By R. €. W, FTTENGER \

Perpasities

When millionaire H. D. Haworth awoke after three hundred
and twenty-two years. of living death he thought that the

: been a doughty
warrior in the American
manner. Many a power-

bowed to hi§'strength and
-thousands 'of innocent
\. victims. had cursed his
name, But that was many
: a misty year ago.
Now even his son was an aged philan-
thropist and H. D. himself was relegated
almost to legend. But at ninety-two the old
battler was locked in his most desperate
struggle, - vamly trying with his failing

strength to Deat off the grimmest, most re-

leritless of all antagonists.

If the man in the street ever heeded or
mientioned this struggle, it was to dlsmter
a corny, dog-in-thé-manger joke :

“0ld Harley D. Haworth,” he would say
patronizingly, “is such a guy—if he. can’t
take it with him, he just don’t go.”

But he was going all right, battle by battle,

losing his war. Not that his forces were
small—two billion greenbacked stalwarts
comprised his army. The resources of the
planet were his. Only his generals, the
world’s fanciest physicians, were incompetent
to maneuver these forces to advantage. ’

. They gave him gland extracts, they gave

him vi tamins they gave him blood trans-
fusions.
glasses, arch-supports. They cut out his
varicose veins, his appendix, one of his kid-
neys. And in the end the learned doctors
held a conference and this was the sum of
their w1sdom——eat crackers and mllk

At this- 3uncture there was a shake-up in
the high -command. The new Chief of Staff
was not a physician but an engineer named
Jones. ’

“What man can imagine, man can do.” So
104
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5T ARLEY D. HA-
WORTH had -

ful Wall Street foe had _

They gave him false teeth, eye-.

world was. his oyster, but there had been some changes made!

runs’ the optimistic saw. The boy, Garibaldi
Jones, had had firm faith in said saw, and
imagined himself a great lawyer and famous
statesman. With the passage of time, how-
ever, there gradually came to Garibaldi, as
to many another before and since, the sus- -
picion whoever said that was kidding.

Now Baldy Jones had leng since conceded
that his imagination, at least, far outran his
capabilities. He had settled down, when he

‘realized he lacked the persuasive gift, to

being a reasonably competent mechamcal
engineer.

An ordinary slip-stick jockey, that was
the work-a-day Jones. But sometimes, on a
Sunday, Jones’ the general-statesman-sci-

-entist-prophet-and - all - around - wiseacre -

would hold forth from his armchair on life,
love, art, literature, science, religion, poli-
tics and various other manifestations of
nature that are dignified by names. '
On .a certain poftentous Sunday in the
summer of 1947, about the time the doctors

were prescribing crackers-and-milk as a.

specific for senile debility, Garry had found
a particularly depressing article in his Sup-
plement. Goodwife Nancy was relaxed with
the Women’s Section.
Garry wiped the perspiration from hlS
gleaming head of skin and proceeded to her
instruction.

“Listen, dear, it says here some scientist
thinks the human race is going to be wiped
out” It's too dumb to survive, or too smart.
I think that’s crazy but he’s got a lot of
points. Listen, he says—

““To date there has been no- 1nd1cat10n
whatever of any barrier to the indefinite
extension of the frontiers of science. It is
breath-taking to think.what this means. It
means that so far as we -know the scientific
method is capable of carrying humanity to
any conceivable heights and beyond’.”

“Garry, stop talking so loud and let me
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read this,
Hurried Housewife.’
‘Give me something different.
What do I know about science?”
“You should know something beyond the
kitchen. Listen—‘But reflection turns hope
to alarm, with this thought—In the vast and

‘Fun With Fish—Hints for the
You're always saying,
Science.

ancient universe sutrely some races must .

have had time already to -attain godlike
power and yet they have not manifested
‘themselves. Many answers are offered to this
riddle, but none very satisfactory.’”

“Garry, will you be quiet?”

BY ANCY’S question was sharp.
“I will -not,” said Garry. “‘One an-
swer is that our civilization is very young,
and the hypothetical super-civilization some-
where just hasn’t found us yet. But that is
a contradiction in terms, because it takes
most of the “super” out of the super-civili-
zation, considering that a technological cul-
ture advances on an exponential curve.’?
“Garry, are you going to let me read in
peace?” ,
“I am not,”” said Garry. * ‘Another is. that
a super-civilization would -have advanced

"beyond any concern about us“or our petty-

problems. This is an uneasy possibility, but
rather thin for this reason—

“ ‘From all indications our mastery of the
physical world is proceeding much faster
than our mental evolution, and while this
condition may change I am inclined to. think
we would be flitting about. the galaxy before
we would have lost our humanity.’”

“Garibaldi- Jones, if you don’t stop with
that crazy stuff I'll go out of my mind!”

“You will not,” said Garry remorselessly.
“‘We are thus led to the proposition that
there is no super-civilization and to. the
corollary that intelligence, at least techno-
logical intelligence, has no survival value.
This -is a sobering thought, and we ask—

“‘Why? Aside from metaphysical hypo-
theses vain to pursue, there is one outstand-
ing answer. Someone, someday, will find a
chain reaction for one of the light elements
like oxygen and silicon, ¢t perhaps some
other even deadlier agent will be loosed
upon ‘the world—for as science progresses
more and more power is more and more
often concentrated in fewer and fewer
hands.’”

“Garry, do you intend to ever stop talk-
mg"”

“I do not,”

said Garry. L ‘There: is, sadly,
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no indication of an abatement of the spirit
of irresponsibility that has kept the world,
especially in recent years, in turmoil, at war
or in fear of war. )

“‘The only real remedy, perhaps, is fear
of God, but the materialist knows that when
he dies his rotting carcass is beyond punish-
ment, beyond hope, beyond recall. Thus the
only restraint on beastliness is the ineffectual
one of conscience, and in consequence—' "

“Why beyond recall?” interrupted Nancy,
surprisingly.

I‘What?”

