
He was already a thief, prepared 
to steal again. He didn•t know 
that he himself w.:~s only booty! 

AN 
INCIOENT ON 
ROUTE 12 
By JAMES H. SCHMITZ 

PHIL Garfield was thirty 
miles south of the little 

town of Redmon on Route 
Twelve when he was startled 
by a series of sharp, clanking 
noises. They came from un
der the Packard's hood. 

The car immediately began 
to lose speed. G a r f i e 1 d 
jammed down the accelerator, 
had a sense of sick helpless
ness at the complete lack of 
response from the motor. The 
Packard rolled on, getting rid 
of its momentum, and came 
to a stop. · 

Phil Garfield swore shak
ily. He checked his watch, 
switched off the headlights 
and climbed out into the dark 
road. A delay of even half an 
hour here might be disas
trous. It was past midnight, 

and he had another hundred 
and ten miles to cover to 
reach the small private air
field where Madge waited 
for him and the thirty thou
sand dollars in the suitcase 
on the Packard's front seat. 

If he didn't make it before 
daylight ... 

He t h o u g h t of the bank 
guard. The man had made a 
clumsy play at being a hero, 
and that had set off the fool 
woman who'd run screaming 
into their line of fire. One 
dead. Perhaps two. Garfield 
hadn't stopped to look at an 
evening paper. 

But he knew they were 
hunting for him. 

He glanced up and down 
the road. No other headlights 
in sight at the moment, no 
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light from a building show
ing on the forested hills. He 
reached back into the car and 
brought out . the suitcase, his 
gun, a big flashlight and the 
box of shells which had been 
standing beside the suitcase. 
He broke the box open, 
shoved a handful of shells 
and the .38 into his coat pock
et, then took suitcase and 
flashlight over to the shoul
der of the road and set them 
down. 

There was no point in grop
ing about under the Pack
ard's hood. When it came to 
mechanics, Phil Garfield was 
a moron and well aware of it. 
The car was useless to him 
now ... except as bait. 

But as bait it might be very 
useful. 

Should he leave it standing 
where it was? No, Garfield 
decided. To anybody driving 
past it would merely suggest 
a necking party, or a drunk 
sleeping off his load before 
continuing home. He might 
have to wait an hour or more 
before someone decided to 
stop. He didn't have the time. 
He reached in through the 
window, hauled the top of the 
steering wheel towards him 
and put his weight against 
the rear window frame. 

The Packard began to move 
slowly backwards at a slant 
across the road. In a minute 
or two he had it in position. 
Not blocking the road entire
ly, which would arouse im
mediate suspicion, but an
gled across it, lights out, 
24 

empty, both front doors open 
and inviting a passerby's in
vestigation. 

Garfield carried the suit
case and flashlight across the 
right-hand shoulder of the 
road and moved up among the 
trees and undergrowth of the 
slope above the shoulder. 
Placing the suitcase between 
the bushes, he brought out the 
.38, clicked the safety off 
and stood waiting. 

Some ten minutes later, a 
set of headlights appeared 
speeding up Route Twelve 
from the direction of Red
mon. Phil G a r f i e 1 d went 
down on one knee before he 
came within range of the 
lights. Now he was complete
ly concealed by the vegeta
tion. 

The car slowed as it ap
proached, braking nearly to a 
stop sixty feet from the 
stalled Packard. There were 
several people inside it; Gar
field heard v o i c e s, then a 
w o rna n' s loud laugh. The 
driver tapped his horn inquir
ingly twice, moved the car 
slowly forward. As the head
lights went past him, Gar
field got to his feet among 
the bushes, took a step down 
towards t.he road, raising the 
gun. 

Then he caught the distant 
gleam of a second set of 
headlights approaching from 
Redmon. He swore under his 
breath and dropped back out 
of sight. The car below him 
reached the Packard, edged 
cautiously around· it, rolled 
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on with a sudden roar of ac- down the slope to the road. 
celeration. The bullet had flung the man 

sideways to the pavement. 

THE s e c o n d car stopped Garfield darted past him to 
when still a hundred yards the left, crossed the beam of 

away, the Packard caught in the headlights, and was in 
the motionless glare of its darkness again on the far 
lights. Garfield heard the side of the road, snapping on 
steady purring of a powerful his flashlight as he sprinted 
motor. up to the car. 

