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IF • :J.(Jvelette 

That's How It Goes 
It's easy to get Aperdui. A phone call at the wrong moment 

-a meal too many- a screen star wearing too many 

clothes. It's easy. And it's fun • , • 

By J. T. MciNTOSH Illustrated by Ritter 

I 

THE four censors watched 
the takes in silence. When 

the lights came on in the 
small projection room, the 
Second Censor said to the 
First Censor: "You're quite 
right. It's not merely unde~ir
ably sexy, in fact obscene
there's not even an attempt 
at an excuse for it. Now if the 
subject of the film had been 
historical, or if the climate 
had been such that-" 

"A clear case," said the 
Third Censor briskly. "I have 
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the names of the actress, pro
ducer, directa,r, script-writer 
and cameramen here; Shall I 
send them all on to the Trans
portation Board?" 

"If you like," said the First 
Censor. "But the producer, di
rector, script-writer and cam
eramen will wriggle out of it. 
They always do. I guess you'd 
save everybody trouble if you 
just send the actress to the 
Transportatio.n Board." 

"I guess so," the Third Cen
sor agreed. "Okay, Sandra 
Kay goes before the Board to
monow. I'll attend to the de-



tails. Now let's see that last 
take again." 

The beautiful blonde in the 
transparent nightdress smiled 
seductively at them again, un
dulating even as she lay on a 
couch. 

"Funny how movies used to 
be cut when the girls wore too 
few clothes," the Second Cen
sor mused. "Obviously this is 
only obscene because she's 
wearing that promiscuous 
garment. When she takes it 
off later, the whole thing be
comes perfectly respectable." 

There was silence until San
dra Kay had finished cavort
ing about the screen. Then 
the Third Censor said: "Just 
to be quite sure we aren't 
making any mistake about 
this, let's see that again, 
huh?" 

"YOU haven't even an ex
cuse ?" the overseer per

sisted. 
Johnny Horne shrugged. 

"Well, it seems a little thing, 
working through the break. 
I've done it before, and knock
ed off early." 

"Yes, but this time you 
didn't knock off early. A little 
thing, indeed! Do you realize 
that you produced three hun
dred pairs of shoes above quo
ta? What are we going to do 
with those three hundred pairs 
of shoes? Don't you know that 
as it is we've got a million 
salesmen trying to increase 
demand so that we can unload 
our surplus stocks? And you 
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casually produce an extra 
three hundred pairs of shoes 
just because you didn't feel 
like taking time off for a glass 
of milk and a smoke!" 

"I , like working," said 
Johnny naively. 

The overseer went purple. 
"You like working! When the 
police bring in a man on a 
homicide charge, does it do 
him any good to say 'I like 
killing?' Sure, you like work
ing! Haven't you ever heard 
that Earth's Balance Must Be 
Preserved? How can Earth's 
Balance ~ .. Preserved i:l irre
sponsible youngsters like you 
insist on making three hun
dred pairs of shoes above quo
ta?" 

"I won't do it again." 
"Darn right you won't. I 

like you, Johnny, but this isn't 
the first time something like 
this has happened. I'm send
ing your name to the Trans
portation Board." 

Johnny was aghast. "You 
don't mean it? Just for mak
ing a few pairs of shoes above 
quota?" 

The overseer raised his eyes 
to· heaven. "Obviously you 
don't understand, Johnnv. and 
never will understand. That's 
why you're going before the 
Board-tomorrow." 

T TTBBY BROOKS sighed 
contentedly. "That sure 

was a feed," he s11.id. "Boy, do 
I like French cooking!" 

Kate was draining the last 
drop of coffee. They were a 
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strange pair. They looked as 
if they could have nothing in 
common. Tubby weighed 230 
pounds, and he was not quite 
five feet five. His little round 
face was almost hidden by 
folds of fat, but in the mid
dle of the roundness could be 
discerned two little round 
eyes, a little round nose and a 
little round mouth. Kate 
weighed less than 100 pounds, 
and she was five feet eight. 
She was a broomstick with 
two small bumps on it. 

The truth was they shared 
quite a lot, including a bed, 
although they had never got 
around to marriage. Princi
pally they had gluttony in 
common. They had the same 
view of heaven- a place 
where it was possible to eat 
all day and most of the night. 

Earth was not heaven. No 
fantastically crowded world 
could be rich in food. Though 
there was no actual rationing, 
Earth was no paradise for 
people who liked to top off a 
six-course meal with forty
two hamburgers for filling. 

However, they coped with 
the situation fairly well. 

They left the restaurant 
and Tubby hailed a cab. He 
didn't give their final destina
tion ; he was too wily for that. 
He named a neutral, unim
portant soot and paid off the 
cabbie when they reached it. 
Another taxi took them to 
Bertini's. 

"\Ve haven't been here for 
at least three weeks," Kate 
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murmured. "I've almost for
gotten what Italian food 
tastes like. Let's start with 
ham and melon, and then have 
spaghetti a Ia Bolognese." 

They couldn't have dessert; 
nobody was ever supplied with 
more than two courses. 

Twenty minutes later Tub
by sighed contentedly. "That 
sure was a feed," he said. 
"Boy, do I like Italian cook
ing!" 

From Bertini's they walked 
to the Metropole, Kate skip
ping like a bird as she al
ways did. Tubby breasting the 
traffic like an aircraft carrier. 
It was a long way, and they 
were famished when they 
arrived. 

"Chicken l\fa1-y;land," Tub
by decided. 

He never got it. Suddenly 
there were three cops around 
them. Tubby blinked at them 
doubtfully. 

One had a notebook. "Okay, 
Buster," he said. "Explain 
this. First you ate at the Grill. 
Then at the Paris Soir. Then 
at Bertini's. Now you're here. 
What do you think you are
two sacks of loot on legs?" 

They couldn't explain it. At 
least, Tubby did explain it, 
tearfully and sincerely, but 
the cops had no sympathy 
with the plain, unvarnished 
truth: "We were hungry." 

TOM C AM M added the 
fourth nutrient solution to 

the culture in the tank, watch
ing it carefully. The culture 
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sometimes got sick, just like 
human digestion, and had to 
be drained promptly. 

The phone rang. T·m1 k')lc~ 
ed at it, puzzled, shnl~';gcil and 
went over to pick it up. If a 
call was switched through to 
him while he was engaged in 
such critical work, it must be 
important. 

"Tom?" 
"Joan! How in hell did you 

get the girl ·on the switch
board to put your call 
through?" . 