“Well, if science can do anythmg, like
he says, why can’t they bring the dead people
back some day? Now you just read that tripe
to yourself, if that ‘scientist’ knew anything
he wouldn’t have to write for trashy Sunday

~Supplements, and. let me read in peace,"do
you hear me?” ‘

“How can I help it?” muttered Garry, who
had already conceived the germ of a notion.

The notion grew into an idea, and the idea
hardened into a resolve. And in the natural
course of events he werit to H. D. Haworth
with his preposition and there was a meet—
ing of minds.

But a third. .talent was needed for their
project, and the logical candidate was Ells-
worth Stevens, M.D., Ph.D.

The seduction of Ellsworth Stevens made

"a temporary stir in certain lofty ecircles,

shocking all but the most cymcal

‘A Dbrilliant bio-chemist, a' few months
prevxously Stevens had reported some at-
tempts at suspending animation 1n mammals
by a method involving prehmmary partial
dehydration of the living tissue through star-
vation, followed by freezing.

'The technique exploited the newly- dlscov- _
ered tendency of very minute quantities of
radioactive phosphorus in. certain phospholi-
pids to counteract the degenerative anti-gel-
ation effect of low temperatures on the col-
loidal phases of protoplasm. S

He had not succeeded in reviving any of
the animals, since none of the nerve tissue
had lived “through the freezing, but results
had been nonetheless promising. *-Now Stev-
ens was employed by the Cancer Institute,
consecrated to this most important work.

Until one evening a Tempter called at his

modest home. His name, of course, was
Jones.
“Dr. Stevens,” said Garry, “I want you to<

quit your job and go back to work on sus-
pended animation.”
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Stevens blinked rapidly behind his bifocals
and smiled deprecatingly.

“Well, Mr. Jones, I could hardly do that.
You see, I've been doing some work with
radioactive tracers and I'm beginning to get
significant results. Can’t very well quit now,
can I? That other matter isn’t very impor-
tant—I hardly think it could.be done, any-
way.” )

“Dr. Stevens,” said Garry, “the Cancer
Institute doesn’t pay you very much. You
have a daughter who is getting to the age
where she would like to be dressed up. I
will give you a ten year contract at ten
thousand dollars a ‘years.’

,Mr Jones, do you realize that cancer is
responsible for more deaths than any other

allment except heart disease? Maybe I sound.

sentimental but I actually think of myself as
taking an 1mportant part in the world’s
greatest crusade.”

“Dr. Stevens, I will give you a ten year
contract at one hundred thousand dollars a
year.”

Blankness in the shy, blmkmfy eyes, then
mounting anger. “Look, you, who the heck
d’you think you're kidding? If you—"

“Dr. Stevens,” Garry said hastily—an en-
raged sheep is an appalling spectacle—"1
have a power of attorney from Harley D.

Haworth.” Ellsworth Stevens gaped like a

fish, and was pure no more.

HE Pacific lay stagnant, having decided

it was too hot a day to do anything ex-

cept evaporate. But there was the suggestion

of a breeze in the garden and ample shade for

three men. The dried-up little old man was

speaking, and the big bald man and the lean

bespectacled man listened with respectful
attention.

“I'm a hard-headed business man, and I'm
not easy to fool, as many a smart-aleck’s
" learned, hrumph! It would surprise you the
number of quacks that try to sell me miracle
water and yoga systems and such-like.

Blasted parasites! N

“But I know a good investment when I
see one,” the thin, complaining voice' went
on, “and you gentlemen have a sound idea.”
He paused benevolently to let them look
gratified.

This is ridiculous, thought Gary, the old
boy’s a caricature.

“A sound idea—don’t depend on these pill-
rolling fools that call themselves doctors
nowadays to keep you hanging around a year
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or two more, but just go to sleep in a nice
refrigerator until people really know some-

.thing about the body.” He shook a bony
. forefinger.

“And they’ll do it, too. I don’t believe in
much, but I believe in science. It will take
a lot of money, but that’s what I've got. And
you can have all you need, Mr. Jones, all
you need, as I've told you before. Blank
check. You came to the right man when
you came to H. D. Haworth.” He sank back
into his nylon deck chair, exhausted by the
long speech.

Garry seized the opportunity to air some
of his ideas. He was all enthusiasm. )

“We'll put the vault in Michigan, Mr.
Haworth, not here in California—too many
earthquakes. Might be a long time before
they know enough about bio-chemistry to
revive a dead man and restore his youth.
Not that you'll be dead,” he amended hastily,
“just in a state of suspended animation. I'm
sure Dr. Stevens can work that out.

“Anyway, we'd better put the vault in
Michigan—very safe country, geologically.
We'll make the vault and the coolers of the
very best, of course, granite and stainless
steel 'and quartz that will never wear out.
And then,” he added, coyly, “I have a little
idea for a power plant that will be really
dependable, if I am the one that says it.”

“It better be!” snapped H. D., suddenly
ferocious.

“Yes—of course. There’s the problem of
keeping everything secret but I'm sure we
can manage it. The workers won’t know

what they’re doing, Dr. Stevens, and I can

do all the really technical work. And theére’ll
be only one trustee each generation to keep
his eye on things, starting with me’

Stevens was leaning forward, wearing a
somewhat bewildered expression.

“But I thought—but surely after we dem-
onstrate that suspended animation is feasi-
ble and we've verified our results, we’ll
publish?” Seeing the odd-faces the other

two were pulling, he repeated .plaintively, .

“I always publish.”

~H. D. Haworth pronounced a certain four-
letter word. Garibaldi Jones cast his eyes to
the heavens and tore his hair, coming away
empty-handed, of course.

“Well, what's wrong with that?” Stevens
snapped, a little color in his face. “Don’t
the people have a right to know?”

“Young man,” quavered H. D., tottering

to his feet and shaking the bony forefinger,

N
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“what you know about people I could stick
in my—

“Wait a minute, Mr. Haworth,” Garry
soothed. “Let me explain to Dr. Stevens
how it is. Please don’t excite yourself. Re-
member,” he coaxed, “we don’t want a heart
attack now, do we"” The old man collapsed
into his chair with a feeble curse. =~

“Look, Ellsworth, old man,” Garry said

" kindly. “The last thing in the world we
want to do is keep anything from humanity,
You know Mr. Haworth is the biggest phi-
lanthropist in the world. But in this case—
well, it’s dangerous.

