The safeguards against it were formidable, but Willy Ross
had figured a way to transmit himself simultaneously to two
different destinations. And what better way to establish an

iron-clad alibi?

ONE INTO TWO

by J. T. McIntosh

AT SIGHT OF THE COP STAND-
ing right in front of the Transmis-
sion Center entrance Ross laughed
silently. It couldn’t be better if
he'd written his own script. Pull-
ing in just ten yards from the cop,
directly in front of the swing
doors of the TC building, he got
out of his car and locked it.

As he expected, the patrolman
came steaming up and tapped him
on the shoulder. “Hey, you,” the
said. “Just what do you think
youre doing?”

_“Hub?” said Ross, acting dumb.
“This is a no-parking zone.
n’ you read?” -

“Sure,” said Ross. “No parking
Epat And its - .

| theres twenty minutes

.front of the

You don’t have to see the car for
the next twenty minutes, do you?
And after that it'll be okay.”

“On your way,” said the cop
inexorably.

“'m a TC employee,” Ross
pleaded. “You can check on that
if you like. My name’s Willie
Ross. 1—" :

“If you're in a hurry, you'd bet-
ter get that car shifted.”

Muttering under his brea
Ross unlocked the car, slid be
the driving wheel and U-
to get into the TC par
Under his pretense of im
he was delighted. The ¢
remember that W%?
employee, had |

»
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and walked round to the front of
the building. The cop gave him a
not unfriendly wave. Ross waved
back, just to be quite sure that the
cop knew he hadn’t made any
mistake, that the Willie Ross who
tried to park in front of the TC
building had actually entered it at
7:43.

Margaret looked up as the
swing doors closed behind him.
She started to get up from behind
her desk—the desk behind which

- Ross sat most mornings. Then,
- seeing who it was, she sat down

Ross grinned at her. “Moon-
- pool,” he said, and entered the
; ‘nearest cubicle.

If Ross had been anyone but a
C employee she’d have sold him
 ticket, taken him to a cubicle
set the controls herself. Since
as Ross she merely noted his
e and destination on the pad
front of her.

hat was the second brick. It
unnecessary to talk to Mar-
draw_her attention to the
1 make her remember him.
ould automatically write

) wi&hisname and
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time to check the modified installa-
tion in the particular cubicle he
had selected. Nothing showed,
and it would work exactly the
same as usual for everyone but
himself.

But when he punched the but-
tons he knew that something very
unusual was going to happen this
time.

Thousands of people travelled
between Earth, Luna, Mars and
Venus every day. But very few
ships made the trip, and those
that did carried freight, not pas-
sengers. Matter transmission was
much quicker and safer—so they
said—than actual travel.

Of course there were accidents
sometimes—just as there were
train smashes, plane and ship dis-
asters. These were, however, in-
frequent, and only individuals
were involved. In no TC accident
was there ever a deathroll of more
than one.

You stood in a cubicle, a hun-
dred thousand inquisitive beams
analyzed you to the last atom and
sent your complete specification,
down to the motes of dust on
coins in your pocket, on & carrier
wave to your destination. There a
receiver duplicated you. You did-
n't aetually move an inch; ﬂi&
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You or somebody exceedingly like
you.

The designers had been very
careful indeed to ensure that peo-
ple arrived in one piece at one
place, and that there was nothing
left at the Transmission Center
except useless, disorganized atoms.
Otherwise certain smart people
would get very rich very quickly
by duplicating money and jewels
and other valuables, and some of

, them might even devote their agile
- minds to the possible advantages
~ of being in two places at one time.
3 All transmission centers were
~ operated under strict government
control to ensure that no such
things ever happened. It needed a
- genius to solve the problem of out-
~ witting the machines, and gen-
~ iuses were never given the chance.
Although it wasn’t publicized, TC
‘employees were never very bright.
0 one with an IQ of over 120
as ever allowed near the ma-
chines—except the maintenance
hnicians, who knew before
ey trained for the job that they
e going to be watched very
for the rest of their lives.
ry safeguard against possi-
e is a challenge. Willie
taken up the challenge
kad been tested for his
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and he knew that when he was
tested again, as he would be soon,
he’d never manage to hit the same
figure. Next time it would be 108
or 130, and either figure would
make the psychologists very sus-
picious.