"I told her it was a matter 
of life and death, which it is. 
Tom, we've got to get married 
right away!" 

"You mean .•. " 
She giggled. "No, I don't 

mean that. I mean we're get
ting a two-room flat. We move 
in bP-fore next Tuesday!" 

"Joan, that's great! Most 
couples have to wait years. 
How did you ... " Sudden sus
picion sharpened his voice. 
"You didn't . . . ?" 

"No, I didn't, and you 
should be ashamed of yourself 
for thinking such a thing. I 
guess it must be a mistake, 
but they won't put us out if 
we get married and move in 
right away. So we've got to 
get married the moment you 
leave the laboratories to
night." 

"Sure, Joan. Gee, this is 
great news! This must be my 
lucky day." 

He wasn't quite so sure 
about that half an hour later, 
on the carpet before his boss. 
THAT'S HOW IT GOES 

"It's incredible, Camm, ab
solutely incredible. It wouldn't 
have surprised me if a young 
technician had done it, but 
that you should stand casually 
talking on the phone to your 
girl friend while behind you 
a whole vat of culture died ... 
Camm, I can still hardly be
lieve it." 

"What Joan had to tell me, 
sir was-" 

'~It doesn't matter one tenth 
of a damn what the girl was 
telling you ! The moment you 
realized a private~ call had 
been switched to :v.ou at a 
critical stage in the process, 
you should have hung up. If 
you'd done that, it would have 
been possible to save the vat." 

Tom considered making an
other appeal, but he knew it 
was no good. Finally he said 
simply: "Yes, sir. You're 
sending me to the Transpor
tation Board?" 

"Not only you, Camm, but 
the girl on the switchboard 

·who let that call throug-h a.nd 
the girl who made it. I'm sor
ry Camm. But on a world as 
overcrowded as Earth is, a 
vat of synthetic food is worth 
more than the same vat filled 
with gold, platinum and ura
nium." 

"Yes, sir," said Tom. He 
was resigned. 

It was the end of every
thing, of course. If Joan 
agreed, they'd spend -this 
night together and then kiH 
themselves before the inter
view with the Board. 
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THE next morning seven 
people collected in a gloomy 

waiting-room at Transporta
tion House. 

There was Sandra Kay, the 
young, beautiful but not yet 
famous actress who had of
fended the censors by wearing 
too much. · 

She would never become fa
mous now. 

There was Johnny Horne, 
who liked work so much that 
he had made three hundred 
pairs of shoes above quota. If 
he didn't know by now that 
the Balance Must Be Preserv
ed, Earth had no further use 
for him. 

There were Tubby Brooks 
and Kate Rimmer, who had 
tried to get more than their 
fair share of an overcrowded 
world's most vital commodity 
-food. 

There was Tom Camm, 
whose negligence had resulted 
in something just as serious- . 
the destruction of food. Joan 
Liverage, his accomplice in 
crime. Sylvia Oliver, another 
accomplice in the same hein
ous crime. 

Joan, who had not agreed to 
commit suicide with Tom, kept 
well out of the switchboard 
girl's way. She might easily 
become violent. 

The middle-aged secretary 
looked them over indifferently 
and sent Sandra Kay in first. 
Her boss would never forgive 
her if she delayed his making 
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the acquaintance of a gor
geous creature like that by as 
much as a second. 

Sandra Kay looked at the 
little brown-faced man behind 
the desk, threw off her fur 
cape and sat down, crossing 
her legs so that from where 
he was sitting he couldn't see 
her skirt at all. Inwardly boil
ing with anger, she knew it 
would do her no good at all to 
show it. 

"Mr. Rawlings?" she said, 
smiling dazzlingly. 

Rawlings had brightened 
'the moment she entered the 
room.He scrabbled among the 
papers on his desk. Ah, yes, 
this must be the actress, San
dra Kay. 

"Miss Kay," he said, "the 
charge against you is that you 
appeared in an obscene film. 
More particularly, that you 
wore erotic and unnecessary 
garments." · 

"Just one," said Sandra. "A 
nightdress. Nothing else." 

"You admit the charge, 
then?" 

"I admit I wore a night
dress, yes. What's wrong in 
that?" She smiled dazzingly 
at him again, but this time 
her smile was wasted, for he 
was looking at the sheet in 
front of him. 

"As an experienced actress, 
Miss Kay, you know what is 
permissible and what is not. 
I understand that it would 
have been all right if you 
wore a respectable, opaque 
nightdress or nothing at all, 
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but the kind of garment you 
wore has been ruled danger
ously provocative." He looked 
her up and down. "This I can 
well imagine to be the case." 

"Why, thank you, Mr. Raw
lings." 

Rawlings coughed. "You 
have been sent here because 
you-" 

"Now, just a minute, Mr. 
Rawlings. There has been no 
criminal charge against me, 
and if I were to stand trial I 
guess I'd have a chance of 
get~ing off. Why shouldn't I 
just tell you to go to hell?" 

"B ECAUSE you might not 
get off, Miss Kay. In 

that case you would be sent to 
a tough, inhospitable, sparse
ly-populated criminal world 
such as Roc. Worlds like Roc 
will never be developed, ex
cept as criminal settlements. 
If you were sent there, you
even you-would have noth
ing to look forward to but a 
tough, unpleasant _life and an 
early, unpleasant death. On 
the other hand, if you accept 
transportation here and now, 
you will go to Aperdui, a 
pleasant world right at the top 
of the list for development." 

"Not Verdan or Mistan ?" 
"Ah, Verdan." Rawlings 

suddenly became wistful. "I 
spent twenty-five years in 
Verdan, and I can't wait to 
get back. Most TranspOrtation 
officials are colonists, you 
know, Miss Kay. I tell you 
honestly, I can't wait for my 
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term of duty here on Earth to 
be over so that I can return 
to Verdan." 

"But I can't go there?" 
"I'm afraid not. Verdan is 

now fully self-supporting, 
fully developed, able to popu
late itself without further 
need of immigrants. It's off 
the list of Transportation 
worlds. So is Mistan. But 
Aperdui is a grand world." 

"Population?" 
"Only a few thousand at 

the moment, but--" 
"A hick world. No radio, 

television, cars, trucks, hospi
tals,. cinemas, theaters, wash
ing machines, books, maga
zines, newspapers-" 

"Now there you're wrong, 
Miss Kay. There is a small 
emergency clinic, and a mime
ographed newspaper is pub
lished twice a week." 

"Huh," said Sandra. She 
caught Rawling's eye and held 
it. "If I went for trial, tell me 
frankly, what would be my 
chanc.es ?" 

