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        Johnny Black took Volume 3 of the Britannica off the library shelf and opened it to “Chemistry.” He adjusted the elastic that held his spectacles and found the place where he had left off last time. He worried his way through a few sentences, and then thought sadly that it was no use; he’d have to get Professor Methuen to explain some more before he could go on. And he did badly want to know all about chemistry, which had made him what he was-had made it possible for him to read an encyclopedia at all. For Johnny Black was not human.


        He was, instead, a fine specimen of black bear, Euarctos amencanus, into whose brain Methuen had injected, a chemical that lowered the resistance of the synapses between his brain cells, making that complicated electrical process called “thought” about as easy for Johnny’s little brain as for a man’s big one. And Johnny, whose ruling passion was curiosity, was determined to find out all about the process.


        He turned the pages carefully with his paw-he’d tried using his tongue once, but had cut it on the paper, and then Methuen had come in and given him hell for wetting the pages-the more so, since Johnny was at that moment indulging in his secret vice, and the Professor had visions of Johnny’s drooling tobacco juice over his expensive books.


        Johnny read the articles on “Chess” and “Chicago.” His thirst for knowledge satisfied for the nonce, he put the book away, stowed his spectacles in the case attached to his collar, and ambled out.


        * * *


      


      

        Outside, the island of St. Croix sweltered under a Caribbean sun. The blueness of the sky and the greenness of the hills were lost on Johnny, who, like all bears, was colorblind. But he wished that his bear’s eyesight were keen enough to make out the boats in Frederiksted harbor. Professor Methuen could see them easily from the Biological Station, even without his glasses. His eyesight, together with his lack of fingers to manipulate, and articulatable vocal organs to speak, were Johnny’s chief grievances against things in general. He sometimes wished that, if he had to be an animal with a hominoid brain, he were at least an ape-like McGinty, the chimpanzee, over there in the cages.


        Johnny wondered about McGinty-he hadn’t heard a peep out of him all morning, whereas it was usually the old ape’s habit to shriek and throw things at everybody who went by. Curious, the bear shuffled across to the cages. The monkeys chattered at him, as usual, but no sound came from McGinty’s cage. Standing up, Johnny saw that the chimp was sitting with his back to the wall and staring blankly. Johnny wondered whether he was dead, until he noticed that McGinty was breathing. Johnny tried growling a little; the ape’s eyes swung at the sound, and his limbs stirred, but he did not get up. He must be pretty sick, thought Johnny, who wondered whether he should try to drag one of the scientists over. But then his rather selfcentered little soul comforted itself with the thought that Pablo would be around shortly with the ape’s dinner, and would report McGinty’s behavior.


        Thinking of dinner reminded Johnny that it was high time he heard Honoria’s bell to summon the biologists of the Station to lunch. But no bell came. The place seemed unnaturally quiet. The only sounds were those from the bird and monkey cages, and the put-put-put of a stationary engine from Bemis’ place, over on the edge of the Station grounds. Johnny wondered what the eccentric botanist was up to. He knew that the other biologists didn’t like Bemis; he’d heard Methuen make remarks about men-especially little plump men-who swaggered around in riding boots when there wasn’t a horse near the Station. Bemis really didn’t belong to the Station, but his financial inducements had led the treasurer to let him put up his house and laboratory there. With Johnny, to wonder was to investigate and he almost started for the place, but remembered the fuss Bemis had made last time.


        Well, he could still investigate the reason for Honoria’s delinquency. He trotted over to the kitchen and put his yellowish muzzle in the door. He didn’t go farther, remembering the cook’s unreasonable attitude toward bears in her kitchen. There was a smell of burning food, and on a chair by the window sat Honoria, black and mountainous as ever, looking at nothing. A slight “woof!” from Johnny brought no more reaction than he had gotten from McGinty.


        This was definitely alarming. Johnny set out to find Methuen. The Professor wasn’t in the social room, but others were. Dr. Breuker, world-famous authority on the psychology of speech, sat in one easy chair, a newspaper across his lap. He didn’t move when Johnny sniffed at his leg, and when the bear nipped his ankle he merely pulled the leg back a little. He had dropped a lighted cigarette on the rug, where it had burned a large hole before going out. Doctors Markush and Ryerson, and Ryerson’s wife, were there too-all sitting like so many statues. Mrs. Ryerson held a phonograph record- probably one of those dance tunes she liked.


        Johnny hunted some more for his lord, and eventually found the lanky Methuen, clad in underwear, lying on his bed and staring at the ceiling. He didn’t look sick-his breathing was regular-but he didn’t move unless prodded or nipped. Johnny’s efforts to arouse him finally caused him to get off the bed and wander dreamily across the room, where he sat down and gazed into space.


        * * *


      


      

        An hour later Johnny gave up trying to get sensible action out of the assorted scientists of the Biological Station, and went outside to think. He ordinarily enjoyed thinking, but this time there didn’t seem to be enough facts to go on. ‘What ought he to do? He could take the telephone off its stand, but he couldn’t talk into it to call a physician. If he went down to Frederiksted to drag one up by main force, he’d probably get shot for his pains.


        Happening to glance toward Bemis’, he was surprised to see something round rise into the sky, slowly dwindle, and vanish in the sky. From his reading he guessed that this was a small balloon; he’d heard that Bemis was doing some sort of botanical experiment that involved the use of balloons. Another sphere followed the first, and then another, until they made a continuous procession dwindling into nothingness.


        That was too much for Johnny; he had to find out why anyone should want to fill the heavens with balloons a yard in diameter. Besides, he might be able to get Bemis to come over to the Station and see about the entranced staff.


        To one side of the Bemis house he found a truck, a lot of machinery, and two strange men. There was a huge pile of unfilled balloons, and the men were taking them one at a time, inflating them from a nozzle projecting from the machinery, and releasing them. To the bottom of each balloon a small box was attached.


        One man saw Johnny, said “Cheez!” and felt for his pistol holster. Johnny stood up and gravely extended his right paw. He’d found that this was a good gesture to reassure people who were alarmed by his sudden appearance-not because Johnny cared whether they were alarmed, but because they sometimes carried guns and were dangerous if cornered or surprised.


        The man shouted, “Get otta deh, youse!”


        Johnny, puzzled, opened his mouth and said, “Wok?” His friends knew that this meant “What did you say?” or “What’s going on here?” But the man, instead of sensibly explaining things, jerked out his pistol and fired.


        Johnny felt a stunning blow and saw sparks as the .38 slug glanced off his thick skull. The next instant, the gravel of the driveway flew as he streaked for the gate. He could make 45 m.p.h. in a sprint and 30 for miles at a time, and now he was going all out.


        * * *


      


      

        Back at the station, he found a bathroom mirror and inspected the two-inch gash in his forehead. It wasn’t a serious wound, though the impact had given him a slight headache. He couldn’t bandage it. But he could and did turn on the faucet and hold his head under it, mop the wound with a towel, take down the iodine bottle, extract the stopper with his teeth, and, holding the bottle between his paws, pour a few drops on the wound. The sting made him wince and spill some of the solution on the floor, where, he reflected, Methuen would find it and give him hell.


        Then he went out, keeping a watchful eye for the tough individuals at Bemis’, and thought some more. Somehow, he suspected, these men, the balloons, and the trancelike state of the people at the Station were all connected. Had Bemis gone into a trance too? Or was he the real author of these developments? Johnny would have liked to investigate some more, but he had the strongest aversion to being shot at.


        It occurred to him that if he wanted to take advantage of the scientists’ malady he’d better do so while the doing was good, and he made for the kitchen. There he had a glorious time, for he had five effective natural can openers on each foot. He was pouring the contents of a can of peaches down his throat, when a noise outside brought him to the window. He saw the truck that had been at Bemis’ back up and the two tough individuals get out. Johnny slipped noiselessly into the dining room and listened through the door, tensing himself to bolt if the intruders came his way.


        He heard the outside kitchen door slam and the voice of the man who had shot him: “What’s ya name, huh?”


        The inert Honoria, still sitting in her chair, answered tonelessly, “Honoria Velez.”


        “Okay, Honoria, you help us carry some of dis food out to the truck, see? Cheez, Smoke, lookit de mess. Dat beh’s been around here. If you see him, plug him. Beh steaks is good eating, I hoid.”


        The other man mumbled something and Johnny could hear the slapping of Honoria’s slippers as she moved about and presently the opening of the outside kitchen door. Still shuddering at the idea of becoming a steak, he pushed his door open a crack. Through the screen of the outside door he could see Honoria, arms full of provisions, docilely obeying commands and piling the cans and bags in the truck. The men sat on their running board and smoked while Honoria, like one hypnotized, made several trips back to the kitchen. When they said “Dat’s all,” she sat down on the kitchen steps and relapsed into her former state. The truck drove off.


        Johnny hurried out and made for the clump of frees on the end of the Station’s property opposite Bemis’ house. The clump crowned a little hill, making it both a good hiding place and a vantage point. He thought, evidently the Station wasn’t big enough for him and the strange men both, if they were going to corner the food supply and kill him on sight. Then he considered Honoria’s actions. The negress, normally a strong-minded person of granite stubbornness, had carried out every order without a peep. Evidently the disease or whatever it was didn’t affect a person mentally or physically, except that it deprived the victim of all initiative and will power. Honoria had remembered her own name and understood orders well enough. Johnny wondered why he hadn’t been affected also; then, remembering the chimpanzee, concluded that it was probably specific to the higher anthropoids.


        He watched more balloons rise and saw two men come out of the bungalow and talk to the inflators. One stocky figure Johnny was sure was Bemis. If that was so, the botanist must be the mastermind of the gang, and Johnny had at least four enemies to deal with. How? He didn’t know. Well, he could at least dispose of the remaining food in the Station kitchen before the plug-uglies got it.


        He went down and made a quart of coffee, which he could do easily enough because the pilot light of the gas stove had been left on. He poured it into a frying pan to cool, and lapped it up, simultaneously polishing off a whole loaf of bread.


        Back in his hideaway he had difficulty sleeping; the coffee stimulated his mind, and plans for attacking the bungalow swarmed into it in clouds, until he almost felt like raiding it right then. But he didn’t, knowing that his eyesight was especially poor at night, and suspecting that all four of the enemy would be in.


        * * *


      


      

        He awoke at sunrise and watched the house until he saw the two tough ones come out and go to work on the balloons, and heard the little engine start its put-put-put. Making a long detour, he sneaked up from the opposite side and crawled under the house, which, like most Virgin Island bungalows, had no cellar. He crept around until the scrape of feet on the thin floor overhead told him he was under the men within. He heard Bemis’ voice: “… Al and Shorty, and now those fools are caught in Havana with no way of getting down here, because transportation will be tied up all over the Caribbean by now.”


        Another voice, British, answered: “I suppose that in time it’ll occur to them to go up to the owner of a boat or plane, and simply tell the chap to bring them here. That’s the only thing for them to do, with everybody in Cuba under the influence of the molds by now, what? How many more balloons should we send up?”


        “All we have,” replied Bemis.


        “But I say, don’t you think we ought to keep some in reserve? It wouldn’t do to have to spend the rest of our lives sending spores up into the stratosphere, in the hope that the cosmics will give us another mutation like this one—”


        “I said all the balloons, not all the spores, Forney. I have plenty of those in reserve, and I’m growing more from my molds all the time. Anyway, suppose we did run out before the whole world was affected—which it will be in a few weeks? There wasn’t a chance in a million of that first mutation-yet it happened. That’s how I know it was a sign from above,  that I was chosen to lead the world out of its errors and confusions, which I shall do! God gave me this power over the world, and He will not fail me!”


        So, thought Johnny, his mind working furiously, that was it! He knew that Bemis was an expert on molds. The botanist must have sent a load up into the stratosphere where the cosmic rays could work on them, and one of the mutations thereby produced had the property of attacking the human brain, when the spores were inhaled and got at the olfactory nerve endings, in such a way as to destroy all will power. And now Bemis was broadcasting these spores all over the world, after which he would take charge of the Earth, ordering the inhabitants thereof to do whatever he wished. Since he and his assistants had not been affected, there must be an antidote or preventative of some sort. Probably Bemis kept a supply handy. If there were some way of forcing Bemis to tell where it was-if, for instance, he could tie him up and write out a message demanding the information … But that wouldn’t be practical. He’d have to settle with the gang first, and trust to luck to find the antidote.


        One of the men working on the balloons spoke: “Ten o’clock, Bert. Time to go for the mail.”


        “Won’t be no mail, you dope. Everybody in Frederiksted’s sitting around like he was hopped.”


        “Yeah, that’s so. But we ought to start organizing ‘em, before they all croak of starvation. We gotta have somebody to work for us.”


        “All right, smart guy, you go ahead and arganize; I’ll take a minute off for a smoke. S’pose you try to get the phone soivice woiking again.”


        Johnny watched one pair of booted legs disappear into the truck, which presently rolled out of the driveway. The other pair of legs came over to the front steps and sat down. Johnny remembered a tree on the other side of the house, whose trunk passed dose to the eaves.


        * * *


      


      

        Four minutes later he paddled silently across the roof and looked down on the smoker. Bert threw away his cigarette butt and stood up. Instantly Johnny’s steel-muscled pounds landed on his back and flung him prone. Before he could fill his lungs to shout, the bear’s paw landed with a pop on the side of his head. Bert quivered and subsided, his skull having acquired a peculiarly lopsided appearance.


        Johnny listened. The house was quiet. But the man called Smoke would be coming back in the truck … Johnny quickly dragged the corpse under the house. Then he cautiously opened the front screen door with his paws and stole in, holding his claws up so they wouldn’t click against the floor. He located the room from which Bemis’ voice had come. He could hear that voice, with its exaggerated oratorical resonance, wafting through the door now.


        He pushed the door open slowly. The room was the botanist’s laboratory and was full of flowerpots, glass cases of plants, and chemical apparatus. Bemis and a young man, evidently the Englishman, were sitting at the far end talking animatedly.


        Johnny was halfway across the room before they saw him. They jumped up; Forney cried, “Good Gad!” Bemis gave one awful shriek as Johnny’s right paw, with a swift scooping motion, operated on his abdomen in much the way that a patent ice-cream scoop works in its normal medium. Bemis, now quite a horrible sight, tried to walk, then to crawl, then slowly sank into a pool of his own blood.


        Forney, staring at Bemis’ trailing guts, snatched up a chair to fend off Johnny, as he had seen circus chappies do with lions. Johnny, however, was not a lion. Johnny rose on his hind legs and batted the chair across the room, where it came to rest with a crash of glass. Forney broke for the door, but Johnny was on his back before he had gone three steps.


        Johnny wondered how to dispose of Smoke when he returned. Perhaps if he hid behind the door and pounced on him as he came in, he could finish him before the man could get his gun out. Johnny had a healthy dread of stopping another bullet. Then he noticed four automatic rifles in the umbrella stand in the hall. Johnny was a good shot with a rifle-or at least as good as his eyesight permitted. He partly opened the breech of one gun to assure himself that it was loaded, and found a window that commanded the driveway. When Smoke returned and got out of the truck, he never knew what hit him.


        Johnny set out to find the antidote. Bemis should have kept some around, perhaps in his desk. The desk was locked, but, although made of sheet steel, it wasn’t designed to keep out a determined and resourceful bear. Johnny hooked his claws under the lowest drawer, braced himself and heaved. The steel bent, and the drawer came out with a rending sound. The others responded in turn. In the last one he found a biggish squat bottle whose label he made out, with his spectacles, to read “Potassium iodide.” There were also two hypodermic syringes.


        * * *


      


      

        Probably this was the antidote, and worked by injection. But how was he to work it? He carefully extracted the bottle-cork with his teeth, and tried to fill one of the hypodermics. By holding the barrel of the device between his paws and working the plunger with his mouth, he at last succeeded.


        Taking the syringe in his mouth, he trotted back to the Station. He found the underwear-clad Methuen in the kitchen, dreamily eating such scraps as had been left by his and the plug-uglies’ raids. Breuker, the psychologist, and Dr. Bouvet, the Haitian negro bacteriologist, were engaged likewise. Evidently the pangs of hunger caused them to wander around until they found something edible, and their feeble instincts enabled them to eat it without having to be told to do so. Beyond that they were utterly helpless without orders and would sit like vegetables until they starved.


        Johnny tried to inject the solution into Methuen’s calf, holding the syringe crosswise in his teeth and pushing the plunger with one paw. But at the prick of the needle the man instinctively jerked away. Johnny tried again and again. He finally grabbed Methuen and held him down while he applied the needle, but the man squirmed so that the syringe broke.


        A discouraged black bear cleaned up the broken glass. Except possibly for the missing Al and Shorty, he would soon be the only thinking being left on Earth with any initiative at all. He fervently hoped that Al and Shorty were still in Cuba-preferably six feet underground. He didn’t care so much what happened to the human race, which contained so many vicious specimens. But he did have a certain affection for his cadaverous and whimsical boss, Methuen. And, more important from his point of view, he didn’t like the idea of spending the rest of his life rustling his own food like a wild bear. Such an existence would be much too stupid for a bear of his intelligence. He would, of course, have access to the Station library, but there wouldn’t be anybody to explain the hard parts of chemistry and the other sciences to him when he got stuck.


        He returned to Bemis’ and brought back both the bottle and the remaining hypodermic, which he filled as he had the previous one. He tried inserting the needle very gently into Professor Methuen, but the biologist still jerked away. Johnny didn’t dare try any rough stuff for fear of breaking his only remaining syringe. He tried the same tactics with Breuker and Bouvet, with no better results. He tried it on Honoria, dozing on the kitchen steps. But she awoke instantly and pulled away, rubbing the spot where she had been pricked.


        Johnny wondered what to try next. He considered knocking one of the men unconscious and injecting him; but, no, he didn’t know how hard to hit to stun without killing. He knew that if he really swung on one of them he could crack his skull like an eggshell.


        He waddled out to the garage and got a coil of rope, with which he attempted to tie up the again-sleeping Honoria. Having only paws and teeth to work with, he got himself more tangled in the rope than the cook, who awoke and rid herself of the coils without difficulty.


        He sat down to think. There didn’t seem to be any way that he could inject the solution. But in their present state the human beings would do anything they were told. If somebody ordered one to pick up the hypodermic and inject himself, he’d do it.