Within two minutes of arriv-
ing on Luna, forty-five minutes
after entering the cubicle at the
Transmission Center in New
York, Ross was at the Moonpool
with Georgette. In another fifteen
minutes they were both well on
the way
drunk.

“You were late, honey,” Georg-
ette pouted. “After telling me to
be here at 8:15 for sure, too.”

“Sorry, baby,” said Ross. He
had intended to be late—he
wanted to be sure that Georgette
was there before him, and conse-
quently knew exactly when he ar-
rived.

“And T was here at 8: 15.
honey.”

“Good girl.”

She already found some ¢
culty in focusing her eyes on
“You won a lottery or sc
honey? You seem My
with yourself.” i

to being hilariously
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rived at 8:15. Equally obviously
she hadn’t waited for him before
she began drinking.

She was a tall brunette of
eighteen summers but rather more
winters. Her arresting figure was
exiguously clad in a silver gown
which was completely closed only
for a few inches some distance be-
low her tanned navel.

At one time Ross had consid-
ered marrying her, but now he
wasn't so sure. Beautiful girls
were commonplace in his life, and
- npot having married Jill Jirell
~ (now Jill Medner) he saw no
- overpowering reason why he
~ should marry Georgette, who was
only a fuzzy carbon copy of Jill,
after all.
‘Besides, in Ross’s book you
‘only married a girl if there was no
er way of getting what you
ated, and this hadn’t applied
the case of either Jill or
ette.
%e Moonpool was a kind of
club on a lump of rock
never knew anything but
was open twenty-four
day, three hundred sixty-
a quarter days a year.
‘Moon there were no
There was no tax on

Hoor. “Why don’t we do this more

lot of money coming to me. That’s‘
not quite the same thing,”

- sedate way through the dan
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no gravity either, which meant f
that paunches disappeared, bras-
siéres and girdles became com-
pletely unnecessary, and you
could live it up all night without '
getting tired. !

Meals were lisht and infre-
quent. You didn’t go to the Moon
to eat. Many people’s digestive
systems didn’t take too kindly to
the virtual absence of gravity. Be-
sides, you didn't feel hungry on
Luna, even after hours of exercise
which would have been violent on

6
f
1
f
Earth if it had been possible on ;

Earth. On the Moon you got your
nourishment out of a bottle.

Drunk as she was, Georgette
danced well. You couldn’t fall flat
on your face on Luna unless you
tried hard. You had time to be
graceful, spending most of your
time floating in the air.

“This is wonderful,” Georgette
breathed in Ross's ear as they
glided across the not too crowded

often?”

“Because this evening out is go-
ing to set me back something like
a hundred dollars,” Ross retorted.

“A hundred dollars . . . did-
n’t you say you had a lot of money,
honey?”

“No, I said I thought I had a2

A waiter who had threaded his

tapped Ross on the shoulder.
‘me, sn. Are ycu the
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man who left his name at the bar
because he was expecting a phone
call? Mr. Ross?”

“That’s me.”

“Your call has come through,
sit. From Meyrburg, Mars.”

“Thank you.”

Ross left Georgette and made
his way to the booth indicated.
The conversation which was about
to take place, he knew, was going
to be one of the most remarkable

.~ conversations of all time.

Willie Ross glanced at the
name plate on the inside of the
cubicle door just to make quite
sure. It read: Meyrburg, Mars.

He looked at his watch. The
time was 8:29. The transmission
‘had taken the usual forty-five min-
‘utes. It varied from individual to
“individual, the average being
~about forty minutes, but for Ross
it was always forty-five.

So far so good. He was on
Vlars, in the city in which Her-
rt and Jill Medner lived.

ill didn’t know he knew she
here. Probably her second
n for marrying Medner, Ross
ted, was the circumstance
he lived and worked in Meyr-
, a city in which, she must
ght, Willie Ross was un-
find her. The first reason,
>, was the fact that Med-

 worth at least two mil-
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desk. Although it wouldn’t be too
serious if she got a good enough
look at him to be able to identify
him as Willie Ross later, it would
be better if she didn’t.