"Frankly, Miss Kay, you 
probably wouldn't get Roc. 
But you wouldn't be allowed 
to stay on Earth either. You'd 
get Aperdui anyway." 

"I see." Sandra stood up. "I 
believe you." 

Rawling's eyes ran up her 
golden leJls. caressed her hips, 
popned at her bust and finally 
reached her golden head, ex
hausted. 

Althou~h he was a colonist, 
automatically placing the col
onies, any colony, before al-
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most everything else, what 
difference did just one colonist 
make? 

"In certain circumstances, 
Miss Kay," he said, not meet
ing her eyes, "I might be per
suaded to recommend that you 
be a1lowed to stay on Earth." 

She knew exactly what he 
meant. She knew what he 
meant better than he did. He 
meant that she could remain 
on Earth as his mistress until 
the relationship became tire
some, awkward or inconveni
ent for him, at which time 
easily the neatest solution 
would be to withdraw his pro
tection and have her sent to 
Aperdui to be out of the way. 

"Thanks, Mr. Rawlings," 
she said. "I sure appreciate 
that. I'll take Aperdui." 

RAWLINGS interviewed 
the other six one by one. 

None of them had even as 
good a chance of escaping 
transportation as Sandra. 

"I envy you," he told Tubby 
Brooks bracingly. "Aperdui 
will make a man of you, my 
boy. In a few months you'll 
be half your present weight. 
All that fat will drop off, and 
you'll become lean and hard 
and bronzed. If I were twenty
five years younger and didn't 
have friends and relatives on 
Verdan, I'd be delisrh+P.d to 
change places with you." 

"What's the food situation 
on Aperdui ?" Tubby asked 
urgently. 

"Food? There's enough, of 
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course. Aperdui has good agri
cultural land, excellent graz
ing ... but then, you see, with 
the population snowballing as 
immigrants from Earth ar
rive, naturally there's never 
any surplus. Every harvest 
has to provide for the present 
population plus the twenty 
thousand or so who will ar
rive before the next harvest. 
There's enough food, my boy. 
But there's never anything 
over." 

Tubby groaned. 
So did Kate when she heard 

this grim news. Rawlings 
didn't suggest to Kate that in 
c e r t a i n circumstances he 
might be persuaded to recom
mend that she be allowed to 
stay on Earth. Too thin, he 
decided critically. 

Tom Camm listened in si
lence. He was probably the 
most intelligent of the seven, 
the one best able to exploit 
any loophole that might have 
existed. He was also, however, 
the one with the strongest 
case against him. Carelessness 
with food production on a 
world as desperately over
crowded as Earth was more 
than a misdemeanor. He was 
lucky, indeed, to get the 
chance of going to Aperdui. 
He mi$!'ht easily have been 
sent to Roc. -

Rawlings hesitated over 
Joan. She was thin too, and 
her mouth was too big. Her 
legs, however, were ne::trly as 
good as Sandra's. In the end, 
not caring much one way or 
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the other, he gave her the 
chance. 

Joan considered it for quite 
a while. 

She very much wanted to 
remain on Earth. Everybody 
knew that life on the new 
colonies was hell. Earth never 
seemed like heaven until sud
denly you were faced with the 
prospect of leaving it for ever. 

She would lose Tom if she 
stayed, of course. Neverthe
less, she went on considering 
it. Finally she decided, how
ever, that if she took advan
tage of Rawling's offer it 
probably wouldn't be long un
til she was before the Trans
portation Board again for 
something else. And if that 
happened she would have lost 
Tom for nothing. 

She said she'd go to Aper
dui. 

Of the seven, only Johnny 
Horne could see anything in 
favor of Aperdui. "You mean 
I can work as hard as I like?" 
he said joyfully. 
. Rawlings nodded. "From 
what I know of you, my boy, 
and from my own experiences 
on a planet like Aperdui, I 
should say you'll probably be
come a very successful man. 
Not one of the richest men in 
the world, since as far as I 
can make out you're too hon
est for that, but prettv com
fortable nevertheless. By the 
time you're forty, when the 
rough edges of Aperdni will 
be smoothed out a little, I 
guess you'll be a pretty im-
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portant man out there." 
"Maybe it won't be so bad 

at that," Johnny reflected. 
"It makes sense, my boy, 

that a man who works too 
hard on Earth should be sent 
to the colonies. That's where 
a man who works hard ou~ht 
to be. It'll be years before 
there are any unions in Aper
dui, any upper-limit quotas, 
any problems of surplus pro
duction." 

Johnny pondered. Already 
Sandra Kay, the kind of girl 
who would never have looked 
at him if they had both lived 
out their lives on Earth, was 
showing signs of interest in 
him. Sandra was a realist. It 
had taken her no time at all to 
readjust and see for herself, 
by more intuitive methods 
than Rawlings had used, that 
a strong, healthy, energetic, 
enthusiastic young man like 
Johnny Horne was liable to 
accomplish a lot more on 
Aperdui than he could ever 
have done on Earth. 

"Maybe it won't be so bad 
at that," Johnny said at last. 

The telephone girl, Sylvia 
Oliver, came last ••• 

A F'l'F.RWARDS. Rawlings 
delivered a little sermon. 

It was always much the same. 
At first he had tried to say 
something a little different 
ench time, but at the hu·n
drcdth repetition of what was 
el':sent.iallv the same speech 
the words came out in a 
treacly flow as if he had turn-
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ed the spigot on a b;1rrel ot 
molasses. 

"I don't want you to leave 
here laboring under a sense of 
injustice," he said earnestly. 
"The plain fact is, Earth has 
to get rid of at least ten mil
lion people every year. Less 
than a tenth of that number 
emigrate voluntarily, despite 
all the publicity campaigns." 

Tom cast an ironical glance 
at the poster on the wall be
side him. 

EMIGRATE! 
EMIGRATE NOW! 

A NEW LIFE AWAITS 
YOU! 

APERDUI IS A LAND OF 
PROMISE 

The girl in the picture was 
nearly as pretty as that 
blonde actress. Her eyes in
vited. Come to Aperdui and 
get me. See what's waiting for 
you if you come to Aperdui. 
How could anybody be dumb 
enough not to want to come 
to Aperdui? 

But there was still, fortu
nately or unfortunately, a 
free press. People could read 
about Aperdui and Roc ::md 
Verdan and. Mistan. They 
knew that the worlds the 
Transportation Board sent 
settlers to were always fron
tier worlds where a farm 
could be a million square miles 
and the nearest cinema could 
be twenty light-years away:. 