        Johnny laid the syringe in front of Methuen, and tried to tell him what to do. But he couldn’t talk-his attempts to say “Pick up the syringe” came out as “Fee-feek opp feef-feef.” The Professor stared blankly and looked away. Sign language was no more successful.


        Johnny gave up and put the bottle and syringe on a high shelf where the men couldn’t get at them. He wandered around, hoping that something would give him an idea. In Ryerson’s room he saw a typewriter, and thought he had it. He couldn’t handle a pencil, but he could operate one of these machines after a fashion. The chair creaked alarmingly under his weight, but held together. He took a piece of typewriter paper between his lips, dangled it over the machine, and turned the platen with both paws until he caught the paper in it. The paper was in crooked, but that couldn’t be helped. He’d have preferred to write in Spanish because it was easy to spell, but Spanish wasn’t the native tongue of any of the men at the Station, and he didn’t want to strain their faculties, so English it would have to be. Using one claw at a time, he slowly tapped out: “PICK UP SIRINGE AND INJECT SOLUTION INTO YOUR UPPER ARM.” The spelling of “siringe” didn’t look right, but he couldn’t be bothered with that now.


        Taking the paper in his mouth he shuffled back to the kitchen. This time he put the syringe in front of Methuen, squalled to attract his attention, and dangled the paper in front of his eyes. But the biologist glanced only briefly at it and looked away. Growling with vexation, Johnny pushed the syringe out of harm’s way and tried to force Methuen to read. But the scientist merely squirmed in his grasp and paid no attention to the paper. The longer he was held the harder he tried to escape. When the bear released him, he walked across the room and settled into his trance again.


        Giving up for the time being, Johnny put away the syringe and made himself another quart of coffee. It was weak stuff, as there wasn’t much of the raw material left. But maybe it would give him an idea. Then he went out and walked around in the twilight, thinking furiously. It seemed absurd-even his little bear’s sense of humor realized that-that the spell could be broken by a simple command, that he alone in the whole world knew the command, and that he had no way of giving it. He wondered what would happen if he never did find a way out. Would the whole human race simply die off, leaving him the only intelligent creature on Earth? Of course such an event would have its advantages, but he feared that it would be a dull life. He could take a boat from the harbor and head for the mainland, and then hike north to Mexico where he would find others of his species. But he wasn’t sure that they’d be congenial company; they might, resenting his strangeness, even kill him. No, that idea wouldn’t do, yet.


        * * *


      


      

        The Station’s animals, unfed for two days, were noisy in their cages. Johnny slept badly and awoke well before dawn. He thought he’d had an idea, but couldn’t remember …


        Wait. It had something to do with Breuker. He was a specialist on the psychology of speech, wasn’t he? He did things with a portable phonograph recording apparatus; Johnny had seen him catching McGinty’s yells. He went up to Breuker’s room. Sure enough, there was the machine. Johnny opened it up and spent the next two hours figuring out how it worked. He could crank the motor easily enough, and with some patience learned to operate the switches. He finally adjusted the thing for recording, started the motor, and bawled “Wa-a-a-a-a-a-ah!” into it. He stopped the machine, threw the playback switch, set the needle in the outer groove of the aluminum disk, and started it. For a few seconds it scraped quietly, then yelled “Waa-a-a-a-a-ah!” at him. Johnny squealed with pleasure.


        He was on the track of something, but he didn’t quite know what. A phonograph record of his cry would be no more effective in commanding the men than the original of that cry. Well, Breuker must have a collection of records. After some hunting, Johnny found them in a set of cases that looked like letter files. He leafed through them and read the labels. “Bird Cries: Red-and-Green Macaw, Cockatoo, Mayana.” That was no help. “Infant Babble: 6-9 Months.” Also out. “Lancashire Dialect.” He tried this disk and listened to a monologue about a little boy who was swallowed by a lion. From his experience with little boys Johnny thought that a good idea, but there was nothing in the record that would be of use.


        The next was labeled “American Speech Series, No. 7z-B, Lincoln County, Missouri.” It started off: “Once there was a young rat who couldn’t make up his mind. Whenever the other rats asked him if he’d like to come out with them, he’d answer, ‘I don’t know.’ And when they said, ‘Wouldn’t you like to stop at home?’ he wouldn’t say yes or no either; he’d always shirk making a choice. One day his aunt said to him, ‘Now look here! No one will ever care for you if you carry on like this …


        The record ground on, but Johnny’s mind was made up. If he could get it to say “Now look here!” to Methuen, his problem ought to be solved. It wouldn’t do any good to play the whole record, as those three words didn’t stand out from the rest of the discourse. If he could make a separate record of just those words …


        But how could he, when there was only one machine? He needed two-one to play the record and one to record the desired words. He squalled with exasperation. To be licked after he’d gotten this far! He felt like heaving the machine out the window. At least it would make a beautiful crash.


        Like a flash the solution came to him. He closed the recorder and carried it down to the social room, where there was a small phonograph used by the scientists for their amusement. He put the American Speech disk on this machine, put a blank disk on the recorder, and started the phonograph, with a claw on the switch of the recorder to start it at the right instant.


         


      


      

        Two hours and several ruined disks later, he had what he wanted. He took the recorder to the kitchen, set it up, laid the syringe in front of Methuen, and started the machine. It purred and scraped for ten seconds, and then said sharply, “Now look here! Now look here! Now look here!” and resumed its scraping. Methuen’s eyes snapped back into focus and he looked intently in front of him-at the sheet of paper with a single line of typing across it that Johnny dangled before his eyes. He read the words, and without a flicker of emotion picked up the syringe and jabbed the needle into his biceps.


        Johnny shut off the machine. He’d have to wait now to see whether the solution took effect. As the minutes passed, he had an awful feeling that maybe it wasn’t the antidote after all. A half-hour later, Methuen passed a hand across his forehead. His first words were barely audible, but grew louder like a radio set warming up:


        “What in Heaven’s name happened to us, Johnny? I remember everything that’s taken place in the last three days, but during that time I didn’t seem to have any desires-not enough will of my own to speak, even.”


        Johnny beckoned, and headed for Ryerson’s room and the typewriter. Methuen, who knew his Johnny, inserted a sheet of paper for him. Time passed, and Methuen said, “I see now. What a sweet setup for a would-be dictator! The whole world obeys his orders implicitly; all he has to do is select subordinates and tell them what to order the others to do. Of course the antidote was potassium iodide; that’s the standard fungicide, and it cleared the mold out of my head in a hurry. Come on, old-timer, we’ve got work to do. The first thing is to get the other men around here to inject themselves. Think of it, Johnny, a bear saving the world! After this you can chew all the tobacco you want. I’ll even try to get a female bear for you and infect her brain the way I did yours, so that you can have some company worthy of you.”


        * * *


      


      

        A week later everyone on St. Croix had been treated, and men had been sent off to the mainland and the other Caribbean islands to carry on the work.


        Johnny Black, finding little to arouse his curiosity around the nearly deserted Biological Station, shuffled into the library. He took Volume 3 of the Britannica, opened it to “Chemistry,” and set to work again. He hoped that Methuen would get back in a month or so and would find time to explain the hard parts to him, but meanwhile he’d have to wade through it as best he could.


         


      


    


  




  

    

      

        The Incorrigible


      


      

        Astounding Science-Fiction, January 1939


      


      

         


        L. Sprague de Camp returns with Johnny Black and a bibulous but fascinating biologist. Wherein Johnny Black solves a mystery, meets an animal near as fabulous as himself, and proves that clarity of mind may be aided by matter—lots of matter.


         


      


      

        “… and therefore, by the authority vested in my, I confer upon you, honoris causa, the degree of Doctor of Science, and all rights, privileges, and prerogatives pertaining thereto.” The president of the university extended the scroll. The politician accepted it, bowed, and smiled. The president bowed and smiled back. Flynn, the politician, stepped to the front of the stage and began his speech on “Science and the People.”


        In the audience, Mrs. Alonso, who had come to see her son graduate, squirmed, for she was fleshy and June days in New York are apt to be sultry. Then she became aware of something peculiar about one of the wearers of academic caps who occupied the front rows. The normal human ear is pink and hairless, and lies more or less flat against the skull. The ears of the cap-wearer were covered with black fur, and stuck out at an altogether unhuman angle. The ears’ owner turned his head slightly, and Mrs. Alonso gasped. The cap was that of a receiver of a degree at Columbia University, but the yellowish muzzle was that of a bear!


        * * *


      


      

        Johnny Black lay prone in the warm Caribbean sun, reading a book propped against the roots of a tree in the courtyard. A fly buzzed around his head; Johnny watched it out of the corner of his eye. The opportune moment came; his jaws snapped, and there was no more fly. He swallowed, and reflected that there were some advantages in being a healthy American black bear—strong muscles, lightning reflexes, and a stomach that could digest anything short of scrap-iron. A man, now, would be nauseated by the mere thought of eating a fly.


        Still, he wished he could talk like a man, instead of having to write with one claw on one of those trick pads on which a mark appears when you scrape it, or pick away laboriously with his claws at a typewriter, whenever he had something to say. Take those scientists who came down to the St. Croix Biological Station to give him mental tests—they often inferred that because he couldn’t talk he couldn’t think either. He knew that, thanks to Methuen’s famous cerebral injection, he was as smart as most of them, and it annoyed him to have them talk pidgen-English to him. He also resented the familiarity that some developed. During one test he had been irritated enough to scrawl on his pad, “Do you scratch all your test subjects behind the ears?” and shove the pad in the professor’s face. Well, there had been fewer of those fellows around lately; there were, it appeared, financial difficulties I the science business.


        He pushed his spectacles, which had been displace by the jerk of his head, back into place, and resumed reading. But it was interrupted again, this time by a thin, piping song:


         


      


      

        “Ha-ha-ha, shake a leg;


        We must finish up this keg.


        When the rest have hit the floor, 


        We will drag in one keg more.


        Ha-ha-ha, you and me, 


        Little brown jug, how I love thee!”


      


      

         


      


      

        Old Sarratt again, thought Johnny. Gordon Sarratt, tottering wreck of what had once been a great geneticist, was allowed to live at the Station and putter with goat-breeding as a sentimental gesture toward his past scientific accomplishments and reputation.


        A storklike man with a little gray goatee strolled into the courtyard: Ira Methuen, Johnny’s moss and the Station’s new director. After him came chubby young Edgar Banta.


        “Hey, Ira!” called the latter. “How long have you been back.”


        “Couple of hours; I just finished unpacking. What’s new around here? From the song, I take it the Old Boy is the same.”


        “Yeah; it’s funny, too, because we’ve been cutting down steadily on his alcohol, but still he’s soused. I don’t see how he does it. What’s new by you?”


        “Oh, I saw a lot of people in New York—old Weinstraub for one. He’s the same old kidder—told me he’d been lucky to quit the directorship when he did, and razzed me unmercifully about the trouble I’d steeped into by taking the job. But he’ll try to help us out with H.R. 1346. Then I saw my boy—he’s got a job in the New York City high schools, you know.”


        * * *


      


      

        “How’s that damned bill coming along?”


        “H.R. 1346? It looked bad when I stopped in Washington. The affaire Bemis had quite an effect. People are saying that, if a scientist can discover something that would give him control of the planet, the way Bemis’ molds would have if Johnny hadn’t interfered, the sort of thing ought to be discouraged.


        “We thought it was very nice of the government to pass the McQuade Bill giving us all a handout to make up for our losses on income in recent years. But we forgot that there wasn’t anything we could do if they changed their minds. And the Bemis business seems to have changed their minds. So they cut off the appropriation, and now they’re going to pass this new bill stopping such grants in the future. When the Council of Eastern Universities finds that they have to cut expenses again, we’ll be the first to catch it.”


        “Hell’s fire!” snorted Banta. “Just when I’m getting somewhere with my protoplasm rejuvenation research. If I can keep going for another year, I can lick the problem and add 50 percent to the average human life. But if the money stops—the time and funds I’ve spent so far are just wasted.”


        “I know,” replied Methuen. “You want to lick the problem so you can get a raise and get married; I want to get some income for the Station to bring the old place back to life. I suppose Johnny there is the only one who doesn’t want anything. But cheer up, Ed; you can become a draftsman if you have to, and Johnny and I can join a circus.”


        Methuen erred in saying that Johnny didn’t want anything. The bear had been listening; he was a natural-born eavesdropper. It was easy, because people so readily forgot that he understood them. And what Johnny wanted was to know. Now Sarratt’s behaviour in the face of the reduction of his alcohol intake called for investigation. Johnny welcome a little mystery; the Station had been rather dull since lack of funds had forced most of the scientists to leave. He put his book away and shuffled off toward the goat-pasture.


        He found Sarratt peacefully snoozing on the grass on the edge of the pasture. A few feet away a billy goat cropped methodically. Johnny sat down to watch, far enough away to to alarm the animal. There was little sound but the snapping of grass-stems. The goat’s nose came nearer the sleeping man’s head. Johnny held his breath. To those stupid brutes anything that looked like grass was edible. Would it—


        The little man awoke with a shriek, clutched his desecrated whiskers, and slammed a bony fist into the goat’s face. The goat jumped back and galloped off, to resume its feeding at a safe distance. Sarratt muttered in his beard and went back to sleep.


        Johnny experienced that warm feeling inside which, in human beings, is accompanied by laughter. Apparently the geneticist hadn’t seen him. He trotted over to the shed and investigated it. Johnny suspected that the goat business was a blind; that the old man had a still concealed somewhere. But inside he found nothing suspicious. There were the simple equipment of animal husbandry a few pieces of discarded scientific apparatus, a C02 container, a microscope, a pile of notebooks, a number of jars full of vinegar flies, and a Sarratt Mutator. This was a fairly simple machine for focusing beams of particles such as protons on the desired parts of the experimentee’s anatomy. Johnny had a vague notion of how it worked; it hardly seemed usable as a still. He plodded out and watched Sarratt again, and presently dropped off to sleep himself—


        * * *


      


      

        Two days later he lay on the edge of the roof of the biophysics building, soaking in sunlight. So far, all the results that his snooping had produced were that Sarratt had let him into the shed while he made a blood-test on a newborn kid.


        Below him, the Station’s three remaining scientists (if you didn’t count Sarratt) were earnestly conversing. Methuen said, “This is the worst news I’ve had yet. It not only looks as though H.R. 1346 were going through, but there’s a move o to forbid all scientific research.”


        “But that fantastic!” exploded Ryerson. “They can’t do that.”


        “That’s what I thought. But it seems that, under the Twenty-fifth Amendment, they can.”


        “If they do,” growled Ryerson, “the country’s intellectual life will sink to the plane of barbarity that it has in some European countries.”


        “If, I could get money enough to finish my protoplasm work,” said Banta, “I’d fix that all right. People would be so grateful for those extra years that there wouldn’t be any more hooey about ‘science, the destroyer of human values’.”


        “Sure,” said Methuen, “but how are you going to do it? I haven’t any money, and neither has Eirik here. And there aren’t any millionaires left—kind-hearted or otherwise. I ought to know—I’ve done enough fishing for endowments in my time.”


        Their eyes wandered dispiritedly around the Station. Would these fine buildings soon be deserted and falling into decay? Sarratt’s song floated over:


         


      


      

        “If I had a cow that gave such milk,


        I’d dress her in the finest silk;


        I’d feed her on the finest hay,


        And milk her forty times a day!


        Ha-ha-ha, you and me,


        Little brown jug, how I love thee!”


      


      

         


      


      

        Methuen sighed. He’s happy any way. I wish I knew how he did it. We’ve diluted the alcohol inhis drinks down to zero, but it doesn’t change his condition in the least. Of course e’s one of those whose system absorbs alcohol rapidly and gives it off slowly, so that he can get lit more easily than most people. But that doesn’t explain his getting lit on nothing at all.”


        “What’ll become of him when we … ah—” Banta left the sentence unfinished.


        Methuen shrugged. “I don’t know what you can do with them when they go to pieces at that age. By the way, Representative Flynn of Virginia is coming down here for a week. I invited him when I was in Washington. If anybody can head off H.R. 1346, he can, and maybe we can work on him while he’s here.”


        “I hope,” grumbled Banta. “God, how I hat the thought of going back to teaching!”


        * * *


      


      

        Johnny was still thinking of the incorrigible Sarratt. Somehow, he knew he had the clue to the mystery already; it remained to identify it and connect it up. The only book of fiction he’d ever enjoyed was a detective story. It dealt with the solution of a problem by reasoning; on that plane he and the author could really get together. Most fiction bored him; it dealt largely with human emotional crises. Johnny, not being human, had never felt those precise emotions, and found such works incomprehensible.


        The song started again, and something clicked in Johnny’s brain. It didn’t seem possible, but if all the other possibilities were eliminated—


        He landed with a thump on the concrete below, and headed for Sarratt’s hangout. But hold on now: he’d have to go about this gradually. The first step was to get Sarratt so accustomed to seeing him that he wouldn’t be noticed.


        It was five minutes later that old Sarratt saw a large black bear curled against the side of his shed asleep. He thought of waking Johnny and ordering him away, but forbore. There wasn’t any need of it, really; the goats were so used to Johnny that the sight and smell of him no longer frightened them.


        Johnny was doing the same thing next day, when Methuen arrived with a well-dressed man whose prominent stomach contrasted with his youngish face. Johnny shook hands with him gravely. Sarratt bounced suddenly out of the shed, looking suspiciously at the two men. He relaxed when introduced.


        “Mighty interesting place you’ll find, Mr. Flynn,” he said. “Course, ‘tisn’t what it used to be when we had plenty of money. But we do the best we can with what we have. Even I do, although I’m just supposed to be an old soak and no good for anything. Heh, heh!” he cackled at Methuen’s embarrassment. “I’ll show these young squirts who think they know all there is to know about science something yet!” He burped slightly, excused himself, and disappeared into the shed again.


        Methuen, relieved to see the last of the old man, called “Come along, Johnny, will you?” and moved off.


        Johnny wasn’t pleased to have his investigation interrupted that way, any more than any scientist would be. But since it was Methuen, he came. The Station Director was meanwhile pointing out his and that to his guest, and thinking how fortunate they were in having Honoria Velez, who could do wonders in the way of cooking on a limited budget. If he could get Flynn to feeling good enough after dinner, maybe he could go to work on him. In theory he disapproved of practical politicians; but, he was mildly annoyed with himself to discover, he couldn’t help responding to this specimen’s infectious good humor.