“What do you think would happen if peo-
ple found out a few rich men were sleeping
in quartz coodlers while they had nothing

- but-mouldy graves to look forward to? Why,
man, they'd tear our vault down with their
bare hands!” ‘

H. D. was nodding, muttering something

about blasted’ riff-raff, but Garry saw
Stevens’ look of contempt.
“But that’s not the main thing,” he said

hastily. “It wouldn’t be good for the country
—in fact the world couldn’t stand it. Once
people were. convinced, everybody would
demand a frigidaire instead of a coffin.
many could be made and people would plot
and steal and- kill to get theirs and religious
people would fight against'it.

" “There’d be fakers and stock promotions
all over. The nation’s economy would be
wrecked. People would take their money
with them o leave it as savings at compound
interest while they slept for a few centuries.
Think of the harm it would do, man—think
of the people who are happy now, whose
lives would be embittered with vain hopes!”

¥ AWORTH’S head was bobbing on his
1 scrawny neck. “That’s right, young
fellow, and that ain’t the half of it!” He
cackled. “Almost like to get a finger in that
pie myself. )

“The insurance compames would be the
ones for it, of course. Twenty-year endow-
.ment and, instead of paying you, they pickle
you. But it’s too risky, too rlsky——you see
that, don’t you, my boy?”

Stevens sighed unhappily.
he said, defeated.

“Good, good!” Garry boomed, rubbing his
hands briskly. “I knew Dr. Stevens would
see the point. He has a head on his shoulders.

“Now, as I was saying, Mr. Haworth, we’ll
have space in the vault for a hundred or so.
L]

“1 spppose so,”

Not’

STARTLING STORIES

. . .y
That should be enough, I think, but we’ll
rush yours through first, of course, and have
it ready in jig time, just in case . .. And ’
after that' ... ”

And so their plans were laid and some-
thing new was born under that sun which
shone with such ridiculous indiscrimination
on H. D. Haworth and on the common people.
~According to ‘the outline sketched that
afternoon, the vault was to be safeguarded
and the sleepers’ interests looked after by
the establishment of a Haworth Trust, with

- Garibaldi Jones the first Administrator. Only

one person in each generation, the Adminis-
trator, would know all about the vault.

of each generafion the Administration and
one or two of his closest relatives would join

" the ranks-of the sleepers. The Administra-

tor’'s responsibilities and discretion would
include all measures necessary for the safety
of the sleepers and the trust funds would be
ample, to allow for unforeseen future con-
tingencies.

A number of experimental ammals closely
duplicating H. D.’s condition would be in-
cluded for the future biologists first to try
their skill on—because if Stevens should not
perfect a practicable method of suspending
animation in time, and H. D. should actually
die, his resuscitation would be a ticklish
matter.

H. D. did not want to wake up blind, for
instance, or with an altered personality—
although Stevensy for one, thought any ~
change in the old pirate’s personality would
be a step in the right. direction. The blasted
Washington administration wouldn’t let a
citizen' buy radioactives without a lot of
busybody questions, but Garry had an idea
for a reliable source of power for the coolers.

An improvement on the new “heat pumps,”
his design dispensed entirely with moving
parts, providing a large safety factor. Suc-
cessfully reversing the refrigeration- cycle,
the device utilized the heat potential between
sub-frost level ground and surface to pro-
duce power, using buried coils of a com-
mon refrigerant gas.

Caches of ireasure were to be tucked away
in unlikely places, the key to their location
securely hidden in H. D.s mind. No Tut-
ankh-amen he, to invite grave-robbers by
foolish ostentation.

And so it came to pass, and H. D.’s last
months, despite the physical pain his increas--
ing debilitation caused him, were hght-
hearted ones.

'
- -
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He was sustained by the bubbling knowl-
edge that he tottered down life’s highway
toward—not that great, silent abyss that the
common folk’s imagination called Heaven or
Hell and peopled with childish gods and
demons anxiously waiting to take him to task
for his many “sins”’-—but merely a bend in
the road beyond which lay unknown, but
surely friendly, lands.

In course of time Harley D. Haworth was
carefully laid away in his ice-cold “coffin,”
and those who read the obituaries did not
suspect that he was the first of men to die
a qualified death.

[T E LAY on his back, staring at the white

B Pl ceiling—it had not occurred to him yet
to move. His uncotrdinated muscles left his
face blank but he was frowning mentally.
There was something he wanted to remem-
ber, something. . . .

He struggled laboriously to pin down those
elusive shapes, but the words wouldn’t come.
It's hard to think when the words won’t
come. His eyes sharpened their focus a little
and he perceived that he was in bed. Hos~
pital, he thought clearly, I'm in a hospital,
of course.

He felt more and more secure now and,
after a moment’s relaxation, tried again to
remember.

A man’s voice said clearly, “What am I?”

A feminine voice said pleasantly, “You're
a man, and your name is Haworth Feeling
all rlght'?”

Thousands of little relays clicked in
H. D’s brain and he sat up quickly.
This room was white and windowless, but
it was not the vault in Michigan—and that
tall clear-eyed brownette with the grave

eyes and tender lips was certamly not Dr.

‘Stevens.

The man’s voice said, “ guess so,” and
this time H. D. realized that he had spoken.
The blood rushed to his head and pounded
in his ears, for it had been a strong; young
voice.

He ripped away -the sheet that covered
him, careless of his nakedness, and it was
true.

