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      Enter the SF Gateway …

      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:

      
      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’

      

      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.

      Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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IN RE SPRAGUE

On June 6, 1939, I dropped in at the office of Mr. John W. Campbell, editor of Astounding Science Fiction, to ask whether he had come to a decision about a story of mine which I had submitted a week earlier. He had, and handed back the manuscript to prove it. For once, however, a rejection threw me into something less than the usual delirium of despair, because he simultaneously introduced me to a tall, thinnish chap who was in the office with him.

He said, “This is L. Sprague de Camp.”

I fell into an awestruck silence that persisted until Sprague left, surrounded, in my eyes, by that gold-dust aura an established writer has for the unsuccessful novice. Make no mistake, Sprague is an impressive fellow for anyone to meet suddenly. Tall and, at that time, thinnish; a thin, square-jawed face; dark hair and eyes; a snappy military mustache; and dark, luxurious eyebrows that can only be described as formidable, he looked like the younger son of a British peer. At the time, he frightened me silly.

(By a queer coincidence, Catherine de Camp, his wife, looked like the younger daughter of a British peer. For a long time I considered her the most beautiful blonde in science fiction.)

Thirty-two years have passed and Sprague has aged perhaps ten of them. He is not quite so thin as he used to be and he has a neat grayish chin beard. Now he looks like the English peer himself. My early awe and fright have long since given way to feelings of liveliest affection for a nice guy who happens to struggle under the disadvantage of an aristocratic cast of countenance.

Sprague, despite his cool, self-confident appearance, is essentially shy. People meet him once, combine his eyebrows, mustache, and shy silence in their own minds, and walk away with the impression of having met a cold personality. Not so! Underneath the cool exterior there is a friendly and affectionate nature; even, on occasion, a demonstratively affectionate nature. I have seen Sprague run madly across a large and crowded hotel room to hug a friend he had not seen in some months.

Perhaps the most amazing thing about Sprague de Camp is the amount of quaint and miscellaneous lore he has crammed within his head.

He is a historian of almost anything you can think of. It can be the Atlantis myth or magic and witchcraft; the abortive industrial age of Hellenistic times or Ostrogothic Italy; naval armament or hoaxes—he can write entertainingly and authoritatively on any of them, in the form of good history or excellently researched historical novels. I’m not just saying that. I can prove it. He has written entertainingly and authoritatively on all of them.

And this knowledge is not dry bones. He can give it out clothed with verve and life in speech as well as in writing. The enthusiasm with which he will hold forth on odd subjects conquers even his shyness.

I was once part of an admiring audience who heard Sprague give the details of a battle between Ptolemaic Egypt and Seleucid Syria; the only battle, he explained, in which one side used Indian elephants and the other, African. In colorful detail, he described the causes of the war, the events leading to the battle, the battle itself. He was by turns an Egyptian Spearman and a Syrian mahout. Sometimes he was an elephant. He leaped about vigorously, wielding an imaginary spear (a large, heavy, imaginary spear) as he spoke. When he finished, he was breathless and so were we; he from exertion, we from laughter.

He is a world traveler who has been chased by hippopotami in Africa, seared by the sun in India, impressed by archaeological ruins everywhere—and everything gets into a book. Nor does age wither nor custom stale his infinite variety. He is currently planning to revisit Istanbul and is learning Turkish for the purpose. And where he goes, Catherine goes, too, often and anon.

Sprague has written serious books on naval armaments, dinosaurs, archaeology, history, patent law, and myths and legends. He is a linguist and a phonetician and has contributed serious articles on phonetics to weighty journals in the field. And he has written enough verse, both serious and comic, to make up a volume, which is about to appear.

Let’s sum it up this way. Sprague can talk all evening, on any subject you can name, without boring you.

It is too easy to get the idea, listening to Sprague, that he was born, somehow, knowing all these things or, at the most, had picked them up by walking rapidly through the reference section of the New York Public Library, flipping the pages of books as he went by.

No, sir! I was disillusioned on that score a score of years ago when I spent a few days at his house. I was bedded down in his study, and the morning after the first night (being an early riser), I poked through such of his papers as he had not wisely put under lock and key.

I found a stack of books on “Daily Life in Ancient Athens,” “Walks on the Acropolis,” “I Fought at Marathon,” “Why Persia Must Be Destroyed,” and so on. (Those are not the exact titles.) I found maps of ancient Greece, large and small. I found a graph of lifetimes of famous Athenians and whether they were children, adults, or old people at the time.