        Later, when Flynn had orated on the headache that the beer question was giving the people’s representatives in Washington, and Johnny had demonstrated his mental accomplishments with pad and typewriter, Methuen have his guest the works on the subject of government support of scientific research.


        Flynn said, “Hm-m-m. You’re asking us to take the unpopular side of a question. I’m not sure that I could really help you out, much as I admire you personally, Mr. Methuen. I’m not the president, you know.”


        “True. But you’re chairman of the House Committee on Patents, which will have the say on H.R. 1346. And you’re the most influential member of the Populist National Committee. I know that what you say goes with the Administration.”


        “Shucks, you flatter me. But just why should we take up this hyeah crusade of yours?”


        * * *


      


      

        Methuen talked about the value of research to human welfare, mentioning Banta’s protoplasm rejuvenation work as an example. Flynn, smiling blandly, replied: “Sure, that’s all very true. But what’s that got to do with me? Your business is science, but mine’s politics.  Don’t misunderstand me: I have no objection to science. In fact the thing I like about you scientists is that naïve benevolence that don’t take the prejudices of ordinary humans into account. Maybe it would be better if more folks was like you.


        “But in my business you got to be practical, and that means not stickin’ your neck out unless you can see some tangible advantage. Specifically, I meant just what was there in this project for the Populist Party in general and me in particular?”


        “There’s the prospect of having your life lengthened.”


        “I’m not old enough to worry about that yet. And Banta hasn’t actually worked it out yet, has he? Then somebody else might discover a method of prolonging life, even if he didn’t.”


        “But don’t you see—” Methuen stopped, and knew he was licked. What had he to offer? Promises about the glorious future of the human race, which wouldn’t win many votes in the forthcoming mid-term elections. He felt old, Flynn could talk about the remoteness of age, but it didn’t seem so far off to the gray Director.


        * * *


      


      

        Sarratt led a nanny goat into the shed and locked the door. He was a little startled to see Johnny curled up in a corner. Should he— But the bear seemed sound asleep. And, in his chronic state of happy befuddlement, Gordon Sarratt’s critical faculties weren’t over-sharp. He tethered the goat, put a bucket under it, and milked. Instead of milk, the animal produced a dark-brown liquid. Sarratt continued until he had a pint of the substance. He poured this into a stout stainless-steel flask, connected it to the CO2 container, and opened the valve. There was a dull burbling sound for a moment, then the old man disconnected the flask again. Foam pushed out of the neck before he clapped a cap on it. He cooled it in ice water. Presently he drank, smiling between gulps.


        So they thought he was just an old bum, did they? They thought he was all through, eh? Well, they’d think differently if they knew about this! And it hadn’t been so difficult to modify a few cells in the goats to give a fermenting action. Just good old orthogonal mutation. And then all you had to do was feed the animals a little malt and hops with their grass. Result: beer. True, it was a bit warm and flat at first, but the CO2 fixed that. And nobody could kick about its lack of strength! He’d like to ask that politician fellow in; he seemed like a good egg. But he didn’t dare let anyone in on the secret for fear the sourpusses at the Station would interfere. Maybe he’d made a mistake in writing his nephew that letter. Damn it, he’d have to break this habit of thinking out loud. First thing you knew he’d give away the whole thing.


        Say, this animal fermentation would kick up a rumpus if it got out, wouldn’t it? He’d been reading in the paper about the troubles in the beer industry, the racketeering, and the explosive proposal to make beer a public utility and have the government take it over. The toughest outfit seemed to be the Achilles Brewing Corp. of Chicago. Say, wasn’t that the company his nephew was working for? Sure—he was a salesman for it! By gum, that letter had been a mistake. Those fellows would stop at nothing. And if anything happened to this herd of goats, it would take years to develop another pure line like them. He’d never live that long. Oh well, why worry? Another mug of goat-beer would banish any apprehension of the future.


        Johnny waited until Sarratt was snoring and tried to sneak out. Unfortunately the door was still locked, and he couldn’t quite see himself stealing Sarratt’s keys and trying with paws and teeth to insert each in turn in the padlock and turn it. It was simpler to hook some claws into the neck of the lock and pull it off. The fact that it took a good part of the door with it was simply unfortunate.


        He found Methuen looking gloomily at the ocean. Johnny was sorry; this was the only man  for whom he had a real affection. He reared up and squawked his general interrogatory “Wok?” Methuen explained his troubles.


        Johnny fetched his pad and began writing. He hadn’t intended to tell what he had just seen and heard; his curiosity had been satisfied, and he didn’t like interfering in the mysterious relationships of human beings. But maybe his boss could make some pecuniary use of Sarratt’s discovery.


        Methuen read, whistled, and got up to do some investigating of his own.


        * * *


      


      

        Later he hunted up the politician. “Mr. Flynn,” he said, “last night you were telling me of the trouble the beer issue was causing you, between the gangsterism in the in industry on one hand and the political capital that the Democrats and the few remaining Republicans would make of any public-ownership proposal. I believe your words were that it was worth your political life to take a stand on the question. Now, how would you like to have the whole thing settled without your having to pass any laws at all?” And he explained Sarratt’s discovery.


        Flynn looked incredulous. “But how can they do that?”


        “Science. That old mascot of ours, Gordon Sarratt, was once the world’s greatest geneticist. He discovered the principle of orthogonal mutation back in 1949, and was the first to develop industrial uses for the products of controlled mutation. Now he’s gone a step further. I’ve tried the stuff, and it’s good. A little unusual—but definitely good. Also potent.”


        “Flynn roared with laughter. “A beer-goat in every backyard! I get you. But say, don’t the gov’ment have exclusive rights to these goats anyway, under the terms of your contract under the McQuade Bill?”


        “You forget that the government broke that contract when it cut off our appropriation last summer, so the clause about practical applications of our discovery is invalid.”


        “I see. But isn’t there some way we could get a monopoly? This thing looks too good to let go broadcast.”


        “I’m afraid not. Remember the patent stature of 1897, as revised 1930? ‘Any person who has invented or discovered any new and useful art, machine, manufacture, or composition of matter, or any new and useful improvements thereof, or who has invented or discovered and asexually reproduced any distinct and new variety of plant, other than a tuber-propagated plant, not known or used by others in this country, before his invention or discover thereof” and so on. Even if we could get the supreme court to hold that a goat was a plant—which I greatly doubt—there’s no argument about the reproducing sexually. And the genetical principles that Sarratt used in developing the beer-goat are either old or laws of nature—which are unpatentable.”


        “Too bad, Doc. As soon as somebody gets his hands on a pair of these goats, the thing’s out from under our control. It’s good, but not good enough, I’m afraid.”


        “Well, it would settle your political question. And maybe I could throw in an honorary degree. I know the president of Columbia pretty well.”


        I would like one of those things. Tell you what … Do you play poker? Fine. We’ll start a little game at eight tonight, and if you’re ahead at midnight I’ll undertake to swing the Party in favor of more subsidies to research, provided I get the degree, and provided this hyeah beer’s really good stuff. If I’m ahead, I don’t do anything—but I get the degree just the same.”


        “Hey, that’s no fair. I’m pretty rusty, and you were probably born with a deck of cards in your hand.”


        “All right, damn it, we’ll let one or two of the other boys in on your side. If any one of them stands ahead, I support research. Do they play?”


        “Ryerson does; Banta doesn’t. What is it, Johnny?” Methuen looked at the scrawl on the pad. “He wants to play too.”


        “What, you mean this hyeah bear plays poker?”


        “Sure. Only it’s better to have somebody else do his shuffling and dealing; he takes all night with those paws.”


        * * *


      


      

        The game started at eight—all the nannies of Sarratt’s herd having been milked, despite the little man’s protests, to provide refreshments. By eight-thirty a stiff wind drove gusts of rain against the windows. Flynn said, “Boy, I’m glad I’m indoors tonight. Who wants kyahds?”


        “Five” said Ryerson.


        Methuen swore under his breath. He was a cautiously mathematical player, and had been winning slowly. It hurt him to see the big ornithologist plunge that way.


        “How about you, Johnny?” The bear tapped the table three times and Flynn shoved the cards across. Johnny held his hand between two toes of his left forefoot. One at a time he pinched three of these cards between the toes of his other front paw and lifted them out. He reversed the process with the cards he had drawn.


        “Dealer’s keeping what he has,” said Flynn. Methuen called for one. On the first round of betting the two scientists dropped. Johnny and Flynn pushed the pot up a way before the former called. Flynn had queens over tens to Johnny’s aces over threes.


        Ryerson bellowed. “Ho, ho! We thought you had a real pat hand! We’ll know better next time. Another round?”


        Flynn grinned and pushed the pot toward Johnny. All four (including Johnny, who held his glass in both paws) downed another pint of goat-beer. Flynn looked suspiciously at the others to make sure they drank as much as he did; they returned his scrutiny for the same reason.


        At nine, rain descended in sheets. Methuen was ahead with Flynn close behind. Methuen realized that he’d been making mistakes in his calculations, probably as result of the enormous amount of goat-beer they’d drunk. It was powerful stuff. He’d have to concentrate more closely. He thought sadly that he’d been mistaken in undertaking to out-drink a Southern politician. And that smooth devil probably knew it too.


        At ten, Methuen was losing heavily; his mathematics stood up less well than Flynn’s all-around gambling experience. Ryerson had acquired a thick Norwegian accent.


        At eleven Ryerson had dropped out, and was crooning a Norwegian drinking song to himself. Methuen, not much better off, tried to continue his play. Flynn was more Southern and jovial than ever. Johnny continued imperturbably to down his beer and signal for cards.


        At one minute to twelve Methuen roused himself to look at his watch. “Last hand,” he said, after what seemed to be difficulty in untangling his tongue from his teeth.


        Flynn showed on a small bet. Johnny raised a little; Flynn made a bigger raise. Johnny dropped.


        “Johnny, Ah’ll never speak to you ag’in,” moaned Flynn. “Just look what I had!” He threw down a full house.


        “Of course, he wasn’t going to argue,” mumbled Methuen. “He was ahead and din’t want to risk his advantage.”


        “You mean to say they hyeah bear’s actually beat me? Why, damn it all-oh, oh, looks like he is after all. What a disgrace to the house of Flynn! Don’t you go tell nobody, Doc. Id never live it down. Ain’t nobody going to know. Ain’t—what that?”


        * * *


      


      

        From somewhere came a snarling command. “Keep your hands up and your trap shut. Where’s everybody else around here?” There were unintelligible words in Sarratt’s shrill voice and the scuffling of many rubber-soled shoes. A door burst open, and the players were looking into the muzzles of rifles and submachine guns, held by handkerchief-masked men in raincoats and oilskins. “Outside, your three!” snapped one of them.


        Three? thought Methuen. He looked around. Johnny had apparently evaporated. Of course, he might have slipped out the dining-room door. The three obeyed, their protests silenced by the poke of gun muzzles.


        Outside, they found Sarratt and Banta in pajamas, and Mrs. Ryerson in a fancy nightgown. Methuen counted nine raiders. Two more appeared. One said to the heavy-set man who seemed to be the leader, “There’s nothing over there but cages with a bear and some monkeys and things in them.” The other drove before him, like a vast black cloud, the invaluable Honoria—who evidently had simple ideas about sleeping costumes. The visitors laughed loudly, and the cook muttered threats.


        The raider who had poked around the cages with a flashlight had discovered Johnny in a cage which, at the first alarm, the bear had remembered to be empty. He sat up and assumed the idiotic open-mouthed pose of a bear begging for peanuts. The raider departed without thinking to see whether the cage door was locked.


        Now, Johnny couldn’t see much because of the position of the cage, but he could hear.


        “Where’s them goats?”


        “What goats?”


        “Don’t try to stall—them goats that give beer.


        “What do you want with them?”


        “None of your damn business. Will you say where, or do I have to use a lighted cigar on you?”


        “They’re—”


        Johnny slipped out of his cage and raced for the pasture. Warm rain blew into his face. Sarratt would have put his pets under cover on a night like this. Johnny made his way into the shed, and felt and smelled his way around in the pitch darkness. A row of stalls ran along one wall. In the first stall he pushed the bleating animal aside, took two turns of the steel chain around his foreleg and pulled. The woodwork to which the chain was fastened came apart with a rending sound. In a few minutes all but four of the goats had been freed., He’d have to leave those for the thugs to find, so they’ think they had them all.


        When a group marched up the path to the shed, flashlight beams darting ahead, Johnny had tossed the bewildered goats bodily over the pasture fence in quick succession. He was now running behind the herd, accelerating by bites and cuffs their flight into the hills. Behind him he heard four shots. He looked back, and  presently saw the stabbing needles of light receding toward the main buildings. The remaining goats were safe, then, unless somebody made a break about how many should have been in the shed. He trotted back cautiously, and arrived behind the biophysics building to hear the rasping voice of the leader: “… we ain’t gonna hurt you none, just tie you up so you can’t do nothing until tomorrow. You stay nice and quiet and you’ll be all right. But if we have any trouble getting away, we’ll bump you off if it’s the last thing we do.”


        Johnny thought rapidly. The obvious thing was to wait and release his friends when the gangsters had gone. But they’d probably come in a boat. If they knew their business, they’d have landed, not at Frederiksted, but on the beach at a point near the Station. If he could get to that boat before they did—


        * * *


      


      

        He skidded down the steep grassy slope onto the beach. The wind had fallen, but there were still a few drops of rain in the air. Small breakers glowed briefly with phosphorescence as they tumbled and died. Johnny plodded along the sand and broken shell, thankful that the surf would drown any noise he made.


        A fishy smell excited him. It might be just a dead shark, but again it mightn’t. As it grew stronger, he made out a shape only slightly blacker than its surroundings. A sudden yellow gleam made him jump; it hung in the air, then oscillated violently and went out, leaving a tiny red spot. Evidently somebody had lit a cigarette. Coming closer, Johnny made out the smoker’s hunched figure perched atop the cabin.


        He slipped into the water, thankful for the invisibility conferred by his sable coat. The craft was an ordinary fishing vessel with a low stern. Johnny climbed onto the quarter-deck, and thence onto the cabin roof. What method should he use? If he could grab the back of the man’s neck he could probably break the spine with one bite; but the watcher was wearing a sou-wester, which would hinder his getting a good grip. If he made a noise, he’d turn, exposing the throat—but that would give him a chance to bring his gun into action. The best way was evidently the simplest. Johnny reared and raised a paw high oer his head.


        Ten minutes later the corpse had been safely stowed in the bushes back of the beach. On the cabin roof sat Johnny, the sou’wester on his head, the oilskin around his shoulders, and the heavy automatic rifle in his paw. He hoped nobody would notice the fragments of brain spattered around. Flashlight beams flickered down the beach; one shot out to the boat. In a moment the eleven men were piling in and shoving off with much splashing and yelling of orders. A couple of them shouted at Johnny, but otherwise paid him no attention.


        The engine coughed and started. The boat backed, swung around, lurched through the breakers, and settled down to a steady oomph—pause—oomph—pause as it headed into the short swell.


        Johnny was thinking furiously. He hadn’t wanted to start anything on or near the shore, for fear the gang would carry out their threat against the scientists. But what was he to do now? They’d put their shoulder-arms away, but most were still wearing pistols in holsters. If he could talk, he could drop down and order them to surrender and head for Frederiksted. But he couldn’t talk, and if he showed himself they’d begin shooting on general principles.


        Or, he could simply jump down onto the quarter-deck and open fire. If he could get them in a bunch, with the rifle set for full-automatic fire, he might be able to mow them all down. But on a boat this size there were too many things to dodge behind. There was no light outside of a small one in the cabin. He might get a few of them, but—eleven to one?


        So far as killing them went, Johnny had precisely as much hesitancy about destroying eleven enemy men as the eleven enemy men would have about destroying a black bear. But the minute he made a hostile move, he’d precipitate a general gun fight, with the odds hopelessly against him. And he hated being shot at under any circumstances. The memory of how one of Bemis’ crew had bounced a bullet off his skull still made his head ache.


        To starboard, the lights of Frederiksted shone wetly over the intervening quarter-mile of water. If he tried to swim ashore after they got out of sight of the town, he’d probably get turned around and try to swim the whole length of the Caribbean. He couldn’t afford to stay where he was until dawn, and be discovered when they were halfway to Cuba.


        The raiders had gone in. Sounds filtered up through the cabin roof implied that they were relaxing in the own peculiar way. A yachting-capped head popped over the edge of the cabin roof, and bawled, over the whine of the breeze, the swish of the waves, and the subdued roar of the motor: “Hey, Angelo, come on down and have a drink?”


        * * *


      


      

        Johnny knew he’d have to think quickly. He began to feel plain, cold, tingling terror. Why had he come chasing after these gangsters? Hadn’t he done enough by saving the goats?


        “Whassa matter? Do we have to come up and get you?”


        Johnny’s brain worked at a speed that would have burned out is bearings if it had had any bearings. Then he got to his hindlegs, holding the radio mast to stead himself: “O. K. Angie!” yelled the face, and it was gone. Johnny shrugged off the oilskin. Gripping the rifle, he lowered himself over the side of the cabin onto the catwalk, and inched aft, digging his left foreclaws into the canvas lest a sudden roll pitch him into the Caribbean.


        At the after end of the cabin, without showing himself, he swung the rifle up so that it pointed at the floor of the quarter-deck. He hooked a claw around the trigger and pulled.


        With a thunderous roar the rifle poured its forty shots through the bottom of the fishing boat. In eight seconds the mechanism gave a final click. Johnny tossed the rifle into the black water and hurled himself after it. When he came up, the boat was standing by, fifty yards off. A searchlight swung, and there was a continuous crash of gunfire. A bullet plunked a few feet from his head. He ducked under and paddled away for some seconds. When he judged himself safe, he stuck his head up.


        The wind blew scraps of speech: “Didja see it? A big black thing—didn’t look human!” “What we gonna do about this hole? It’s big enough to put ya foot through.” “She’s gonna sink in a few minutes. Head for shore, you dope!” “But they’ll pinch us—” “Nev’ mind ‘at. ‘S betta ‘n being food fa shoks!” “Hey, I can’t swim!”


