changes in
them slow, 30 that they could not main-
tain much more than a trace of oxygen
in the thin air.

Mars—once inhabited, but not by
men. How long ago? A million years or
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doctor the first patient?”

Hardy glanced first across the tent,
toward where the guard stood to be sure
that he was not paying them too much
attention, Then he crept several yards to
the nearest of the other prone men. The
fellow was not asleep. He only stared
fixedly at the fabric roof.

“Why so glum, friend?”” Hardy whis-
pered. “Want to bet that Roland won't
have to take us back to Earth in a few
days? Use your head, pal. By now he
knows his scheme’s a flop. He can’t let
us just die out here. The government
won’t let him.”

Hardy wished that he wasn’t afraid
that he was an awful liar.

His subject’s eyes never changed. For
ten seconds it didn’t seem that he had
heard. Then he said slowly. “This is like
war. We were all of draft age.”

“Suit yourself, sucker!” Hardy re-
torted angrily. He picked another sub-
ject. This one would not respond at all.

Meanwhile Rube had worked a couple
of customers., The second gave him an
answer that made butterflies of his own
recent terror flutter furiously in his
stomach. ‘““My name is Bob Walsh,” the
man whispered, without being asked. “If
I were dead I couldn’t be as far from my
granddaughter as I am now. Hell and
heaven can’t be as far from Earth as
this. Home is just a star.”

Both Rube and Hardy, somewhat
shaken, gave up for the time being.
When they had returned to their blan-
kets Rube said, “We can hope, can’t we?
’Nother thing’s important. Control your
mind—don’t think, pal. But observe—
watch for chances . . .” - .

“Gn-n-n-aa-ah-h!” Orville Hardy
snored.

While they slept seven dead were
buried in the history-ridden dust of
Mars. Five had been crushed in their
capsules. Two had died of injuries and
madness.

Rube awoke at last, hearing clipped
tones from an amplifier system dinning
in his ears. Carl Roland surely had a
penchant for addressing audiences in
that manner. Rube felt cold, even though
heat radiated from an electric grid. The
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corners of the great tent were webbed
with frost. The sunshine coming through
the fabric was brilliant. He’d slept the
clock around, through a day twenty-four -
hours and thirty-seven-plus minutes
long.

Men lay passively around him—Hardy
and Doc Warren included. Whether they
listened to Roland or not was hard to
say. Rube let most of the words flow
past him. More infuriating hogwash,
the tones in which it was given were
tinged now with definite evidence of
scare and wildness.

“We must all work as soon as possible,
Work is excellent therapy. You will love
your new homes. We must not lose heart,
We shall be very happy. Do you know
that there is a Martian plant which
stores an edible starch under its hard
shell? We shall cultivate it on a vast
scale. Earth plants too. You shall be-
come as native Martians.”

Rube might even have tried very hard
to believe all this—but in Roland’s tone
was the frightened wonder of a fool,
confronted at last by the fact of his
foolishness. He did not believe himself,
But admission of this was not in himn—
not yet, anyway. Well—maybe one hope
lay in that direction. Rube was heart-
ened a little.

Feeling that it was best that his
friendship with Hardy and Doc Warren
should not be too often evident to ob-
servers, Rube moved toward the tent
exit alone. And his immediate wish wag
realized more easily than he had expect-
ed.

“Suit and helmet, sir?”’ said the young
guard with a politeness that thinly
veiled & certain cynical mockery. But
Rube got the equipment. “Chow-hall—
Main Street,” the youth added.

Rube found his way out into brilliant
sunshine and thence to the mess-hall air-
lock. With his helmet beside him on a
bench at a long table in the almost de-
serted place. The buxom young Amazon
in uniform who ruled here looked at him
sadly. He judged her to be a talkative
type. But now she seerned as disinclined
toward conversation as he was.

But to promote his rumor—his medi-
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CHAPTER VII
First Blow
=

N—

‘N the morning Carl Roiand gave a
loud and violent harangue over the
gound system. “The tales one hears are
foolish!” he yelled unsteadily. “Did we
journey millions of miles on a picnie trip
that is to end at sundown?

“Our craft is being reconditioned for
the reason that spaceships represent an
enormous investment which must be
saved. Also its remaining ireight ecan
then be flown here without unloading.
And it is best that the craft be docked
here in camp!”

Hardy’s eyes took on the gleam of
murder. “Heh-heh,” he chuckled sardon-
ically, from his blankets. “Roland wants
the ship here so that it'll be handy for
hima and a few of his friends to skip out
with if the going gets too rough!”’