Ross’s plan was foolproof. It
wouldn’t matter if the police knew
what he had done and exactly
how he had done it—they still
wouldn’t be able to do anything
about it. But it was naturally
preferable not to have them know -
how it was done.

He didn’t see the girl at the
desk, so presumably she didn’t see
him. Meyrburg time being 8:15
a.m., scores of people were leav-
ing the Transmission Center there
for Venus, whose morning tempo-
rarily coincided with Meyrburg’s.
Tickets didn’t have to be shown on
arrival. Everything was settled at
the point of departure.

Out in the busy Meyrburg
streets he strolled in leisurely
fashion. There was no hurry. He
had to give the other Willie Ross
plenty of time to establish his
alibi at the Moonpool. I

That was the essence of his
plan. One Willie Ross bec
two—one at the Moonpool
Georgette, one at Meyrburg,
with nobod atall.F' the \
Ross on
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casionally under ordinary use,
and should cause no suspicion—
! and all signs of Ross’s modifica-
tions would now be obliterated.
~ Meyrburg looked exactly like a
Terran city except for the huge
- dome overhead. The people looked
3 exactly like Terrans. It was impos-
sible to tell which had been born
; on Mars and which had come
from Earth or Venus.

' Some twenty minutes after his
arrival on Mars, Ross entered a
phonebooth and put through a
person-to-person call to Willie
Ross at the Moonpool. Just to be
on the safe side, Ross had to know
that the double transmission had
gone off without a hitch.

He left the booth satisfied. He
had talked to himself, and knew
that his plan was going to work.
It was now safe to get on with it.
- Later he would return to the

~ Meyrburg Transmission Center,
buy a ticket to anywhere at all un-
~ der any name but his own, and
transmit himself nowhere.
~ That was another thing which
~only Willie Ross could do. There
were accidents sometimes. Natur-
nobody wanted to be the vic-
‘of one of these accidents—as

Willie Ross II knew per-
ell that after it was all
anukf ondy be one Wil-
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cept the record of a false name on |

the Meyrburg departure list. ,
Ross hugged himself with glee

at the perfection of his own plan. |

Ross left the booth and stood
just outside it for a moment, rath-
er drunkenly marvelling at the
wonder of the Moonpool.

There was dancing, drinking,
gambling, swimming. The seven-
teen vast halls opened into each
other, except the huge pool itself.

Water was virtually uncon-
trollable in a low gravity field like
that of Luna. If the pool had been
like a normal swimming pool, a
huge bath open to the air, most of
the water would have been in the
air most of the time. Any swim-
mer, still displacing his own
weight of water and consequently
being as low in the water as on
Earth, would be quite capable of
sending up huge waves and clouds |
of spray which would make things |
extremely uncomfortable for ev-
erybody else. E

So the pool was a huge sphere,
completely filled with water, and
swimmers had to put on breathing
masks and enter by an air lock.

Ross wondered whether to sug- |
gest bathing to Georgette, and de- |
cided against it. Swimming in th
pool didn’t represent a good alibi.
Swimmers in an underwater poo.
didn’t watch other swimmers
remember them. It would

|
|
|
!
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bartenders, being remembered by
other dancers and drinkers.

He noticed a girl he knew
slightly, a pretty blonde dancing
 with a man so fat that even on
. the Moon he still had a belly.
- Without pausing to think he cut

in.
| “Willie Ross!” the girl giggled.
. “Didn’t 1 see you dancing with
~ somebody else? How's she going
~ to like—"

L “The evening wouldn’t be com-
o plete without one dance with
you.” He wished he could remem-
~ ber her name. Not that it mat-
. tered, as long as she knew his.
~ The blonde’s dress, what there
was of it, was held on by a piece
of pink tape and a prayer. He
pushed the tape off her shoulder,
and when she giggled and put it
back pushed it off again.
~ Suddenly he was whirled away
rom the blonde. He shot twenty
cet through the air before crash-
ing into the bare back of a gigan-
tic white-haired woman. Dazed,
looked back the way he had

= e'

‘He had wanted to make a
ene, but he had meant Georgette
_interfere, not the blonde’s erst-
~ partner. Weight didn'’t
much on the Moon. Mass,
rer, counted more than ever,
1e blonde’s beefy escort had
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Murmuring apologies to the out-
raged dowager, he left the blonde
to her tubby escort and picked his
way back to Georgette.

