“Disgusting! More than that,
indecent!” He stopped. “What was
that?”

“Telling our anxieties does us
good,” I said as solemnly as I
could. “It’s a matter of confession.”

HE alien banged an open palm
against his forehead and the
feathers on his catfish mouth stood
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straight out and quivered. :

“It could be true,” he said in
horror. “Given a culture so primi-
tive and so besodden and so
shameless...”

“Ain’t we, though?” I agreed.

“In our world,” said the alien,
“there are no anxieties — well, not
many. We are most perfectly ad-
justed.”
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“Except for folks like Wilbur?”

“Wilbur?”

“Your pal in there” I said. “I
.~ couldn’t say his name, so I call him
. Wilbur. By the way .. ”

He rubbed his hand across his
. face, and no matter what he said,
it was plain to see that at that
- moment he was loaded with an-
| xiety. “Call me Jake. Call me any-
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thing. Just so we get this mess re-
solved.”

“Nothing easier,” I said. “Let’s
just keep Wilbur here. You don’t
really want him, do you?”

“Want him?” wailed Jake. “He
and all the others like him are
nothing but a headache, But they
are our problem and our respon-
sibility. We can’t saddle you.”
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“You mean there are more like
Wilbur?”

Jake nodded sadly. J

“We'll take them all” I said.
“We would love to have them.
Every one of them.”

“You're crazy!” .

“Sure we are,” I said. “That is

why we need them.”
“You are certain, without any
shadow of your doubt?”
“Absolutely certain.”
“Pal,” said Jake, “you have

made a deal”

I stuck out my hand to shake on
it, but I don’t think he even saw
my hand. He rose out of the chair
and you could see a vast relief
lighting up his face.

Then he turned and stalked out
of the kitchen.

“Hey, wait a minute!” I yelled.
For there were details that I felt
we should work out. But he didn’t
seem to hear me,

I jumped out of the chair and
raced for the living room, but by
the time I got there, there was no
sign of Jake. I ran into the bed-
room and the two robots were
gone, too. Wilbur and Lester were

_ in there all alone. :

“I told you,” Lester said to Wil-
bur, “that Mr. Sam would fix it.”

“I don’t believe it, pal” said
Wilbur. “Have they really gone?
Have they gone for good? Is there
any chance they will be coming
back?”

I raised my arm and wiped off
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my forehead with my sleeve. “They
won’t bother you again. You are
finally shut of them.”

“That is excellent,” said Wilbur,
“And now about this deal.”

“Sure,” I said. “Give me just a
minute., I'll go out and see the

man.”
I stepped out on the stoop and
stood there for a while to get
over shaking. Jake and his two
robots had come very close to
spoiling everything. I needed a
drink worse than I had ever
needed one, but I didn’t dare take
the time. I had to get Doc on the
dotted line before something else
turned up.

I went out to the car.

“It took you long enough,” Doc
said irritably.

“It took a lot of talking for
Wilbur to agree,” I said.

“But he did agree?”

“Yeah, he agreed.”

“Well, then,” said Doc, “what are
we waiting for?”

“Ten thousand bucks,” I said.

“Ten thousand...”

“That’s the price for Wilbur.
I'm selling you my alien.”

“Your alien! He is not your
alien!”

: “Maybe not,” I said, “but he’s
the next best thing. All I have to
do is say the word and he won't
go with you.”

“Two thousand,” declared Doc.

“That’s every cent I'll pay.”
GALAXY

We got down to haggling and

we wound up at seven thousand

‘dollars. If I'd been willing to spend

- all night at it, I would have got
eighty-five hundred. But I was all

fagged out and I needed a drink

‘much worse than I needed fifteen

‘hundred extra dollars. So we set-

‘tled on the seven.

We went back into the house

and Doc wrote out a check.

“You know you're fired, of

course,” he said, handing it to me.