Rube shrugged wearily. But in his
taut nerves he felt an overpowering need
to be doing something to occupy his en-
ergies,

After breakfast he wandered for a
minute along the main street of Port
Smitty, looking at a weirdly different
Martian morning. The usually dehydrat-
ed air had acquired some humidity dur-
ing the last few days. According to re-
ports the Polar Cap had been melting.

So now the dry ground was rimed
with frost. The ultramarine sky wore a
thin cold-looking veil of pearl—it was
the polar murk of springtime. At the
horizon it was mixed with suspended
dust. In the east the rising sun changed
its streamers to trains of fire. But as yet
the thin air was still.

Rube went to the administration office
and asked to be put to work. Very
promptly he was laboring over hot metal
in the just-completed forge-shop. Old
skills flowed back into his big hands.
Eis task helped him to conirol muddled
thinking, even gave him a certain pride.
He was making parts to repair the dam-
age done the spaceship. Hmm!
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Was it that quick efficient youth, used
to the swift assembly of perfectly
matched parts, still was prompted to
appeal to the talents of older generations
when it came to the more flexible busi-
ness of improvisation? He found a sav-
age satisfaction in the thought.

At noon he found out that both Hardy
and Doc had followed his example.
Hardy, lacking special manual skills,
was, at the moment, helping cynically
to outfit apartments. Doc was with
chemical supply. “Good spots in which
to wait and watch,” was Hardy’s com-
ment. »

The wind had begun to keen. Only
one-ninth as dense as Earth-wind at the
surface it could still lift columns of
powder-fine dust against the weak Mar-
tian gravity. Daylight grew rusty and
dim. When night settled the whine of
the storm was a tenuous tortured whis-
tle, as steady as the hum of a generator.
It plucked stridently at nerves that had
never before known what it was like.

The solid matter in it blotted out the
stars, till the darkness was absolute.
Drifts of dust piled up unseen. Mars
seemed to become some Stygian nether-
world trap a hundred million miles be-
yond hell. The stout tent, where Rube
and his companions lay, stood against it
but the mind-effect needed no help of
physical harm to make it deadly.

Rube, for his part, struggled teo
keep a strange double-vision from his
thoughts—of a fuzzy opalescent globe
witk a tiny blob of ochre creeping near
its pole—Mars, that was, seen through
a telescope from Earth, showing one of
its famous dust storms—and of this
reality.

For the contrast of the pretty bubble
with its minute, dusty smear, hinting
at a remote ungraspable region, and the
gigantic fact of the storm itself at close
quarters held in it the seeds of grasping
an understanding of distance from all
old familiar things.

It was a grasping of the impossibie—.
of a strangeness which still-priiaitive
human nerves could not accept. Until he
controlled it it brought to Rube ihat
Beared-cat panic. And even then colMd









COFFINS TO MARS

“Sure—but how about the really good
folks from among the keeper-class,
Rube? George and some others, espe-
cially Cousin Helen Sands?” Little
Hardy looked anxious. “Helen’s a swell
kid,” he added. “We wouldn’'t want her
hurt.”

“No,” Rube answered. “And none of
the others if we can help it. They’ll be
somewhat uncomfortable. But what can
we do? Keep the rumor going, Hardy—
it’s like the smell of Earth-clover around
here—no, it’s the breath of life. But
don’t give details away to anyone you
dan’t have to.”

“I'll be waiting tomorrow then at
about one o’clock—you know where,”
Doc Warren said, checking up.

“I’ll see you a lot sooner than that,
tomorrow morning,” Rube told him.
“Special personal job I've got for you—
at the apartment they gave me—one
hundred and seventeen. What would you
call it—rebirth on the march?’ He
chuckled. “I'm sleeping there tonight.”

Through the seething storm he carried
a capsule marked UF19276. It weighed
hardly more than a third of what it
would have on Earth. He made another
trip from Supply, bringing canned goods
and utensils. He turned on the electric
heaters.

Then, by the glow of the lights, he
wrote his wife’s name in the Martian
dust that had settled on the white enamel
of the stove before the windows had
been put in place and sealed. Just then,
for all the homelike qualities it had, that
stove might as well have been a piece of
flotsam, whirling in the spatiai cold of
Saturn’s rings. Rube was tense about
Joan.

He cleaned the apartment up, set it
in order, then tried to sleep. He tried
to think optimistic things—that the
Earth government was benign, that
Roland’s scheme was just an experiment,
that laws could be changed.