For almost a minute, noth- The motor hummed quietly 
ing else happened. Then the on. The flashlight showed the 
car came gliding smoothly on, seats empty. Garfield dropped 
stopped again no more than the light, jerked both doors 
thirty feet to Garfield's left. open in turn, gun pointing 
He could see it now through into the car's interior. Then 
the screening bushes-a big he stood still for a moment, 
job, a long, low four-door se- weak and almost dizzy with 
dan. The motor continued to relief. 
purr. After a moment, a door There was no one inside. 
on the far side of the car The sedan was his. 
opened and slammed shut. The man he had shot 

A man walked quickly out t h r o u g h the head lay face 
into the beam of the head- down on the road, his hat 
lights and started towards flung a dozen feet away from 
the Packard. him. Route T w e 1 v e still 

Phil Garfield rose from stretched out in dark silence 
his crouching position, the to east and west. There 
.38 in his right hand, flash- should be time enough to 
light in his left. If the driver clean up the job before any
was alone, the thing was now one else came along. Gar
cinched! But if· there was field brought the suitcase 
somebody else in the car, down and put it on the front 
somebody capable of fast, de- seat of the sedan, then start
cisive action, a slip in the ed back to get his victim off 
next ten seconds might cost the road and out of sight. He 
him the sedan, and quite scaled the man's hat into the 
probably his freedom and bushes, bent down, grasped 
life. Garfield lined up the the ankles and started to haul 
.38's sights steadily on the him towards the left side of 
center of the approaching the road where the ground 
man's head. He let his breath dropped off sharply beyond 
out slowly as the fellow came the shoulder. 
level with him in the road The body made a high, 
and squeezed off one shot. squealing sound and began to 

Instantly he went bounding writhe violently. 
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Garfield SHOCKED, 
dropped the legs and hur

riedly took the gun from his 
pocket, moving back a step. 
The squealing noise rose in 
intensity as the wounded 
man quickly flopped over 
twice like a struggling fish, 
arms and legs sawing about 
with startling energy. Gar
field clicked off the safety, 
pumped three shots into his 
vi~tim's back. 

The grisly squeals ended 
abruptly. The body continued 
to jerk for another second or 
twJ, then lay still. 

Garfield shoved the gun 
bad~ into his pocket. The un
exp:;cted interruption had un
nerved him; his hands shook 
a':' he reached down again for 
the stranger's ankles. Then 
he jerked his hands back, and 
straightened up, staring. 

From the side of the man's 
chest, a few inches below the 
r:~ht arm, something like a 
t.1~ck black stick, three feet 
long, protruded now through 
th~ material of the coat. 
. It sho~e, gleaming wetly, 
m the hght from the car. 
Even in that f i r s t uncom
prehending i n stan t, soljl1e
t h i n fY, in its appearance 
brought a surge of sick dis
gust to Garfield's throat. 
Then the stick bent slowly 
h a 1 f way down its length 
~c>rmi?g a sharp angle, and 
Its tip opened into what 
could have been three blunt 
b1<Ick claws which scrabbled 
c1umsily against the pave
ment. Very faintly, the 
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squealing began again, and 
the body's back arched up as 
if another sticklike arm were 
pushing desperately against 
the ground beneath it. 

Garfield acted in a blur of 
horror. He emptied the .38 
into the thing at his feet al
most without realizing he 
was doing it. Then, dropping 
the gun, he seized one of the 
ankles, ran backwards to the 
shoulder of the road, drag
ging the body behind him. 

In the darkness at the edge 
of the shoulder, he let go of 
it, stepped around to the oth
er side and with two franti
cally savage kicks sent the 
body plunging over the shoul
der and down the steep slope 
beyond. He heard it crash 
through the bushes for some 
seconds, then stop. He turned, 
and ran back to the sedan, 
scooping up his gun as he 
went past. He scrambled into 
the driver's seat and slammed 
the door shut behind him. 

His hands shook violently 
on the steering wheel as he 
pressed down the acceler
ator. The motor roared into 
life and the big car surged 
forward. He edged it past 
the Packard, cursing aloud in 
horrified shock, j am me d 
down the accelerator and 
went f I ash in g up Route 
Twelve, darkness racing be
side and behind him. 

WTHAT had it been? Some
W thing that wore what 

seemed to be a man's body 
like a suit of clothes, moving 
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the body as a man moves, 
driving a ma~1's car ... roach
armed, roach-legged itself! 

Garfield drew a long, shud
dering breath. Then, as he 
slowed for a curve, there was 
a spark of redd;sh light in the 
rear-view mirror. 

He stared at the spark for 
an instant, braked the car to 
a stop, rolled down the win
dow and lo.okerl back. 

Far b e h i n d him along 
Route Twelve, a fire burned. 
Approximately at the point 
where the P a c k a r d had 
stalled out, where something 
had gone rolling off the road 
into the bushes .. 

Something, G::trfield added 
mentally, that found fiery 
automatic des':mction when 
death came to it, so that its 
secrets would remain unre
vealed. 

But for him the fire meant 
the end of a nightmare. He 
rolled the window up, took 
out a cigarette, lit it, and 
pressed the accelerator ... 

In incredulous fright, he 
felt the nose of the car tilt 
upwards, headlights sweeping 
up from the road into the 
trees. 