. “T hadn’t thought about |l §

J told him, and I hadn’t. The check

| for seven thousand in my hand and

that roll of hundred-dollar bills

‘bulging out my pocket added up to

alot of drinking money.

I went to the bedroom door and

| called out Wilbur and Lester and
I said to them: “Old Doc here has

" made up his mind to take you.”

~ And Wilbur said. “I am so happy

| and so thankful. Was it hard, per-

‘haps, to get him to agree to take
faD”

. “Not too hard,” I said. “He was

‘reasonable.”

.~ “Hey,” yelled Doc, with murder
in his eyes, “what is going on here?”

. “Not a thing,” I said.

“Well, it sounds to me. ,

“There’s your boy,” I said. “T'ake
him if you want him. If it should

‘happen you don’t want him, I’ll be

glad to keep him. There’ll be

| someone else along.”

- And I held out the check to give

it back to him. It was a risky thing
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to do, but I was in a spot where I
had to bluff.

D OC waved the check away, but
he was still suspicious that he

was being taken, although he
wasn’t sure exactly how. But he
couldn’t take the chance of losing
out on Wilbur. I could see that he
had it all figured out — how he’d
become world famous with the
only alien psychiatrist in captivity.
Except there was one thing that
he didn’t know. He had no idea
that in just a little while there
would be other Wilburs. And I
stood there, laughing at him with-
out showing it, while he herded
Wilbur and Lester out the door.

Before he left, he turned back
to me.

“There is something going on,”
he said, “and when I find out about
it, I am going to come back and
take you apart for it.”

I never said a word, but just
stood there listening to the three
of them crunching down the drive-
way. When I heard the car leave,
I went out into the kitchen and
took dewn the bottle.

I had a half a dozen fast ones,
Then I sat down in a chair at the
kitchen table and practiced some
restraint. I had a half a dozen
slow ones,

I got to wondering about the
other Wilburs that Jake had
agreed to send to Earth and I
wished I'd been able to pin him
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down a bit. But I had had no
chance, for he had jumped up and
disappeared just when I was ready
to get down to business.

All I could do was hope he’d
deliver them to me—either in the
front yard or out in the driveway—
but he’d never said he would: A fat
lot of good it would do me if he
just dropped them anywhere.

And I wondered when he would
deliver them and how many there
might be. It might take a bit of
time, for more than likely he would
indoctrinate them before they
were dropped on Earth, and as to
number, I had not the least idea.
From the way he talked, there
might even be a couple of dozen
of them. With that many, a man
could make a roll of cash if he
handled the situation right.

Although, it seemed to me, I had
a right smart amount of money
now.

I dug the roll of hundred-dollar
bills out of my pocket and made
a stab at counting them, but for
the life of me I couldn’t keep the
figures straight.

Here I was drunk and it wasn’t
even Saturday, but Sunday. I
didn’t have a job and now I could
get drunk any time I wanted.

So I sat there working on the
jug and finally passed out.

HERE was an awful racket
and I came awake and won-
dered where I was. In a little while
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I got it figured out that I'd been
sleeping at the kitchen table and

I had a terrible crick in my neck
and a hangover that was evep
worse.

I stumbled to my feet ang
looked at the clock. It was ten
minutes after nine.

The racket kept right on.

I made it out to the living room
and opened the front door. The
Widow Frye almost fell into the
room, she had been hammering on
the door so hard.

“Samuel,” she gasped,
you heard about it?”

“I ain’t heard a thing,” I told
her, “except you pounding on the
door.”

“It’s on the radio.”

“You know darn well I ain’t got
no radio nor no telephone nor no
TV set. I ain’t got no time for
modern trash like that.”

“It’s about the aliens,” she said.
“Like the one you have, The nice,
kind, understanding alien people,
They are everywhere. Everywhere
on Earth. There are a lot of them
all over. Thousands of them. May-
be millions . . .”

I pushed past her out the door.

They were sitting on front steps
all up and down the street, and
they were walking up and down
the road, and there were a bunch
of them playing, chasing one an-
other, in a vacant lot.