There was no need to overdo
it, he thought, massaging a bruise
on his arm. Although it would be
a perfect alibi to be in hospital
with a broken back while the other
Ross did his job, he had no inten-
tion of going that far.

“Who was that yellow-haired
bitch you were making an exhibi-
tion of yourself with?” Georgette
demanded sharply.

He devoted all his attention to
pacifying her. -

At 9:10 p.m. New York time
(8:56 a.m. Meyrburg time) Ross
was hidden in the plastic bushes
beside a garage waiting for Her-
bert Medner to appear. Medner
always opened the garage at 9
a.m. precisely and drove away in
his car to his office in the city.
And the garage entrance was hid-
den from the road by artificial
plastic bushes and a plastic palm
tree.

Ross had never met Medner,
but he had seen so many pam
of hlm that there would ‘be nc
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Three years ago Ross and Jill
Jirell had collaborated in another
scheme of Ross's—only this one
hadn’t worked From Ross’s angle

: ? it hadn’t been too disastrous in

. that after its failure the New
- = York police were interested only
3 in Jill, not in him. In every other
3 way luck had been against him.
It seemed particularly unjust that
a three years later Jill should be
. married to a Martian millionaire

and Ross should have nothing.
But now he had an opportu-
nity to even things up.
- Ross heard steps on the con-
- crete walk which ran round the
- house. He crouched lower in the
- bushes. Medner appeared round
the angle of the house, looking
down at the bunch of keys in his
~ hand. He selected one and fitted
it into the lock of the garage door.
Ross sprang twenty-five feet
from concealment and the half-
brick he held crashed on the back

Ross had hit him again and
. until Medner’s head no
r looked like a human head.
ere was no need to feel his
man was dead. Few
‘had ever been deader.

ossed ﬁﬁde the brick,

of Medner’s head. Before he could

~ ly. He was satisfied that she was
~ too scared to tell the pohce aE she
knew.

e i
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About to walk calmly and
casually out of the driveway and
away from the house, Ross heard ‘
steps again. He gathered himself
to jump back in the bushes, but
he didn’t have time. Round the /
angle of the house came Jill Med-
ner.

Before she could scream he had
jumped the twenty feet between
them, spun her round and put his
hand over her mouth.

“Don’t make a noise,
softly, “and don’t struggle, or I'll
have to kill you too.”

She seemed to believe him, for
her struggles ceased. Ross didn’t
release her, however.

This was a cruel stroke of bad

” he said

~ luck. Jill must certainly have rec-

minimize the misfortune.

“All right, so you know who I
am,” he murmured, drawing her
behind a bush so that they could-
n’t be seen from the road. “And
you can see your husband’s dead.
I wasn’t going to talk to you until
much later than this, Jill, and you
weren’t supposed to know for sure
that I was the one who killed your
husband. But it doesn’t matter—
I know far too much about you for
you to tell the police the truth.”

The girl shuddered convulsive-

;
|
!
f
|
|
!
1
|
:
ognized him. He did his best to }
J
|
4

In a nutshel‘[ Tl e
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it. Is that clear? Otherwise the
New York police are going to come
looking for you.”

He slackened his grasp. Then
he said quietly: “I'm going to
walk out of here now, and if I
were you I'd think things over be-
fore I did anything at all. So long,
Jill.”

He did as he had said, walking
away without a glance behind
him. There was no outcry. The
street was empty.
> It was a pity that Jill had seen
: him, but it didn’t really matter.
- She wouldn’t dare talk, he told
: himself confidently.

It was done. Medner was dead.
Now all he had to do was dispose
- of the only evidence that re-
mained—himself. He died, but
what did that matter? The other

the plan was that the Willie Ross
who lived would not only have an
‘unshakable alibi—he would ac-
tually be innocent of murder.