He remembered too that a spaceship’s
shell, perhaps not minutely streamlined
and smooth after repair, while moving
at trans-sonic speed through an atmos-
phere just after takeoff, might develop
burbles over some flaw and be jolted far
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off its aimed course to be lost in the
frictionless void.

Well, that was a chance to be taken.
The youthful crew could probably be
impressed into service easily enough.
Another thing bothered him though—
not 8o much a thing of guilt as of vast
failure.

At dawn the storm still screamed, un-
diminished. Doc arrived. Both Rube and
he had been excused from work to bring
Joan out of Suspended. Tensely Rube
watched her after they had put her down
on the bed.

CHAPTER VIII

Attunement

ER eyes opened. She gasped, smiled

nervously, said, “Why, Rube!
How ? Where?”’ Her gaze wandered puz-
zledly around their narrow pullman-
style quarters, lingered on the plastic
table with the upholstered seats, on
the white food-chest with the fanciful
gnomes decaled on it—frivolities that
tried to mask grimness.

Then her eyes roved to the window,
heavily glazed to resist pressurizing. The
Martian hurricane was out there, the
rusty daylight, the weird unearthly
growths, dim through the murk.

Rube saw how her eyes took on that
wild look of a cat that fears being
thrown into a fire—something of im-
measurable miles and of soul-disorienta-
tion was in it. It was mild compared to
what he had seen in others But then
she had been awakened under gentler,
more ideal conditions. And maybe she
had more courage than the average.

“Rube!” she gasped and it was like a
protest that wrung his heart because she
was his. She was another poor creature,
scabbed and terrified and lost. Rube
whispered endearments and held her
shoulders gently to the bed.

Doc Warren administered a sedative
and left, saying, “See you later, Rube.”

Joan cried a little. Because it was her


















PRECOGNITION

nothing for her and refused to take her
money. It makes you look like less of a
¢+00k.”

ENISON smiled bitterly. “Mr. Ben-

son, I am not a charlatan. Besides,
1 don’t need the publicity; I have film
personalities come here daily who are
ac prominent as your wife.”

Benson slumped into one of the room’s
¢hairg and held his head in his hands.

“I shouldn’t have said that. 1 don’t
want to antagonize you, no matter what
1 may think of your manner of making
a living. The thing is, my wife is ex-
iremely upset and she was to begin a
new picture on Monday. I've got a con-
siderable sum tied up in this production
and it’ll cost thousands to have her away
from the set. Actually, I've come here
for your assistance.”

“There is nothing I can do, Mr. Ben-
son.”’

“Let me get this straight. When my
wife came here, yesterday, just what did
ghe expect?”

“She expected me to tell her some-
thing of her future.”

““And you told her it was no dice.” The
vroducer got to his feet and rubbed his
hands together. “This won’t be difficult
at all, you can do it over the phone. Just
give her a ring and say something to
the effect that you've dreamed up the
fact that she’ll cop the Academy Award
this year. Of course, I’ll make it worth
your while.”

The fortune teller shook his head
slowly. “You don’t understand, Mr.
Benson. I don’t want your money any
more than I wanted your wife’s. You
insist on believing me a faker, thinking
that persons who claim to see into the
future are just that. Ordinarily, you
would be correct, but in my case you
eren’t. I have the ability to exercise true
precognition.”

“Nonsense. If you could, you wouldn’t
be here telling fortunes for neurotic
women. You’d be down at Santa Anita
cleaning up on the races.”

“Possibly I could do that too if I
war},ted, Mr. Benson. It doesn’t appeal to
me.
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The producer sneered. “A man who
could see the future would have the
world by the tail. If I could do it, I'd
rule the country in five years.”

Paul Denison stared at his fingertips
for a long moment. Finally he said, “Let
me tell you a story, Mr. Benson.”

* * * * *

Approximately ten years ago (Denison
began) the first really serious investiga-
tions into the possibilities of precogni-
tion were made. At the time, I was a
junior at a mid-western college that had
been conducting Extra-Sensory Percep-
tion tests for some years. The whole
student body had participated in them
and my record for both clairvoyance and
mental telepathy was considerably high-
er than average. Not that 1 was par-
ticularly interested in ESP; I was study-
ing architecture and the tests seemed to
me less than practical. However, 1 was
willing to cooperate with Professor
Moselle and his assistants.