“It’s like that everywhere!” cried
the Widow Frye. “The radio just
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“have

said so. There are enough of them
so that everyone on Earth can
‘have one of their very own. Isn’t
it wonderful?”

. That dirty, doublecrossing Jake,
1 ;[ told myself. Talking like there

and so well adjusted that there
were almost no psychopaths.

- Although, to be fair about it, he
hadn’t said how many there might
| 'be of them — not in numbers, that
is. And even all he had dumped
:’"» Earth might be a few in relation
‘to the total population of his par-
‘ticular culture,

" And then, suddenly, T thought of
‘something else,

I hauled out my watch and
» ooked at it. It was only a quarter
_’- er nine,

. “Widow Frye,” I said, “excuse
‘me. I got an errand to run.”

I legged it down the street as
fast as I could.

NE of the Wilburs detached
himself from a group of them
and loped along with me.

“Mister,” he said, “have you got
some troubles to tell me?”

“Naw,” I said. “I never have no
troubles.”

“Not even any worries?”

“No worries, either.”

Then it occurred to me that
there was a worry — not for me
alone, but for the entire world.

For with all the Wilburs that
Jake had dumped on Earth, there
would in a little while be no human
psychopaths. There wouldn’t be a
human with a worry or a trouble.
God, would it be dull!

But I didn’t worry none,

I just loped along as fast as I
could go.

I had to get to the bank before
Doc had time to stop payment on
that check for seven thousand dol-
lars.

— CLIFFORD D. SIMAK




Thrills in SPACE!

Space Taxi
$1.29

Designed by Foremost Rocket and Space Authority!
In Fabulous Hobby Kits by MONOGRAM!

If you are excited about tomorrow and get a thrill out of
the idea of a man in space . . . get a Willy Ley Space
Model in a fascinating Monogram hobby kit.

Easy, Fascinating Assembly

These exciting new models bring space travel closer and
add reality to what you read. Designed by Willy Ley,
author of “Conquest of Space” and other thrillers.
Molded in brilliant color plastic by Monogram, leading
producer of fine hobby kits. Assembly is easy—fascinat-
ing. No tools required. Models are beautiful show and
conversation pieces, with separating stages and many
operational features.

Informative Booklet Included

Detailed pictorial instructions and booklet by Willy Ley
describing the real space ship and its uses, included
with each model. Use coupon on opposite page.

. AT R
TV Orbiter $1.29 «“NL‘\‘: _{{:‘ﬂb

Guaranteed by GALAXY Magazine

150

nnsnort and work ship.
cargo. Pilot and three figures in space suits. Ter-

Molded in four colors. Booklet by Willy Ley.

colors. Booklet by Willy Ley.

Easy-to-Assemble, All-Plastic
Avthentic, Detailed Willy Ley Models.
‘Order on Coupon Below. We Pay Postage. Delivery Guaranteed.

SPACE TAXI

Opening cargo door and

istrial globe mounting and base. 91 inches long.
$1.29

PASSENGER ROCKET

o manned and separating stages for passenger serv-

in outer space at 100 mile altitude. Retractable
nding gear, launching pad, 5 figures. Molded in 3
$1.49

Orbital Rocket
$1.49

TV ORBITER

Television from outer space. Depicts actual rocket,
designed to put a television camera in orbit around
the earth. 3 separating stages, television nose cone,
launching pad, service tower, 3 figures. Molded in
four colors. Booklet by Willy Ley. $1.29

ORBITAL ROCKET

Manned rocket for controlled orbital flight around the
earth. 3 separating stages, landing gear, removable
fuel tanks, launching pad, 5 figures. Molded in four
colors. Booklet by Willy Ley. $1.49

Galaxy Magazine, 421 Hudson Street, New York 14, N.Y.

Send at once, postpaid, Willy Ley Space Models as checked below. Remittance for $.

enclosed.
[] Space Taxi. $1.29

Name.