Then the headlights winked 
out. Beyond the windshield, 
dark tree branches floated 
down towards him, the night 
sky beyond. He reached fran-

* * * * * * * * 

tically for the door handle. 
A steel wrench clamped si

lently about each of his 
arms, drawing them in against 
his sides, immobilizing them 
there. G a r f i e 1 d gasped, 
looked up at the mirror and 
saw a pair of faintly gleam
ing red eyes watching him 
from the rear of the car. Two 
of the things ... the second 
one stood behind him out of 
sight, holding him. They'd 
been in what had seemed to 
be the trunk compartment. 
And they had come out. 

The eyes in the mirror 
v a n i s h e d. A moist, black 
roat.:h-arm reached over the 
back of the seat beside Gar
field, picked up the cigarette 
qe had dropped, extin<>uished 
it w;th rather horribly hu
man motions, then took up 
Garfield's gun and drew b:1ck 
out of sight. 

He expected a shot, but 
none came. 

One doesn't fire a bullet 
through the suit one intends 
to wear ... 

It wasn't until that thought 
occurred to him that tough 
Phil G a r f i e 1 d began to 
scream. He was still scream
ing minutes later when, be
yond the windshield, the 
spaceship floated into view 
among the stars. 

END 

* * * * * * * * 
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• science briefs 
REMEMBER, a few years 

ago, the brilliant work 
done by a graduate student 
who duplicated Earth's pri
m o r d i a 1 atmosphere, shot 
"lightning" through it, and 
came up with a "soup" which 
contained amino acids, the 
bas i c substances of life? A 
Dr. Carl Sagan has recently 
done somewhat the same with 
the known substances of J u
piter's atmosphere. He flood
ed them with ultraviolet light. 
The result, he says, "would 
create the conditions neces
sary for complex pre-biologi
cal organic reactions." He 
theorizes that due to induced 
infra-red under the clouds, Ju
piter may be a comf~rtable 70° 
or so, with seas of ammonia or 
even water. Let's go find out. 

In 1948, on the little island 
28 

of Bimini, less than half an 
hour by air from Miami, the 
American Museum of Natural 
History founded the Lerner 
Marine Laboratory. Long the 
happy hunting ground for 
sport fishermen, Bimini is 
now attracting scientists from 
all over the world. Mr. Mi
chael Lerner, who donated the 
land and houses to start the 
project, is associated with the 
Museum's renown e d Dr. 
James Oliver and one-time s-f 
writer Philip (When Worlds 
Collide) Wylie. One of the 
many things being studied 
there is-of all things-can
cer, which afflicts birds and 
amphibia, as well as fish. Can
cer is after all a phenome
non of chemically-directed 
growth, and the teeming wa
ters of Bimini offer simple 
animals with life-cycles per• 
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fectly suited for the study of 
inherited characteristics over 
many brief generations. Oth
ers have the mysterious power 
to grow new limbs-and to 
stop the growth when it's 
finished. Still others produce 
poisons-which is to say, 
drugs. And sea water itself is 
known to kill certain strains 
of the stubborn staphylococ
cus. So keep an eye on Bimini. 

Add to the list of subatomic 
particles (if you haven't lost 
count by now) the omega, an 
elusive little beauty which 
hangs around for all of ten 
sextillionths of a second. It 
·took a specially designed com
puter to scan 2500 photo
graphs of the star-shaped col
lision tracks resulting from 
anti-proton collisions with 
protons in the U. of Cal.'s 
bevatron. 93 of the "stars" 
showed the predicted slight 
c u r v a t u r e indicating that 
sometimes the proton breaks 
into five instead of four pi 
mesons-two positive, two 
negative, and one with no 
charge at all. This latter is the 
short-lived omega. 

At last fall's Conference on 
High Energy Accelerators, 
the boys decided to think big 
-real big. An international 
gathering, they looked past 
Brookhaven's monstrous 33 
billion electron-volt synchro
tron, and set their sights on 
machines with outputs all the 
way up to a trillion e-v, and 
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even higher. Such a machine 
might cost upwards of $700 
million; it would be a pre
cision-built hollow steel-and
concrete doughnut four miles 
across! 

Have you ever met a coypu? 
If we call it a nutria, you 
might recognize it as the 
source of a pretty fair fur for 
coats. But in England just 
now it's called not only coypu 
but a great number of other 
things we couldn't possibly 
print here. Seems some were 
imported from their native 
Argentina about 30 years ago 
by farmers who wanted to get 
into the skin trade. Then 
nutria got (a) unfashionable 
and (b) loose in the swamps of 
East Anglia. Now there are 
thousands of them, lacking na
tural enemies and breeding 
three litters a year. Thev like 
farm products best of ail, but 
don't mind sections of moor
ing cable regardless of the 
river-boats that get lost; new
ly-planted oats and wheat, 
and even, if the complaint is 
true, a f a r m e r ' s window
frames. 

Small World Dept.: The Asa· 
hi Chemical Co. of Osaka has 
just completed the second of 
five water-desalting plants for 
U. S. towns. Webster S.D., 
now enjoys salt-r e d u c e d 
drinking water from its brack
ish supply, thanks to the Jap
anese-designed electrodialysis 
installation. END 
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