Of course, if you were very 
lucky, you might be sent to a 
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wortd hke Verdan or Mistan 
just before transportation to 
that world stopped. Verdan 
was still sparsely populated"'
indeed, by Terran standards 
it was uninhabited. But V er
dan was self-sufficient. That 
meant thatVerdan had enough 
people on it to support fac
tories that made cars, electri
cal appliances and even such 
luxuries as bottles and mir
rors and shaving cream. 

It would be a long time be
fore Aperdui reached such a 
state. No wonder, Tom 
thought, that only a million 
idealistic idiots were taken in 
by the posters each year. 

"So more than nine million 
people have to be made to 
emigrate each year," Raw
lings went on. "Preferably 
niore. Twelve million would be 
best .. It makes sense, doesn't 
it? The colonies need these 
people desperately; Earth des
peratelv needs to get rid of 
them. So-" · 

"So I get sent away," Joan 
exclaimed, "for ringing up my 
fiance to tell him some good 
news." 

Rawlings nodded. "Exactly. 
What I'm trying to tell you is, 
it's not unfair. You haven't 
been badly treated, any of 
you. Only so many convicts 
can be sent to planets like 
Aperdui. You wouldn't want 
to live in a sparsely-populated 
world with murderers and 
thieves all around you, would 
you? So nine million peonle 
have to be found. Maybe 

J. T. MciNTOSH 



you'd rather it was settled by 
a lottery. The governments of 
the world decided it would be 
fairer this way, that's all." 

HE looked at Tom. "You 
needn't have been sent 

here. You knew that you were 
in sole charge of a complicat
ed and vital process. The in
stant you found the phone 
call was only from-" 

"I know," sighed Tom. "I've 
had all that already." 

Rawlings's gaze passed to 
Joan. "You've been told you 
musn't phone the laboratories. 
You chose to ignore that. You, 
Horne, disregarded clear la
bor regulations. You two took 
up more than your fair share 
of Earth's supplies. And you, 
Miss Kay, knew perfectly 
well you were making an ob
scene film." 

"I didn't think it was ob
scene." 

"But you knew the censors 
would, didn't you?" 

Rawlings sighed, knowing 
they were unsympathetic, and 
made one final try. "Twenty
five years ago I was in exactly 
the same position as all of 
you. I'd falsified a report in 
an attempt to get a flat. after 
waiting three years. When I 
was brought before the Trans
portation Board. I felt as you 
feel now. And I'll be honest 
with you, Verdan seemed to 
me, when I got there. even 
worse than I expected. But 
now. twenty-five years later 
I-" 
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"We all know," said Tom. 
"You envy us. Look, if I spent 
twenty-five years trying to 
give up dope· and finally suc
ceeded, I'd be glad I'd made it 
in the end. But that doesn't 
mean I'd enjoy every minute 
of the twenty-five years. Cut 
the cackle - what happens 
now?" 

When they had gone, Raw
lings stared gloomily at the 
papers in front of. him. For 
sheer frustration, this job 
took some beating. Satisfied 
settlers were always employed 
for these interviews, in the 
hope of sparkling off some en
thusiasm in the disgruntled 
emigrants. But Rawlings had
n't seen any enthusiasm in 
this bunch. The sooner his 
contract was up and he could 
get back to good old Verdan 
the hetter. 

Then Rawlings brightened 
a little. At least there was 
Sylvia Oliver. The kiss she 
had given him to seal the bar
gain made his collar feel too 
tight when he thought about 
it. 

And he needn't feel he was 
selling out the colonies. A girl 
like that would be sure to land 
in trouble again within six 
mflnths 'T'he reflection salved 
his conscience. 

His conscience didn't bother 
him because he was cheating 
the other six, the six who 
were going to Aperdui. It 
bothered him because he was 
cheating Sylvia Oliver by 
keeping her here on Earth. 
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III 

THEY hadn't much time to 
get used to the idea of 

starting a new life on Aper
dui. Since passengers were al
ways kept in cocoons, the 
journey from Earth to Aper
dui didn't exist as far as they 
were concerned. 

They were suddenly, very 
suddenly-too suddenly-just 
new settlers dumped in the 
middle of a prairie somewhere 
in Aperdui. 

The tall man in check shirt 
and filthy breeches-he didn't 
bother to tell them his name
pointed at the rough shelter 
and said: "Started your house. 
for you. Always do that for 
new settlers. Guess there was 
some mistake about your 
group. Thought there was a 
spare woman. Bill Perkins 
will be mad as hell when he 
shows." 

Johnny found himself the 
spokesman for the group. 
"You're not going? We know 
nothing about this place." 

Check Shirt didn't pause on 
the way to his horse. Over his 
shoulder he said : "Bill Per
kins will be here in a couple. 
hours. No harm you can come 
to till then." 

They watched him ride off 
slowly in the afternoon heat. 
Then they looked around. 

No Earthman of the eight
eenth, nineteenth or- early 
twentieth century would have 
been much perturbed by what 
they saw. The country was 
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flat, consisting of grassland, 
bracken, black rock and occa
sional small clumps of trees. 
The scene wasn't unlike early 
American prairie. 

But there hadn't been any 
American prairie left for a 
couple of centuries or so, and 
the three men and three wom
en from Earth saw Aperdui 
as naked, terrifying wilder
ness. To them, ground was 
concrete, horizons were sky
lines, and the only open spaces 
were seas (now rapidly being 
covered with huge floating 
cities). 

By elimination, the crude 
shelter fifty yards from them 
must be the "house" Check 
Shirt had said had been start
ed for them. It consisted of 
four thick poles supporting a 
plaited-grass roof. A foot off 
the ground a rough wooden 
floor had been constructed. 
That was all. 

There was no road. A truck 
had borne them across the 
prairie, jolting so much that 
they'd hardly been able to see 
the country. 

It was hot, but not too hot. 
And no more than a hundred 
yards beyond the shelter was 
a broad, clear stream - the 
reason, no doubt, for the 
choice of site. 

"Anyway, we can have a 
swim," Sandra said, stripping 
off her clothes. 

"There may be fish-crabs 
-water insects," Tom warn
ed. 

"Well, we'll soon find out." 
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NAKED, Sandra dived into 
the stream. One by one, 

as nothing disastrous hap
pened to her, the others peeled 
and followed her. 

Johnny swam upstream af
ter Sandra. He caught her in 
a clear pool and kissed her. 
She laughed, threw her hair 
'Out of her eyes and swam still 
further upstream at a rate he 
couldn't match. 