[ TV Orbiter. $1.29
[] Passenger Rocket $1.49

[ Orbital Rocket $1.49

Address.

City.

State

Zone
: 151




(I EAST

in the morning

By DAVID E. FISHER

Natural laws are cll'ches—"whqf

must be must be,” for instance

" —and what must be in this case

was, of all people, Dr. Talbot!

Ilustrated by DICK FRANCIS

[ 4 I \HE first thirty years of
Henry Talbot’s life were
the most promising. He was

a bright student through high
school, and in college his fellow stu-
dents often used the word “bril-
liant” in discussing his mentality;
occasionally even his instructors
echoed them.
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Upon receiving his bachelor’s de-
gree, he went to graduate school
and eventually received his Ph.D.
as an experimental nuclear physi-
cist. He applied for and got a re-
search position at Oak Ridge
National Laboratory, in the Elec-
tronuclear Research Division.

Dr. Henry Talbot, brilliant
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enthusiastically, and ran into a
prick wall.

. Rather, he crawled up to and
gainst it, for it took several years

downhill slide. Those years slith-
red past before he looked up and
realized that he had not revolution-
zed the scientific world; he had
liscovered no principle of relativi-
y, no quantum theory.

|~ He stopped working for a mo-
ent and looked around. All his
colleagues were enthusiastic and
brilliant young scientists. Where at
school, where throughout his life,
1e had been outstanding, now he
was one of the crowd. What had
assed for brilliance before was
now merely competence.

Henry Talbot felt a vague need
hich he perceived liquor might
fill. That afternoon he left work
garly for the first time since he had
arrived at Oak Ridge. He had to
y the vodka from a bootlegger,
Oak Ridge being in a dry county.
' But, as in most dry counties, that
| presented no problem. He stopped
by Shorty’s cab stand, across the
| street from the police department,
| and asked Shorty for a bottle. Shor-
y reached into the glove compart-
|ment and, for fifty cents over list
| price, the vodka changed hands.
| Henry didn’t like to patronize the
| bootleggers, but he did feel the
need for a quick one just this once.
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joung scientist, began his career -

After drinking for several hours
in his apartment, Henry Talbot
took stock of himself and came to
two conclusions:

1. He was satisfied with him-
self and his life. He had always
taken for granted that he would
one day be a famous figure in some
scientific field, true, but this was
actually not so important as, upon
casual inspection, it might seem. He
liked his work, otherwise he could
never have been so wrapped up
in it, and he saw no reason for dis-
continuing it or for becoming des-
pondent over his lack of fame.
After all, he reasoned, he had never
been famous and yet had been al-
ways perfectly content.

2. He liked vodka.

HE next thirty years of Henry

Talbot’s life, now devoid of
promise, were fulfilling and con-
tent. He worked steadily and drank
as the mood fell upon him, publish-
ing on the average one paper a
year. These papers were thorough,
the experiments well worked out,
without contrived results or var-
nished sloppiness. The publications
were accepted everywhere as solid
research papers.

Henry Talbot’s name became fa-
miliar in the nuclear field. He did
not find his face on the cover of
Time, nor was he ever invited to
participate as an “expert” on any
television quiz programs, yet he
was well known to nuclear re-
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searchers—at least those in his own
country. He was honored with a
banquet on his fiftieth birthday.
Person to Person once tentatively
proposed to visit him, but the idea
was squelched, a visit to a more
buxom personality being substi-
tuted.

Sex never reared its ugly head.
He had not had time for it when
young, and so had never fallen into
the habit.

At the age of sixty-five he re-
tired. He canceled his subscription
to the Physical Review, bought a
fishing rod, subscribed to the New
Yorker, and tried Florida. He
started at Tallahassee and fished
his way down to Ocala. By the time
he had reached St. Petersburg, he
had decided to try California.