These limbs were firmly rounded, the
smooth skin pink with the warm blood
coursing beneath. His wildest hopes were
realized. He snatched the mirror smilingly
proffered him and there it was, that face of
youth once lost to faded photographs! Then
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a great wave swept in with a rush, a roar,
a dazzling sparkle of spray. -

He emerged from his faint to find the head
of his bed elevated, the woman in white
holding his wrist to count his pulse. Well,
this is it, H. D. thought jubilantly, it actually
panned out. I did it, I did it!:

Now to plunge into the great adventure—
millions of questions to ask, millions of things
to do—a new world to conquer. H. D. rubbed
his hands briskly together in his habitual
getting-déwn-to-business gesture.

‘Loosing his hand, the brownette looked up
from her watch. Her eyes were dark blue,
and .

Bells rang in the back of H. D.’s head, his
skin tingled and he forgot what_he wanted
to say. Her faint, sweet perfume was in his
nostrils; a'long-forgotten stimulus performed
its ancient function. Being a direct man by
nature and training, H. D. decided that the
shortest distance between two points was to
seize thls delicious creature. Without more
ado he lunged. ) )

But she had stepped back, shaking her
head and smiling reprovingly, and H. D. al-
most fell out of bed. He recovered and col-
lected himself, and laughed to show that
he was a good sport.

“Oh, well, more important things to think
of now, anyway—or are there more impor-
tant things" Well, get me some clothes and
call the head man around here, and I'll look-
you up later, Miss . . . ” ’

“Lorraine, Dr. Lorraine, I'll get you some
pajamas—here they are—and you won’t see
the Supervisor unless you show some pretty
unusual symptoms. He’s a busy man and I'm
a married woman.”

H. D. sputtered. ~

“Now really, Mr. Haworth, I'm not just
being mean. You have to stay here under
observation for three days as a final check
before you’re sent to—well, and the super-
visor doesn’t” speak English anyway. I'm
the only one here at the hospital that does,
which is why I'm here. Now there’ll be some
nice lunch for you in a few minutes, so relax
like a good boy and—"" '

H. D. exploded. “Young woman,” he
shouted, “Doctor young woman, .as you value
your job, I demand to see the person in
charge!” He practically foamed. “Boy in-
deed! I am Harley D. Haworth and I am
ninety-four years old-—and then some;” he
added thoughtfully.

“Three hundred and twenty years in the
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vault and two years we’ve been working on
you,” Dr. Lorraine -said helpfully.

. “Eh? Yes. Well, get me—"
“No,” she said very firmly.
enough excitement for the first time in so
long. When you’ve had a nice lunch and a
nice nap I'll talk to you again, although you
won’t really find out very much unt11 you

go to—"
A door had opened and shut, and a huge
male ordérly came in pushing a metal cabi-

net.. The orderly and Dr. Lorraine exchanged

a few words that H. D. could identify with
no language, although the sounds were easy
and musical—a little like Hawaiian, perhaps.

“What's that?” H. D. asked suspiciously.
“Where are we?”.

“Why, we're in Chicago. Oh, the language
—Hominine, we call it. It was adopted only
about fifty years after you died, at the time
of the Union, when the U. S. sort of took
over the world and a universal language
became necessary.” The orderly had gone
out, and she set a dish before H. D. on a
sliding bed-tray. “Here, eat your lunch Whﬂe
it’s hot.”

H. D. let out a’yelp. “Lunch! A plate of
soup! Woman, Fm hungry! Haven’t had a
bite for three hundred twenty-two- years!

“That’s just why you must go easy for a
bit. Here’s your spoon Now, doesn’t it smell
good?”

It did, and H. D. grumblingly took some.

- It tasted good, too—beefy—and he went at it.

Between slurps he tried to get a little more
information.” “You say the U. S. conquered
the world fifty years after I died?”

“Oh, no! Just absorbed it, you might say.

You had something to do with that in a
way.” -

“Eh? Hows that"”

“Well, your idea of putting yourself on ice
to wait for better times gradually got around
and, after awhile, it got pretty common in
the States. The insurance companies did
most of it. But they couldn’t do it in Europe,
being, you know, bureaucratic and half de-
cayed and all, and so poor from all the wars.
Couldn’t afford it. Guess I'm not much of
a historian.” '

Snort from H. D.

“QOh, eat your soup! Well, it got hard for
the European leaders to keep their people

satisfied ‘with their poverty but there were -

still plenty of ugly. things here they could
point to. Then Farbenstein came along with
his Probe, and the Constitution was amended

“You’ve had -
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- to adopt the Ascension Code—and a lot of:

<

thmgs changed »

Y THIS time H. D, had finished his soup,
and Dr, Lorraine took his plate away
and flipped the switch above him that lowered

_the head of his bed. H. D. objected testily. -

“I don’t want to lie down! Quit that, will
you. What about this confounded Code?”

The doctor shook her head.. “Sorry, it's
time for your nap now.”

“Nap! Are you out of your mind? Millions
of questions! I'm not the least bit sleepy!”
This was a lie. There must have been some-

thing in the soup, because his eyehds were’

becoming very, very heavy.
“Well, you can’t argue with a woman,” he
complained peevishly. “Who ever heard of a

woman doctor—a pretty woman.doctor ... ?”
Dr. Lorraine did something to a lever, and
the room darkened. -

H. D..awoke refreshed and full of vigor,
the conversation with Dr. Lorraine fresh and
clear in his mind. He jumped out of bed, and
stumbled, cursing, around in the dark until
he finally figured out where the light would
be.

. He pushed a lever above the head of his
bed, the first of several in a panel, and light
filled the room, varying in strength with the
position of the lever. He di‘d not see the

‘ source.

The room was unremarkable in appearance,

" although he could not identify' thé smooth,

creamy, soft material of the walls. Of two
doors the outer, to his cursing disgust, was
locked. The other opened into a Rube Gold-
berg bathroom. After admiring the array of
buttons, switches, cranes and slings, after a

little cautious experimentation, H. D. saw that"

the design was intended to permit cripples
the luxury of a real bath and toilet.
Wandering back into-the bedroom, he idly
fiddled with the other levers in the wall panel
with no perceptible results until the last.

“Then the entire end wall vanished and he

was looking at Chicago.