Sandra was still a realist. 
Although the ·matter hadn't 
been discussed among them, 
they all knew that in condi
tions like those of Aperdui 
there would be no bachelors 
and spinsters except women 
who couldn't get a man and · 
men who couldn't get a wom
an. Sandra had to take John
ny or somebody else, and 
pretty damn quick. She didn't 
have to marry him- nobody 
would worry much about m::tr
riage during the next twenty 
years or so. Whether a man 
and woman living together 
were married or not didn't 
matter until there were neigh
bors. And it would be a long 
time before there were any 
neighbors. 

Johnny finally caught s~n
dra far upstream and pulled 
her to the bank. She let him 
kiss her but she didn't let him 
do anything else, not yet. A 
girl had her pride. One mani
festation of this was how Ion~ 
she kept him waiting. It 
might not be years, months, 
weeks. It mio'hf: not evPn he 
days. But it had to be at least 
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a few hours no matter what. 
When Bill Perkins arrived 

they were sitting or lying in 
the sun beside the stream. AU 
of them had put something on, 
just to prove they were still 
civilized, even in such a world. 

Bill Perkins didn't look civi
lized at all, though he wore a 
check shirt and fairly clean 
shorts. He was tall and lean, 
thirty or so, heavily tanned, 
slow-speaking and quick-mov
ing. Johnny, at least, liked 
him on sight. 

Perkins was philosophical 
about the absence of a spare 
woman. "Guess I'd better stick 
around till you've got the 
hang of things," he said. 
"Have to ·move on then, 
though. Gather round, folks, 
and I'll try to explain the set
up." 

"Do you have to talk like a 
cowboy?" asked Joan, irri
tated. 

HE looked her over for a 
few seconds before reply

ing. "No," he said mildly. "I 
could talk like an advertising 
copywriter, which is what I 
used to be. With an effort, I 
could talk like a college pro
fessor, considering I once 
went to college. But somehow 
there doesn't seem to be much 
use for ten-dollar words out 
here. It's surprising how 
many words I know and don't 
have to use." 

"How's the food situation?" 
askt~CI Tubby eagerly. 

Perkins looked him over too. 
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Tubby had lost thirty pounds 
on the trip, but he still looked 
like a balloon man, especially 
with his naked belly hanging 
over the towel which covered 
his loins.· 

When Perkins spoke, he 
didn't answer Tubby's ques
tion directly. "First, we get 
some ground cleared," he said. 
"Guess we can borrow a horse 
and plough from the Rosen
heims, ten miles thataway. 
We get the seed for free. And 
meantime we draw supplies in 
relation to the acreage we got 
planted, or intend to plant. 
The first load arrives by truck 
at sunset." 

"You don't use cash yet?" 
Johnny inquired. 

"Well, we do, but for new 
settlers it's an abstraction. 
We'll have to live on credit 
for a· couple of years anyway, 
and nobody counts the pen
nies. too accurately, any more 
than you will when another 
new group is set down ten 
miles to the east. That won't 
happen for about five years, 
anyway. Won't happen at all 
if you can show you can use 
more than ten miles of land. 
There's plenty of land, if you 
can show it isn't going to be 
wasted." 

"Sheep?" asked Johnny. 
"Can we stock with sheep?" 

Perkins favored him with 
the same searching scrutiny. 
This time he seemed to like 
what he saw. "You could," he 
said. "But a lot of other guys 
had heard of Australia before 
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they got here. And, though 
you probably think you're pi
oneers, you're too late to make 
a fortune with sheep. Best bet 
would be wheat, I'd say. Soil's 
right for it too." 

"Sometimes you say 'we' 
and sometimes 'you,' " Johnny 
said. "How long are you stay
ing, Bill?" 

"Well, I thought there was 
an extra woman in this party. 
Might find one and bring her. 
If I don't, guess I won't wait 
any longer than I have to. 
Maybe a couple of months, to 
get you started. Any of you 
know anything about farm
ing? Somebody must, or you 
wouldn't have been left to-

. gether like this." 
"I do," said Tom. "Via hy

droponics." 
Perkins gave him the usual 

slow examination. A good sec
ond-in-command, he thought. 
A man with brains but no 
drive. Johnny Horne would be 
the leader. 

AT last Perkins turned back 
to Tubby, whose question 

had never been answered. 
"We get the first load of sup
plies bv truck at sunset," he 
repeated. "There'll be enough 
to keep us alive and healthy, 
sure. But by the look of you, 
mister, you're going to be 
hungry for about thirty years. 
It'll be that time before any
body around here will be able 
to eat until he busts." 

A groan escaped Tubby. At 
the same time Sandra jumped 
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and· slapped her knee. "Some
thing bit me!" she said. 

Perkins scrutinized her, too. 
In white satin shorts and a 
green ribbon of a brassiere, 
she looked like a film star, 
which perhaps was hardly 
surprising. Above his reach, 
Bill decided without regret. 
Besides, Johnny . seemed to 
have claims. 

"Mosquito," he said. "It 
stings some, that's all." 

"Didn't mosquitoes used to 
carry disease?" Joan asked 
sharply. "Malaria, or some
thing?" 

Bill Perkins shrugged. 
"Never knew of anybody get
ting sick after mosquito bites 
here." 
· "Insects, not only mosqui

toes, used to be carriers," Tom 
said. "Unless there's some
thing to carry, they're pretty 
harmless. Malaria died out on 
Earth before the carriers did. 
The last mosquitoes were 
clean." 

"I thought there were no 
vehicles on Aperdui except 
carts," Johnny said. "But a 
truck brought us here." 

"There's about ten trucks 
on this world, all assembled 
from parts brought from 
Earth. There's even a couple 
of helicopters. But they're for 
real emergencies. Aren't even 
brought out for straightfor
ward things like maternity 
cases."· 

All the women had been 
thinking about this already. 
On Earth it was possible to 
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have babies between televi
sion shows. They had already 
guessed that here things might 
be slightly different. 

They talked about the ar
rangements for expectant 
mothers for a while, and then 
'Kate suddenly said: "Where's 
Tubby? I haven't seem him 
since-" 

The stream was in a slight 
hollow. When they climbed out 
of it and looked at the shelter, 
they saw Tubby right away, 
hanging from the rafters. 

Apart from a few gasps 
from the women, there was 
silence. Nobody rushed to cut 
him down. He was too still for 
it to be worth. while. 

Besides, most of them felt 
that if that was what Tubby 
wanted, nobody ought to. try 
to take it from him. 

