
Grovenb knew w"hat he wanted
peace and quiet. He was wiUing 
to scream his head oH for it! 

QUIET~ 
PLEASE 

By KEVIN SCOTT 

T HE big man eased the 
piano off his back and 

stood looking at Groverzb. 
''You ain't gonna like it 

here." He mopped· his face. 
"Boy, will I ever be glad to 
get off this cockeyed planet." 

Groverzb pushed at his 
spectacles, sniffed, and said, 
"Quite." 

The big man said, "Ain't no 
native here over three feet 
tall. And they got some crazy 
kind of communication. They 
don't talk." 

Groverzb said, ·"Quiet." 
"Uh?" 
"Precisely why I am here. 

I," said Groverzb, sniffing 
again, "loathe conversation." 

"Oh. Well." He left. 
Alone, Groverzb surveyed 

his realm .. The house was the 
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shell of what had formerly 
been a Little People apart
ment building. Ceilings, floors 
and walls had been removed 
to form one large room. The 
tiny doors and windows had 
been sealed, and a single win
dow and door had been cut 
into the shell ·for Groverzb's 
use. Crude, but serviceable. 

Groverzb walked to the 
window and looked down the 
slope. Little People buildings 
dotted the landscape, and the 
people themselves scurried si
lently about. Yes, thought 
Groverzb, it would do nice
ly. He had brought an ade
quate food-tablet supply. He 
would finish, without the dis
traction of voices, his beauti
ful concerto. He would return 
to Earth famous and happy. 



Armed with paper and pen
cils, he went to the · piano, 
having decided to . enlarge 
upon the theme in the second 
movement. His mind knew ex
actly how the passage should 
run, and he swiftly coveored 
the paper with sharp, angu
lar notes. Then he triumph
antly lifted his hands and be
gan to play what he had writ
ten. 

He jerked back from the 
keyboard, his hair on end, his 
teeth, on edge, his ears 
screaming with the mass of 
sounds he had produced. He 
looked at his hands, peered 
at the score, adjusted his 
spedacles and tried again. 

I'm tired, he thought, re
coiling in horror from the 
racket. A food tablet and a 
nap will remedy the situation. 

WHEN he awoke, Gro- · 
IVerzb walked to the win

dow, refreshed. A violet glow 
had replaced the harsh yellow 
light of day. At the foot of 
the slope, the Little People 
dashed to and fro, but no 
voice breke the peaceful quiet 
of ..the evening. 

With a sigh of satisfaction, 
Groverzb went to the piano. 
Gently, he struck the keys. 
Blatant, jumbled noise filled 
the room. 

Breathing hard, Groverzb 
rose and gingerly lifted the 
spinet's lid. No, nothing amiss 
there. Good felts, free ham
mers, solid sounding board~· 
must be out of tune. 

Groverzb closed the ·lid, sat 
QUIET, PLEASE 

down and struck a single note. 
A clear tone sang out. He 
moved chromatically up and 
down the scale. Definitely not 
out of tune. 

He shifted the s c o r e, 
glanced uneasily at the keys 
and began to play. Discord 
immediately pierced his ear
drums. 

He clapped his hands .over 
his ears and leaped wlldly 
from the piano bench. The 
trip, he decided frantically. 
It must have affected my 
hearing. 

He flung himself from the 
house and down the slope. 
The Little People scattered, 
staring. He charged into the 
administration building and 
clutched the lapels of a uni
formed official. 

"A doctor!" he gasped. 
"Now! This minute!" 

The official raised his eye
brows and removed Groverzb's 
hands with distaste: 

"It's a little late in the 
day," he drawled, "but may
be the doc up on the top 
floor-" 

Groverzb flew up the stairs 
and into the doctor's office. 
The doctor's face lit up. 

"A patientl" he exclaimed. 
"Capital! What seems to be 
the trouble? Food poisoning? 
Shouldn't eat the food here. 
Garbage. Appendix? Heart at
tack?" 

"Stop talking, you idiot, 
it's my ears!" 

Obviously disappointed, the 
doctor nevertheless poked and 
peered at Groverzb's ears. 
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"No," he said finally. "A 
trifle big, yes. But nothing 
wrong with them." 

"You're sure?" 
"Absolutely. A pity. I'm 

getting a bit rusty.'' 
With a groan, Groverzb 

staggered out of the building, 
back through town, and up 
the slope to his house. Seat
ing himself firmly on the 
bench he began to play. 

He shuddered. The noise 
was abominable. 

Suddenly his door burst 
open and a crowd of Little 
People rushed in. They pulled 
h i m off the bench and 
slapped angrily at his hands. 

SUDDENLY one of the Lit
tle People ran over and 

tripped all the interpreter's 
hammers simultaneously. The 
Little People winced. 

"Oh," said the interpreter. 
"Well, it's their planet." He 
hustled Groverzb out to a 
freight ship that was warming 
up for takeoff. 

"Is everyone insane?" Gro
verzb croaked. "I demand to 
know what this is all about I" 

The interpreter shoved Gro
verzb into the ship. 

"They say you talk too 
much!" he yelled, as he 
slammed the door. END 
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The BEMs in your neighborhood 

No. GF-614 by Emsh 

\lo. GM-12 by Cullen Rapp 

won't run off with your books 
if you put ins~de the front cover 
of each book ... a gummed bookplate 
with your name printed on it! 

YOUR NAME HERE 

No. GX-57 by Lynd Ward 

No. GF-612 by Emsh 

FINAGLE SAYS-

The umpteenth corollary 
of Finagle's General Law of 
Dynamic Negatives says: 

"No books are ever lost 
by loaning except ones you 
particularly want to keep." 

IOOfor$4;200,$6 ; 300, $8 
with owner' s name imprinted 
All Postpaid. Add stat e sa les tax, if any. 

ACTUAL SIZE, a ll desogns, 3x4inchcs 

The designs shown above arc the only o nes we offer! 

Order from GALAXY 421 Hudson Street, New York 14, N.Y. 



THE ONLY PORTABLE 
OF ITS KIND! 

IT'S A PHONO-RADIO 
' 

7 transistors- separate circuits, 
2 speeds big set quality and 
performance. 

The smallest and lightest portable 
(adio-phonograph only 4"x8"x2". 
Weight: only 2 lbs. 

• Wh'eel drive takes place of turntable. 

• Plays 7", 10" and 12" records, 33 rpm 
and 45 rpm. 

• Powered by four standard 1.5 volt 
flashlight batteries. 

• Handsome carrying case takes it 
anywhere with ease. ...__ -~ 

• Sapphire needle for longer wear. 

fsARMARAY INc.--:- 42;-Hud:n~;,-Ne;Yor~~;-;1 BE THE FIRST 
I Gentlemen, rush me Portable Phono Radio I TO OWN ONE! I Postage Paid $49.95 ea. - C~eck enclosed. I 
I NAME I 
I I 
I ADDRESS I 
I I I CITY STATE I 
~---------------------J 
F U L L Y G U ARANT E ED BY IF SCIENCE FICTION 
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