        Johnny turned toward Frederiksted and struck out. He certainly hoped that there were no hungry or inquisitive sharks around …


        At two o’clock, an automobile swept up to the Biological Station. Out of the front climbed tow large black policemen, out of the rear came square, brick-red Peder Uklall, chief of the Frederiksted police, and Johnny Black. They released the seven bound, gagged, and blindfolded human beings in the Recreation Room. Commissioner Uklall lent Honoria his raincoat to cover her nudity; unfortunately such was her girth that it didn’t meet in front. He explained: “Sergeant Oglethwaite here had the desk tonight, and all of a sudden this bear of yours comes running in, soaking wet. The sergeant was a bit surprised, like anybody would be, only he knows the bear is supposed to be tame. Well, this bear sits down at the typewriter and pecks out with his claws about how the Station was held up, and about how he sank the gang’s boat outside the harbor, and that they’d be swimming ashore pretty quick. Oglethwaite wonders if he or the bear was crazy, but he figures it wouldn’t hurt to go see. So he takes a cop and goes down to the water front, and sure enough, there’s one of these hard-looking parties crawling out on the beach like he was all in. They rounded up nine of ‘em; they say there was tow or three more, but they must have gotten drowned. One of ‘em is Knocks Bettenford, A Chicago gangster in the beer business. You folk’s better come down and identify the rest of these guys right now, so we can hold them.”


        * * *


      


      

        At three, an occasional starbeam poked hopefully through he thinning clouds. Methuen and Flynn headed for their rooms. “Thank God that’s over,” said the former, yawning. “We’ve got to get up early to organize a goat hunt, to round up those that Johnny chased into the hills. By the way, Johnny, how did you get on the track of Sarratt’s invention or whatever you call it?”


        The bear delicately scratched the word “song” on the floor.


        “Song? Oh I see: ‘If I had a cow that gave such milk.’ Of course!”


        Flynn said, “Now I’d like to ask something. I can’t understand how Johnny could drink me down so he could beat me at poker. I was practically weaned on whiskey, you know, and beer’s just like soda pop to me.”


        Methuen grinned. “You forget, old man, that Johnny weighs three times as much as you do. It takes three times as much liquor or beer to produce a given concentration of alcohol in his blood as it does in yours. You should have insisted on his taking three drinks to your one.”


        “Well, well. I never thought of that. I guess you scientists are pretty smart people at that. By the way, you remember that you promised me a degree, even if you won the game.”


        “Sure, you’ll get it. But it seems to me that Johnny ought to have one too—he discovered Sarratt’s secret, won the game, saved the goats, and captured the gang. He certainly should get some credit for the revival of science, when and if it takes place.”


        * * *


      


      

        The president was talking in enthusiastic but vague terms about Johnny Black’s services to science while the subject of his discourse stood before him, robed and capped, ignoring the snicker-punctuated buzz that ran through the audience.


        “… the degree of Doctor of Science, and all rights, privileges, and prerogatives pertaining thereto.” Johnny took the scroll, bowed, and waddled off the platform on his hindlegs. He had at last found an advantage in not being able to talk; nobody expected him to make a speech on this occasion.


         


      


    


  




  

    

      

        The Emancipated


      


      

        Astounding Science Fiction, March 1940


      


      

         


        Johnny Black is back. Promise enough of a grand yarn, isn’t it?


      


      

         


      


      

        Johnny Black said: “Fo-wer sco-wer and-a sev-un yee-yers ago-wa, ou-wer fah-vers … fah-zerf—”


        “The word” said Dr. Ewing, “is ‘fathers’. With the voiced dental fricative, like this.” The good psychologist made a horrible face as he intoned the “th” of “father,” so Johnny could see how his tongue was used. Johnny recoiled a little before he remembered that his instructor had no intention of biting him.


        “How?” he asked politely.


        Dr. Ewing repeated the consonant whereon so many foreign students of English have come to grief. But the foreigners at least had human dentition, with four large chisel-shaped upper incisors flanked by a pair of chisel-shaped canines. Johnny’s upper incisors were six small pegs, and the canines were large conical tusks. No matter what he did with his organs of speech, the resulting sound resembled anything but a human “th” sound.


        He had numerous other troubles. For instance, the l’s defeated him completely. So Johnny at his best sounded like a Voder with a short circuit. But it was doing pretty well, considering that he had not in his youth established those many chains of lightning reflexes that enable men to rattle off threats, promises, excuses and lies so glibly. And that his black bear’s anatomy had not been designed for speech in the first place. A man learning to type with his toes would be a good analogue to Johnny learning to talk.


        This had been going on for months, since a ripple in the affairs of men had brought Johnny and his boss, Ira Methuen, up from the blue Caribbean. Methuen, who had given Johnny his superbearish intelligence by cerebral injection, was now heading Yale’s Department of Biology, and Johnny was studying speech at New York University under Ewing.


        Johnny was still struggling bear-fully with the dental fricatives when Chauncey Malone arrived. Like Ewing, Malone had a lot of white hair. But he was as pale and frail as Ewing was pink and robust. Malone was—grace to Tammy Hall—New York City’s commissioner of parks— New York had backslid again.


        Johnny said: “Herro, Mr. Ma-rone.”


        Malone nodded absently at Johnny. He could never be at his best in the same room with five hundred pounds of bear. The fact that the bear spoke to him was, if anything, a little more unnerving.


        Ewing said in his hearty, crisp voice: “Hello, Mr. Malone. Well?”


        “I’ve been thinking,” said Malone hesitantly. “I haven’t quite made up my mind yet.”


        “Better decide pretty quick. I can keep one animal in my apartment but not two. As it is, I can’t depend on regular milk and newspaper deliveries. The boys throw the bottles and papers in the ash can to avoid meeting Johnny. And my landlord’s complaining.”


        “There’s … there’s nothing in your lease about bears in the apartment, is there?”


        “No, but there’s a clause about endangering the other tenants. And I want my bathroom repapered. Been hunting for years for wallpaper with octopuses on it, and at last I’ve found some. But the landlord won’t move while I’ve got Johnny, to say nothing of Methuen’s damned chimpanzee.”


        “When’s the chimp due?” asked Malone. Maybe if he could get Ewing off the subject, he could postpone the moment of having to make up his mind.


        “Methuen says he’ll be finished with his injections in a few days and will drive McGinty down.”


        Malone asked Johnny: “What … what do you think of the idea of educating McGinty, Mr. Black?”


        Johnny said solemnly: “I sink it is a serious mistake.”


        “Why?”


        “I know McGinty. A self-conceited, mean-tempered individuar. Giving him brains wirr not improve his nature.”


        “Never mind that,” snapped Ewing. “Johnny’s probably jealous; wants to be the only intelligent animal. Well, how about it?”


        “Let me see; I really haven’t decided—”


        “Oh, for Heaven’s sake! It’s a simple business proposition. We board Johnny Black and McGinty at the Central Park Zoo; you turn over such of your specimens as we pick for the Methuen treatment. We get specimens; you get publicity. Do you agree, or do I have to approach the Zoological Society again?”


        “Oh, well, if you insist—we’ll do it. But if you damage one of our exhibits—”


        “Not much danger. By the way, you’ll have to furnish transportation for the specimens. We haven’t got a truck. And Johnny’s got to be taken to and from his classes up here.”


        * * *


      


      

        Johnny didn’t mind the change from Ewing’s apartment to the Central Park bear dens. He did threaten to become uncooperative if they didn’t let him take his mattress along.


        His den already contained two female American blacks, Susie and Nokomis, and a male, Ink. They looked at him warily as he toddled into the inclosure with his mattress rolled up and slung over his shoulder. Their smell excited him. They were the first members of his own species whom he had had an opportunity to know personally.


        “Herro,” he said. “My name is Johnny Brack.”


        The three bears looked a trifle startled. Of course, he thought, they couldn’t understand him, yet. So, with his claws, he cut the strings that held his mattress, unrolled it, and spread himself out on the mattress in a sunny spot. He took the spectacles out of the case around his neck and opened the book he had brought along.


        A spectator explained to his small boy: “Sure, that’s a grizzly beh. No, behs can’t read. He’s just trained to do like he was reading. To make people laugh. No, I dunno why the other behs don’t read. Sure, they eat people.”


        Johnny looked up sharply at this canard, and was tempted to contradict it. But, he thought, if he started an argument with the spectators he’d never get time to read his book. So he said nothing.


        Johnny found that as soon as he got up to go for a stroll, the other bears made a dive for the mattress. So he spent a good deal of time driving them away from it. He made a point of establishing himself as boss of the cage right at the start. His cage mates, he thought, would be pretty dull company until they received brains. After that they might be useful to him.


        * * *


      


      

        Johnny happened to be passing Ewing’s office when Methuen arrived with McGinty in tow. Johnny’s boss led McGinty, trotting along on his knuckles, by a light steel chain, much more ornamental than useful and not very ornamental. Johnny and Methuen said hello and shook paws and grinned, and Johnny said: “Rook, boss, I can talk awmost as werr as you. Rike zis: ‘You may talk o’ gin and beer when you’re quartered safe out ‘ere, and you’re sent—’”


        “Yes, yes, old man,” interrupted


        Methuen hastily. “T knew you’d make a marvelous talker once you got started. You remember McGinty, don’t you?”


        “Sure,” said Johnny. He reached a paw toward the chimpanzee, who suddenly jerked the end of the chain out of Methuen*s hand, whirled two feet of it around his head, and let fly at Johnny. The steel crossbar on the end stung Johnny’s sensitive nose.


        “Oof!” cried Johnny. “I show you!


        McGinty was jumping up and down excitedly, grunting, “Keek! Keek!” and showing all his teeth. As Johnny sprang at him he squealed with fear and bolted down the corridor.


        Just then the class bell rang. McGinty, terrified, leaped upon the nearest person, who happened to be a girl student, seized her about the neck, and tried to bury his face in her armpit. Now, to have one hundred and fifty pounds of hairy ape suddenly climb your frame is a disconcerting experience. McGinty was merely seeking protection.- But the girl could not be expected to know that. She made a noise like a subway-car wheel on a sharp turn and collapsed. By the time Methuen arrived, shouting, McGinty realized he had done wrong somehow and was quite docile.


        “Let him alone, Johnny!” cried Methuen. “He doesn’t know any better, yet.”


        Johnny halted. He wouldn’t have, for anybody else. “Aw right. But I remember zat bump on ze nose.”


        Ewing appeared and asked: “Does he behave like that always?”


        “No,” said Methuen. “At least, not very often. But you can’t depend on him. Want to call the whole thing off?”


        “No,” said Ewing firmly. “I said


        I’d teach him, and I will.”


        After that people saw to it that Johnny and McGinty never met. That was all right with Johnny. He was more interested in his own studies, and in the Central Park bears. Came the day when Ink approached him with a look that Johnny interpreted as signifying an internal struggle: whether physical or mental he couldn’t say. Ink stood up, waved a paw at Johnny, and with infinite difficulty managed to groan: “You … Dzon-nee!”


        Johnny sat up and banged his fore-paws together. “Fine! On’y it’s Johnny.”


        “Dzon-ny!” repeated Ink. Another internal crisis shook him, and then, indicating himself, he ground out: “Me … Hink!”


        “Fine! Fine!” encouraged Johnny.


        Ink opened his mouth soundlessly a couple of times, then gasped: “What …’ what—” He struggled over some question that was no doubt vital to him, but the words would not come. Johnny could sympathize. He remembered his own feeling of futile struggle to put into intelligible form all the thoughts that had swarmed into his mind when he recovered from his own Methuen treatment.


        * * *


      


      

        When one of Johnny’s fellow students—human—suggested that he come out for football practice, Johnny’s insatiable curiosity led him to go along. As it happened, Coach Cohn was feeling irascible. When he finished telling his first string that they ought to wear lace on their uniforms and bring knitting, he roared: “I bet even that bear could do better. Here, Johnny, take right guard in the scrub line for a little scrimmage.”


        Johnny, still curious, did as he was instructed. When the ball was snapped, they explained, he was to push through the opposing line and tackle the man with the ball. It was as simple as that.


        It was almost too simple. Johnny pushed through the line and tackled the opposing fullback, a youth named Vleck, before Mr. Vleck knew what was happening to him. For that matter he didn’t learn what had happened to him until a few minutes later, when he came to. Johnny, meanwhile, turned back to the group surrounding the varsity guard and tackle, between whom he had pushed. Both were lying still and pale, except that the guard, one Martinelli, moaned a bit because of a broken rib. The tackle would be all right when he recovered consciousness.


        Cohn shook his head. “Too bad. He’d make a perfect lineman. But nobody would play with us. Too bad. What we wouldn’t do to Ford-ham—”


        * * *


      


      

        Ewing, for all his good intentions, couldn’t keep Johnny and McGinty apart indefinitely. One day Johnny strolled into Ewing’s office to report on his studies and found McGinty alone. McGinty was lying on his back on Ewing’s desk and smoking four of Ewing’s cigarettes at once, one in each hand. He jumped up, scattering sparks and ash, and cried: “Hello, Johnny, how’s the* old boy?”


        Johnny was somewhat taken aback by McGinty’s cordiality and linguistic fluency. But he merely said: “Fine. How are you?”


        “Oh, I’m fine. I speak pretty well, don’t I? Just like a man. Men are a bore, aren’t they? Always wanting you to do things at certain times.” .


        “Werr,” said Johnny, “you have to do sings at some time.”


        “Me, I like to do things when I feel like it. They don’t understand me. When I want to throw inkwells out the window, I’ve just got to throw inkwells out the window.”


        “Have you been srowing inkwerrs out ze window?” asked Johnny, shocked.


        “Sure; just the other day.”


        “Why?”


        “You sound just like a man. -They’re always asking me why I did this or that. I tell them I just felt like it, but that doesn’t satisfy them. How should I know why I feel lifte throwing inkwells? Say!” McGinty suddenly looked sharply at Johnny. “I remember why I threw them. It had to do with you. I’d gotten bored with spelling lessons and wanted to play. And Ewing told me you hadn’t approved of giving me the brain treatment. I suppose he wanted to encourage me.”


        “So you srew ze inkwerrs?”


        “So I threw the inkwells. But have you been poisoning Ewing’s mind against me?”


        “No, not at awr.”


        “No, huh? Did you say he oughtn’t to give me the Methuen treatment?”


        “No,” Johnny lied stoutly.


        But McGinty, a suspicious gleam in his yellow eyes, went on: “I bet you did. I just bet. It’s like you. You’re jealous because you aren’t the only animal with brains any more.”


        “I never—” said Johnny.


        But McGinty continued: “I remember when you jumped on me in the hall. I had to use that chain to protect myself. You bully! You bum!”


        “What do you mean, protect—” “You stuck-up! You animated rug! You flea hotel!” McGinty’s voice rose with each epithet until it reached a scream. “I won’t stand it! I won’t! I won’t! I’ll fix you! I’ll tear you to pieces!” Mc* * *


      


      

        McGinty snatched the two inkwells off Ewing’s desk. The first went wild. The second was well aimed, but Johnny’s lightning reflexes came into play. He dodged and made for McGinty with a squall of rage.


        McGinty leaped over Ewing’s desk, yelling: “Don’t you touch me! I’ll tell Ewing! He’ll fix you! He’ll vivisect you!” He grabbed up two fistfuls of Ewing’s papers and threw them futilely at Johnny. Johnny leaped through the storm of paper clear over the desk, fetching up with a crash against a filing cabinet. But McGinty ducked through the knee-hole under the desk and leaped to a chair and thence to the ceiling-light fixture, shrieking: “Help! He’s killing me! Help, Dr. Ewing!”


        Johnny disengaged himself from the wreck of the filing cabinet just as Ewing and his secretary entered the room. The light fixture came out by the roots just then, and down came McGinty in a shower of plaster.


        “Oh, my Lord!” yelled Ewing, surveying his office.


        McGinty ran over to him, hugged his waist, and buried his face in Ewing’s midriff, crying: “Save me! Don’t let him kill me!”


        In answer to Ewing’s questions, McGinty began pouring out a fanciful account of the preceding events. Johnny tried to break in once or twice. He gave that up, took out Ewing’s typewriter, inserted a piece of paper, and with his claws typed:


         


      


      

        REPORT


        ON THE PECULIAR BEHAVIOR


        OF McGINTY THE CHIMPANZEE


        BY JOHNNY BLACK


      


      

         


      


      

        After that, Ewing saw to it that Johnny and McGinty were not allowed to come within a mile of one another when out of their cages. Johnny, watching his bears’ minds grow and burrowing into his own studies, wondered vaguely what McGinty would do next. But, he told himself, it wasn’t his business. If McGinty did something horrible to his human mentors, or vice versa, it would probably serve both right.


        The months rolled by, though Greater New York still was fascinated by the spectacle of a truck filled with eight bears, ranging from Kobuk, the sixteen-hundred-pound Kodiak, clown to Dato, the diminutive Malayan sun bear, making its four-times-weekly trip between the Central Park Zoo and the Bronx.


        April came, and April is a special month in a bear’s calendar. Theretofore the two female blacks, Susie and Nokomis, had been just a couple of bears to him—as he had been to them. Now things were different.


        Ink objected violently. “Rook here!” he squalled. “I do not mind one of my girrs. But bot’ is no fair.”


        Johnny, who outweighed Ink by one hundred and fifty pounds, was unimpressed. “I can’t he’p it if zey rike me better,” he said loftily.


        “Is zat so?” Ink bared his teeth and swung; not a playful cuff, such as they were always dealing out, but a slash that sent fur flying and drew blood.


        Johnny pitched into Ink. Before much damage had been done, Kobuk came in from the adjoining cage. The keepers, at the bears’ request, had left the intercage gates unlocked.


        Ink scrambled free and scuttled into a corner, wailing: “No fair! No fair!”


        “Don’t make no difference,” rumbled Kobuk. “Johnny boss. He smart. What boss want he get, understand?”


        Ink understood. Thus Johnny became the acknowledged leader of the bear faction. The other bears looked up to him, anyway, since he knew so much more than they, who could just about talk intelligibly. And if any of them became obstreperous, there was always Kobuk’s support. Kobuk fairly idolized Johnny, and what he said went.


        * * *


      


      

        Then, one balmly evening in July, Johnny became aware of activity in the central court, which he could see through the arcade from the feline house to the restaurant. A couple of keepers were shepherding four chimpanzees. Presently a couple of sea lions slithered around from the gate in the fence around their pool. And then came a couple of slinking shapes: the two coyotes. Johnny could hear a murmur of talk, human and animal. Johnny called over one of the keepers.


        The man explained: “Sure, the boss tells us to let ‘em out in the evenings so they can get together for a couple of hours. We got a big wire fence around the whole grounds, so they can’t get away.”


        “Why can’t we get out, too?” asked Johnny.


        “I dunno. We ain’t got no orders to let you out.”


        At the next opportunity, Johnny took the zoo director, Pound, to task for discriminating against the bears.


        Pound said: “Your friend, Ewing, warned us against letting you and McGinty get near each other.”


        Johnny protested: “So what? McGinty’s ze one who’s started trou-bre each time. So why should we be punished?”


        “We-el,” said Pound, “I’ll speak to Malone about it.”


        But Malone was not much help. He kept saying: “I don’t know. I can’t make up my mind about it. If I could only be sure that there wouldn’t be any quarrels—”


        “Kobuk wirr keep ze bears in order, I guarantee.”


        Malone went off, muttering about the harshness of a fate that forced him to make decisions. Eventually he returned, announcing that McGinty had said he’d be glad to have the bears join the circle. The elephants were about due to be added, and Malone got them to promise to keep order.


        Johnny was surprised but not convinced by McGinty’s cordiality. He was sure that it would take very little to start the chimp off on another tantrum. So he and his bears were rather silent spectators at the evening meetings. The other animals told of their experiences, and asked each other innumerable questions about scenes in their pasts which at the time they had lacked the intelligence to understand.


        McGinty suggested that they call themselves “the Emancipated.”


        “Hey, Johnny!” hissed McGinty.


        Johnny’s keen ear caught the inflections of secrecy and suppressed excitement. “Huh?” he said suspiciously.


        “How would you like to do some real exploring this evening?”


        “What do you mean?”


        “I mean, how about our taking a little trip around the park, all by ourselves?”


        “You mean to sneak out?”


        “Sure.”


        “What’s ze idea? Ewing wirr take you for a drive anywhere you want, when he has time.”


        “Oh, to hell with Ewing! Aren’t you sick of having men lead you around like an unemancipated puppy dog?”


        “Werr,” said Johnny. Come to think of it, he was a good deal more restricted in his movements than he had been at the St. Croix Biological Station. That these limitations hadn’t galled particularly was due to the fact that you could immobilize Johnny almost indefinitely by giving him a big enough pile of books to read. But still— “No, I sink not. It wourd cause too much troubre if we were caught.”


        “Oh, come on! “There’s a place over that way, I hear”—McGinty waved west—“where men meet all night long to denounce things. It’ll be fun.”


        Johnny’s curiosity was stirred. The relationships of human beings to their rulers fascinated him, but his information on the subject was entirely secondhand from books. This might be an opportunity to get next to the actual workings of these relationships. “How would you get out?”


        McGinty snickered in the twilight. “I stole a set of keys. I won’t tell you how. But we’d be back before anybody missed us.”


        “Werr—” Johnny’s prudence struggled valiantly with his curiosity,-but as usual his curiosity won. “Aw right.”


        Then the keepers came to lock them into their cages.


        * * *


      


      

        When it was quite dark, and Johnny’s fellow bears were all asleep, Johnny heard a grunt from in front of his cage, and then the click of the lock. He went out. McGinty, shivering with excitement, unlocked the gate in the big wire fence, and the two set out for Columbus Circle. They avoided the paths and the few people still at large in Central Park.


        When they reached Columbus Circle, they could see the black masses of people attending the meetings, sure enough. But the meetings were south of the statue of Christobal Colon in the center of the Circle; Johnny and McGinty couldn’t get close enough to hear what was going on without coming out in the open.


        Johnny, peering nearsightedly over the low stone wall that bounds the Park, voiced his disappointment.


        McGinty’s excitement reached a fever pitch. “Say, Johnny, let’s go on over, anvwav.”


        “What?“Exclaimed Johnny. “You know zere wourd be a riot as soon as we appeared.”


        “To hell with that. What’s life without an occasional riot? Scared to take a chance?”


        “Yes,” admitted Johnny. “And you’d better be, too.”


        “Phooey. You’ve been obeying men so long you think anything they say is right. I’m going, anyway.” And before Johnny could protest any more, McGinty was over the wall and on his way to the crowds.


        Speeches were being made by representatives of five minor political parties. The Salvation Army was going full blast next to the American Association for the Advancement of Atheism, and an elderly Englishman was delivering a highly inaccurate lecture on astronomy. The nearest speaker represented the Left Opposition of the Right Wing of the recently purged Left Deviationists of the Communist Party. He was a young man with a small blond beard. If the beard was an attempt to look like Karl Marx, the young man— who answered to the name of Pfusch —had a long way to go.


        McGinty trotted up to Pfusch’s crowd. Naturally his presence attracted attention, and in almost no time the Circle’s one cop came over. He saw McGinty, blew his whistle, and fumbled for his pistol.


        “What’s the matter?” asked McGinty.


        “Gluk,” said the cop, staring at him pop-eyed.


        “I said, what’s the matter?”


        “Oh,” said the cop. “You’re one of these here talking animals, huh?


        Thought I was hearing things foist. Whatcha doing here?”


        “Just sightseeing,” said McGinty.


        “Oh, just sightseeing, huh? Well, you don’t do no more ‘just sightseeing.’ “


        “I’m not hurting anybody,” said McGinty. “Please, can’t I just listen?”


        The cop thought. Getting the chimpanzee back to wherever he belonged would present a problem. “Well, you stay where I can keep an eye on you, and no monkey business.”


        McGinty looked insulted. “I am not a monkey. I’m an ape.”


        “It’s all the same to me. Any monkey business, and I’ll run you in.”


        * * *


      


      

        Comrade Pfusch was at a hopeless disadvantage as long as McGinty was competing for the attention of his audience. They began crowding around McGinty, asking questions like: “Say, buddy, how does it feel to be an ape?”


        McGinty called up to Pfusch: “Go on, I’m listening.”


        Pfusch tried: “These people, who call themselves Marxists, are intellectually bankrupt, as I explained. A real Marxist organization welcomes constructive criticism… . Say, officer, can’tcha take that ape away? He’s busting up my meeting.”


        “Huh?” said the cop, feeling suddenly more friendly toward McGinty. “Why should I? He ain’t doing nothing.”


        “I demand that you take him away. I got a right to free speech, haven’t I?”


        “Go ahead and speech. I ain’t stopping you.”


        “See, comrades? That shows you how much your so-called constitutional guarantees are worth. Well, as I was saying, where were these people in 1959? Recommending revolution at a time when a dialectical analysis showed that a revolutionary situation did not exist. Treachery to the working class, obviously. Then ih 1964, when these traitors, these lackeys of the bourgeoisie— Say, officer, you gotta take the monk away.”


        “What do you mean, monk?” snapped McGinty.


        “I mean you,” said Pfusch. “Gwan, chase yaself, willya?”


        McGinty advanced menacingly. “I don’t let anybody call me a monkey.”


        “Gwan, this is a meeting for workers, not monkeys.”


        McGinty mounted the stand, bared his fangs, and reached for Pfusch.


        Pfusch tumbled off the stand and clutched the cop’s sleeve. “Help! He’s threatening me!”


        “He don’t let nobody call him a monkey,” said the cop impassively.


        “But he’s got my stand! He can’t do that! I got a right—”


        “Ga wan before I run you in.”


        The audience, preferring drama to dialectic, cheered McGinty. McGinty hesitated a bit, then launched into a little speechifying of his own: “Equal rights for chimpanzees!” he shrilled, standing on one hand and gesturing with the other three. “Smash the tyranny of men over the animal world! If zoo keepers can dictate to chimpanzees, why not chimpanzees dictating to keepers? Say, that’s an idea. Your own leaders are in-intel-intellectually bankrupt. Why not try us, the chimpanzees? Only a stranger can be impartial, as Bernard Shaw put it—” There was a lot more, much of it irrelevant or incoherent. But an audience of thousands was still approving when a department-of-parks truck full of keepers arrived to take McGinty into custody.


        “There they are!” he screamed, pointing.- “The villains! The tyrants! Tear them limb from limb!”


        The audience laughed and opened a lane for the keepers. McGinty, seeing that his appeal was not being taken seriously, made a half-hearted effort to escape. But the crowd could not have opened to let him get away, even had it wished. When keepers and cops appeared on all sides of him, with nets, ropes, hypodermics, buckets of chloroform, and guns, he submitted tamely enough. All the way back to the zoo he wept and shivered with despondent apprehension.


        When the keepers, having stowed McGinty, made a checkup of all the cages, Johnny was sound asleep in his den. He had pulled foot for home the minute the truck appeared. When Pound questioned McGinty about his escape next day, McGinty claimed that Johnny had not only accompanied him, but had suggested the escapade in the first place. Johnny denied having left his cage at all. Since nobody had seen him, it was his word against McGinty’s. Pound, knowing McGinty’s unreliability, believed Johnny and ordered McGinty confined to his cage for a month. By the time the month was up, the autumn was too far advanced for the apes to be allowed out in the open anyway. The sea lions were away most of the time on a theatrical engagement; the elephants disliked the cold; so the meetings of the Emancipated petered out.


        With a mind as omnivorous as his digestive system, Johnny was having the time of his life. The New York University authorities let him attend any classes he wished. And among his bears he felt, for the first time in his life, that he belonged. Kobuk appointed himself Johnny’s bodyguard, and nobody argued with Kobuk. When a professor of history objected to Johnny’s presence in his class because it distracted his human students, Kobuk stood up and coughed. He looked ten feet tall. Johnny continued to attend the class.


        Came spring, and when the weather was warm enough the Emancipated recommenced their evening meetings. Johnny expected McGinty to start a row about their respective parts in the Columbus Circle incident. But the mercurial McGinty was this time in a silent and saturnine mood, sitting with his chin —or the place where his chin would have been if he had had one—on his fist. He said he had spent a good deal of the winter reading Sorel and Pareto. Johnny had heard of these direct-actionist philosophers, if he hadn’t read them himself. He guessed that they had proved a heavy load for the chimpanzee’s brilliant but immature mind.


        The cats had all received the Methuen treatment by now. They loudly demanded the right to attend the meetings. Pound referred their demand to Malone, who went around saying, “Oh dear me.” When Malone asked the Emancipated what they thought of the idea, there was a unanimous “No!” The elephants, for anatomical reasons, had never been able to learn to talk. But Rosebud pulled the oversized pencil out of the band around her foreleg and wrote on the pavement: “I don’t like cats, especially big ones with stripes.” She underlined “like” twice.


        So the cats stayed in their cages, having to content themselves with occasional plaintive roars of “We want to join you!” during the sessions.


        The sea lions were back. Being born extraverts, they enjoyed their work. But their demands for personal salaries, equal billing with the Rockettes, and one spotlight per sea lion had ended the experiment.


        When the sea lions had finished barking their tale of woe, McGinty swung himself to the top of the iron fence around the sea-lion pool. He said: “All this proves what I’ve been saying. You’ll never get your rights from man by talk.”


        “What zen?” rumbled Behring, the male polar bear.


        “Force! How did we get here in the first place? Force! How do they keep us here? Force! What settles every question between organisms in the long run? Force! I’ve read—”


        “What is an organism?” asked Kobuk.


        “Never mind. What are we? Nothing but a lot of playthings for men! What rights have we? None! What can we do if they decide to starve us and eat us? Nothing!”


        The outburst rather staggered McGinty’s audience. The elephants shuffled uneasily.


        Johnny said: “Some troof in zat. But ze men have awr ze force. Zey treat us pretty werr now. But you try using force; see what happens to you.”


        McGinty snapped: “Are you so afraid of dying you won’t risk anything for liberty?”


        “Zat’s right,” said Johnny.


        “You’ll have to die some day.”


        “I know. Don’t want to die any sooner zan I have to, zough.”


        “Coward! I always knew you were on their side. I haven’t forgotten your running out on me last fall. If we’re going to get anywhere, it must be by united action.”


        Johnny’s thick hide shed McGinty’s epithets as easily as it did water. But he did think that obvious misapprehensions should be corrected. “I just meant it’s no use getting in troubre when we can’t do anysing. I know somesing about—” “That’s enough!” shouted McGinty. “Coward! Traitor! Lackey of the hour— I mean the human race! None of us want to hear you, do we?”


        And the other four chimpanzees, who had worked themselves into an almost equal state of excitement, cried: “No! Get out!”


        Kobuk stood up and stretched. “Sink you can srow us out? Ret’s see you!”


        McGinty yelled: “No rough stuff! If there’s a fight it’ll be the end of everybody’s privileges!”


        The elephants rolled forward a step or two. The bears stood up in a bunch, looking at Johnny for instructions.


        Johnny said: “He’s right; no rough stuff. Zat doesn’t mean we’re going to reave.”


        So the primate and bear factions settled into a state of inactive but watchful hostility. The remaining animals oscillated between the two groups.


        * * *


      


      

        Came Independence Day. Malone came around and told the Emancipated that Mayor Coffey was going to speak to them at 7:00 p. m., and would they please behave themselves particularly well on that occasion. He didn’t say that he had tried to dissuade the mayor from what he, being a timid soul, considered a rash act. But in the mayor’s mind the publicity that would accrue from a speech made under these circumstances outweighed all other considerations.


        The mayor arrived, only half an hour late, in a swirl of motorcycle cops. He had already made nine speeches that day, but you would never have known it. Mayor Coffey was a huge bulbous man with little red blood vessels showing through the skin of his nose. He had a voice of thunder and, apparently, a larynx of tungsten steel.


        McGinty had suddenly turned cordial. He insisted on shaking paws with all the bears, and to show his trust in them—he said—he asked to be allowed to sit among them.


        Malone got Tip and introduced the mayor. There may have been worse speakers than Chauncey Malone, but if so history does not record their names. So Coffey’s full-lunged bellow was something of a relief to everybody. He roared: “And so, my animal friends, in consideration of and in recognition of and as a reward for your exemplary behavior, your admirable deportment, your splendid conduct, I am pleased, happy, glad to announce on this historic occasion, this sacred date, this memorable anniversary, that we are going to furnish you with a splendid new structure, a beautiful new assembly building, a magnificent new social hall—”


        Dato, the sun bear, whispered to Johnny: “Does he mean one buird-ing or sree?”


        “Shh!” hissed Johnny.


        “—for which the ground will be broken three weeks—twenty-one days—from today. 1 shall be glad, happy, overjoyed to meet you all here again on that auspicious occasion, that felicitous celebration, that jolly reunion, that—”


        “What do zose big words mean?” whispered Dato.


        McGinty had been sitting among the bears, quietly smoking a cigarette. Behring, next to him, had gone to sleep. Nobody had seen McGinty, with his left rear hand, slowly insinuate a large wooden match between two of Behring’s toes. Nor did they see him lower his cigarette to touch the protruding match head.


        But they all heard Behring’s sudden bawl, and saw him leap straight up from his seat. Before he came down to earth again, McGinty had scuttled out from among the bears. The mayor stopped in the middle of a metaphor as McGinty dashed past him. After the chimpanzee came one thousand two hundred pounds of polar bear, knocking other animals out of his way and snarling like a thunderstorm.


        Everybody screamed and ran. Having their backs turned, they did not see Johnny leap on Behring’s back and hold on for dear life while the polar, mad with fury, reared and rolled and foamed. Then the keepers came with their nets. In the tussle Johnny received a couple of nasty gashes from Behring’s claws and teeth. But eventually Behring was knocked out with chloroform and returned to his cage. Mayor Coffey went home to nurse his nerves, and to issue an order to Malone that no bears were to be let out of their cages under any circumstances.


        Behring, when he came to, tried to explain what had happened to anybody who would listen. They listened, but they didn’t let bears out any more. Ewing had to bring all their schoolbooks down from the Bronx so they could continue their studies. Some did; some were too lazy to do so without human supervision. Johnny was irked; he, had enjoyed a good deal of freedom, and being cooped up twenty-four hours a day didn’t set well with a bear who held a Master’s degree—honorary— from Columbia University.


        One evening McGinty came over to taunt him. The chimpanzee said: “Hee-hee! The great Johnny Black locked up like an unemancipated brute! That’s funny! If you’d had sense you’d have stuck with me, instead of opposing my plans. Now I’ve got you where you can’t interfere.”


        “What’s zat?” asked Johnny sharply. But McGinty merely hopped up and down and hurled insults. Johnny yawned ostentatiously and went back to his books. But he wondered what McGinty had in mind.


        The next day he sent one of the keepers to fetch Pound. He told him a few things about McGinty, and said: “If I were you, I wourdn’t ret him out for zis ground-breaking ceremony. He has somesing up his sreeve.”


        Pound said, “I’ll ask Malone.” Which he did. But Malone was afraid to bring the matter up with the mayor, who had developed a certain touchiness on the subject of bears.


        * * *


      


      

        July 25th was hot and sticky. Mayor Coffey suffered particularly. But the chance to make a speech was too tempting for him to forgo the ceremony.


        Johnny found that the scene of the occasion was visible from the top of the rocks in his den. So he sat there, reading with elaborate unconcern, while people and fauna gathered on the spot.


        The sun went out. Johnny looked over his shoulder; a fleet of huge dim thunderheads was drifting over the skyscraper apartments on Central Park South. Johnny prudently put his book in his den and returned to his post. The only animals present on this occasion were the five chimpanzees, the orangutan, the gibbon, the chacma baboon, the two coyotes, and the four sea lions. Though the elephants had been well-behaved enough, Coffey didn’t trust anything of their size.


        Johnny could hear Coffey’s bull voice, though he couldn’t make out the words at that distance. Then raindrops began to spatter on the rocks around him. They got on the lenses of his spectacles. He irritably put the spectacles away. That would happen just when he was sure something interesting was going to happen!


        He couldn’t see clearly at that distance without his glasses, especially through a curtain of rain. But he could make out moving blobs that were people leaving the ceremony and running for shelter. Coffey’s voice rolled on. It would take more than a thundershower to stop Coffey in a speech.


        Then the speech was cut off short. Johnny could see a maddeningly dim blur of motion in the crowd—or what little was left of it. A blob detached itself from the rest and moved swiftly toward the monkey house. There was a chorus of shouts, muffled by the rain. The moving blob passed out of sight. The lions and tigers, between Johnny and the monkey house, woke into a chorus of excited roars.


        Johnny fretted with unsatisfied curiosity. He began pacing the length of his inclosure, like any un-emancipated bear. The other bears threw futile questions from cage to cage. Men ran about outside, calling to each other. But nobody said a word to the bears.


        Hours passed, until the roars and squeals from the various houses reminded -the keepers that their charges’ meals were long overdue. When the black bears were brought theirs, Johnny asked the keeper what was up.


        “They kidnaped the mayor!” explained the keeper. “Who did?”


        “The apes! They jumped on him while he was makin’ his speech, and dragged him into the monkey house. The cops couldn’t shoot for fear of hittin’ him. Now they’re holdin’ him for ransom. Every time we try to get near, they pinch him to make him yell. Say they’ll kill him if we try to rescue him.”


        “What do zey want?”


        “They say they want the department of sanitation’s mansion turned over to them and, oh, a lot of things. They ain’t gonna let him go, either.”


        “What are you going to do?”


        “Good Heaven!” cried the keeper. “How do I know? It serves ‘em right,” he went on, not explaining whom he meant by “them.” “These educated animals are against nature.”


        * * *


      


      

        That was all the information that Johnny had to work on that night. He thought and thought. He, personally, didn’t care the least about Mayor Coffey. If the chimpanzees and their fellow conspirators wanted to take Coffey apart, joint by joint, that was their business. If the officials of the city of New York couldn’t think of a method of thwarting the apes’ felonious designs, that was their hard luck.


        A yelp from the monkey house indicated that the swarms of policemen who infested the zoo had made another attempt to sneak up, and had been detected.


        But, Johnny’s thought rambled on, he was, through no fault of his own, one of the Emancipated. Whatever one of them did would reflect to some extent on all. If the apes murdered Coffey, the other members of that domineering and vindictive species, Man, might very easily wipe out all the recipients of the Methuen treatment to prevent future revolts. And that would include him, for all Ewing or Methuen could do.


        He could see McGinty’s point of view, much as he disliked the temperamental chimp personally. If the apes could get away with their daring scheme, he wouldn’t be without some slight sympathy for them. But he knew that in the long run they would fail. Men were too numerous and clever and powerful. Besides, self-interest demanded that, if he had an opportunity of thwarting McGinty, he should take it. It would not only save his own hide, but that of the other emancipated bears, whom he liked. And, of course, he would get credit for one more brilliant coup. That wouldn’t be hard to take.


        But how to thwart McGinty? That was the point. It would be easy simply to storm the monkey house, but that would result in Coffey’s death. Perhaps he could gain admittance on the pretext that he was going to join the apes. But it would still be doubtful whether he could release Coffey and get him out unharmed. He could kill a single ape without much trouble, but only one at a time.


        Next morning, when a keeper came by, Johnny asked him: “Wirr you terephone to Professor Ewing at New York University, prease?” The keeper thought a good deal of Johnny, and did so.


        When Ewing came down that afternoon, Johnny asked him to get several good books on apes.


        “What are you up to now, Johnny?” asked Ewing.


        “I want to see if somesing can’t be don’t about Mr. Coffey.”


        “Have you a plan for rescuing him?”


        “No, but maybe I get one.”


        “But how would you get them to let you out of here?”


        “Zat wirr be your job.”


        “Me? What could I do?”


        “Get zem to ret me out when ze time comes.”


        And that was all Ewing could get out of him. Ewing himself was worried; a slaughter of the Emancipated would be a serious blow to his own researches. So he returned in the evening with a bucket of coffee and an armful of books. He made some feeble joke about needing coffee to rescue Coffey, and departed, leaving Johnny sprawled out on a rock with his own personal reading lamp shining over his shoulder.


        Next day the siege continued. One of the apes called out: “He’s getting weak. You better send in some food.”


        But when a cop appeared with a lunch box, the apes chattered excitedly and refused to let the cop approach. They yelled: “Have to Send it in by one of the animals. We don’t trust you.”


        So there was another long delay. The female coyote finally agreed to carry the lunch box in. She reappeared in a great hurry, explaining that, once she was inside, the apes accused her of having run out on them after agreeing to join the plot, and, working themselves into rages, had tried to grab her. When she escaped, the apes had nothing to do but take their anger out on poor Coffey, who was pinched and pommeled unmercifully. Those outside could hear his yells, sadly diminished in volume.


        Johnny, meanwhile, was deep in Yerkes’ “The Great Apes,” the chapter on “Affective Behavior of Chimpanzee: Behavioral Patterns of Emotion.” He had thought of various expedients: taking a time bomb into the monkey house—no, that would have the same effect on Coffey and


        —what was more important—on himself. The same objection applied to tear gas. The devil, there must be some agent that would discriminate between apes on one hand and bears and mayors on the other. Drugs? Anasthetics? Poisons? Hypnotism? Threats? Promises? Nope.


        Johnny resumed his reading, while outside the grotesque deadlock continued.


        Then he had it. “Smitty!” he bawled. “Get Professor Ewing! Get Mr. Marone! Get Mr. Pound!”


        * * *


      


      

        Pound called to the monkey house: “Hey, apes! The smaller animals are all afraid to take your food in. O. K. if we send Johnny Black?”


        There was a pause, and then the answer came back: “O. K.”


        Johnny plodded across the flagstones with a suitcase in his jaws. The suitcase supposedly contained fruit for the apes and more solid food for their prisoner.


        The door swung open, just wide enough for him to squeeze in. It was obvious to him that they intended to let him out in their own good time. But he was confident of his ability to handle them all in a rough-and-tumble fight, if it came to that.


        The little monkeys skittered uncomprehendingly around their cages. At the far end Coffey’s huge form was tied to a cage bar by a steel chain around his leg. McGinty had no doubt stolen the chain and concealed it sometime before. Johnny couldn’t help a grudging admiration for McGinty. Right behind Coffey crouched the recently emancipated chacma baboon, with his forepaws around Coffey’s neck. Evidently his duty was to rip Coffey’s throat out with his great teeth if anything went awry. Two of the chimpanzees, the orang, and the gibbon were at the windows. The other three chimps, including McGinty, squatted on the floor.


        “Well, Johnny,” said McGinty, “don’t you wish you’d joined us: now? This is real fun.”


        “Yes,” said Johnny. “Can’t I join you now?”


        “No. Too late. I don’t trust a traitor like you.”


        “Is zat so?” Johnny put the suitcase down and sat .on it. “Zen I guess you don’t want any food.”


        “You’ve got to turn over that food, or we’ll kill the mayor.”


        “Go ahead,” said Johnny. “I never riked ze big fat srob, anyhow.”


        “What if we tell the people you asked to join us?”


        “Zey won’t berieve you.”


        “But the mayor heard you say so.”


        “If he’s dead, he won’t terr zem.”


        At this point the mayor wailed: “For Heaven’s sake, Johnny, leave that grub here and go. It gives me the creeps, the way you talk about the advantages and disadvantages and virtues and risks of killing me.”


        McGinty said: “Suppose we take the suitcase away from you.”


        “Try it,” answered Johnny, looking thoughtfully at his claws.


        The apes retired to the far corner and muttered. Then they came back. McGinty inquired: “Do you really want to join us? Honest Injun, cross your heart?”


        “I said so, didn’t I?”


        “And you’ll forget all those arguments we’ve had?”


        “Sure.”


        “All right.” McGinty extended a hand. Johnny shook casually. He picked up the suitcase in his teeth and padded over to near the mayor. If he was excited, which he was, he didn’t show it. The next few seconds would tell.


        He pushed the snaps on the suitcase with his claws. Then he picked it up in his forepaws and inverted it. The top fell open.


        Out onto the concrete floor poured two dozen live garter snakes.


        Eight emancipated primates were watching. From eight primate throats there rose a simultaneous shriek of such bloodcurdling horror that even the cops outside jumped. And, like a flash, eight emancipated primates rose straight up, as if on invisible wings, to the very top of the cages, where the bars entered the ceiling. There the apes clustered in groups of two and three, hugging each other, trying to bury their heads in the center of the cluster, and screaming at the top of their lungs.


        The garter snakes rustled on the floor. They tried to crawl, but could make almost no headway on the smooth surface. They went through all the motions, but stayed in the same place.


        Johnny looked at the mayor. It was unfortunate that Coffey should suffer from snake phobia almost as violently as apes do. Had he not been chained, he might very well have hoisted his two hundred and fifty pounds to the tops of the bars as his captors had done. Being unable to do so, he had fainted.


        Johnny looked at the chain. It had probably served to lead a terrier or Peke at sometime. But a chain that will restrain a dog may not be strong enough for a bear. Johnny hooked his claws into the links and heaved. Snap went the chain.


        Presently Johnny appeared at the door of the monkey house with Coffey draped over his shoulder. To Pound he said: “He wirr be aw right. He doesn’t rike snakes. Have ze keepers gazzer up zose snakes, prease. Ewing promised zem to me for supper.”


        “But,” cried Pound and Malone together, “what about the apes?”


        “Oh, zey are zere. You wirr have to scrape zem off ze ceiring.”


        * * *


      


      

        “You’ve done it again, Johnny!” exclaimed Ira Methuen. “If you keep on like this, I shan’t have to do any more work. I can live on your publicity.”


        Johnny asked: “What wirr be done wiss ze Emancipated?”


        “They won’t be killed. But they’ll be scattered. The zoo has arranged with other zoos to trade them for other animals, so there won’t be more than one in any one place. Too dangerous to let them be together, they say. But, of course, you can have just about anything you want.”


        Johnny thought. Then he said: “What I want most is to go back wiss you. I want to be wiss somebody who reary understands bears.”


        Methuen gulped a little. “Well, uh, to tell the truth, Johnny, I was beginning to miss you pretty badly myself. How’d you like to drive up to New Haven with me tonight?”


        “Fine. But before I go, wirr you prease take me around behind ze monkey house?”


        “Why?”


        “Ah, zere is a sound I have been practicing. It is a very difficurt sound for a bear. But I sink I have it down pat.”


        “All right.”


        So Methuen led Johnny, on an ornamental but entirely useless chain, around to the back of the monkey house.


        Johnny stood up on his hind legs and called: “McGinty!”


        McGinty’s face appeared at the window, scowling through the bars. “What do you want, you traitor, you liar, you fiend, you villainous flea-bitten scoundrel?”


        For answer, Johnny protruded his lips, protruded his tongue between them, and blew. The unseemly sound that issued would be described by a phonetician as a voiceless labio-lingual roll.


        Then Johnny followed his god, Methuen, to the latter’s car. He was content.
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        Astounding Science-Fiction, November 1940


      


      

         


        The storklike man with the gray goatee shuffled the twelve black billets about on the table top. “Try it again,” he said.


        The undergraduate sighed. “O. K., Professor Methuen.” He looked apprehensively at Johnny Black, sitting across the table with one claw on the button of the stop clock. Johnny returned the look impassively through the spectacles perched on his yellowish muzzle.


        “Go,” said Ira Methuen.


        Johnny depressed the button. The undergraduate started the second run of his wiggly-block test. The twelve billets formed a kind of three-dimensional jigsaw puzzle; when assembled they would make a cube. But the block had originally been sawn apart on wavy, irregular lines, so that the twelve billets had to be put together just so.


        The undergraduate fiddled with the billets, trying this one and that one against one he held in his hand. The clock ticked round. In four minutes he had all but one in place. This one, a corner piece, simply would not fit. The undergraduate wiggled it and pushed it. He looked at it closely and tried again. But its maladjustment remained.


        The undergraduate gave up. “What’s the trick?” he asked.


        Methuen reversed the billet end for end. It fitted.


        “Oh, heck,” said the undergraduate. “I could have gotten it if it hadn’t been for Johnny.”


        Instead of being annoyed, Johnny Black twitched his mouth in a bear’s equivalent of a grin. Methuen asked the student why.


        “He distracts me somehow. I know he’s friendly and all that, but … it’s this way, sort of. Here I come to Yale to get to be a psychologist. I hear all about testing animals, chimps and bears and such. And when I get here I find a bear testing me. It’s kind of upsetting.”


        “That’s all right,” said Methuen. “Just what we wanted. We’re after, not your wiggly-block score by itself, but the effect of Johnny’s presence on people taking the test. We’re getting Johnny’s distraction factor—his ability to distract people. We’re also getting the distraction factor of a lot of other things, such as various sounds and smells. I didn’t tell you sooner because the knowledge might have affected your performance.”


        “I see. Do I still get my five bucks?”


        “Of course. Good day, Kitchell. Come on, Johnny; we’ve just got time to make Psychobiology 100. We’ll clean up the stuff later,”


        On the way out of Methuen’s office, Johnny asked: “Hey, boss! Do you feer any effec’ yet?”


        “Not a bit,” said Methuen. “I think my original theory was right: that the electrical resistance of the gaps between human neurons is already as low as it can be, so the Methuen injections won’t have any appreciable effect on a human being. Sorry, Johnny, but I’m afraid your boss won’t become any great genius as a result of trying a dose of his own medicine.”


        The Methuen treatment had raised Johnny’s intelligence from that of a normal black bear to that of—or more exactly to the equivalent of that of—a human being. It had enabled him to carry out those spectacular coups in the Virgin Islands and the Central Park Zoo. It had also worked on a number of other animals in the said zoo, with regrettable results.


        Johnny grumbled in his urso-American accent: “Stirr, I don’t sink it is smart to teach a crass when you are furr of zat stuff. You never know—”


        But they had arrived. The class comprised a handful of grave graduate students, on whom Johnny’s distraction factor had little effect.


        Ira Methuen was not a good lecturer. He put in too many uh’s and er’s, and tended to mumble.


        Besides, Psychobiology 100 was an elementary survey, and Johnny was pretty well up in the field himself. So he settled himself to a view of the Grove Street Cemetery across the street, and to melancholy reflections on the short life span of his species compared with that of men. “Ouch!”


        R. H. Wimpus, B.S., ‘68, jerked his backbone from its normally nonchalant arc into a quivering reflex curve. His eyes were wide with mute indignation.


        Methuen was saying: “—whereupon it was discovered that the  … uh  … paralysis of the pes resulting from excision of the corresponding motor area of the cortex was much more lasting among the Simiidae than among the other catarrhine primates; that it was more lasting among these than among the platyrrhines—Mr. Wimpus?”


        “Nothing,” said Wimpus. “I’m sorry.”


        “And that the platyrrhines, in turn, suffered more than the lemuroids and tarsioids. When—”


        “Unh!” Another graduate student jerked upright. While Methuen paused with his mouth open, a third man picked a small object off the floor and held it up.


        “Really, gentlemen,” said Methuen, “I thought you’d outgrown such amusements as shooting rubber bands at each other. As I was saying when—”


        Wimpus gave another grunt and jerk. He glared about him. Methuen tried to get his lecture going again. But, as rubber bands from nowhere continued to sting the necks and ears of the listeners, the classroom organization visibly disintegrated like a lump of sugar in a cup of weak tea.


        Johnny had put on his spectacles and was peering about the room. But he was no more successful than the others in locating the source of the bombardment.


        He slid off his chair and shuffled over to the light switch. The daylight through the windows left the rear end of the classroom dark. As soon as the lights went on, the source of the elastics was obvious. A couple of the graduates pounced on a small wooden box on the shelf beside the projector.


        The box gave out a faint whir, and spat rubber bands through a slit, one every few seconds. They brought it up and opened it on Methuen’s lecture table. Inside was a mass of machinery apparently made of the parts of a couple of alarm clocks and a lot of hand-whittled wooden cams and things.


        “My, my,” said Methuen. “A most ingenious contraption, isn’t it?”


        The machine ran down with a click. While they were still examining it, the bell rang.


        Methuen looked out the window. A September rain was coming up. Ira Methuen pulled on his topcoat and his rubbers and took his umbrella from the corner. He never wore a hat. He went out and headed down Prospect Street, Johnny padding behind.


        “Hi!” said a young man, a fat young man in need of a haircut. “Got any news for us, Professor Methuen?”


        “I’m afraid not, Bruce,” replied Methuen. “Unless you call Ford’s giant mouse news.”


        “What? What giant mouse?”


        “Dr. Ford has produced a three-hundred-pound mouse by orthogonal mutation. He had to alter its morphological characteristics—”


        “Its what?”


        “Its shape, to you. He had to alter it to make it possible for it to live—”


        “Where? Where is it?”


        “Osborn Labs. If—” But Bruce Inglehart was gone up the hill toward the science buildings. Methuen continued: “With no war on, and New Haven as dead a town as it always has been, they have to come to us for news, I suppose. Come on, Johnny. Getting garrulous in my old age.”


        A passing dog went crazy at the sight of Johnny, snarling and yelping. Johnny ignored it. They entered Woodbridge Hall.


        Dr. Wendell Cook, president of Yale University, had Methuen sent in at once. Johnny,


        excluded from the sanctum, went up to the president’s secretary. He stood up and put his paws on her desk. He leered—you have to see a bear leer to know how it is done—and said: “How about it, kid?”


        Miss Prescott, an unmistakable Boston spinster, smiled at him. “Suttinly, Johnny. Just a moment.” She finished typing a letter, opened a drawer, and took out a copy of Hecht’s “Fantazius Mallare.” This she gave Johnny. He curled up on the floor, adjusted his glasses, and read.


        After a while he looked up, saying: “Miss Prescott, I am halfway srough zis, and I stirr don’t see why zey cawr it obscene. I sink it is just durr. Can’t you get me a rearry dirty book?”


        “Well, really, Johnny, I don’t run a pornography shop, you know. Most people find that quite strong enough.”


        Johnny sighed. “Peopre get excited over ze funnies’ sings.”


        Meanwhile, Methuen was closeted with Cook and Dalrymple, the prospective endower, in another of those interminable and indecisive conferences. R. Hanscom Dalrymple looked like a statue that the sculptor had never gotten around to finishing. The only expression the steel chairman ever allowed himself was a canny, secretive smile. Cook and Methuen had a feeling he was playing them on the end of a long and well-knit fish line made of U. S. Federal Reserve notes. It was not because he wasn’t willing to part with the damned endowment, but because he enjoyed the sensation of power over these oh-so-educated men. And in the actual world, one doesn’t lose one’s temper and tell Croesus what to do with his loot. One says: “Yes, Mr. Dalrymple. My, my, that is a brilliant suggestion, Mr. Dalrymple! Why didn’t we think of it ourselves?” Cook and Methuen were both old hands at this game. Methuen, though otherwise he considered Wendell Cook a pompous ass, admired the president’s endowment-snagging ability. After all, wasn’t Yale University named after a retired merchant on the basis of a gift of five hundred and sixty-two pounds twelve shillings?


        “Say, Dr. Cook,” said Dalrymple, “why don’t you come over to the Taft and have lunch on me for a change? You, too, Professor Methuen.”


        The academics murmured their delight and pulled on their rubbers. On the way out Dalrymple paused to scratch Johnny behind the ears. Johnny put his book away, keeping the title on the cover out of sight, and restrained himself from snapping at the steel man’s hand. Dalrymple meant well enough, but Johnny did not like people to take such liberties with his person.


        So three men and a bear slopped down College Street. Cook paused now and then, ignoring the sprinkle, to make studied gestures toward one or another of the units of the great soufflé of Georgian and Collegiate Gothic architecture. He explained this and that. Dalrymple merely smiled his blank little smile.


        Johnny, plodding behind, was the first to notice that passing undergraduates were pausing to stare at the president’s feet. The word “feet” is meant literally. For Cook’s rubbers were rapidly changing into a pair of enormous pink bare feet.


        Cook himself was quite unconscious of it, until quite a group of undergraduates had collected. These gave forth the catarrhal snorts of men trying unsuccessfully not to laugh. By the time Cook had followed their stares and looked down, the metamorphosis was complete. That he should be startled was only natural. The feet were startling enough. His face gradually matched the feet in redness, making a cheerful note of color in the gray landscape.


        R. Hanscom Dalrymple lost his reserve for once. His howls did nothing to save prexy’s now-apoplectic face. Cook finally stooped and pulled off the rubbers. It transpired that the feet had been painted on the outside of the rubbers and covered over with lampblack. The rain had washed the lampblack off.


        Wendell Cook resumed his walk to the Hotel Taft in gloomy silence. He held the offensive rubbers between thumb and finger as if they were something unclean and loathsome. He wondered who had done this dastardly deed. There hadn’t been any undergraduates in his office for some days, but you never wanted to underestimate the ingenuity of undergraduates. He noticed that Ira Methuen was wearing rubbers of the same size and make as his own. But he put suspicion in that direction out of his mind before it had fully formed. Certainly Methuen wouldn’t play practical jokes with Dalrymple around, when he’d be the head of the new Department of Biophysics when—if—Dalrymple came through with the endowment.


        The next man to suspect that the Yale campus was undergoing a severe pixilation was John Dugan, the tall thin one of the two campus cops. He was passing Christ Church—which is so veddy high-church Episcopal that they refer to Charles I of England as St. Charles the Martyr—on his way to his lair in Phelps Tower. A still small voice spoke in his ear: “Beware, John Dugan! Your sins will find you out!”


        Dugan jumped and looked around. The voice repeated its message. There was nobody within fifty feet of Dugan. Moreover, he could not think of any really serious sins he had committed lately. The only people in sight were a few undergraduates and Professor Methuen’s educated black bear, trailing after his boss as usual. There was nothing for John Dugan to suspect but his own sanity.


        R. Hanscom Dalrymple was a bit surprised at the grim earnestness of the professors in putting away their respective shares of the James Pierpont dinner. They were staying the eternal gnaw of hunger that afflicts those who depend on a college commissary for sustenance. Many of them suspected a conspiracy among college cooks to see that the razor edge wasn’t taken off students’ and instructors’ intellects by overfeeding. They knew that conditions were much the same in most colleges.


        Dalrymple sipped his coffee and looked at his notes. Presently Cook would get up and say a few pleasant nothings. Then he would announce Dalrymple’s endowment, which was to be spent in building a Dalrymple Biophysical Laboratory and setting up a new department. Everybody would applaud and agree that biophysics had floated in the void between the domains of the departments of zoology, psychology, and the physiological sciences long enough. Then Dalrymple would get up and clear his throat and say—though in much more dignified language: “Shucks, fellas, it really isn’t nothing.”


        Dr. Wendell Cook duly got up, beamed out over the ranked shirt fronts, and said his pleasant nothings. The professors exchanged nervous looks when he showed signs of going off into his favorite oration, there-is-no-conflict-between-science-and-religion. They had heard it before.


        He was well launched into Version 3A of this homily, when he began to turn blue in the face. It was not the dark purplish-gray called loosely “blue” that appears on the faces of stranglees, but a bright, cheerful cobalt. Now, such a color is all very well in a painting of a ship sailing under a clear blue sky, or in the uniform of a movie-theater doorman. But it is distinctly out of place in the face of a college president. Or so felt the professors. They leaned this way and that, their boiled shirts bulging, popping and gaping as they did so, and whispered.


        Cook frowned and continued. He was observed to sniff the air as if he smelled something. Those at the speakers’ table detected a slight smell of acetone. But that seemed hardly an adequate explanation of the robin’s-egg hue of their prexy’s face. The color was now quite solid on the face proper. It ran up into the area where Cook’s hair would have been if he had had some. His collar showed a trace of it, too.


        Cook, on his part, had no idea of why the members of his audience were swaying in their seats like saplings in a gale and whispering. He thought it very rude of them. But his frowns had no effect. So presently he cut Version 3A short. He announced the endowment in concise, businesslike terms, and paused for the expected thunder of applause.


        There was none. To be exact, there was a feeble patter that nobody in his right mind would call a thunder of anything.


        Cook looked at R. Hanscom Dalrymple, hoping that the steel man would not be insulted. Dalrymple’s face showed nothing. Cook assumed that this was part of his general reserve. The truth was that Dalrymple was too curious about the blue face to notice the lack of applause. When Cook introduced him to the audience, it took him some seconds to pull himself together.


        He started rather lamely: “Gentlemen and members of the Yale faculty … uh … I mean, of course, you’re all gentlemen … I am reminded of a story about the poultry farmer who got married—I mean, I’m not reminded of that story, but the one about the divinity student who died and went to—” Here Dalrymple caught the eye of the dean of the divinity school. He tacked again: “Maybe I’d … uh … better tell the one about the Scotchman who got lost on his way home and—”


        It was not a bad story, as such things go. But it got practically no laughter. Instead, the professors began swaying, like a roomful of boiled-shirted Eastern ascetics at their prayers, and whispering again.


        Dalrymple could put two and two together. He leaned over and hissed into Cook’s ear: “Is there anything wrong with me?”


        “Yes, your face has turned green.”


        “Green?”


        “Bright green. Like grass. Nice young grass.”


        “Well, you might like to know that yours is blue.”


        Both men felt their faces. There was no doubt; they were masked with coatings of some sort of paint, still wet.


        Dalrymple whispered: “What kind of gag is this?”


        “I don’t know. Better finish your speech.”


        Dalrymple tried. But his thoughts were scattered beyond recovery. He made a few remarks about how glad he was to be there amid the elms and ivy and traditions of old Eli, and sat down. His face looked rougher-hewn than ever. If a joke had been played on him—well, he hadn’t signed any checks yet.


        The lieutenant governor of the State of Connecticut was next on the list. Cook shot a question at him. He mumbled: “But if I’m going to turn a funny color when I get up—”


        The question of whether his honor should speak was never satisfactorily settled. For at that moment a thing appeared on one end of the speakers’ table. It was a beast the size of a St. Bernard. It looked rather the way a common bat would look if, instead of wings, it had arms with disk-shaped pads on the ends of the fingers. Its eyes were as big around as luncheon plates. There was commotion. The speaker sitting nearest the thing fell over backward. The lieutenant governor crossed himself. An English zoologist put on his glasses and said: “By Jove, a spectral tarsier! But a bit large, what?”


        A natural-sized tarsier would fit in your hand comfortably, and is rather cute if a bit spooky. But a tarsier the size of this one is not the kind of thing one can glance at and then go on reading the adventures of Alley Oop. It breaks one’s train of thought. It disconcerts one. It may give one the screaming meemies.


        This tarsier walked gravely down the twenty feet of table. The diners were too busy going away from there to observe that it upset no tumblers and kicked no ashtrays about; that it was, in fact, slightly transparent. At the other end of the table it vanished.


        Johnny Black’s curiosity wrestled with his better judgment. His curiosity told him that all these odd happenings had taken place in the presence of Ira Methuen. Therefore, Ira Methuen was at least a promising suspect. “So what?” said his better judgment. “He’s the only man you have a real affection for. If you learned that he was the pixie in the case, you wouldn’t expose him, would you? Better keep your muzzle out of this.”


        But in the end his curiosity won, as usual. The wonder was that his better judgment kept on trying.


        He got hold of Bruce Inglehart. The young reporter had a reputation for discretion.


        Johnny explained: “He gave himserf ze Messuen treatment—you know, ze spinar injection—to see what it would do to a man. Zat was a week ago. Should have worked by now. But he says it had no effec’. Maybe not. But day after ze dose, awr zese sings start happening. Very eraborate jokes. Kind a crazy scientific genius would do. If it’s him, I mus’ stop him before he makes rear troubre. You wirr he’p me?”


        “Sure, Johnny. Shake on it.” Johnny extended his paw.


        It was two nights later that Durfee Hall caught fire. Yale had been discussing the erasure of this singularly ugly and useless building for forty years. It had been vacant for some time, except for the bursar’s office in the basement.


        About ten o’clock an undergraduate noticed little red tongues of flame crawling up the roof. He gave the alarm at once. The New Haven fire department was not to be blamed for the fact that the fire spread as fast as if the building had been soaked in kerosene. By the time they, and about a thousand spectators, had arrived, the whole center of the building was going up with a fine roar and crackle. The assistant bursar bravely dashed into the building and reappeared with an armful of papers, which later turned out to be a pile of quite useless examination forms. The fire department squirted enough water onto the burning section to put out Mount Vesuvius. Some of them climbed ladders at the ends of the building to chop holes in the roof.


        The water seemed to have no effect. So the fire department called for some more apparatus, connected up more hoses, and squirted more water. The undergraduates yelled:


        “Rah, rah, fire department! Rah, rah, fire! Go get ‘em, department! Hold that line, fire!”


        Johnny Black bumped into Bruce Inglehart, who was dodging about in the crowd with a pad and pencil, trying to get information for his New Haven Courier. Inglehart asked Johnny whether he knew anything.


        Johnny, in his deliberate manner, said: “I know one sing. Zat is ze firs’ hetress fire I have seen.”


        Inglehart looked at Johnny, then at the conflagration. “My gosh!” he said. “We ought to feel the radiation here, oughtn’t we? Heatless fire is right. Another superscientific joke, you suppose?”


        “We can rook around,” said Johnny. Turning their backs on the conflagration, they began searching among the shrubbery and railings along Elm Street.


        “Woof!” said Johnny. “Come here, Bruce!”


        In a patch of shadow stood Professor Ira Methuen and a tripod whereon was mounted a motion-picture projector. It took Johnny a second to distinguish which was which.


        Methuen seemed uneasily poised on the verge of flight. He said: “Why, hello, Johnny, why aren’t you asleep? I just found this … uh … this projector—”


        Johnny, thinking fast, slapped the projector with his paw. Methuen caught it as it toppled. Its whir ceased. At the same instant the fire went out, vanished utterly. The roar and crackle still came from the place where the fire had been. But there was no fire. There was not even a burned place in the roof, off which gallons of water were still pouring. The fire department looked at one another foolishly.


        While Johnny’s and Inglehart’s pupils were still expanding in the sudden darkness, Methuen and his projector vanished. They got a glimpse of him galloping around the College Street comer, lugging the tripod. They ran after him. A few undergraduates ran after Johnny and Inglehart, being moved by the instinct that makes dogs chase automobiles.


        They caught sight of Methuen, lost him, and caught sight of him again. Inglehart was not built for running, and Johnny’s eyesight was an affair of limited objectives. Johnny opened up when it became evident that Methuen was heading for the old Phelps mansion, where he, Johnny, and several unmarried instructors lived. Everybody in the house had gone to see the fire. Methuen dashed in the front door three jumps ahead of Johnny and slammed it in the bear’s face.


        Johnny padded around in the dark with the idea of attacking a window. But while he was making up his mind, something happened to the front steps under him. They became slicker than the smoothest ice. Down the steps went Johnny, bump-bump-bump.


        Johnny picked himself up in no pleasant mood. So this was the sort of treatment he got from the one man—But then, he reflected, if Methuen was really crazy, you couldn’t blame him. Some of the undergraduates caught up with them. These crowded toward the mansion—until their feet went out from under them as if they were wearing invisible roller skates. They tried to get up, and fell again, sliding down the slight grade of the crown of the road into heaps in the gutter. They retired on hands and knees, their clothes showing large holes.


        A police car drove up and tried to stop. Apparently neither brakes nor tires would hold. It skidded about, banged against the curb once, and finally stopped down the street beyond the slippery zone. The cop—he was a fairly important cop, a captain—got out and charged the mansion.


        He fell down, too. He tried to keep going on hands and knees. But every time he applied a horizontal component of force to a hand or knee, the hand or knee simply slid backward. The sight reminded Johnny of the efforts of those garter snakes to crawl on the smooth concrete floor of the Central Park Zoo monkey house.


        When the police captain gave up and tried to retreat, the laws of friction came back on. But when he stood up, all his clothes below the waist, except his shoes, disintegrated into a cloud of textile fibers.


        “My word!” said the English zoologist, who had just arrived. “Just like one of those Etruscan statues, don’t you know!”


        The police captain bawled at Bruce Inglehart: “Hey, you, for gossakes gimmie a handkerchief!”


        “What’s the matter; got a cold?” asked Inglehart innocently.


        “No, you dope! You know what I want it for!”


        Inglehart suggested that a better idea would be for the captain to use his coat as an apron. While the captain was knotting the sleeves behind his back, Inglehart and Johnny explained their version of the situation to him.


        “Hm-m-m,” said the captain. “We don’t want nobody to get hurt, or the place to get damaged. But suppose he’s got a death ray or sumpm?”


        “I don’t sink so,” said Johnny. “He has not hurt anybody. Jus’ prayed jokes.”


        The captain thought for a few seconds of ringing up headquarters and having them send an emergency truck. But the credit for overpowering a dangerous maniac singlehanded was too tempting. He said: “How’ll we get into the place, if he can make everything so slippery?”


        They thought. Johnny said: “Can you get one of zose sings wiss a wood stick and a rubber cup on end?”


        The captain frowned. Johnny made motions. Inglehart said: “Oh, you mean the plumber’s friend! Sure. You wait. I’ll get one. See if you can find a key to the place.”


        The assault on Methuen’s stronghold was made on all fours. The captain, in front, jammed the end of the plumber’s friend against the rise of the lowest front step. If Methuen could abolish friction, he had not discovered how to get rid of barometric pressure. The rubber cup held, and the cop pulled himself, Inglehart and Johnny after him. By using the instrument on successive steps, they mounted them. Then the captain anchored them to the front door and pulled them up to it. He hauled himself to his feet by the door handle, and opened the door with a key borrowed from Dr. Wendell Cook.


        At one window, Methuen crouched behind a thing like a surveyor’s transit. He swiveled the thing toward them, and made adjustments. The captain and Inglehart, feeling their shoes grip the floor, gathered themselves to jump. But Methuen got the contraption going, and their feet went out from under them.


        Johnny used his head. He was standing next to the door. He lay down, braced his hind feet against the door frame, and kicked out. His body whizzed across the frictionless floor and bowled over Methuen and his contraption.


        The professor offered no more resistance. He seemed more amused than anything, despite the lump that was growing on his forehead. He said: “My, my, you fellows are persistent. I suppose you’re going to take me off to some asylum. I thought you and you”—he indicated Inglehart and Johnny—“were friends of mine. Oh, well, it doesn’t matter.”


        The captain growled: “What did you do to my pants?”


        “Simple. My telelubricator here neutralizes the interatomic bonds on the surface of any solid on which the beam falls. So the surface, to a depth of a few molecules, is put in the condition of a supercooled liquid as long as the beam is focused on it. Since the liquid form of any compound will wet the solid form, you have perfect lubrication.”


        “But my pants—”


        “They were held together by friction between the fibers, weren’t they? And I have a lot more inventions like that. My soft-speaker and my three-dimensional projector, for instance, are—”


        Inglehart interrupted: “Is that how you made that phony fire, and that whatchamacallit that scared the people at the dinner? With a three-dimensional projector?”


        “Yes, of course, though, to be exact, it took two projectors at right angles, and a phonograph and amplifier to give the sound effect. It was amusing, wasn’t it?”


        “But,” wailed Johnny, “why do you do zese sings? You trying to ruin your career?”


        Methuen shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. Nothing matters. Johnny, as you’d know if you were in my … uh … condition. And now, gentlemen, where do you want me to go? Wherever it is, I’ll find something amusing there.”


        Dr. Wendell Cook visited Ira Methuen on the first day of his incarceration in the New Haven Hospital. In ordinary conversation Methuen seemed sane enough, and quite agreeable. He readily admitted that he had been the one responsible for the jokes. He explained: “I painted your and Dalrymple’s face with a high-powered needle sprayer I invented. It’s a most amusing little thing. Fits in your hand and discharges through a ring on your finger. With your thumb you can regulate the amount of acetone mixed in with the water, which in turn controls the surface tension and therefore the point at which the needle spray breaks up into droplets. I made the spray break up just before it reached your face. You were a sight, Cook, especially when you found out what was wrong with you. You looked almost as funny as the day I painted those feet on my rubbers and substituted them for yours. You react so beautifully to having your dignity pricked. You always were a pompous ass, you know.”


        Cook puffed out his cheeks and controlled himself. After all, the poor man was mad. These absurd outbursts about Cook’s pompousness proved it. He said sadly: “Dalrymple’s leaving tomorrow night. He was most displeased about the face-painting episode, and when he found that you were under observation, he told me that no useful purpose would be served by his remaining here. I’m afraid that’s the end of our endowment. Unless you can pull yourself together and tell us what’s happened to you and how to cure it.”


        Ira Methuen laughed. “Pull myself together? I am all in one piece, I assure you. And I’ve told you what’s the matter with me, as you put it. I gave myself my own treatment. As for curing it, I wouldn’t tell you how even if I knew. I wouldn’t give up my present condition for anything. I at last realize that nothing really matters, including endowments. I shall be taken care of, and I will devote myself to amusing myself as I see fit.”


        Johnny had been haunting Cook’s office all day. He waylaid the president when the latter returned from the hospital.


        Cook told Johnny what had happened. He said: “He seems to be completely irresponsible. We’ll have to get in touch with his son, and have a guardian appointed. And we’ll have to do something about you, Johnny.”


        Johnny didn’t relish the prospect of the “something.” He knew he had no legal status other than that of a tamed wild animal. The fact that Methuen technically owned him was his only protection if somebody took a notion to shoot him during bear-hunting season. And he was not enthusiastic about Ralph Methuen. Ralph was a very average young schoolteacher without his father’s scientific acumen or whimsical humor. Finding Johnny on his hands, his reaction would be to give Johnny to a zoo or something.


        He put his paws on Miss Prescott’s desk and asked: “Hey, good-rooking, wirr you cawr up Bruce Ingrehart at ze Courier?”


        “Johnny,” said the president’s secretary, “you get fresher every day.”


        “Ze bad infruence of ze undergraduates. Wirr you cawr Mr. Ingrehart, beautifur?” Miss Prescott, who was not, did so.


        Bruce Inglehart arrived at the Phelps mansion to find Johnny taking a shower. Johnny was also making a horrible bawling noise. “Waaaaai” he howled. “Hoooooooo! Yrmrrr! Waaaaaaa!”


        “Whatcha doing?” yelled Inglehart.


        “Taking a bass,” replied Johnny. “Wuuummh!”


        “Are you sick?”


        “No. Jus’ singing in bass. People sing whire taking bass; why shouldn’t I? Yaaaaawaaa!”


        “Well, for Pete’s sake don’t. It sounds like you were having your throat cut. What’s the idea of these bath towels spread all over the floor?”


        “I show you.” Johnny came out of the shower, lay down on the bath towels and rolled. When he was more or less dry, he scooped the towels up in his forepaws and hove them into a corner. Neatness was not one of Johnny’s strong points.


        He told Inglehart about the Methuen situation. “Rook here, Bruce,” he said, “I sink I can fix him, but you wirr have to he’p me.”


        “O.K. Count me in.” Pop!


        The orderly looked up from his paper. But none of the buttons showed a light. So, presumably, none of the patients, wanted attention. He went back to his reading. Pop!


        It sounded a little like a breaking light bulb. The orderly sighed, put away his paper, and began prowling. As he approached the room of the mad professor, No. 14, he noticed a smell of limburger. Pop!


        There was no doubt that the noise came from No. 14. The orderly stuck his head in.


        At one side of the room sat Ira Methuen. He held a contraption made of a length of glass rod and assorted wires. At the other side of the room, on the floor, lay a number of crumbs of cheese. A cockroach scuttled out of the shadows and made for the crumbs. Methuen sighted along his glass rod and pressed a button. Pop! A flash, and there was no more cockroach.


        Methuen swung the rod toward the orderly. “Stand back, sir! I’m Buck Rogers, and this is my disintegrator!”


        “Hey,” said the orderly feebly. The old goof might be crazy, but after what happened to the roach—He ducked out and summoned a squad of interns.


        But the interns had no trouble with Methuen. He tossed the contraption on the bed, saying: “If I thought it mattered, I’d raise a hell of a stink about cockroaches in a supposedly sanitary hospital.”


        One of the interns protested: “But I’m sure there aren’t any here.”


        “What do you call that?” asked Methuen dryly, pointing at the shattered remains of one of his victims.


        “It must have been attracted in from the outside by the smell of that cheese. Phew! Judson, clean up the floor. What is this, professor?” He picked up the rod and the flashlight battery attached to it.


        Methuen waved a deprecating hand. “Nothing important. Just a little gadget I thought up. By applying the right e.m.f. to pure crown glass, it’s possible to raise its index of refraction to a remarkable degree. The result is that light striking the glass is so slowed up that it takes weeks to pass through it in the ordinary manner. The light that is thus trapped can be released by making a small spark near the glass. So I simply lay the rod on the window sill all afternoon to soak up sunlight, a part of which is released by making a spark with that button. Thus I can shoot an hour’s accumulated light-energy out the front end of the rod in a very small fraction of a second. Naturally when this beam hits an opaque object, it raises its temperature. So I’ve been amusing myself by luring the roaches in here and exploding them. You may have the thing; its charge is about exhausted.”


        The intern was stern. “That’s a dangerous weapon. We can’t let you play with things like that.”


        “Oh, can’t you? Not that it matters, but I’m only staying here because I’m taken care of. I can walk out any time I like.”


        “No you can’t, professor. You’re under a temporary commitment for observation.”


        “That’s all right, son. I still say I can walk out whenever I feel like it. I just don’t care much whether I do or not.” With which Methuen began tuning the radio by his bed, ignoring the interns.


        Exactly twelve hours later, at 10 a.m., Ira Methuen’s room in the hospital was found to be vacant. A search of the hospital failed to locate him. The only clue to his disappearance was the fact that his radio had been disemboweled. Tubes, wires, and condensers lay in untidy heaps on the floor.


        The New Haven police cars received instructions to look for a tall, thin man with gray hair and goatee, probably armed with death rays, disintegrators, and all the other advanced weapons of fact and fiction.


        For hours they scoured the city with screaming sirens. They finally located the menacing madman, sitting placidly on a park bench three blocks from the hospital and reading a newspaper. Far from resisting, he grinned at them and looked at his watch. “Three hours and forty-eight minutes. Not bad, boys, not bad, considering how carefully I hid myself.”


        One of the cops pounced on a bulge in Methuen’s pocket. The bulge was made by another wire contraption. Methuen shrugged. “My hyperbolic solenoid. Gives you a conical magnetic field, and enables you to manipulate ferrous objects at a distance. I picked the lock of the door to the elevators with it.”


        When Bruce Inglehart arrived at the hospital about four, he was told Methuen was asleep. That was amended to the statement that Methuen was getting up, and could see a visitor in a few minutes. He found Methuen in a dressing gown.


        Methuen said: “Hello, Bruce. They had me wrapped up in a wet sheet, like a mummy. It’s swell for naps; relaxes you. I told ‘em they could do it whenever they liked. I think they were annoyed about my getting out.”


        Inglehart was slightly embarrassed.


        Methuen said: “Don’t worry; I’m not mad at you. I realize that nothing matters, including resentments. And I’ve had a most amusing time here. Just watch them fizz the next time I escape.”


        “But don’t you care about your future?” said Inglehart. “They’ll transfer you to a padded cell at Middletown—”


        Methuen waved a hand. “That doesn’t bother me. I’ll have fun there, too.”


        “But how about Johnny Black, and Dalrymple’s endowment?”


        “I don’t give a damn what happens to them.”


        Here the orderly stuck his head in the door briefly to check up on this unpredictable patient. The hospital, being short-handed, was unable to keep a continuous watch on him.


        Methuen continued: “Not that I don’t like Johnny. But when you get a real sense of proportion, like mine, you realize that humanity is nothing but a sort of skin disease on a ball of dirt, and that no effort beyond subsistence, shelter, and casual amusement is worth while. The State of Connecticut is willing to provide the first two for me, so I shall devote myself to the third. What’s that you have there?”


        Inglehart thought, “They’re right; he’s become a childishly irresponsible scientific genius.” Keeping his back to the door, the reporter brought out his family heirloom: a big silver pocket flask dating back to the fabulous prohibition period. His aunt Martha had left it to him, and he himself expected to will it to a museum.


        “Apricot brandy,” he murmured. Johnny had tipped him off to Methuen’s tastes.


        “Now, Bruce, that’s something sensible. Why didn’t you bring it out sooner, instead of making futile appeals to my sense of duty?”


        The flask was empty. Ira Methuen sprawled in his chair. Now and then he passed a hand across his forehead. He said: “I can’t believe it. I can’t believe that I felt that way half an hour ago. O Lord, what have I done?”


        “Plenty,” said Inglehart.


        Methuen was not acting at all drunk. He was full of sober remorse.


        “I remember everything—those inventions that popped out of my mind, everything. But I didn’t care. How did you know alcohol would counteract the Methuen injection?”


        “Johnny figured it out. He looked up its effects, and discovered that in massive doses it coagulates the proteins in the nerve cells. He guessed it would lower their conductivity to counteract the increased conductivity through the gaps between them that your treatment causes.”


        “So,” said Methuen, “when I’m sober I’m drunk, and when I’m drunk I’m sober. But what’ll we do about the endowment—my new department and the laboratory and everything?”


        “I don’t know. Dalrymple’s leaving tonight; he had to stay over a day on account of some trustee business. And they won’t let you out for a while yet, even when they know about the alcohol counter-treatment. Better think of something quick, because the visiting period is pretty near up.”


        Methuen thought. He said: “I remember how all those inventions work, though I couldn’t possibly invent any more of them unless I went back to the other condition.” He shuddered. “There’s the soft-speaker, for instance—”


        “What’s that?”


        “It’s like a loud-speaker, only it doesn’t speak loudly. It throws a supersonic beam, modulated by the human voice to give the effect of audible sound-frequencies when it hits the human ear. Since you can throw a supersonic beam almost as accurately as you can throw a light beam, you can turn the soft-speaker on a person, who will then hear a still small voice in his ear apparently coming from nowhere. I tried it on Dugan one day. It worked. Could you do anything with that?”


        “I don’t know. Maybe.”


        “I hope you can. This is terrible. I thought I was perfectly sane and rational. Maybe I was—Maybe nothing is important. But I don’t feel that way now, and I don’t want to feel that way again—”


        The omnipresent ivy, of which Yale is so proud, affords splendid handholds for climbing. Bruce Inglehart, keeping an eye peeled for campus cops, swarmed up the big tower at the corner of Bingham Hall. Below, in the dark, Johnny waited.


        Presently the end of a clothesline came dangling down. Johnny inserted the hook in the end of the rope ladder into the loop in the end of the line. Inglehart hauled the ladder up and secured it, wishing that he and Johnny could change bodies for a while. That climb up the ivy had scared him and winded him badly. But he could climb ivy and Johnny couldn’t.


        The ladder creaked under Johnny’s five hundred pounds. A few minutes later it slid slowly, jerkily up the wall, like a giant centipede. Then Inglehart, Johnny, ladder, and all were on top of the tower.


        Inglehart got out the soft-speaker and trained the telescopic sight on the window of Dalrymple’s room in the Taft, across the intersection of College and Chapel Streets. He found the yellow rectangle of light. He could see into about half the room. His heart skipped a few beats until a stocky figure moved into his field of vision. Dalrymple had not yet left. But he was packing a couple of suitcases.


        Inglehart slipped the transmitter clip around his neck, so that the transmitter nestled against his larynx. The next time Dalrymple appeared, Inglehart focused the crosshairs on the steel man’s head. He spoke: “Hanscom Dalrymple!” He saw the man stop suddenly. He repeated: “Hanscom Dalrymple!”


        “Huh?” said Dalrymple. “Who the hell are you? Where the hell are you?” Inglehart could not hear him, of course, but he could guess.


        Inglehart said, in solemn tones: “I am your conscience.”


        By now Dalrymple’s agitation was evident even at that distance. Inglehart continued: “Who squeezed out all the common stockholders of Hephaestus Steel in that phony reorganization?” Pause. “You did, Hanscom Dalrymple!


        “Who bribed a United States senator to swing the vote for a higher steel tariff, with fifty thousand dollars and a promise of fifty thousand more, which was never paid?” Pause. “You did, Hanscom Dalrymple!


        “Who promised Wendell Cook the money for a new biophysics building, and then let his greed get the better of him and backed out on the thin excuse that the man who was to have headed the new department had had a nervous breakdown?” Pause, while Inglehart reflected that “nervous breakdown” was merely a nice way of saying “gone nuts.”


        “You did, Hanscom Dalrymple!


        “Do you know what’ll happen to you if you don’t atone, Dalrymple? You’ll be reincarnated as a spider, and probably caught by a wasp and used as live fodder for her larvæ. How will you like that, heh-heh?


        “What can you do to atone? Don’t be a sap. Call up Cook. Tell him you’ve changed your mind, and are renewing your offer!” Pause. “Well, what are you waiting for? Tell him you’re not only renewing it, but doubling it!” Pause. “Tell him—”


        But at this point Dalrymple moved swiftly to the telephone. Inglehart said, “Ah, that’s better, Dalrymple,” and shut off the machine.


        Johnny asked: “How did you know awr zose sings about him?”


        “I got his belief in reincarnation out of his obit down at the shop. And one of our rewrite men who used to work in Washington says everybody down there knows about the other things. Only you can’t print a thing like that unless you have evidence to back it up.”


        They lowered the rope ladder and reversed the process by which they had come up. They gathered up their stuff and started for the Phelps mansion. But as they rounded the corner of Bingham they almost ran into a familiar storklike figure. Methuen was just setting up another contraption at the corner of Welch.


        “Hello,” he said.


         Man and bear gaped at him. Inglehart asked: “Did you escape again?”


        “Uh-huh. When I sobered up and got my point of view back. It was easy, even though they’d taken my radio away. I invented a hypnotizer, using a light bulb and a rheostat made of wire from my mattress, and hypnotized the orderly into giving me his uniform and opening the doors for me. My, my, that was amusing.”


        “What are you doing now?” Inglehart became aware that Johnny’s black pelt had melted off into the darkness.


        “This? Oh, I dropped around home and knocked together an improved soft-speaker. This one’ll work through masonry walls. I’m going to put all the undergraduates to sleep and tell ‘em they’re monkeys. When they wake up, it will be most amusing to see them running around on all fours and scratching and climbing the chandeliers. They’re practically monkeys to begin with, so it shouldn’t be difficult.”


        “But you can’t, professor! Johnny and I just went to a lot of trouble getting Dalrymple to renew his offer. You don’t want to let us down, do you?”


        “What you and Johnny do doesn’t matter to me in the slightest. Nothing matters. I’m going to have my fun. And don’t try to interfere, Bruce.” Methuen pointed another glass rod at Inglehart’s middle. “You’re a nice young fellow, and it would be too bad if I had to let you have three hours’ accumulation of sun-ray energy all at once.”


        “But this afternoon you said—”


        “I know what I said this afternoon. I was drunk and back in my old state of mind, full of responsibility and conscientiousness and such bunk. I’ll never touch the stuff again if it has that effect on me. Only a man who has received the Methuen treatment can appreciate the futility of all human effort.”


        Methuen shrank back into the shadows as a couple of undergraduates passed. Then he resumed work on his contraption, using one hand and keeping Inglehart covered with the other. Inglehart, not knowing what else to do, asked him questions about the machine. Methuen responded with a string of technical jargon. Inglehart wondered desperately what to do. He was not an outstandingly brave young man, especially in the face of a gun or its equivalent. Methuen’s bony hand never wavered. He made the adjustments on his machine mostly by feel.


        “Now,” he said, “that ought to be about right. This contains a tonic metronome that will send them a note of frequency of 349 cycles a second, with 68.4 pulses of sound a minute. This, for various technical reasons, has the maximum hypnotic effect. From here I can rake the colleges along College Street—” He made a final adjustment. “This will be the most amusing joke yet. And the cream of it is that, since Connecticut is determined to consider me insane, they can’t do anything to me for it! Here goes, Bruce—Phew, has somebody started a still here, or what? I’ve been smelling and tasting alcohol for the last five minutes—ouch!”


        The glass rod gave one dazzling flash, and then Johnny’s hairy black body catapulted out of the darkness. Down went Ira Methuen, all the wind knocked out of him.


        “Quick, Bruce!” barked Johnny. “Pick up zat needre sprayer I dropped. Unscrew ze container on ze bottom. Don’t spirr it. Zen come here and pour it down his sroat!”


        This was done, with Johnny holding Methuen’s jaws apart with his claws, like Sampson slaying the lion, only conversely.


        They waited a few minutes for the alcohol to take effect, listening for sounds that they had been discovered. But the colleges were silent save for the occasional tick of a typewriter.


        Johnny explained: “I ran home and got ze needre sprayer from his room. Zen I got Webb, ze research assistant in biophysics, to ret me in ze raboratory for ze arcohor. Zen I try to sneak up and squirf a spray in his mouse whire he talks. I get some in, but I don’t get ze sprayer adjusted right, and ze spray hit him before it breaks up, and stings him. I don’t have fingers, you know. So we have to use what ze books cawr brute force.”


        Methuen began to show signs of normalcy. As without his glass rod he was just a harmless old professor, Johnny let him up. His words tumbled out: “I’m so glad you did, Johnny—you saved my reputation, maybe my life. Those fatheads at the hospital wouldn’t believe I had to be kept full of alcohol, so, of course, I sobered up and went crazy again—maybe they’ll believe now. Come on; let’s get back there quickly. If they haven’t discovered my absence, they might be willing to keep this last escape quiet. When they let me out, I’ll work on a permanent cure for the Methuen treatment. I’ll find it, if I don’t die of stomach ulcers from all the alcohol I’ll have to drink.”


        Johnny waddled up Temple Street to his home, feeling rather smug about his ability as a fixer. Maybe Methuen, sober, was right about the futility of it all. But if such a philosophy led to the upsetting of Johnny’s pleasant existence, Johnny preferred Methuen drunk.


        He was glad Methuen would soon be well and coming home. Methuen was the only man he had any sentimental regard for. But as long as Methuen was shut up, Johnny was going to take advantage of that fact. When he reached the Phelps mansion, instead of going directly in, he thrust a foreleg around behind the hedge next to the wall. It came out with a huge slab of chewing tobacco. Johnny bit off about half the slab, thrust the rest back in its cache, and went in, drooling happily a little at each step. Why not?
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