In California he took up golf. He
bought a hi-fi set and a dozen pro-
gressive jazz records, advertised as
unbreakable. They proved not to
be, although in fairness to the ad-
vertiser it must be said that Henry
Talbot had to exert himself.

He decided to try a world cruise.
He left the scheduled tour in Japan
and visited the Institute for Theo-
retical Physics in Tokyo, spending
some time there just generally
chewing the bilingual rag. When he
returned to the United States, he
renewed his subscription to the
Physical Review, canceled his sub-
scription to the New Yorker, and
looked around for another position.

He went to work for the Arnold
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Research Corporation on a part- _

time, semi-retired basis. But he hadq
his own lab, his hours were his own,
and in a few weeks he was working
full time. No one was disturbed by
this, he did not apply for more
money or recognition, he kept to
himself, and he began publishing
his one paper each year.

On the tenth year afterward his
paper was missing, though not
missed. He began to spend less °
time in his lab and more in the
library and behind his desk, scrib-
bling on scraps of paper or staring
into space. He was forgotten by the
Arnold Research Corporation. He
was content with his books and his
monthly check.

In his seventy-fourth year, Hen-
ry Talbot published a paper in the
Philosophical Magazine on what he
called the “Warped Field Theory.”
The theory was entirely his own,
from beginning to end, and con-
stituted — in his opinion — the first
real breakthrough in theoretical
physics since Albert Einstein’s lit-
tle idea in 1905. The day the article
came out he sat behind his desk all
day, puffing on his pipe, not mere-
ly content but really happy for the
first time in his life.

IFE continued undisturbed for
three more months. Then Lar-

ry Arnold, Jr., came into his office,
carrying a copy of the Philosophi-
cal Magazine. Larry Arnold, Jr,
was not a scientist but, as he put it,
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he was scientifically minded and
was general overseer, public rela-
tions man, and coordinator of co-
ordinators of research.

He humphed a few times,
groaned as he sat down across the
desk from Henry, wheezed twice,
smiled once, and said, “Good morn-
ing, Dr, Talbot.”

“Good morning,” Henry replied,
folding his hands and trying to look

~ humble yet brilliant.

“I read your article,” Arnold
said, feebly waving the magazine
around before him, “and I don’t
mind admitting I didn’t understand
a word of it. Well, I'm not a man
to hide his lack of knowledge so
I went right out and asked some
of the men working here about it.
They didn’t understand it either.
I called up a few people around the
country. I — Dr. Talbot, I don’t
know how exactly to say this to
you. I don’t know what you in-
tended with this article, but it’s got
people laughing at us and we can’t
have that.”

Henry kept the same humble
look on his face; he fought to keep
the same expression. He didn’t
know what his face might look like
if he relaxed for a moment.

“We didn’t expect much research
from you when we hired you. Well,
we know we’re not paying you
much, and we don’t mind if you

' don’t put out much work. Hell, we
- don’t care if you don’t put out any

work. We get our money’s worth in
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good will when people know we’ve
got an old pro like you on our pay-

.roll; the young kids can see we

won’t kick them out when they’re
all used up. But when you put out
papers like this one —” and here he
waved the magazine a bit more vio-
lently, getting warmed up — “when
you do this, and it says Arnold Re-
search Corporation right here un-
der your name, people don’t just
laugh at you. They laugh at the
whole organization. They think
that this whole place is going
around doing fantastic research
like this — this warped field.”

He stopped when he saw the
look slip a bit from Henry’s face,
and he saw what was there beneath
it. He dropped his eyes and
wheezed twice, then heaved his
bulk out of the chair.

“I didn’t mean to slam into you
that way, Dr. Talbot. You know it’s
an honor to have you associated
with the firm. We were even think-
ing of giving you a testimonial ban-
quet next week on your seventy-
fifth birthday . . . It is next week,
isn’t it? Well, what I mean to say
is — I mean we all appreciate the
good solid research you've been
doing all these years. It’s just that
— well, you won’t fool around like
this any more, now will you? And
we'll just forget all about it. No
hard feelings.”