At where Chicago should  have been, at
any -rate—he could hardly have said what

“he expected but what he saw was merely a

jungle. From what seemed a considerable
height he could make out little detail in the
mass of growing things.

He could see no other tall buﬂdmgs but
he was looking toward the lake and his view
was limited. As he strained his ‘eyes he
could see a little of bright winding paths;

. -
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and graceful little houses buried in greenery
and blossom. No movement caught his eye.

These people must conduct their business.
elsewhere, he thought—underground, per-
haps, leaving the surface for leisure and reo-
- reation. Garden City indeed! Life must be
pleasant here—and it would soon be his! He
fairly itched to make his mark on this Brave
New World.

He turned from his contemplation when
he heard the door open. There was that
woman, smiling and inquiring how he'd slept.
He'd soon straighten her out.

“Dr. Lorraine,” he said grimly, “why was
I locked in?” ,
The smile faded just a httle “Three days

observation, remember?”

H. D. was patient. “Look,” he said care-
fully, “I don’t think you quite understand.
I'm H. D. Haworth. From the little you've
said I gather there’s been no Bolshevik revo-
lution, common sense be praised, so the
Haworth Trust must be worth hundreds of
millions. You still use money, don't you?”

She nodded slowly.

“And I have millions hidden away where
no one can ever find them but myself—-don t
think I came an empty-handed beggar, even
if something happened to the Trust funds.
Millions, I tell you—gold and jewels, rare
old boocks and art, everything of value.

“And besides that I'm the oldest sleeper—
what’s the matter with you people?” he
demanded fretfully: “Don’t you know what
news is? Why am I met by one insignificant
woman doctor?”

Dr. Lorraine did not seem put out by the
upbraiding and this in itself was subtly ex-
agperating. It was her attitude, her air, in
which he sensed—sympathy, yes, and a sort
of embarrassment. He did not understand
it but it was absolutely offensive!

“Well,” H. D. snarled, beside himself,
“confound it, woman, say something!”

“Three days observation,” said Dr. Lor-
raine, almost stupidly. Then she visbily re-
adjusted the mantle of her professional
cheerfulness and spoke briskly.

“It won't be so bad. I'll be making. tests
every day and that will pass the time and
you can play the ‘visor.” She went over to
his bedside table and pulled out the drawer
holding the instrument.

“I hate radios,” H. D. .said sullenly. “I'd
like to jam every one down Marconi’s throat,
first breaking the tubes. Confounded trashy
programs, changing every five minutes!”
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“Is that how they were? How awful for
you! See, you just dial, like this, and one
station has nothing but dance music, an-
other nothing but Jimmurian dlssonances

See? Anything you like.

“And if you first dial “O” you can then
dial for any number or any entire program
that’s ever been recorded. Here’s the index.
Too bad we don’t have one in English.”

H. D. yielded a snicker. “Where’s the
screen?” he asked, shghtly mollified.

“Oh. I did say ‘visor didn’t I Well, you
see, this is a modified visor. No v1sua1 no
talking programs, just music. It’s too bad, in
a way, but we had to have you here for
some of the tests. This is a neuro-psychia-
tric ward, you see. Yes, soft walls and all.
It can be stripped down for violents.”

H. D. showed signs of becoming that way
himself and the doctor smilingly stepped to
the door and opened it.

“See you tomorrow.”

“Wait!” H. D. roared.
then? What—"

“Three, days observation.” She nodded,
and the door was closing. He reached it in
a bound but the lock clicked first.

g ATE in the afternoon of the third of
4 those maddening days that loathsome
woman—the part of her that wasn’t phono-
graph must have been clam—brought him
somé clothes. And the word that she spoke
as she quietly left was music—Goodby.
He vaguely remarked the :-clothes as he
pulled them on—socks, thin-soled shoes, a
loosely draped one-piece garment of a close-
ly woven sky-blue material resembling silk
but duller—a light cape of darker blue.
Just as he was appraising the quite satisfac-
tory effect in the wall mirror a sound turned

* him toward the door.

They stood a little awkwardly in the door-
way, pulling rather solemn faces. The black-
haired man, who would have been big by
ordinary standards, was mopping his red
face in a nervous gesture and the seven-foot
glant who dwarfed him was stroking his
platinum-blond beard.

H. D. stared at the giant gape-mouthed.
He looks exactly like God, if God were in
the shape of a man, he thought.

Teeth flashed in a smile through the sil-
very brush and God sald haltingly, “Hello,
Grampaw.”

H. D. started v1olent1y. The black-halred
man came forward with a jovial, if forced,

“What happens

&y
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laugh and a deprecating wave of the hand.

“You are his grandfather, you know, Mr.
Haworth. Fourteen times removed, that is.
He's the Administrator now. Don’t you know

me? Guess the bird looks different w1th all
this plumage, eh?” ~

There was, at that, something familiar
about this coarse, good-natured fellow,
something .

“Jones'”
homesick sailor sightihg the old
steeple. '

“Garibaldi Jones! It's good to see you,
man! When did they dig you up?”

“About twenty years ago.” Garry. grinned.

For a moment H. D. thought he discerned
in his grin a trace of that expression he had
so come to hate in the last three days, that
tinge of something like embarrassment Non-
sense!

He rushed -on,
this new-fangled world and pretty soon we'll
set ’er by the ears. Once I getmy . . . ”

It was the delighted cry of &
church

The giant said something to Jones, who

nodded uncomfortably. H. D. frowned.
“What's that? Why don’t you speak Eng-
lish, Mr.—uh—Mr. Haworth? I guess you're

..a Haworth?” The giant smiled politely.

t

“He don’t know any English, Mr. Haworth,
except those words I taught him. Guess you
might as well call him Junior—same name as
yours. He says we better ‘get going. Have

" to be in Washington by six. Your flyer's

waltmg

Your flyer! Thls -was more like it. Well,
after all, he was H. D. Haworth, and they
named .demigods after him® In the exuber-

ance of the thought he forgot to ask why’

they had to go to. Washington. He swirled
his cape about him and strode out. The demi-
god stepped aside for him. :

The corridor was a surprise. It was not
merely long—it was shockingly long. It

must have been miles long. And it was

broad. A truck could have easily passed and

it was lined with doors and little signs in

a wavy lettering. No one seemed to be about.

They hurried along, H. D. gawking to all
sides, almost trotting as Junior set the pace.

. At the great double door of an elevator

shaft Junior touched the signal button. _

Big—everything around here was big! The
elevator could have accommodated several
pianos and.the pretty red-head operating the
lift had to look down at H. D. She winked
and made a laughing remark.

“She says you're cute.”

“Now I'll find out about

-

unperceived signal.
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H. D. did not know whether to be pleased
or offended -and before he could decide the
acceleration took his breath away. They
went up,. up, a ridiculous distance, and at
last he stepped out into another corridor.

Corridor! The floor must- have been forty
yards across and _most of it was moving, a
series of horizontal escalators with three
speeds in each direction, adjacent strips
moving at different speeds. .

HILE H. D. stared, Junior and Garry
Jones had stepped aboard the nearest
strip and were moving away. Now Jones
came trotting .back, making little headway
against the ‘conveyors motion/ He had to
chuckle.

In my country, said the queen, you have
to run like the devil to stay in the same
place.

“Come on, Mr. Haworth,” Garry called.
H. D. waited for the next-opening in the
rail to oppose him, took hold and stepped

‘on. When he had come up, Garry explained,

“This is Chicago—this building-—this is the
whole city, the business part, that is. This -
is one of the transpoft levels.”

“Hmm.” The place didn’t look right—too
bare, too empty. “Where are the stores?
Where are the signs? Where are the people?”

“Stores? Oh, this is just'a garage. Work-
ing day’s over. Just about everybody’s gone

. home.”

“Garage?” .
“Sure, for- flyers—remember? Here we
are. 3 -
The door Junior inlocked let them Into a
space sufficiently garage-like in its bareness,
but the thirty feet of gold-and-crystal grace
it sheltered was a thing of beauty, enough
to warm the cockles of any limousine-lover’s
heart. As H. D. gave himself up to the up-
holstery’s caress he felt his old confidence
return. :
The wall rolled away as Junior made some
With the slightest of
vibration the flyer wafted out into the shad-
owed evening. As the wingless craft emerged
into space H. D.’s hands instinctively tight-
ened their grip on the arms of his chair:
Then he relaxed with a smile. He looked
around with appreciation, ready to accept
each new thrill with easy complacency.
When' the mounting flyer finally cleared
the shadow of that Everest of a building they
_must have been six thousand feet up. In the
“western distance. the dipping sun shed its
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fire on a doll’s garden of patched greén, with
here and there a spot of cheerful early
autumn color. Charming, he thought patron-
izingly, charming!

“Let’s go down closer and have a good
look at those suburbs,” he exclaimed on
sudden impulse.

Garry shook his head. “Too late. We'd
never make it to Washington by six.” The
flyer was gaining speed and altitude.

“What'’s all this about Washington? What
happens there?”

Garry hesitated. “You have to take a trip,
Mr. Haworth.”

H. D. leaned forward, unable to hear the
last words. With their mounting speed the
whine of violated air was becoming a scream.
Garry reached back over Junior’s shoulder

and hit a toggle at the right end of the

instrument board. It was like shutting off
a radio.

He repeated, “You have to take a trip,
Mr. Haworth.”

“Trip. By heaven, you 're as mystenous
as that woman. Why don’t you speak up?
Well, never mind that.”” His eyes narrowed.
“To whom does this airship belong?"

Garry sighed. “To you, Mr. Haworth:”

“Tell' that  oaf to turn around and -go’

back.

Garry sighed agaln and shook his head.
"“He won't, Mr. Haworth,” The flyer was
arching through a dark swirling cumulus
layer, still gaining speed.

H. D.s jaw set hard. He' gritted his words.

“I don’t know just what this is,” he said
slowly, “but I know this. You won't get
-away with it. Nobody fools with me. I'll
break you and that great goon of a great-
great-grandson. Money still counts here—
that woman said 'so.”

(‘Yes‘"

“Yes. I suppose you know to whom the
Haworth Trust reverts now?”

“To you, Mr. Haworth.”

“Yes. And that means I'm one of the rich-
est men in the world again.”

“No, sir.
~ H. D's cold tone deepened.
you mean, no?”

“WeH sir, times have changed, you might
Q{iy

“Inflation!” H.D. exploded.

“No, sir, none to speak of. You can still
get a loaf of bread for a quarter. It's just
that the growth curve is pretty steep, and
it gets steeper all the time. Atomic energy,

“What do

you know, and no wars for a long time, and
now no natural death.

“You can get twelve percent on your
money in a savings bank. It’s really an ex-
panding economy. Why, Chicago alone is

worth more in dollars and cents than all the

nations of earth in our time.” .
H. D. reflected this. “Well, how much is
the Trust worth?”

YARRY exchanged a few words with
*11d Junior. “About thirty million; he says.”
“What.’” , ) _

“Well,” Garry hastened, “I know it isn’t
much for twenty million to grow to after all
this time, but there have ‘been expenses!
What we had to spend for protection in the
old days, when the mobs ‘wanted to dynamite
the vault!

“The sums that were spent on research to
revive you! And then the Administrator,
Junior here, has to live up to the Haworth
name and that’s expensive He draws over
a million a year.”

“Why, that thieving, white- whlskered pip-

squeak, I'll sue him within an inch of his

life! I'II—" s

“Now, now, Mr. Haworth you're still a
wealthy man.’

H. D, glared “Wealthy Yes. And famous.

The oldest Sleeper. Can’t understand why

the newsmen haven’t been after me. In my
time—"'

“You're not news, sir. Look, Mr. Haworth,
I have gsome rather unpleasant things to tell
you. I've been sh.irkmg it but I raight as
well tell you now.'

H.D. shrugged off a faint twinge of appre-
hension and leaned back in his seat. He
looked out. The flyer was rocketing through
clear air, high above a sea of crimson cotton,
no longer accelerating.

He relaxed and permitted himself a smile.
He had life, health, and millions. The bil-
lions would come easily enough. Pah, what
“unpleasant things” could ‘mar this para-
dise? A

“You did have some mews value as the
oldest and one of the deadest Sleepers—but
you've been thoroughly Probed out this last
year.”

H.D. frowned impatiently. “WHat's this

‘Probe’ business? That woman mentioned it,
and some ‘Code’.”

“The Farbenstein Probe,” Garry said,
looking thoughtful_ly out at the darkling.

horizon, “is, in simple terms, a hypno-bio-




114

physical technique for reaching and inter-
preting buried memories. Your thoughts and
experiences are on file and the newsworthy
ones have been published.”

H.D.’s mind refused to accept this horrible
thought. He stared stupidly.

"“No! It can’t-be!” he gasped. “It's—it isn’t
possible! It isn’t decent!”

“Oh, not all your thoughts,” he explained
quickly. “Just—well, I'd betier just tell you
as well as I can about the Code.” A very
uneasy feeling mounted in H.D.s breast as
Garry continued.

“The Ascension Code made some basic

changes in the conditions of life. What it
really did was take r\nostAof the irresponsibil-
ity out of people’s behavior. Because the
freezatoria- gave people hope that had no
faith in Heaven—so the Code gave them
fear, that didn't fear God. The Code put

]ustlce on a remorseless eye -for-an-eye ba-

sis.’

H.D.’s blood ran slowly cold. Hé repressed
the thought, denied it, rejected it, but in his
heart he knew. His intuition had made the
connection. Garry noted his heavy breathing,
and. felt a stir of pity. He continued, gazing
out.

“It’s simple enough, in practise. Every
fifty years each person must submit to a
Survey—and all Sleepers when they're re-
vived. By association techniques they'’re
made, under the Probe, to admit everything
they’ve done that was wrong, either by their
own conscience or by the written law.

“Then—well, you see—one outgrowth of

the Probe is- that suffering has been classi-..

fied, qualitatively and quantitatively.- Oh,
it’s arbitrary on the edges, but not very, and
where there’s doubt there’s chaméy of
course.

“After the Survey, if he’s passed a certain
allowable maximum in wrongdeing, a person
must go to—the penal colony and experience
himselff all the suffering he has caused,

qualitatively and quantitatively as closely -

as possible.”

The question was. only a whisper. “How
long will I have to spend at this—this place—
where did you say?”

“The penal colony? It’s on the fourth
planet. I guess we used to call it Mars.” He
hesitated. “In your case, I'm afraid—well,
they say you hurf a lot of people.”

“It’s ridiculous!” H.D. cried desperately.

“It’s barbaric! My word, even in our time
reasonable people knew that revenge isn’t

STARTLING STORIES

civilized, even against criminals. Can’t they
rehabilitate people?”

Garry grimaced, and spoke flatly, slowly.

““There is no known deterrent from
harmfully selfish action except fear of-pun-
ishment. Nor can there be a healthy mind
as long as there exists a debt to conscience.’
That’s a translation from a schoolbook.”

H.D. sprawled in his chair like a poled ox.
He recognized that he was beaten. His eyes
stared vacantly, he mumbled ovér\and over,
“They can’t, they can’t.” He dld not notice
the flyer’s swoopmg deceleration.

OMETHING was shining with a white
light. They were hovering. H.D. looked
up absently, little interest in his eyes. A
great long dave-mouth yawned in the moun-
tain that was Washington, bright in the
gathering dusk. ~
“There’s our signal.” A green eye was
blinking rapidly. Junior settled the flyer in

.a curbed rectangle and H.D. had a moment

to note the rows of craft, the conveyors, the
rows of brightly lettered doors in the back-
ground. Then the door of the flyer opened
and a gray-uniformed man almost as big as
Junior clambered in, carrying a little leather
bag.

H.D. watched in silence as the Adminis-
trator and the stranger exchanged a few

each affixed a signature. Then the man in
gray opened his bag and, with the tools he

-~

-words and some sheaves of paper, to which -

took out, began to do something to the flyer’s .

instrument panel. He whistled as he worked,
a jazzy dance tune, and the sound grotesque-

ly accentuated the silence of the watching

three.
Jones stlrred “Well, hnres where we get
off, I guess.” He stepped down out of the

chanically followed, the Administrator’s bulk
blocked the door. He was smiling with
po]ite embarrassment.

‘‘Move, you oaf!” H.D. snapped.

“Smry, Mr. Haworth,” Garry said. “You’ re
going on to . .. the penal colony.”

Red rage gnpped H.D.; they were treatmg
him like an animal, sendmg him off like a
bull to the packing house. He gripped the
door-frame with his hands, and in a quick

_motion set his foot against Junior’s chest.

The giant sprawled backwards, and there
was a satlsfymg thump as his head “struck
the pavement.

An iron hand gripped H. D S shoulder The

- flyer, Junior after him, but when H.D. me- ~
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uniformed man’s face was completely in-
different, almost bored. He merely held
H.D. until he relaxed and sank shaking into
a seat. Junior was on his feet, rubbing his
head, the oafish smile a little rueful now.

The man in gray resumed his work and his
whistling. It was intolerable. Those two with
their sympathetic silence, and this fellow
with his cheerful, loathsome whistling. He
had to say something.

“How’s a little can like this able to get to
another planet?”

“Oh, we’re pretty good engineers these
days,” .Garry said eagerly. “Tell you about
it sometime. Well, the J-man’s fixing your
pilot signal now. It’ll fly on automatic. It
ought to be pretty interesting, really, your
first space trip and all.”

H.D. scarcely heard him. The “J-man?
had put his tools back in their bag and was
descending to the pavement. The door closed
with a ringing sound and the J-man was

doing something to it from the outside. De-

spairing, frustrated tears welled in H.D.s
eyes. His knuckles whitened. _

A faint vibration stirred in the flyer and
H.D. looked around in panic. Going al-
ready? He felt horribly afraid. He had an
impulse to claw the walls. Garry caught his
wild look and returned a glance of sym-
pathy. His lips moved, but no sound came.
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H.D. stared. Gar‘r’y’s lips moved again, and
he gestured. H.P. remembered then and hit
the toggle.

“, . . easy, Mr. Haworth.” Garry’s voice
was as clear now as though he spoke beside
him.

The flyer lifted gently and eased around
in a 180-degree turn. The last .tints of
evening glowed in the western sky, the
earth was lost in darkness and the first
insolent stars were mocking him.

Garry, on the other side now, called again.

“Take it as it comes, Mr. Haworth. It
‘won't last forever, even if it seems like it.
Son of a gun—said the wrong thing again,
didn’t 1!”

H.D. screamed,
case!”

Garry sadly shook his head. “ ‘There is no
known deterrent from harmfully selfish ac-
tion except fear of punishment. Nor can
there be a healthy mind as long as there
exists a debt to conscience.’ ”

The flyer was easing out into the night,
toward that red star of evil.

“You say Mars isn't called Mars any-
more?” he called hoarsely, pressing desper-
ately against the hard crystal.

“No,” Garry -called softly and the quiet

words were still very. clear. “Now they call
it Hell.”

“Appeal' Appeal the

Because he is branded a miisfit; Deker volunteers for Nirvana—which brings
him surcease for aeons—but at each awakening he is again tormented by
evil reality in THE SLEEPER IS A REBEL, an amazing novel of the
future by Bryce Walton featured in the February issue of our
companion magazine THRILLING WONDER STORIES— SR

now on sale at all newsstands!

I£ backacke and leg pains are making you
miserable, don’t just complain and do nothing
about them. Nature may-be warning you that
your kidneys need attention.

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking
excess acids and poisonous waste out of the
blood. They help most people pass about 3
pints a day.

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters
don’t work well, poisonous waste matter stays
in the blood. These poisons may start nagging
hackaches, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of

“OF Tired Kndmy§

pep and energy, getting up nights, swelling,
puffiness under the eyes, headaches and dizzi-
ness. Frequent or scanty passages with
smanmg and burning sometimes shows there

is something wrong with your kidneys or
bladder.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, a stimulant diuretic, used successfully-
by millions for over 50 years, Doan’s give
happy relief and will help the 15 miles of
kidney tubes flush out poisonous waste from
the blood. Get Doan’s Pills, v.)
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[By STANLEY . WEENBAEJM

Professor Abner Aarons, mathematzczan, is forced to probe

the supreme probIem—-—w;th

» NE would hardly
" choose the life of

&l [¥ an assistant pro-
‘fessor of mat}'xematlcs at
an Eastern University as
an adventurous one. Pro-
fessors
reputed to drone out a
quiet, scholarly existence,
and an
mathematics might seem
the’ drlest and least lively of men, since his
subject is perhaps the most desiccated. And
yet.even the lifeless science of figures has had
its dreamers—Clerk-Maxwell, Lobachewski,

Einstein and the rest. The latter, the great |

Albert Einstein himself who is forging the
oilly chain ‘that ever tied a -philosopher’s
dream to experimental science, is pounding
hi$ links of tenuous mathematical symbols,
shadowy as thought but unbreakable.

_And don’t forget that “Alice in Wonder-
land” was written By a mathematician. Not

‘that I.class myself with them. I'm practical
.enough to leave fantasies alone Teachmg is

‘my business. - -

‘At least, teaching is my main business. I.

do’a little statistical work for industrial.cor-
porations whén thé occasion presents itself—

in-fact, you'll find my name in the classified .

section: Abner Aarons, ‘Statistician and Con=
sulting Mathematician. I eke out my profes-
sional salary, and I.do at times strike some-
thing interesting.  Of course, in the main such
work consists of graphing trends of consump-
tion for manufacturers, or population in~
creases for public utilities.

And occasionally some up-and-coming
advertising agency will consult' me on how
many sardine cans would be needed to fill the
Panama Canal, or some such material to use
as catch advertising copy. Not exactly excit-
ing work, but it hélps financially.

NHUS I was not particularly surprised
that July mornmg to receive a call. The

s

in general are

instructor of _

his life the price of failure!

university had been' closed for some weeks.
The summer session was about to open, with-
out however, the benefit of my presence. I
was taking a vacation, leaving in two or three
days for a Vermont village I know, where
the brook trout cared not a bit whether a
prize-fighter, president, or professor was on
the hither end of the line. And I was going
_alone; three-quarters of the year before a
classroom full of the tadpoles called college
students had thoroughly wearied me of any
further desire for human companionship.
My social instinets were temporarlly in abey-
ance.

Nevertheless, I'm not unthrifty enoqgh'to
disregard -an opporturity to turn .an honest

penny, and the tall was far from unwelcome..

Even the modest holiday I planned can bite
deeply enough into the financial foundation of
an assistant professor’s pittance. And the
work sounded like one of. these fairly lucra-
tive and rather simple propositions.

“This is Court Strawn,” the telephone an-
‘nounced. “I'm an experimental chemist, and
I've completed a rather long series of experi-
ments. I want them tabulated and the results

OME stories ‘are forgot-
ten almost as soon as
they are printed. Others
stand the test of time.
: Because “The Brink of
. Infinity,” by Stanley G.
Weinbaum, has stood this
test, it has been nommated
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HALL OF FAME and is reprinted here.

~ In each issue we will honor one “%f the most out-
standing fantasy classics of all time as selected by
our readers.

We hope ‘in this way to bring a new permanence
to the science fiction gems of yesterday and to per-
form ‘3 real service to the science fiction. devotees
of today and tomorrow.

. Nominate your own favorites! Send a letter or
postcard to The Editor, STARTLING STORIES, 10
East 40th St., New York 16, N. Y. All suggestions
are more fhan weélcome!
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