- But Ross’s walk slowed as he
considered things from a new and
ore immediate angle. All this
; very well, but if he killed

lead, as dead as Medner was.

X

‘Willie Ross lived. The beauty of

iimself now he would be extreme-

: mmself wouldn’t beneﬁt-—-
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fect alibi would still stand. He
would use it instead of his twin,
that was all.

All he had to do was return im-
mediately to Earth and be ready
for Willie Ross II when he ar-
rived. Or . . . wait. Suppose he
went to the Moon? People often
went there masked, for obvious
reason. Or . . .

Perhaps the best way of all was
to lie low for a day or so before
dealing with his twin. Willie Ross
IT would have no means of know-
ing that he hadn’t destroyed him-
self as arranged. And it would be
days before the Martian and Ter- 3
ran police got together in suspect-
ing either of the Willie Rosses of
the murder of Herbert Medner.

Thinking rapidly, he hurried
back to the Transmission Center.
Speed was essential. Wherever he
went, he had to get well clear of
Meyrburg before the local police
knew that a crime had been com-
mitted.

Venus, he decided. After-a
hours on Venus he could ret
Earth, but not to New York,
all the TC employees knew

Entering the Center he c
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~cell. They didn't question him.
They told him they were waiting
for Inspector Danely from New
York, and that was all.

In his cell Ross tried to be philo-
sophical. After all, the original
plan had entailed his annihilation.
And all that could happen now
was that the police would make
him adhere to the original plan.
They might burn him. They prob-
ably would. But how could they
punish the other Ross?

_ He shrugged his shoulders. It
- was still a perfect plan If one
- twin committed a crime by which
~ both twins stood to benefit, how
- could the cops execute both twins?
One would be unlucky-—and it
‘might, by a supreme irony, be the
wrong one. But the winner took
all. And it looked as if the winner
in this case was Willie Ross II.
~In a way it was even better this
~way. Now that he was caught, he
was ready to settle the whole af-
as quickly as possible. He
as well confess to the mur-
m everything they put in
' him except anything re-
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“Glad to know you, Inspector,”
said Ross, cool and still confident.
He held out his hand.

Danely seemed taken aback for
a moment. He was a thick man
with a perpetual frown, as if he
had spent all his life peering
through frosted windows. Perhaps
he had.

Almost instantly he recovered.
“You're a cool customer, Ross,” he
said. “But it isn’t going to do you
any good. We know the whole
story, you see.”

Ross laughed.

“I don’t say you weren'’t clever,”
Danely admitted. “The safeguards
against this sort of thing are pretty
tight—tighter than you guess. You
were lucky in one or two ways that
you don’t even know about. But
you haven't gotten away with it,
any more than anybody ever does
get away with it.”

He looked reprovingly at Ross,
shaking his head like a crook who
punishes his son not for stealing,
but for being caught. “All the same,
you might have come a lot closer,
if you hadn’t gone and spoiled it.”

“Spoiled it?” said Ross, giving

nothing away, but touched on the
raw nevertheless. How had he
spoiled it? Had Jill told the police
everything? If so, that was hardly
his fault. And anyway, that didn’t
oor  spoil it. His was a plan thatmuﬁb"”
d. n’t be spoiled.
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didn’t stick to your plan here—did
you think you'd do it on the Moon
either?”

For the first time Ross felt a
stab of apprehension. If Ross II
hadn’t taken his chance to estab-
lish the alibi, the whole plan fell.
For both of them.

Danely stared hard at him.
“Yes, you doublecrossed yourself,
Ross,” he said. “A kind of double-
Ross, huh? After phoning yourself
here, you came straight back from
the Moon, went to New York po-
lice headquarters and told us all
about everything.”