He left quickly, and the door
closed behind him.

For the first time in seventy-five
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years, or in the last sixty-nine at
least, Henry Talbot cried.

After he cried, he became angry.
He wanted to shout, so he left the
office early and hurried to his
apartment where he could shout
without disturbing anyone, which
he did. He then took out the vodka,
settled Bucephalus, his cat, on his
lap and began to pour.

Several hours later Henry Tal-
bot sprawled in the armchair and
took stock of himself. He came to
two conclusions:

1. At his age, what did he care
about fame? He knew his theory
was sound, and if the people in his
own country didn’t appreciate it,
what difference did it make? Now,
free from rancor, he could under-
stand how they must have received
his paper. They all knew old Dr.
Talbot — seventy-five and not dead
yet. What a ridiculous age for a
nuclear physicist! Now he’s turn-
ing theoretical, they must have
chuckled. So they started his paper.
And when they came to the first
unorthodox assumption, when they
reached the first of the many
mathematical complexities and in-
deed paradoxes, they must have
closed the magazine and had a good
laugh over a cup of coffee.

Had the article been written by
some unknown twenty-five-year-
old, they would all hail him as
a new genius. But coming from old
Henry Talbot, the article was
- ludicrous.
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Well, he didn’t care. Abroad, he !

was not so well known. Some coun-
tries would not have heard of him
at all. They’d read the article
seriously, one or two men would
understand it. They’d run some ex-
periments to confirm or deny the
hypotheses and Henry was confi-
dent the experiments would prove
him right. He had only to wait. Of
course he hadn’t much time left,
but perhaps they would do it in a
year or two, and perhaps he’d still
be here to see it and have the last
laugh.
2. He still liked vodka.

IT was nineteen years before two
Finish physicists, Arkadt and
Findrun, ran the necessary experi-
ments. Of the many who had read
the article, some knew Talbot and
thus laughed it off, some could not
understand it, and some understood
it and waxed enthusiastic. Even-
tually the enthusiasm spread to the
Finnish Institute for Applied Re-
search where the essential equip-
ment was available. The experi-
ments were an unqualified success.
As soon as the experiments were
confirmed, Arkadt sent a telegram
to Dr. Henry Talbot, in care of the
address which had appeared with
his original article, informing him
of the happy developments. He and
Findrun were still celebrating their
spectacular success a week later,
this time with Dr. Arrhenial, direc-
tor of the institute, when Arkadt
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" mentioned that he had sent such a
. telegram and had received as yet

no answer.
Arrhenial smiled into his vodka.

~ “Didn’t you know? Talbot was sev-

- enty-five years old when he wrote
. that article. I'm afraid you were a
- little too late for him.”

“I didn’t know,” Arkadt replied.

“A shame,” Findrun murmured.
“It would have made him so hap-
py.”

The telephone rang and Arkadt
answered it. His wife was calling,
with unusual news. He had just re-
ceived a letter from America.
Imagine that. From a Henry Tal-

. bot.

ENRY Talbot saw his face on

the cover of Time magazine.

He refused a request to appear on a
television quiz program. (The con-
testant the network had had in
mind to appear with Henry won his
money nevertheless, in the cate-
gory Theoretical Physics, by cor-
rectly naming the year in which
Einstein first published his Theory
of Relativity, the number of papers
which comprised the entire theory,
the language in which it was first
published, the magazine in which
it was first published, the year in
which the magazine was first
printed, the name of the first
printer of the magazine, and the
year in which he died.) Henry Tal-
bot was termed “The Dean of
American Men of Science” by the
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New York Times, which paper tri-
umphantly reported that only thir-
teen people in the world under-
stood his Warped Field Theory.
When asked if there was now any-
thing else for science to do, he re-
plied, “Indubitably.” When pressed
for more details, he said that his
housekeeper always removed his
vodka from the refrigerator at
three-thirty, and that if he did not
immediately return home, it would
become unbearably warm.