When their tests on precognition be-
gan, once again I averaged out better
than the other students. I was able to
“guess” what cards would come up more
than was mathematically probable.
Nothing phenomenal, you understand,
but more than would be possible by mere
chance.

Once again, as in the clairvoyance and
mental telepathy tests, I wasn’t par-
ticularly interested. Ordinarily I prob-
ably would have gone on with my studies
and forgotten the matter. But one night,
while I was working late for an exam,
Professor Moselle came to visit me.

He got right to the point. “You’re not
really interested in the University’s re-
search into ESP, are you, Denison?” he
asked.

“Oh, I’'m interested,” I told him, “but
my subject is architecture and it’s a full
time proposition if I'm going to get
through as soon as I’d hoped.”

He hesitated for a long moment, then
said, ‘“Nevertheless, Paul, I'm going to
ask you to do me a favor. It’s really be-
yond the call of duty, so to speak.”

I already didn’t like the sound of it
but I asked him what he meant.
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TURNED out that Professor Moselle
had developed a theory in regard to

the location of those portions of the
brain that control ESP. He had found,
by the way, that the equivalent portion
of the brain was larger, proportionately,
in some animals, the homing pigeon, for
instance, and the lemming, than it was
in humans. I told him that this was very
interesting but asked how it applied to
me.

He hesitated again. “Paul, I believe
I'm on the verge of one of the greatest
discoveries in the investigation of the
mind. I want you to help me make this
discovery.”

“But, professor, I'm not a student of
psychology. I'm a would-be architect.”
[ glanced in despair at my open books,
but he failed to take the hint.

“Paul,” he said. “I’'m of the opinion
that I can step up ESP to a remarkable
axtent by artificially stimulating the
nortions of the brain to which I am re-
ferring. I believe a simple hypodermic
injection would increase your ESP to
such a degree that the world could no
longer close its eyes to the existence of
the phenomenon.”

“But why me, Professor Moselle? You
have students who have shown more
tendency toward ESP than I. Why, Dave
Hardnick ran a score almost twice mine
on mental telepathy; and Mary—"

“The thing is, Paul, that although
you aren’t spectacularly high on any
single phase of ESP, on an average you
are the highest. In mental telepathy,
clairvoyance, precognition, and even
psychokinesis, you show above normal
seores. I think you would be my best
specimen for the experiment.”

I shrugged. ““All right, professor. I'll
he over to your laboratory in the morn-
mg.”

“If you don't mind, Paul, I'd Hke to

make it this evening. This attempt is so

radical that I’d like to keep it under
wraps until I have some more data.

Frankly,” and his grin was boyish, “I'm

afraid of making a spectacle of myself.”

The upshot of it was that we went
aver to his Iaboratory that night. Evi-
dently the old boy had been pretty sure
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of me. He had everything all ready for
the experiment.

He used a local anesthetic first so 1
wouldn’t feel the deep prick of the hypo-
dermic needle, which he had to piace
exactly where he wanted it. Then he
stood back and wiped his forehead with
a handkerchief.

1 grinned at him. “How long does it
take to become effective? Should I be
telepathic when I wake up in the morn-

ing. There’s a blonde in my English class

whose mind—""

He wasn’t amused. “It should show
effects immediately, Paul. You can't
read my mind can you?”

I shook my head. “Sorry, professor,
it's a blank as far as I'm concerned.”

He smiled wryly. “I probably deserve
that. although I hope you didn’t mean it
the way it sounded. Let’s try some of
the experiments.”

He tried me on the ESP cards for
telepathy and clairvoyance but my aver-
age was about the same as ever., Then
we tried psychokinesis with the dice, but
with even less than usual result. To say
he was disappointed was understating
it considerably. I avoided looking into
his face. I felt sorry for him in his fail-
ure.

I went over to the mechanical card
shuffler and idly flipped the device which
we used to test precognition. I noted the
coincidence when I guessed the first one
and the second. I stopped breathing mo-
mentarily when I guessed the third.

“Professor,” I grated. “Come over
here, will you?”’

It didn’t take long to check. I guessed
the whole deck twenty times straight.
An utter impossibility mathematically,
of course.

He stared at me and I at him. “This
is 30 new that I don’t know where to
start,” he said eagerly. “I'm afraid to
let you go until tomorrow. If I do, the
effect might wear off and I can't be posi-
tive that I can recreate it again.”