“Wait a minute,” said Ross an-
grily. About to say something rash,
- he thought better of it and grinned
instead. :

Danely was trying to trap him.
3 Danely knew what had hap-
~ pened all right, probably in detail.
~ Ross was supposed to say he could-
n’'t have returned from the Moon
and told the New York police the
- whole story, because there hadn’t
~ been time. It would have taken
~ forty-five minutes to return from
~ the Moonpool to Earth, and Ross
ad been on Luna, talking to him
n the phone, around 8:50 New
ork time. At Meyrburg Transmis-

! -wecouldmeke
Center Ross had been ar- case anywa
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“All right, we’ll try it another
way,” said Danely, unperturbed.
“You called us from the Moon.
You told us you were on Luna—
which we could easily check, and
did—and said that if a double of
yours showed up at Meyrburg
Transmission Center on Mars, we
should hold him, because you had
reason to believe—"

“Why waste your time, Inspec-
tor? Okay, I killed Herbert Med-

ner. That's what you want, isn’t it?
Write out a confession and Ill -
sign it.” =

Danely and the Meyrburg po-
lice chief exchanged glances.
“We'll do that,” said Danely softiy

Ross had a few seconds’ uneasi-
ness. Had he been trapped some-
how? Had the other Willie Ross
also signed a confession? But that
was absurd. Ross II only had
maintain all along that he'd
on Luna all the time, and nobc
could touch him. Ross II ¢
be trapped. Ross II had
nothing wrong. <&

He signed the brief s

“Not that it really n
Danely casually, foldi
and putting it in his p
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“However you were,

: Ross,” Danely sighed, “you could

. hardly hope to be able to outsmart

yourself. And the same applied to

the Ross who called us from Luna,

You broke your own scheme two
ways.”

“But why . . .

“Why did the other Ross call
us? You should know. He thinks
exactly as you do. He said to him-

- self: ‘Now if I carry out this plan
I may be safe and I may not. 1
don’t trust that guy—and who
knows him better than me? But if
I call the police I can make sure
y catch my twin and hang him,
and Tl be in the clear.’”
‘Danely peered at Ross again as
suspecting him of having
ehanged into somebody else.
E “Techmcally,” he went on, “he
r@t »
And he’s going to get away
it,” said Ross confidently.
?” asked Danely curiously.

nodded. “Okay.

smart

Let’s

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

brought into the open. He began
to wish he hadn’t had any second
thoughts and had carried out his
own perfect plan without making
off-the-cuff changes in it.

But it couldn’t be helped now.

He watched the preparations
for taking him to New York. As a
TC employee he had seen crimi-
nals being transported before and
knew the routine. Danely and the
other cop got into cubicles first.
They'd be waiting for him when
he arrived in New York. The
Meyrburg police chief stayed be-
hind, making sure Ross was prop-
erly dispatched.

When Ross arrived at New
York Transmission Center he
stepped out of his cubicle, saw
Danely and the other cop, saw
Margaret stare at him in the hand-
cuffs which had been clicked on
his wrists back on Mars, and still
wasn’'t too worried.

e .

He swore violently and tried to

tear himself loose. Danely shook
his head.

“You never had a chance, Ross,” =
he said sympathetlcally “You don't
‘think you're the first to try this, do
you? We know all the answa; e
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mission Center was the man who
had killed Medner, and also the
man who had been at the Moon-
pool with Georgettc He could feel
in his belly and in his head the
raw alcohol which had been con-
sumed at the Moonpool, the
bruises he had suffered there. He
knew everything he had done at
the Moonpool and everything he
had done in Meyrburg. The two
who had worked against each
other were together in one body,
one mind.

Knowing both halves of the
story now, he knew exactly how
they had done it. On the Moon

i

and on Mars he had been told he
was being taken back to Earth.
And so he had been—to one re-
ceiver.

“I think we'll just forget your
alibi,” said Danely generously. “It
would only confuse the issue. We
can prove you killed Medner. You
can say at your trial you were at
the Moonpool too. It won’t do you
any good.”

He smiled. “Glad we got you
together again. There’s much more
point in burning you now. It's al-
most—" he grinned more broadly
—*“ like killing two birds with one
stone.”

‘

Gruesome Discovery at
the 242nd St. Feeding Station

Having hopped from one warp to another

- In the cubed queues at the algae troughs

- And thus split into myself and other,
Although that damned green scum prodded coughs '
“Of incipient nausea, I still dared ,

pe critical detachment on cellular
Levels would cause the thought to be
i ; n