On the occasion of his ninety-
fifth birthday, he was given a gi-
gantic testimonial banquet by the
Arnold Research Corporation, “un-
der whose auspices the entire re-
search which culminated in the
justly famous Warped Field
Theory was conducted.”

The next week, when he re-
quested the use of their massive
cyclotron to run an experiment, he
was told that the machine was in
use at the time. A week later, his
request was again shunted off. This
happened twice more, and Henry
went to see Larry Arnold, Jr.

The coordinator was affable, and
told Henry that he had checked
himself, and that unfortunately the
machine was in use and that of
course since he, Talbot, was actual-
ly at the lab on only a part-time
basis, he could not expect to usurp
the machine from full-time re-
search workers,

Henry asked what kind of re-
search was' being done.
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Larry wheezed twice and told

. him it was investigating certain as-
. pects of the Warped Field Theory.

“I invented the goddam theory

- and I can’t even get at the ma-

chine?” Henry shouted.
“Please, Dr. Talbot. Let’s be

. reasonable. You discovered that

theory twenty years ago. I mean,
after all. You'’re an older man now,
and that’s an expensive piece of

. machinery—"

Henry slammed the door as he

. walked out, was not satisfied with
. the effect, came back and slammed

it again, this time shattering the
glass. He felt a little better, strode
down the hall, and resigned the
next day, quietly and undramati-
cally.

He disappeared into retirement.
Reports of his death were printed
occasionally. They were never de-
nied. They stopped after several
years, were taken to be final, and
his name was not often mentioned
by the newspapers.

One hundred and three years af-
ter his birth, the Nobel Prize was
awarded to Henry Talbot for his
Warped Field Theory. The com-
mittee decided not to look into the
matter of discovering Dr. Talbot’s
heirs until after the ceremony, ex-
pecting that someone would turn
up to claim the award in his name.

Henry Talbot accepted the me-
dallion and check himself from the
hand of the King of Sweden, mak-
ing his acceptance speech in hur-
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riedly learned but understandable
Swedish. The newspapers of the
world devoured him and made big
news of the fact that he had been
practically fired nine years before.
He was deluged with offers of em-
ployment, most of which sought
him as a public-relations man. He
accepted the offer of the Institute
for Advanced Study in Princeton,
New Jersey. His duties here were
non-existent. He would be paid,
cared for. He was to think, as much
or as little as he pleased. The Insti-
tute was apologetic that they had
not been aware of his unemploy-
ment previously. He was invited to
stay with them for as long as he
liked. Henry Talbot settled back
finally, in comfort.

The research upon which he now
embarked was so deep, so complex,
that he did not intend to come to
any publishable conclusions in his
lifetime. He desired no experimen-
tation now; he wanted only to
think, to think in purely mathe-
matical terms of the universe as an
entity. He withdrew into the sanc-
tity of his study, thankful to Prince-
ton for the peace and tranquility it
offered. T

Several years later a notice of
his death was published in the New
York Times. Henry did not read
the New York T'imes, but the treas-
urer at the Institute evidently did.
His checks stopped coming, Henry
did not complain. He had saved a
lot of money and his tastes were
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simple. He did not have to pay a
bootlegger’s price in Princeton.

In his hundred and eighty-first
year, Henry first became seriously
aware of the possibility that he
might not die.

ONE night during his two hun-

dred and forty-fifth year —
it began to seem to him purpose-
less, but he still kept accurate count
— Henry pushed back from his desk
and sighed.

Outside the window, in the gen-
tly falling snow, the campus of
Princeton looked exactly as it had
when he had first come, but things
were different. No one now at the
Institute knew him; he had known
no one there for seventy-five years
now. Probably at no other place in
the country than at the Institute
for Advanced Study could he have
kept his study for so long, could he
have been left so alone. And it was
good, but now he was lonely. Lone-
ly, bored by his solitude, aware of
his boredom and utter lack of
friends.

He had realized long ago the
compensation demanded for eter-
nity. When he had first begun to
think of the possibility that he
might not die, he had realized that
it would mean leaving his friends,
his family, and continuing alone.
When he had first begun to specu-
late on his seeming immortality,
how it had come about and why, he
had known he would be lonely.
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This is the way to the Ubermensch,
This is the way to the Ubermensch,
This is the way to the Ubermensch,
Not in a crowd, but alone.

Nearly every great mind within
the past hundred years had pointed
out the difficulty of man’s accom-
plishing anything in his brief hun-
dred years of life, had pointed out
the necessity of immortality to a
great mind. And what is necessary
will be. But this is the way of evo-
lution: not in a crowd, but alone,
One man in a million, then another,
then another.

It was statistically improbable
that he was the first. So there must
be others. But so far, in two hun-
dred and forty-five years, he had
not met any that he knew of. Then
again, there was no way of knowing,
Anyone passing him on the street
would not know, and he meeting
another would not know.

A purring broke through into his
reverie and, looking down, he be-
came aware of Bucephalus, his cat,
rubbing against his legs. He
laughed, bent down and picked her
up. Here was the exception, of
course. Old Bucephalus. He
laughed again, shaking his head in
wonder. He had had Bucephalus
for the past hundred and fifty years.

“Now what justification does a
cat have for living forever?” he
wondered aloud, holding her at
arm’s length and smiling at her. She
lifted one paw and dabbed at his
face. He put her down and went to

GALAXY

get her milk. “And how did we ever

find each other?” Perhaps there

. was some subliminal way of know-
. ing. Perhaps, without knowing, the
. immortals knew.

While Bucephalus lapped at her

“ milk, Henry Talbot walked out for
. abreath of air. He wandered off the
campus, finally pausing in front of

a candy-and-soda store. He felt a
vague curiosity and went in to look

~ at the newspapers. After reading

through one, he stood back and
sighed. The same old thing, always
the same old thing, The new wave

~ of immigrants — he looked again to

see where they were from this time;
he didn’t recognize the name of the
place, but it didn’t matter—the new
wave of immigrants was a disgrace

-~ to New York, was destroying real

estate values, was a burden to so-
ciety, to the last wave of immi-
grants who had by now made their
place. The President said we would
fight, if necessary, one last war to
make the world safe for democracy.
Statistics showed that juvenile de-
linquency was on the increase; it
was traced to a lack of parental
authority in the home.

Always the same old thing.

Only his work was new, always
changing. But now, after nearly a
hundred and fifty years of thought,
he felt he was in over his head. It
was getting too abstract. He needed
some good solid experimental re-
search, he felt. Something concrete,
down-to-earth. He wanted to play
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with a hundred-channel analyzer,
measure some cross sections, deter-
mine a beta-decay scheme. But he
couldn’t ask them here for a lab. He
didn’t dare tell them who he was.
Too much commotion, notoriety.
The newspapers again. Good God,
no.

He turned to go back to his
study, and then stopped dead. He
couldn’t go back there. His brain
was spinning without a clamp; he
needed to fasten to something and
orient himself in this vast universe.
His fingers itched to get at some ex-
periment. He couldn’t go back to
his study.

He decided to take a vacation.
He had never gotten as far as
Miami Beach, he remembered.
The sun would feel good, and he
could do with a bit of a tan.

He flew down that night.

After he had checked in at the
Sea Lion, and as he was following
the bellboy across the high and
wide lobby to the elevator, a wom-
an crossed his path. In her late
twenties, perhaps early thirties, she
was simply stunning. Dark hair,
light skin, blue eyes almost purple
with a Eurasian slant to them, long
firm legs and slim ankles. For the

_first time in many a year, Henry

stopped to look at a woman.

The bellboy realized that he had
walked on alone and returned to
Talbot.

“That woman is beautiful.” Hen-
ry gestured toward her back.
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