I grinned. “You promised me this
would be interesting and I'm beginning
to believe you. What do I do first? If
I'm able to exercise precognition, then
I should be able to see our futures,





















THE STRANGEST BEDFELLOWS

throat, the other two stretched out to-
ward its baffled parent. But his Grem
henchmen had explained the baby-kiss-
ing as a gesture of good will toward all
Grems, and undoubtedly, Corson had
won votes. There was little doubt about
it, the majority of the Grems were on
his side, possibly enough of them to
swing the election by themselves. Even
if his opponents got all the Tlinks and
the majority of Kromins, they wouldn’t
Lave enough to win.

So far, however, they did not have
the Tlinks and the Kromins. The Kro-
mins were fairly evenly divided. The
Tlink group kept its telepathic opinions
to itself, and gave no indication what-
ever of where its vote would go. It
looked like Corson’s election.

From the distance at which Kater
and Hlusan stood, the Gren:. squatting
on the front porch seemed to swell. A
second later, he disappeared in a burst
of flame. The Tlink’s deserted house rose
in the air, split into a myriad of blazing
fragments, and began to fall around
them like a fiery rain. Hastily, Kater
and Hlusan backed still further away.

“So that's larito,” said Kater thought-
fully. “He just wills to explode—and ex-
plodes. I live and learn.”

“It is, as you say, a blasting event,”
observed Hlusan dryly. “And if it hap-
pened very often there would be no
Grems left. They do not breed very rap-
N idly, and therefore they take their lives
cndy when seriously offended.”
».“And when one of them does it,” came
a lazy, cultured voice, “that offends the
others.”

Grant Corson was smiling at them.
Kater grunted. “Come on, Hlusan. The
hoi polloi are beginning to crash the

place.”
“Take your time, Kater,” remarked
Corson. “I won’t contaminate you by

my presence.”

“You’ve done it to everyone else
you’ve ever associated with.”

“Only to people I like. Not to those 1
pity, like you. Kater, why don’t you
leave this satellite?”

“Can’t. I make a living here. Besides,
there’s no ship.”

“I have a cruiser I'm willing to place
at your temporary disposal.”

Kater laughed harshly. “Accidents
happen on your cruiser, Corson. No,
thanks, I'll stay here and cast my vote
like an honest citizen.”
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“You haven’t a chance, you know,”
drawled Corson. “Especially after this
incident. You may not have heard, but
the rumor has been sprcad among the
Grems that the lad who committed
larito made a bad mistake. He had
weally no quarrel with the Tlink whose
house he destroyed. His real enemy was
you. You had the Tlink insult him.”

“The Grems wouldn’t believe that.”

“But they do believe it. And they’re
very angry about it.”

“Aren’t you exaggerating, Mr. Cor-
son?”’ said Hlusan pleasantly. “If the
story were convincing, it would have
convinced the Grem who was insulted.
He would have committed larito on Mr.
Kater’s doorstep, and not on the
Tlink’s.”

“I don’t say that they’re all con-
vinced,” admitted Corson. ‘“Merely the
majority of them. The one who killed
himself was in the minority. Now the
minority is even smaller.”

“It will grow, Mr. Corson. More-
over, the Tlinks, with their télepathic
sense, know what is in your mind. They
will vote as a block, on our side.”

“You think so?’ Corson laughed.
“Then keep your eye out for what
happens tonight. It’s election eve, you
know. Be around at eight o’clock,
Earth time.”

He sauntered off, waving gaily at
them. Hlusan’s snout wrinkled in
thought. Neither he nor Kater were up
to Corson in this matter of petty poli-
tics. They could only wait and see what
would happen, with the unpleasant
conviction that no matter what it was,
it would be disastrous for their side.

HAT happened was the greatest
and most resplendent political
rally that Lethe had ever known. A
Kromin orchestra started it off, hands
and snouts sweeping across the metal
bands of native instruments in 2 monot-
onous but irresistible rhythm that had
the listeners swaying with it almost
from the moment its strains began. The
Grems looked on curiously—they were
immune to musical feelings. But every
Kromin in the crowd was affected, and
at the edge, a lone Tlink was almost in
ecstasy. His two heads coiled and un-
coiled, dancmg about each other on long
necks with sinuous grace.
Other Tlinks gathered near, sum-
moned telepathically. To give them
































































































esult of maneuvers: in smoke-filled rooms..
. . I am opposed to maneuvering in smoke-
lled rooms. Limited visibility is the cause
f toq many accidents; and persons working;
nder these conditions: are subject to con-
unétivitis, and other occupational hazards.”
The same page two of the same issue is
Iso enlivened by a masthead (or rather
ottom in. this:instance) which lists the 'zine
s’ being published merely “semi-",. It fails: |
ysay semi-what. The managing edltor is
ted as. A. Severus,, B. U. M. and the. staff

Howie: Reeks: and: Basil' Bistro, IEL. .
,Also present. is the following touching |
:)ilf/—— :

IN MEMORIAM:
Somnutus: P, Blenkburdy:
Feodor Otis. Rutch
A. E. van. Yogt
Howie Reeks:
Ophielia Mungleprub

Some: of the: doubtless subtle symbolism
capes us; but; we enjoyed it all the same.
aughs are far too sparsely settled in the
inworld!