Bill looked around and for 
the first time surveyed Kate. 
She was thin and stringy. But 
he liked thin and stringy wo
men, being lean himself. 

"Guess maybe I won't be 
moving on after all," he said. 

THE first time the supply 
truck called it merely 

dumped supplies and left. The 
second time, however, it 
brought a supply officer, 
Harry Rinker. 

Rinker listened as Johnny 
outlined their plans. Bill Per
kins stayed around, silent. 
Some things the new settlers 
had to find out for themselves. 
When Johnny was through, 
Rinker made quick mental 
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estimates and told them what guys who aren't prepared to 
he could supply on the basis risk anything, don't do much 
of the plans presented to him. better here than anywhere 

It wasn't quite enough to else. And the stop-at-nothing 
keep the six of them alive. guys, the guys who won't give 

From there Johnny went to an inch no matter how badly 
the other extreme. He had the breaks run against them, 
presented his minimum aims they don't become Rockefel
first. Now he tried his maxi- lers either. It's the guys who 
mum on Rinker. run the tide when things are 

The supply officer shook his going good, taking on twice, 
head. The six of them just five times as much as they 
couldn't do that much, he said. planned, and dig in the mo
A reasonable compromise was ment the tide starts turning
reached. those guys are the guys who 

When Rinker had gone, come out on top in a place 
Johnny turned to Bill, frown- _like this." 
ing. "I thought it was possible Johnny nodded thought
to build up from nothing here? fully. "Another thing. Why 
On that basis, we'll be in debt are new groups left to fend 
all our lives." . for themselves like this, with 

"Vvell, you need to work only one fellow who ·knows 
pretty hard," said Bill judici- the ropes to help them? Why 
ally. aren't we mixed in with ex

"1 was transported from perienced farmers, who know 
Earth for working too hard." the conditions and the climate 

"Were you, now? Th~t's in- and the planet itself?" 
teresting. You'll never be "Well, now, Johnny, new 
transported from Aperdui for settlements have to be lands 
anything like that. Well, look, of promise. There's got to be 
Johnny, most people are too something to work for, to 
optimistic about what they live for. Suppose the six of 
can do. That's why Rinker us here did well the first year 
has to be cautious. You can and better the next and even 
succeed here, like anywhere better the year after. Suppose 
else, if you have the basic we had the best goddam farm 
qualities." in the whole· of Aperdui, and 

"And what are the basic the best workers. How would 
qualities? What's the basic we like it if sombody came 
quality?" along and split us all up, send-

Bill thought for a moment. ing us in twos to work with 
Then he said slowly: "I guess Pew groups just out from 
it would be knowing when to Earth?" 
keep going and when to dig "I get it.-It's a chance of 
in. The . cautious guys, the complete failure, but a chance 
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of making a big success too." 
"Sure." 
Johnny took a deep breath. 

"Well, it's not going to be 
failure," he said definitely. 

WEEKS passed. Months 
passed. All the women 

were with child, but by sheer 
accident it was going to work 
out that they'd all be able to 
help each other when the time 
came. 

Nobody was exactly happy, 
but then, nobody M.d any time 
to be miserable. 

Aperdui had had a tiny 
ecology before the Earthmen 
arrived. There were a few in
sects, a few birds, a few small 
animals, chiefly marsupials. 
There were remains of many 
more species. No one quite 
knew yet why or how they 
had died out. It certainly 
didn't seem to be because con
ditions had been too tough for 
them .. 

One theory was that one 
species had killed off most of 
the others, upsetting the bal
ance so that its own food be
came extinct too. Even here, 
Tom realized, the Balance 
Must Be Preserved. 

Certainly this left Aperdui 
a pretty friendly world for 
Earthmen, if there were 
enough of them. 

That was the snag. 
It wasn't that thine:s could

n't be made on Aperdui. Of 
course thev could, if enou~h 
people could and would buy 
them. But it was no use man-
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ufacturing a car and selling it, 
if a couple of years were 
going to pass before anybody 
else wanted a car and had the 
money to pay for it. And cars 
weren't much good without 
roads. And there were no 
roads. And nobody wanted to 
go anywhere, anyway. 

Tractors, now, everybody 
wanted tractors. It was still 
cheaper, however, to get them 
from Verdan, the nearest 
manufacturing world, than to 
make them on Aperdui. And 
tractors from Verdan cost too 
much. 

On Aperdui, people like 
Johnny Horne learned the 
economic facts of life the hard 
way. A tractor from Verdan 
cost $65,000. With a tractor 
they could multiply their pro
duction several times, but the 
tractor would not have paid 
for itself by the time it had 
to be scrapped. Nevertheless, 
the work it had done before it 
died of old age would even
tually pay ·for it. 

Sandra had a son and Kate 
had a daughter. Joan lost her 
baby and went on doing the 
same thing with distressing 
regularity. 

A PART from this and a 
minor flood there were no 

snags during the first year. 
The next vear the floods were 
worse. The vear after that, 
worse still. The peot>le of Kay
horn had learned their lesson 
the first time. however, and 
while other farms were badly 
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damaged, Kayhorn lost little had the experience; Tom 
or nothing. Camm had the brains; and 

There were three houses Johnny was the boss. 
and a barn now, primitive but It wasn't until the fifth an
solid. In the fourth year they niversary of their arrival at 
even had running water and Kayhorn - which also, by a 
water closets-also primitive, strange coincidence, was the 
but working most of the time. fifth anniversary of the three 

The five people who had unlegalized marriages- that 
come from Earth -looked very Sandra said to Johnny, in a 
different now. Johnny and tone of surprise: "You knowf 
Sandra were lean and bronzed, Johnny - we're happy here.' 
twice as tough as they had He grinned. "You and I -
been when they landed. Kate; and Junior and Mary and Kit 
surprisingly, had begun to and Frances. We're happy.'' 
run to fat after her first preg- "And the others too, sure
nancy. Joan was pale and ly ?" 
moody. She was the one who "The kids, yes. Bill, yes. 
took least to Aperdui (apart And one of these days Kate 
from Tubby), and frequently will admit that she's getting 
regretted that she hadn't used to the place. But Tom 
taken Rawlings up on his and Joan ... " 
offer. If any of her babies "Sure, they keep saying this 
had lived things might have is a hell ofa place and they'd 
been different. Tom was quiet give anything to get back to 
and thoughtful these days. He Earth. But people don't al
was the one who did all the ways mean what they say." 
figuring. Johnny didn't argue. He 

Tom had always imagined, rarely did, and never with 
and so had Johnny for that · Sandra. That didn't mean, 
matter, that in a closed group however, that he agreed about 
the natural, inevitable leader Tom and Joan. 
would be the most intelligent 
of them,- the one who did the 
thinking and figuring. It didn't 
work out that way. Both he 
and Johnny, not to mention 
the other four, acknowldeged 
it. 

From the beginning Johnny 
had taken the decisions. The 
farm had been called Kavhorn 
half jokingly at first, but it 
was soon accepted that John
ny was the boss. Bill Perkins 
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IV 

T HE sixth year was the 
Year of the Tractors. At 

last the equation balanced. It 
became worth while making 
tractors on Aperdui. 

Johnny managed not only 
to buy a tractor but also to 
put some money into the trac
tor business. 

It was strange, yet typical, 
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that Tom had to explain to 
him how and why the busi
ness was a good investment, 
how the profits would be so 
small at first that Johnny 
could get a bigger and bigger 
hold on the tractor business
and yet Johnny invested in it 
and Tom didn't. 

As happiness had crept up 
on them, so wealth crept up 
on them. Johnny was not yet 
thirty.; Sandra was twenty
seven. They worked as hard 
as ever. Yet one day Tom told 
Johnny that the total value 
of their joint undertakings, 
excluding Johnny's tractor 
stock, was close on a hundred 
thousand dollars. 

Considering that three trac
tors cost that much, it didn't 
seem riches beyond the dreams 
of avarice. That meant that 
each of the adults, not count
ing the seven children, was 
worth about half a tractor. 
The achievement had to be in
terpreted: from debt to sol
vency to money-in-the-bank. 

Seven years after farming 
at Kayhorn began, a road was 
built through it. And the road 
actually led to a town. At the 
moment the town consisted of 
two farms, a store, a black
smith's shop and a hall, and 
it was called, with the usual 
originality of settlers, New 
Chicago. 

The next year Tom and 
Joan left Kay horn. They had 
the chance of a nearby fa~ 
which had failed through mis
management, and they took it. 
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The parting was .not acrimo
nious; Johnny lent Tom the 
money he needed. Both farms, 
Kayhorn and "the Camm 
place," took on hired men. 
There were immigrants from 
Earth these days who prefer
red wo:r;king for a wage to 
starting a farm of their own. 
And .there were people who 
could afford to employ them. 

T AXES started in Kay
horn's tenth year. Nobody 

paid them with any great en
thusiasm, but it was obvious 
that what had been a frontier 
world only interested in sur
vival now needed schools, po
lice, hospitals and even a gov
ernment· building somewhere. 

On Johnny's thirty-fifth 
birthday he realized he was a 
millionaire. 

Of course, it was all very 
theoretical. If he was sudden
ly told he could go back to 
Earth provided he sold out 
within.a week, he•d probably 
not be able to realize much 
more than a quarter of a mil
lion. But that was theoretical 
too. If he were told that, he 
wouldn't go. 

It delighted him to be able 
to make things easier for San
dra now. At thirty-three, with 
five children, she had lost her 
twenty-two-inch waistline, but 
with her magnificent bust and 
hips a twenty-four-inch waist
line was more appropriate, 
anvway. She had worked like 
a slave for nearly ten years, 
and now freely acknowledged 

J. T. MciNTOSH 



that it hadn't done her any 
harm. Nevertheless, Johnny's 
greatest happiness these days 
was that when he came home 
from work, Sandra was wait
ing for him. In other words, 
she hadn't been working at his 
shoulder all day. 

It delighted him to be able 
to add to the amenities of 
their home. There was the 
concrete walk all the way to 
the road, for example. No 
need to bring mud into the 
house any more every time 
you entered. And gradually 
the wood-and-grass house was 
becoming stone and tile: John
ny could have built an entirely 
new house, but he didn't want 
that and knew Sandra didn't 
want it either. 

There came the day when 
the first radio programs start
ed. Johnny and Sandra and 
the children listened with all 
the eagerness of the first crys
tal-set pioneers. The children 
couldn't understand it at all 
and, when told the radio con
verted electrical waves back 
into sound, went outside to 
see if they could see the waves 
in the sky. 

Still Bill Perkins and Kate 
were with them. Kate now al
most as fat as Tubby used to 
be. Kate and Sandra, who had 
never had anything in com
mon in the old days, were com
ing closer together now. There 
was beginning; to be a baby
sitting problem a~ain. tin
kno~ for years because no
body ever went out for the eve-
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ning, and Kate and Sandra 
knew each other's family quite 
as well as_ they knew their 
own. It couldn't be said any 
more that they had nothing in 
common. They had their whole 
lives in common. For the early 
years back on Earth now 
seemed as strange and baffling 
as any dream. 

Bill had never changed. He 
had many chances to leave 
Kayhorn and take over a farm 
of his own, as Tom and Joan 
had done. He never even con
sidered them. 

Tom and Joan weren't do
ing very well. Kayhorn had 
given them inflated ideas of 
what could be achieved. They 
bit off far more than they 
could chew and, but for con
tinued help from Johnny, the 
Camm place would have foun
dered. 

0 NCE Sandra and Johnny 
nearly quarreled over the 

Camms. Johnny's affairs were 
not quite in their usual pros
perous condition, owing to a 
storm which destroyed nearly 
a whole crop, when Tom call
ed. Sandra said notliing when 
Tom was there, but when he 
departed with all Johnny's 
spare cash and a note address
ed to the bank in New Chi
cago, Sandra found herself 
hotly pointing out that he'd 
said Junior's new bicycle 
would have to wait meantime, 
and now he'd given Tom 
Camm the price of thirty new 
bicycles - given - because 
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he'd certainly never see his 
money again. 

"I know, Sandra," said 
Johnny. "Better not tell Jun
ior. He might not under
stand." 

"Well, I don't understand 
either. That storm cost you 
thousands, but you can stand 
it because you're prepared for 
such things. Tom can't stand 
it because he isn't. You know 
he'll never pay you back. How 
much more are you going to 
give him?" 

"As much as he needs," said 
Johnny quietly. 

And as Sandra drew a deep 
breath to tell him what she 
thought of such unrealistic 
altruism - for Sandra was 
still a realist - he :ui~Pd 
quietly: "It's not just friend
ship, honey. There's such a 
thing as gratitude." 

"Gratitude?" said Sandra 
blankly. 

"Kayhorn owes a lot to Tom 
Camm. More than you'll ever 
believe. Sure, I made the de
cisions, and they were right 
decisions, most of them. Sure, 
without Bill we'd have been 
nowhere. But it was Tom who 
saw the way every time, who 
knew what was going to hap
pen if we did this, and what 
would probably happen if we 
did that." 

"Then why can't he make 
anything of his own farm?" 

Johnny shruO'ged. "Tom's 
the kind of fellow who can't 
make even the decisions he 
knows must be made. And 
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another thing. Joan. When 
Joan griped it didn't have the 
slightest effect on me. Tom 
could tell me what ought to be 
done, and what Joan thought 
about it didn't matter a damn 
to me. But it's got to matter 
to Tom. Think how different 
things were for Tom and me, 
honey. I have you. Tom has 
Joan." 

There was a long silence. 
Then Sandra said : "Hell, why 
don't you hit me or something 
instead of making me feel a 
heel? It would be over quick
er." 

He caught her arm and pull
ed her down with him, laugh
ing. "Honey, after all these 
years do I still have to keep 
telling you? I love you." 

"Yes," she said. "You still 
have to keep telling me." 

I N Kayhorn's twenty-first 
year immigration from 

Earth stopped. At least, trans
portation did. There were still 
a few volunteer immigrants, 
enough to supplement the 
news of Earth which the sup
ply ships brought, not enough 
to affect the general situation 
one way or the other. 

Aperdui still had a smaller 
population than Earth had 
had when the Pilgrim Fathers 
landed at Plymouth Rock. But 
at last Aperdui had enough. 

The last transported colon
ists were in their twenties, 
thirties. and forties. The ear
liest colonists were in their 
thirties, forties, fifties, and 
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sixties. And the oldest mem
bers of the second generation, 
the first natives ·of Aperdui, 
were as old as the youngest 
immigrants. 

On Johnny and Sandra's 
silver anniversary, Sandra 
found her first gray hair. 

She frowned at it, twitched 
it out, and in sudden alarm 
slipped straps from her shoul
ders and looked at herself in 
the full-length mirror. What 
she saw reassured her. 

Still, with all her children 
married she was hardly a girl 
any more. Married . . • she 
suddenly realized that al
though her children were ac
tually married, legally mar
ried, she and Johnny had 
never gotten arourid to it. 
Might be as well, one of these 
days. It might get to be a slur 
in little Johnny's later life 
that his grandparents had 
never been married. 

Tom and Joan came to the 
party, naturally, but both 
Johnny and Sandra, not to 
mention Bill and Kate, were 
surprised to find them happy 
for the first time in years. 
Johnny was even more sur
prised when Tom took him 
aside and paid him back every 
last cent he owed him. · 

"I didn't hear that the bank 
had been robbed," Johnny 
said. 

Tom grinned. "I won't tell 
you about it now. You~ll hear 
soon enough." 

And they did, two days lat
er. Tom had been offered an 
THAT'S HOW IT GOES 

important government job and 
had sold the farm on better 
terms than he could have hop
ed. Land which had been any
body's for the taking twenty
five years ago was beginning 
to be qutte valuable. 

Tom and Joan were going 
back to Earth. 

"No wonder Joan was pleas
ed," Sandra said, when they 
heard about this. "I wonder if 
they'll be happy now?" 

Johnny kissed her on the tip 
of her nose. "I lent Tom a 
lot," he said, "but I could nev
er lend him happiness." 

"Johnny," said Sandra. 
"I've been thinking. Will you 
marry me?" 

v 

AFTERWARDS, Tom de
livered a little sermon, al

wa:vs the same. 
"I know you think you've 

had a raw deal," he said, sur
veying the eight young men 
and women in front of him, 
"but you've got to realize that 
one way or another Earth has 
to get rid of at least fifteen 
million people every year. 
Would you rather have been 
shot or gassed?" 

Nobody answered. 
"Tl)irty years ago," Tom 

said, "I was in exactly the 
same position as all of you. 
I'd done exactly the same as 
yon . .T nnes. But now, thirty 
years later-" 

"I know," sneered the chem
ist. "You envy us. You wish 
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you were in our shoes. So do 
we." 

"Isn't there any chance, Mr. 
.Camm," said the school-teach
er, "of getting transferred to 
Aperdui instead of Thorn
ton?" 

"I'm afraid not. Aperdui is 
fully self-supporting now. It's 
off the list of Transportation 
worlds. It isn't a pioneer 
world any more. Of course, 
there's still plenty to be done 
there ... " 

He sighed. Joan had been 
desperate to come back. 

But on Earth you lived in 
a tiny room four levels down 
from the sky. If you went for 
a walk in the open air, it was 
on rooftops. The food was 
meager and always the same. 
The air was clean and odor
less and antiseptic. Even if 
you had no claustrophobic ten
dencies, you were oppressed 
by the knowledge that there 
were people eating, sleeping, 
talking, making love, quarrel-. 
ling and dying within ten feet 
of you, north, south, east and 
west, above and below. And 
beyond them, in all six direc
tions, more people, and be
yond them ... 

The tragedy was that the 
eight bitter young people in 
front of him were such slaves 
to the little luxuries of life on 
Earth that they thought they 
were being condemned to a liv
ing death instead of being 
granted the boon of freedom, 
of open space, of discovery. 
And the frustration of his own 
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position was that he never 
succeeded in- communicating 
to them the sincerity of his 
own longing to get out of the 
sardine-can which was Earth. 
Even Joan wanted to get back 
to Aperdui. But he still had 
three years of his contract to 
fulfill. 

"Thornton is a grand world," 
he began. 

"Look, do we have to hear 
you talk?" the busted cop de
manded. "Send us straight to 
the spaceport and get it over." 

WHEN they had gone, Tom 
stared gloomily at the 

papers in front of him. For 
sheer frustration, this job took 
some beating. God, how he 
wished he was back on Aper
dui ! Johnny would help him to 
get started again, he knew. 

He brightened a little. At 
least there was the bubble 
dancer. When she had kissed 
him to seal the bargain he had 
suddenly felt thirty years 
younger, as if he were just 
setting out for Aperdui again. 

And he didn't have to feel 
he was selling out the colonies 
by holding her back. A girl 
like that would be sure to land 
in trouble again within six 
months. The reflection salved 
his conscience. 

His conscience didn't bother 
him because he was cheating 
the other eight, the eight who 
were going to Thornton. It 
bothered him because he was 
cheating the girl by keeping 
her here on Earth. END 
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IFun ~ 
usome how I'd always thought of them 

as being small and green.'·' 

"Men, the anny p1·omised you 
yM~'d see the world, and you will 

every ninety minutes." 

... · . 
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