I tackled him when he woke up. I pointed to the paraphernalia. I demanded an explanation. It turned out that he was writing “The Glory That Was.” The setting was to be in ancient Athens, and, by Zeus, it was going to be accurate.

There is no doubt that Sprague is the greatest stickler for minutiae in science fiction and invests the most time and energy per story. And there’s a return on the investment in that air of reality he gets into his stories, that extra grip upon your imagination.

I recall the time when his novel Lest Darkness Fall first appeared in Unknown. It was a Connecticut Yankee type of story in which a modern American found himself in the Italy of. Cassiodorus and Belisarius (early sixth century, A.D.). I bought the magazine the day before I was due to take a final examination in physical chemistry. For reasons we need not go into here, I had to pass physical chemistry with a B or better to keep my academic career alive. For additional reasons we need not go into, I had grave doubts as to my ability to do this.

I sat down, in no very happy frame of mind, to study. To cheer myself up, since I reasoned that no man can study efficiently when in a state of depression, I decided to read just the tiniest little bit of Lest Darkness Fall before I opened my text. You guess the results? It was inevitable. You don’t read a “little bit” of a de Camp novel. I finished  the yarn at a sitting and I never did get around to studying.

Nor was I sorry. The story was tabbed “fantasy” but it was the beat historical novel I had ever read. It still is. Furthermore, its excellence so cheered me up that I took the finals next day in stride and got an A in the course. I would love to recommend Sprague as a mental stimulant for all readers shaky in their college courses, but maybe I had better not. All I can say is that it seems to work for me.

My only complaint is that Sprague sometimes limits himself by his own damned conscientiousness. Take the Viagens Interplanetarias stories which compose this book. (Viagens Interplanetarias, by the way, means “interplanetary tours” in Portuguese. At the time interstellar travel is developed, Sprague supposes Brazil to be the dominant power on Earth, as it well may be some day. In that case, of course, Portuguese would be the dominant language of the spaceways.) In this series, Sprague’s interstellar travel takes place in Earth’s backyard, so to speak; among stars, that is, within a reasonable number of light-years from the sun. Further, his concept of interstellar travel has queer effects on the subjective passage of time. This makes the stories harder to write.

I once asked him why he did this, and he explained that since travel faster than the speed of light was impossible, it would take far too long to reach the really distant stars. I pointed out that if he used “hyperspace” as most writers did, that wouldn’t matter. (Hyperspace is a mythical term among s-f writers and can be used in a vague and foggy way to excuse any speeds up to infinity.) Sprague said he didn’t believe in hyperspace. I said neither did I, but I used it.

He just put his pipe in his mouth and shook his head. “If I don’t believe a thing is possible,” he said, “I try not to use it.”

Sprague doesn’t remain pure always. He has written time-travel stories, though he considers time travel impossible. But he is inhibited about such things. God knows how many stories he could write, but won’t—on principle. That’s Sprague.

But Sprague needs no one to teach him better habits. He has been among the top few in his profession for over a generation now. He sells regularly and will continue to do so, I am sure, while he lives and while editors are sane. He has been repeatedly anthologized. In fact, three of the stories included here, “Summer Wear,” “The Galton Whistle,” and “Git Alongl” have previously been anthologized, but here they are at last where they belong—with the other tales of the Viagens. They make fine rereading for themselves, but you will find them even richer in the context of the other tales.

But if what I am saying here has any meaning at all, you should be impatient to be off with me and on with Sprague. Perhaps you’ve already passed on to the book itself. If you have, I certainly can’t blame you. If you haven’t, what are you waiting for? Go ahead, turn the page——

Isaac Asimov


AUTHOR’S NOTE

When men attained interstellar travel in the early twenty-first century, they named the planets of other stars after gods of various Terran pantheons, following the analogy of their own system. Tau Ceti, a K- type star like Sol but dimmer and yellower, had its planets named for Hindu gods, the three inhabited planets of the group (reading from the star outward) becoming Vishnu, Krishna, and Ganesha respectively. Krishna has a climate much like that. of Earth; it is larger, but less dense, so that its surface-gravity is a little less though atmospheric pressure is a little greater. It is drier and smoother than Earth, having no true oceans but a lot of small seas; hence its land area is several times Earth’s.

The planet Vishnu, closer to Tau Ceti than Krishna, is hotter than Krishna, though not too hot for unprotected human beings. Osiris, Isis, and Thoth are inhabited planets of the star Procyon (Osiris having the most Earth-like surface conditions) while Thor is a planet of Epsilon Eridani.

As a result of the Third World War the United States was reduced to a second-class power and the U. S. S. R. ceased to be a power at all. World leadership was taken over by fast-growing Brazil. Hence most early spatial exploration was done by Brazilians, and the government-owned space-transport system, the Viagens Interplanetarias, was largely Brazilian in control and personnel. The word Viagens rhymes roughly with “Leah paints”, with g as in “rouge”: vee-uh-zhainhs.

Don’t worry about pronunciation of Krishnan names, because such is the multitude of languages and dialects that almost any guess will be right in one or another. The symbols, q, and gh stand for (a) a glottal stop or plosive (a cough), (b) a guttural variety of k and (c) a uvular roll like French r. If you’re no linguist, ignore the first and pronounce the second and third as ordinary k and g. The letter d stands for “ah”, and final a for “eh” or “ay.” Samples: “Qarao” rhymes with “allow”, “Laiján” with “by John”, “Zerdai” with “hair-dye”, “dour” with “slower”, and “Balhib” with “Al Grebe” “Castanhoso” is about “cas-tahn yo-soo”; “Katai-Jhogorai”, “cat-eye jug-o’-rye”.

L. Sprague de Camp


A.D. 2054-2088

The Inspector’s Teeth

World-Manager Chagas sat waiting for the Osirian ambassador, mentally practicing the brisk handshake and the glassy smile. Across the conference table the First Assistant to the Manager, Wu, chain-smoked, while the Minister of External Affairs, Evans, filed his nails. Although the faint rasp annoyed Chagas, he gave no sign, imperturbability, being one of the qualities for which he was paid. The indirect lighting threw soft highlights from the silver skullcaps covering the shaven crania of the three.

Chagas said: “I shall be glad when I can let my hair grow again like a civilized man.”

“My dear Chagas,” said Wu, “with the hair you have, I don’t see what difference it makes.”

Evans put away his nail-file and said: “Gentlemen, when I was a kid a century ago, I wondered what it would be like to be on the inside of a great historical moment.

Now I’m in on one, I find it queer I’m the same old Jefferson Evans, and not Napoleon or Caesar.” He looked at his nails. “Wish we knew more Osirian psychology..”

Wu said: “Don’t start that Neo-Paretan nonsense again about Osirians being guided by sentiments, so we need ‘only know which one to play on, like pressing a button. Osirians are rational people; would have to be to invent space-travel independently of us. Therefore will be guided by their economic interests alone…”

“Neo-Marxist tapioca!” snapped Evans. “Sure they’re rational, but also sentimental and capricious like us. There’s no contradiction—”

“But there is!” said Wu excitedly. “Environment makes the man, and not the contrary…”

“Do not start that, I beg,” said Chagas. “This is too important to get your systems full of adrenalin over theory. Thank God I am a plain man who tries to do his duty and does not worry about sociological theories. If he takes our terms, the Althing will ratify the treaty and we shall have an Interplanetary Council to keep peace. If he insists on the terms we privately think he is entitled to, the Althing will not ratify. Then we shall have separate sovereignties, and it will be the history of our poor Earth all over again.”

“You borrow trouble, chief,” said Wu. “There are no serious disputes between our system and the Procyonic. Even if there were, there is no economic advantage to a war at such distance, even though Osirians have capitalistic economy like Evans’s country…”

“Who said wars are always fought for economic advantage?” said Evans. “Ever hear of the Crusades? Or the war that was fought over one pig?”

Wu said: “You mean the war some sentimental historian without grasp of social and economic factors thought was fought for pig—”

“Stop it!” said Chagas.

“Okay,” said Evans. “But I’ll bet you a drink, Wu, that the Osirian takes our offer as it stands.”

“You are on,” said Wu.

A bell chimed, bringing the men to their feet.

As the Osirian came in, they advanced with outstretched bands, uttering polite platitudes. The Osirian set down his bulging briefcase and shook their hands. He looked like a small dinosaur, a head taller than a man—one of the little ones that ran about on its hind legs with its tail stuck out behind to balance. A complex pattern of red-and-gold paint decorated his scales.

The Osirian took the backless chair that had been provided for him. “A kreat pleashure, chentlemen,” he said slowly in an accent they could barely understand. This was natural, considering the difference between his vocal organs and theirs. “I haff stuttiet the offer of the Wont Fetteration and reached my tecishion.”

Chagas gave him a meaningless diplomatic smile. “Well, sir?”

The ambassador, whose face was not built for smiles, flicked his forked tongue out and back. With irritating deliberation he began ticking off points on his claws:

“On one hant, I know political conditions in the Solar System and on Earth in particular. Hence I know why you bat to ask me the things you dit. On the other, my people will not like some of these things. They will consitter many of your demants unchust. I could go ofer the grounts of opchection one py one. Howeffer, since you alretty know these opchections, I can make my point better py tellink you a little story.”

Wu and Evans exchanged a quick glance of impatience. The forked tongue flicked out again. “This is a true story, of the old tays when the mesonic drive had first enapled you to fly to other stars and put your system in touch with ours. Pefore there was talk spout galactic government, and pefore you learnt to guart akainst out little hypnotic powers with those pretty silfer hats. When a younk Sha’-akhfa, or as you say an Osirian, hat come to your Earth to seek wistom…”

When Herbert Lengyel, a junior, proposed that they bid Hithafea, the Osirian freshman, the Iota Gamma Omicron’s council was thrown into turmoil. Herb persisted, glasses flashing:

“He’s got everything! He’s got money, and he’s smart and good-natured, and good company, and full of college spirit. Look how he got elected yell-leader when he’d been here only a few weeks! Of course it would be easier if he looked less like a fugitive from the reptile house in the zoo, but we’re civilized people and should judge by the personality inside…”

“Just a minute!” John Fitzgerald, being a three-letter man and a senior, threw much weight in the council. “We got too many queer types in this fraternity already”

He looked hard at Lengyel, though Herb, who would like to have punched his handsome face, was merely a sober and serious student instead of a rah-rah boy. Fitzgerald went on:

“Who wants the Iotas to be a haven for all the campus freaks? Next thing you’ll find a thing like a bug, a praying-mantis a couple of meters high, sitting in your chair, and you’ll be told that’s the new pledge from Mars…”

“Ridiculous!” interrupted Lengyel. “Martians can’t stand Earthly gravity and humidity for long—”

“That’s not the point. I was speaking generally, and for my money a young dinosaur’s not much improvement on a Martian. “

“Another thing,” said Lengyel. “We have an anti-discrimination clause in our charter. So we can’t bar this man—this student, I should say—”

“O yes we can,” said Fitzgerald, stifling a yawn. “That refers only to the races of mankind; it don’t apply to non-human beings. We’re still a club of gentlemen—get that, gentle-men—and Hithafea sure ain’t no man.”

“Principle’s the same,” said Lengyel. “Why d’you think Atlantic’s one of the few universities left with fraternities? Because the frats here have upheld the democratic tradition and avoided snobbery and discrimination. Now—”

“Nuts!” said Fitzgerald. “It isn’t discriminatory to pick folks you think will be congenial. It wouldn’t be so bad if Herb had merely proposed some guy from Krishna, where they look more or less human—”

“There aren’t any Krishnans at Atlantic this year,” muttered Lengyel.

“—but no, he has to foist a shuddery scaly reptile—”

“John’s got a phobia against snakes,” said Lengyel.

“So does every normal person—”

“Nuts to you, Brother Fitzgerald. It’s merely a neurosis, implanted by—”

“You’re both getting away from the subject,” said Brother Brown, president of the chapter.

They went on like that for some time until a vote was called for. Since Fitzgerald blackballed Hithafea, Lengyel blackballed Fitzgerald’s young brother.

“Hey!” cried Fitzgerald. “You can’t do that!”

“Says who?” said Lengyel. “I just don’t like the young lout.”

After further wrangling, each withdrew his veto against the other’s protegé.

On his way out, Fitzgerald punched Lengyel in the solar plexus with a thumb the size of a broomstick-end and said: “You’re taking Alice to the game tomorrow for me, see? And be sure you give her back in the same condition as you got her!”

“Okay, Stinker,” said Lengyel, and went to his room to study. Although they did not like each other, they managed to get along. Lengyel secretly admired Fitzgerald for being the perfect movie idea of Joe College, while Fitzgerald secretly envied Lengyel’s brains. It amused Fitzgerald to turn over his coed to Lengyel because he regarded Herb as a harmless gloop who wouldn’t dare try to make time with her himself.

Next day, the last Saturday of the 2054 football season, Atlantic played Yale on the home field. Herb Lengyel led Alice Holm into the stands. As usual, when he got near her his tongue got glued to the roof of his mouth. So he studied the pink card he found thumb-tacked to the back of the bleacher-seat in front of him. On this were listed, by number, the things he was supposed to do with a big square of cardboard, orange on one side and black on the other, when the cheerleader gave the command, in order to present a letter, number, or picture to the opposite side of the stadium.

He finally said: “D’I tell you we decided to bid Hithafea? Speak it not in Gath, though; it’s confidential.” 

“I won’t,” said Alice, looking very blonde and lovely. “Does that mean that when John takes me to your dances Hithafea will ask to dance with me?”

“Not if you don’t want him to. I don’t know if he dances.”

“I’ll try, not to shudder. Are you sure he didn’t use his mysterious hypnotic powers to make you propose him?”

“Fooey! Professor Kantor in psych says all this talk about the hypnotic powers of the Osirians is bunk. If a man’s a naturally good hypnotic subject he’ll be hypnotizable, otherwise not. There aren’t any mysterious rays the Osirians shoot from their eyes.”

“Well,” said Alice, “Professor Peterson doesn’t agree. He thinks there’s something to it, even though nobody has been able to figure out how it works-oh, here they come. Hithafea makes a divine yell-leader, doesn’t he?”

Although the adjective was perhaps not well-chosen, the sight of Hithafea, flanked by three pretty coeds on each side, and prancing and waving his megaphone, was certainly unforgettable. It was made even more so by the fact that he was wearing an orange sweater with a big black A on the chest, and a freshman beanie on his head. His locomotive-whistle voice rose above the general uproar:

“Atlantic! A-T-L-A-N…”

At the end of each yell Hithafea flung out his arms with talons spread and leaped three meters into the air on his bird-like legs. He got much more kick out of the rooters’ reaction to his yell-leading than the players did, since they were busy playing football. Hithafea himself had had hopes of going out for intercollegiate athletics, preferably track, until the coach had broken it to him as gently as possible that nobody would compete against a being who could broad-jump twelve meters without drawing a deep breath.

As both teams were strong that year, the score at the end of the first quarter still stood 0-0. Yale completed a pass and it looked as if the receiver were in the clear until

John Fitzgerald, the biggest of the fourteen right tackles of the Atlantic varsity, nailed him. Hithafea screamed:

“Fitzcheralt! Rah, rah, rah, Fitzcheralt!”

A drunken Yale senior, returning to his seat after visiting the gentlemen’s room under the stands, got turned around and showed up on the grass strip in front of the Atlantic side of the stadium. There he tramped up and down and bumped into people and fell over the chairs of the Atlantic band and made a general nuisance of himself.

At last Hithafea, observing that everybody else was too much interested in the game to abate this nuisance, caught the man by the shoulder and turned him round. The man looked up at Hithafea and shrieked: “I got ’em! I got ’em!” and tried to break away.

He might as well have saved his trouble. The Sha’akhfi freshman held him firmly by both shoulders and hissed something at him. Then he let him go.

Instead of running away, the man threw off his hat with its little blue feather, his furry overcoat, his coat and vest and shirt and pants. Despite the cold he ran out on to the field in his underwear, hugging his bottle under one arm and pretending it was a football.

Before he was finally taken away, the man had caused Yale to be penalized for having twelve men on the field during a play. Luckily the Yale rooters were too far away on the other side of the stadium to understand what was happening, or there might have been a riot. As it was, they were pretty indignant when they found out later, feeling that somebody had pulled a fast one on them. Especially as the game ended 21-20 favor of Atlantic.

After the game Hithafea went to his mailbox in the Administration Building. All the other frosh were eagerly pushing around the pigeonholes to get theirs, for this was the day when fraternity bids were distributed. When Hithafea softly hissed: “Excuse me, please,” they made plenty of room for him.

He took three little white envelopes from his box and scooted for his room in the freshman dorm. He burst in to find his roommate, Frank Hodiak, studying his one bid. Hithafea sat down on his bed with his tail curling up against the wall and opened his envelopes, slitting them neatly along the edge with his claws.

“Frank!” he cried. “They want me!”

“Hey,” said Hodiak, “what’s the matter with you? You’re drooling on the rug! Are you sick?”

“No, I am cryink.”

“What?”

“Sure. That is the way we Sha’akhfi cry.”

“And why are you crying?”

“Pecause I am so happy! I am ofercome with emotion!”

‘Well for goodness’ sake,” said Hodiak unfeelingly, “go cry in the sink, then. I see you got three. Which you gonna take?”

“I think the Iota Gamma Omicrons.”

“Why? Some of the others got more prestige.”

“I do not care. I am takink them anyway, for sentimental reasons.”

“Don’t tell me a cold-blooded reptile like you is sentimental!”

“Sure. All we Sha’akhfi are. You think we are not pecause we do not show our feelinks in our faces.” “Well,” persisted Hodiak, “what are these sentimental reasons, huh?”

“First,” (Hithafea counted on his claws) “pecause Herp Lengyel iss one. He was the first man on the campus to treat me like a fellow-beink. Second, pecause the kreat de Câmara was an Iota when he attendet Atlantic many years ako.”

“Who’s this guy de Câmara?”

“Dit you neffer know? My, some of you echucated Earthmen are iknorant of your own history! He was one of the great space-pioneers, the founter of the Viagens Interplanetarias, and the first Earthman to set foot on Osiris.”

“Oh. Another Brazzy, eh?”

“Yes. It wass de Câmara, who prought the false teeth of our Chief Inspector Ficèsaqha back to Earth from Osiris, and gate them to Atlantic when they presented him with an honorary degree. Pefore I leat yells at a game, I go up to the museum and gaze upon those teeth. Their sentimental associations inspire me. I am fery sentimental apout Senhor de Câmara, although some of our people claim he stole those teeth and other thinks as well when he left our planet.”

At the first pledge-meeting, Hithafea squatted down humbly among his fellow-pledges, who looked at him with traces of distaste or apprehension. When the prospective members’ duties had been explained to them. Fitzgerald and a couple of the other brothers undertook to have a little fun of the sadistic sort associated with initiations.

They brought out a couple of wooden paddles, like ping-pong racquets but heavier, and fired nonsensical questions at the freshmen. Those who failed to answer glibly were paddled for ignorance, whereas those who answered glibly were paddled for being fresh.

By and by Hithafea said: “Will nopody pattle me?”

“Why, Monster?” said Fitzgerald. “D’you wanna be?”

“Of course! It is part of peink a pletch. It would preak my heart if I were not pattled the same as the others.” The brothers looked at each other with expressions of bafflement. Brother Brown, indicating Hithafea’s streamlined stem, asked:

“How the hell can we? I mean, where’s hisuh I mean, where shall we bit him?”

“Oh, anywhere!” said Hithafea.

Brother Brown, looking a bit unhappy about the whole thing, hauled off with his paddle and whacked Hithafea’s scaly haunch. He hit again and again, until Hithafea said:

“I do not efen feel it. Are you sure you are not goink easy on me on purpose? It would wound my feelinks if you dit.”

Brown shook his head. “Might as well shoot an elephant with a peashooter. You try, John.”

Fitzgerald swung his massive arm and dealt Hithafea a swat that broke the paddle. He wrung his hand, looked at the other brothers, and said:

“Guess well have to consider you constructively paddled, Hithafea. Let’s get on to business.”

The other pledges grinned, evidently glad to escape any further beating. As the brothers had been made to feel a little foolish, the fun seemed to have gone out of paddling for the time being. The brothers sternly commanded the pledges to show up at the house the following night for the Thanksgiving dance, to do the serving and mess-work. Moreover they were told to bring three cats each to the next pledge-meeting, the following week.

Hithafea as usual showed up an hour early for his duties at the dance, wearing a black bow tie around his scaly neck in deference to the formality of the occasion. John Fitzgerald, of course, brought Alice Holm, while Herbert Lengyel came stag and hovered uneasily, trying by an air of bored superiority to mask the fact that he would have liked to bring her himself.

When Hithafea stalked in bearing a tray of refreshments, some of the girls, who were not Atlantic coeds and so had never seen him before, shrieked. Alice, mastering her initial revulsion, said:

“Are you dancing, Hithafea?”

Hithafea said: “Alas, Miss Holm, I could not!”

“Oh, I bet you dance divinely!”

“It is not that. At home on Osiris I perform the fertility-tance with the pest of them. Put look at my tail! I should meet the whole floor to myself, I fear. You have no idea how much trouple a tail is in a wont where peinks do not normally have them. Every time I try to go through a swingink door—”

“Let’s dance, Alice,” said Fitzgerald abruptly. “And you, Monster, get to work!”

Alice said: “Why John, I think you’re jealous of poor Hithafea! I found him sweet!”

“Me jealous of a slithery reptile? Ha!” sneered Fitzgerald as they spun away in the gymnastic measures of the Zulu.

At the next pledge-meeting a great yowling arose when the pledges showed up with three cats apiece, for which they had raided alleys and their friends’ houses and the city pound. Brother Brown said: “Where’s Hithafea? The Monster’s not usually late—”

The doorbell rang. When one of the pledges opened it he looked out, then leaped back with the alacrity if not the grace of a startled fawn, meanwhile making a froglike noise in his throat. There on the doorstep stood Hithafea with a full-grown lioness on a leash. The cats frantically raced off to other parts of the fraternity-house or climbed curtains and mantel-pieces. The brothers looked as if they would have done likewise if they had not been afraid of losing face before the pledges.

“Goot evenink,” said Hithafea. “This is Tootsie. I rented her. I thought if I prought one cat bik enough it would do for the three I was tolt to pring. You like her, I trust?”

“A character,” said Fitzgerald. “Not only a monster, but a character.”

“Do I get pattled?” said Hithafea hopefully.

“Paddling you,” said Fitzgerald, “is like beating a rhinoceros with a fly-swatter.” And he set to work with a little extra vim on the fundaments of the other pledges.

When the pledge-meeting was over, the brothers went into conference. Brother Broderick said: “I think well have to give ’em something more original to do for next time. Specially Hithafea here. S’pose we tell him to bring—ah—how about that set of false teeth belonging to that guy—that emperor or whatever he was of Osiris, in the museum?”

Hithafea said: “You mean the teeth of our great Chief Inspector, Ficèsaqha?”

“Yeah, Inspector Fish—well, you pronounce it, but that’s what I mean.”

“That will be a kreat honor,” said Hithafea. “Pefore we go, Mr. Fitzcherald, may I speak to you alone for a moment?”

Fitzgerald frowned and said: “Okay, Monster, but hurry it up. I got a date.” He followed the Sha’akhfa out, and the other brothers heard Hithafea hissing something to him in the corridor.

Then Hithafea stuck his head in the doorway and said: “Mr. Lengyel, may I speak to you too, now?” And the same thing happened to Lengyel.

The other brothers did not listen to the conversation between Lengyel and Hithafea because they were more interested in what was happening in the parlor. John Fitzgerald came through, all slicked up in his best clothes, and the lioness tackled him and tried to wrestle with him. The more he tried to get away the more vigorously she wrestled. He finally gave up and lay on his back while Tootsie sat on his chest and licked his face. As having your face licked by a lion is something like having it gone over with coarse sandpaper, Fitzgerald was somewhat the worse for wear by the time Hithafea came back into the room and pulled his pet off.

“I am fery sorry,” he told them. “She is playful.”

The night before the next pledge-meeting, shadows moved in the shrubbery around the museum. The front door opened and a shadow came out—unmistakably that of a big, broad-shouldered man. The shadow looked about, then back into the darkness whence it had come. Sounds came from the darkness. The shadow trotted swiftly down the front steps and whispered: “Here!”

Another shadow rose from among the shrubs; not that of a man, but of something out of the Mesozoic. The human shadow tossed a package to the reptilian shadow just as the museum’s watchman appeared in the doorway and shouted:

“Hey, you!”

The human shadow ran like the wind, while the reptilian shadow faded into the bushes. The watchman yelled again, blew on a police-whistle, and ran after the human shadow, but gave up, puffing, after a while. The quarry had disappeared.

“Be goddamned,” muttered the watchman. “Gotta get the cops on this one. Let’s see, who came in late this afternoon, just before closing? There was that little Italian-looking girl, and that red-haired professor, and that big football-type guy…”

Frank Hodiak found his roommate packing his few simple belongings, and asked:

“Where you going?”

“I am gettink retty to leave for the Christmas vacation;’ said Hithafea. “I got permission to leafe a few tays aheat of the rest.” He shut his small suitcase with a snap and said: “Goot-pye, Frank. It is nice to have known you.,,

“Good-bye? Are you going right now?”

“Yes.”

“You sound as if you weren’t coming back!”

“Perhaps. Some tay. Sahacikhthasèf, as we say on Osiris.”

Hodiak said: “Say, what’s that funny-looking package you put in your—”

But before he finished, Hithafea was gone.

When the next pledge-meeting was called, Hithafea, hitherto the outstanding eager-beaver among the pledges, was absent. They called the dormitory and got in touch with Frank Hodiak, who said that Hithafea had shoved off hours previously.

The other curious fact was that John Fitzgerald had his right wrist bandaged. When the brothers asked him why, he said:

“Damn’f I know. I just found myself in my room with a cut on my wrist, and no idea how it got there.”

The meeting was well under way and the paddles were descending when the doorbell rang. Two men came in: one of the campus cops and a regular municipal police-man.

The former said: “Is John Fitzgerald here?”

“Yeah,” said Fitzgerald. “I’m him.”

”Get your hat and coat and come with us.”

“Whaffor?”

“We wanna ask you a few questions about the disappearance of an exhibit from the museum.”

“I don’t know anything about it. Run along and peddle your papers.”

That was the wrong line to take, because the city cop brought out a piece of paper with a lot of fancy printing on it and said: “Okay, here’s a warrant. You’re pinched. Come—” and he took Fitzgerald by the arm.

Fitzgerald cut loose with a swing that ended, splush, on the cop’s face, so that the policeman fell down on his back and lay there, moving a little and moaning. The other brothers got excited and seized both cops and threw them out the front door and bumpety-bump down the stone steps of the fraternity-house. Then they went back to their pledge-meeting.

In five minutes four radio patrol-cars stopped in front of the frat-house and a dozen cops rushed in. The brothers, so belligerent a few minutes before, got out of the way at the sight of the clubs and blackjacks. Hands reached out of blue-clad sleeves towards Fitzgerald. He hit another cop and knocked him down, and then the hands fastened onto all his limbs and held him fast. When he persisted in struggling, a cop hit him on the head with a blackjack and he stopped.

When he came to and calmed down, on the way to the police-station, he asked: “What the hell is this all about? I tell you, I never stole nothing from a museum in my whole life!”

“Oh yes you did,” said a cop. “It was the false teeth of one of them things from another planet. O’Riley, I think they call it. You was seen going into the museum around closing-time, and you left your fingerprints all over the glass case when you busted it. Boy, this time we’ll sure throw the book at you! Damn college kids, think they’re better than other folks…”

Next day Herbert Lengyel got a letter:

Dear Herb:


When you read this I shall be en route to Osiris with the teeth of Chief Inspector Ficèsaqha, one of our greatest heroes. I managed to get a berth on a ship leaving for Pluto, whence I shall proceed to my own system on an Osirian interstellar liner.

When Fitzgerald suggested I steal the teeth, the temptation to recover this relic, originally stolen by de Câmara, was irresistible. Not being an experienced burglar, I hypnotized Fitzgerald into doing the deed for me. Thus I killed three birds with one stone, as you Earthmen say. I got the teeth; I got even with Fitzgerald for his insults; and I got him in Dutch to give you a clear field with Miss Holm.

I tell you this so you can save him from being expelled, as I do not think he deserves so harsh a penalty. I also gave you the Osirian hypnosis to remove some of your inhibitions, so you shall be able to handle your end of the project.

I regret not having finished my course at Atlantic and not being finally initiated into Iota Gamma Omicron. However, my people will honor me for this deed, as we admire the refined sentiments.

Fraternally,
 Hithafea.



Lengyel put the letter away and looked at himself in the mirror. He now understood why he had felt so light, daring, and self-confident the last few hours. Not like his old self at all. He grinned, brushed back his hair, and started for the house ‘phone to call Alice.

“So, chentlemen,” said Hithafea, “now you unterstant why I have decidet to sign your agreement as it stants. I shall perhaps be criticized for giffink in to you too easily. But you see, I am soft-heartet spout your planet. I have been on many planets, and nowhere have I peen taken in and mate to feel at home as I was py the Iota Gamma Omicron fraternity, many years ago.”

The ambassador began to gather up his papers. “Have you a memorantum of this meetink for me to initial? Goot.” Hithafea signed, using his claw for a pen. “Then we can have a formal signink next week, eh? With cameras and speeches? Some tay if you feel like erecting a monument to the founders of the Interplanetary Council, you might erect it to Mr. Herbert Lengyel.”

Evans said: “Sir, I’m told you Osirians like our Earthly alcoholic drinks. Would you care to step down to the

Federation bar… “

“I am so sorry, not this time. Next time, yes. Now I must catch an airplane to Baltimore, U.S.A.” “What are you doing there?” said Chagas.

“Why, Atlantic University is giving me an honorary degree. How I shall balance one of those funny hats with the tassel on my crest I do not yet know. But that was another reason I agreet to your terms. You see, we are a sentimental race. What is the matter with Mr. Wu? He looks sick.”

Chagas said: “He has been watching his lifelong philosophy crumble to bits, that is all. Come, we will see you to your aircraft.”

As Wu pulled himself together and rose with the rest, Evans grinned wryly at him, saying:

“After we’re dropped the ambassador, I think I’ll make it a champagne cocktail!”
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