—THE EDITOR.

EXT ISSUE'S HEABLEINERS!

A Time-Travel
Nowelet
By HENRY
KUT TNER

THE WEARIEST RIVER
A Novelet of Past end Future

By WALLACE WEST

NEW BODIES FOR OLD.

A Fantastic Mavelet:
By JACK VANCE

US OTHER STORIES AND FEATURES |
161

oo B@@KKEEPER oo @.P.Ao
The demand for skilled accountants—mm and women whs
rvally know their businesi—is increasing. National and state
legislation. is requiring, of business. much, more. in the

way: af: Audiung;. Cost: Accnummﬁ“Busncss Law, Or

ganization, Mm Finance: Mea who prove their
quahﬁcanons in thas imporcaac Geld are promoted to
responsible executive-positions.,

Koowledge of bookkeeping: unnecessary., We: trein
you from ground up, or according to your “individual
needs: Low cost; easy terms.

Send for free 48-page book describing the LaSalle
accountancy training and che oppommmcs ia.chis hxghlL
profitable field—plus “Ten Years' Pramocioa in. Ong,;
8 book which has helped many men.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDINCS INSTITUTION:
cocmaen=il¥ S, Qearborn 5mﬂ-==ﬂ-=na
Dop0.6329-HR: Chicage 8, 10 <
Plaase send. me: "Accounmncy
the Profession that Paps”'— plu
““Ten Years' Promotiaa in One'
—-wnhout obligation.
sher Accountanoy

A. Coaching
D Bookkeepin
D Lawx LL. l) i)cgnn

D Snlumamhlp

D, Trafic:Managemmnt
B Foremanship. O Sten
Q.IndustrialManagement (Mnclun

Nams. ..

PeaneadRne e e ot a0l e as m‘-..l"l‘-.. -

Addreg.......omrmwmoonoa - w0 s @ €

Cil]..Zbu.' Sld’dt,..u.mku!l 8000 ELUDAC AR ISR LE PRNDL DO,

o0

ik =k Mmy, Finisl[ mZ'Vams
:a9: FAP) rurﬁmonnd abilities permit:. Course
'—m em.u:*ﬁ em:ochnol wvrk—prepancmgnegv
[ eatrance. rcH 8. textsaappiied: Dlgkmu.
,Cndmwr BA mru ! g.

| m_wﬁ'g:n and: indoustyy and uochllr Don t ba mdlmvpd all

Bn ;. Bhgh. a to, 0Qr trulning .
etin an mmn No obhu:‘ba pow

Amdmsmool Dept. KA58 OrexelatS8th; Chiltago 37

o

Yo

,,a

[Free for Asthma

If you suffer with attacks.of Asthma and:choke and gasp

- for breath, if restful sleep is.difficult because of the struggle

to breathe, don’t fail to send at once to.the Froaticr Asthma
Company for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA

. MEDICINE, a preparation far temporary- symptamatic re-

lief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma.. No matter where you
live-or whether you have faith in any medicine under the sun,

- send today for this free trial. It will cost you nothing.
. FroNTIER ASTHEMA CoO.

6582-D FRONTIER BLDG.
462. NIAGARA STREET BuFFaLo 1, N. Y.

LEARN AT HOME

'70 BE A PRACTICAL NURSE

You can learn practical. pursiog. at

boma In epare time, Oome tmdamd:
ohyslolava. Thousands of

HIGH 3CNOOL NOT REQUIRED-

Blst year.. One. graduate has chargs of

20-bed bospital, Amother: saved: $400-

y leammc. Fquipment _induded.
Men;. women, 19:to tion. pavments.

hlla
cin OAGD SCHDDI. OF NURSING
Dept. 426, 41, East Pearson Streel;. Cnicago. 11, N,
. Plensp gend free booklet, and. 16; sample-leason. pages.,
ama

sesemmssamiroonss SETIG nrine wAge:












