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"rell, my boy, 1f youtve fin-
ished playing the glutton, I'll
tell you why I had you come here
tonight."

T glgped across the remains of
an inch-thick steak at the hunch-
ed-up old man sltting across the
table from me. Thin, stooped,
shoulders topped by an enormous
head, he rszembled some vile bird
of prer. 4nd the way he looked
at me: gloating,sneering, sarcas-
tlic! Tight fisted old money-bag
squeezer that he was. Even if he
was my uncle dldn't change my cp-
inion any, or my feelings oither,
as far as he was concerned.

He was deucedly clever, and
rich as all get out, tow. No, I
wasn't jealous of his money, but
when I thought how he had got his
wealth, something would rise up in
me,and I'd get sick to my stomach
and my hands would 1itch to get
hold of his srawny cld neck and
do a little gentle twisting. Oh
no, I wouldn't murder the old
buzzard - at least not qulte, I'd
Just make him squeak a little,
like the r=t he was.

Perhaps after that tirade, I'd
better tell vou something about
him, or you'll get the idea I'm a
tough guy that should be ccoling
off' under a warden's care.

0ld Nat Judson - that's his
name- was my father's only broth-
er. Dad had worked like the very
0ld devil all his younger days to
make a little money while TUncle
Nat had sponged on him and just
monkeyed around with this and
that., Always inventing things he
was, and I'l1l have to admit that
his inventicons worked- sometimes.
Well, he borrowed money off Dad
for one of his nutty ideas. It
was something to do with televis~
ion, TI've forgotten just what.
But it was a howling sucess, and
Uncle Nat made quite a wad out of

it. Then Dad had an accident,
and was unable to work, and he
asked if he could have his mon-
ey back, but Nat said "Nuts!"
and moved out. For lack of the
proper medical attention, Dad
died soon afterwards.

Besides that, Nat was always
acting superior to the rest of
us,as if we were dirt; wouldn't
give us a helping hand when we
needad 1t, gnd that after we'd
played the Good Samaritian to
him lots of times.

This night, though, old
Uncle Nat had phoned me he'd
like me to go over and see him,
And just to be decent, I went.
Just because he was an ornery
0ld devil was no reason why I
should act the same.

There being no love lost be-
tween us, and me being a man
and under no obligation to him,
T answered with a snappy rotort

"Hold your horses. I haven't
finished thls steak yet!"

Unecle Nat glared. I puess no
one had teld him where toc get
off for a long time, But he
didn't say anything.

When T had finished, and I
sure took my time about it, he
took me down the hall to a big
room that must have been whare
he did his work. It had all
kinds of motors,little electric
lights that blinked on and off,
and cables as big as pipes run-
ning everywhere. But the st-

rangest thing 1in the whole
place was a nlce looking ar
right in the mlddle of the
floor.

Uncle Nat led me to it. With
a funny 1little smile on his

face, and waved his hand at it,
saying nothing.

Gee, but it was a swell look
-ing Dbus, One of the latest
models. Must have cost him a
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plle of money, and T bet it hurt
him to have to fork over the nec-
essary coin of the realm for it,
too,

As I said before, it was a
swell looking car, ordinary look=
Ing at firs%, but after a second
lock, I saw something no car sver
had on 1t before. That was a lay-

er of small brass tubes fastened
on top, th:y werc open at both
snds, and from their middles s

lot of wires ran down inside the
body; where, I couldn't see just
then.

"Well, what do you think of my
time car?" Uncle Nat asked.

"Your what?" I asked back, A
'time car'? What in sam hill was
thate?

"My time car, idiot! I can
travel back and forth in time
with it," he explained.

I wag 8till no further ahead .
I guess my face had a stupid ex-
pression on 1it, for Uncle Nat
launched into a more detailed ex-
planation.

"By using the fourth dimension
I can go into the past, or ahead
intc the future with this speci-
ally equiped automobilel"

I had read stories of such
things, but that it was possible
was a moot question as far as I
was concerned. What the fourth
dimension was I had a hazy idea.
Scems like it's the other three
dimensions, nemelyheight,breadth,
and thickness or width, extended
inte time, or something.

I dldn't know much about 1it,so
instead of disclosing my ignor-
ence, I snorted:

"Nutsi"

Uncle Nat glared,
thought I was

Maybe he
inTering that he

was nuts. At least he came back
with:

"Youtre like the rest of your
family. Ignorant, and making fun
of anyone that you can't under-
stand.”

Well that got me. My family

lgnorantt Vhy, the

o0ld skinflint.
"Yeah, maybe we are a bit low

in mental power. We must be, or

eldesvaiswthe

you'd never have got all Dad's
money, you old theif!"

To my surprise, he didn't say
anything to that, but he glared
plenty. For a minute I thought
he was going to throw a fit, he
got that red in the face. But he
finally cooled off.

"Now, now, my boy, there is no
use In fighting", he said in an
0lly manner,rubbin~ his claws to-
gether, "I admit I owed your fa-
ther money, but he died before I
couvld pay him back. That is why
I called for you to come over."

I was +taken aback at this.
something was up, I reslized, for
cld Uncle Nat had never gone soft
hearted before. He had something
up his sleeve, and I intended to
be mighty careful.

"My heart is bad, my boy," he
said. "My doctor has given me on-
ly a short time to live, perhaps
g month at the very best. I may
die any tims."

Hurreh! I thought.

"And before I go," he went on,
*I wish to give you this time car
of mine, I have no money, and T
wish to repay your father for all
he had done for me In the past."

I grunted. No mone;, indeedl
Where had all of 1t gone to? We
all knew he was vrich as Midas,
And instead of paying us off as
he should have done, he was giv-
ing me this time car. ithat use
would T have for 1it, even if it
worked?

"How's 1t work?" I asked, det-
ermined to see it through.

His eyes 1lit up with a fanatic
-al light. Turning to his work
benich he picked up a comiesl look
-ing framework of heavy wire. At
first I thought it was a cube

then I saw it wasn't. It locked
like a cube, but had an extra
thingumabob on 1t that loocked

like something out of the D.T.s.
"What's that?" I asked, inter-
ested in spite of myself.
"This 1is what mathematicians
call a tesseract," he answered.
"A~ whato"
"A tesseract. A cube extended
into the fourth dimension,



I squinted at it from every
angle. A tesseract hezcalled it
but it locked like a crazy mess
of wire to me.

"I still don't know what 1t

" I confessed.

"No? Well,I'll try to explain

it to you in syllable words,
"

is,

Picking vup a pencil he drew a
straight line on
that was handy.

"What's that?" he asked.

"That's a line. Now
something hardl"

"I know it's a 1line, but what
dimension is it?"

That was easy. Any student of
geometry knows what dimension a
straight line is in.

"One dimension., The dimension
of lenght," I answered.

"Good. Now if I draw & line
at right angles to ths first,
what dimension do we have?"

"Two, lenght and breadth."

"And if I draw a thir line

at right angles to thse cther
two?t!

"Three; lenght, breadth, and
rheight."

"Fine, fine. Now suppose I
draw still ancther line that is
gt right angles to all the other
three, what have we then?"

I thought for a moment, and
decided it was impossible. I
told him so,

He smiled and shook his head.

"No, my boy, it 1is not im-
rpossible to do. The fourth 4i-
mension thus formed would be
that of time."

n E]u.h‘? ]

"Time, time! The three dimen-
sions extend Into the fourth;
time, There has to be a time ex-
tension for an object to exist,
you know."

I grinned weakly. Plausible,
the way he put it, but still I
couldntt get 1it, But I said

nothing. Turning to the car,
Uncle Nat =aid:
"This is an ordinary car,eq-

uiped with a machine by which
its extension 1iInto time may be
speeded up or reversed!"

a pad of paper

ask me |

"Oht!" Inane? Well, at the
time it wsz 211 I could say. But
T was wondering whether Uncle Nat
was a3 crazy as they made believe
he waz. Qr perhaps he wgs e&ven
crazler than everyone thought,

"You sse, if the car's exten-
sion Into time 1is spseded up, or
made greater, 1t will travel thru
time faster than its surroundings
Thus 1t will go intc the future.
If its extenslon 1s reversed, it
travels Dback allong the time
stfeam into the past, Do you un
-eratand?"

"Uh huh!"™ Was all I could say.
T was flabbergasted a2t the poss-
1bilities suggested by the thing.

"Just think of the possibili -
ties of this machine, my boy. You
could go into the past 114 see
your childhood days again. In the
future you could see what was to
happen to you. You could tell the
trend of the stock markets, and
on your knowledge reap millionsl"

I had thought of all that, and
why Uncle Nat, an old money grab
-ber who would practically murder
his own grandmother far two cents
would let such a powerful thing
out of his hands, was beyond me.
Yes sir, the more I looked at 1t,
the less I liked 1it.

"But first, there 1s a little
job I wish you to do for me," he
said, with a s3ly grimsce,
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Ah hah, so there was a string
to the whole offer after all? I
hed suspected it.

"Yeah? And what's
asked cautiously.

He stepped a little closer and
looked wup into my face with a
smirk on his own. He chuckled as
he answered:

"A little trip, my boy. Ah yes
& little tripi®

I didnt't 1ilke the way he sald
that. It sounded ¢to me like:
'will you step into my parlour,
sald the splder to the fly'!

"elloM

Again he chuckled, and rubbed
his hands together with a rasping
sound, like old dry leathier be~-
ing rubved with sandpaper.

"4 trip into the future, my
boy, a nice little trip intothe
future!"

1.t sounded too egsy to me;
there was something mightyfishy
ebout the whole thing, and I did
-n't like it., But I might as well
see it through, it wouldn't hurt
te do that. Nothing ventured,
nothing gelined, you know.

"ihat's the job?"

He took out his watch and look
_ed S.t itl

WIN one hour, or & little less
now, &t exactly nine o'cloek, you
will arrive in the future. There
you will go to the hall, on the
1ittle table there, you will find
a black satchel, This you will
bring back to me."

BTs that &lli"

"rhat ds all !

Something not on ths level
here, I thought to myself. But
what the heck, what could I lose?

"okxey, I'll do it," I assented

"Fine!" he seid in & truimph-
ant voice, &s 1if he had won a
momentious move,

"§111 I start now?" I asked.

"Certelnly!"

And now starts the craziest
adventure any humen has ever eX-
ncrienced. Don't accuse me of
being drunk and seelng all that
followed. I was as sober as I am
now, and I'm absolutsly sene.

"How d¢ I operate thls buzgy

that?" I

of yours?" I aslted h.an.

He opened the door and polint-
ed to the dashboard. On it were
a pair of disls, like old time
speedometers, a switch, and s
couple of knobs.

'This dial",he pointed to the
one on the right, "tells the op-
erstor how far into the future
he is travelling. This 1little
imob,1t is the time controller ,
that you use when you are trav-
elling into the future, The
farther to the right youturn it,
the faster you go. Tnis other
Imob and dial 1is for control
when going into the past. This
switch, when turned, returns you
to the present instantly, As you
can see, the dials are marked in
minutes hours, and yesars.

i could see thet, as I wasn't
blind, but I didn't tell Li'm so.
With the feeling of the man
who sticks his head in the lions
mouth in the circus, I c¢limbed
in and closed the door.

I turned the knob that sent
me into the future, Contrary to
the efforts of the sclence-fict-
ion writers in descrioing & trip
through time, I didn't see any
hazy scences of the passage of
time; instead, all went black,
desd black.

But as I went, I carried one
picture with me; that was of
Tncle Hat, and he was laughing.

The disl said nine o'clock.
Uncle Nat had tcold me how to
start this darned rontraption of
his, but had ssid nothing sbout
stopping 1t. However, common
sense told me to turn the future
knob beck. This I did, and I
was in the future one whole hour

I sat in the car and stared
out the window at the workshop.
The clock on the wall read nine.

Slowly I opened the door and
stepped out. This being in the
future maede me & little ncrvous;
and the same sensation one has
when living in a dream. Butthis
was too darned reealistie to be
just a drecam.

I left the
the hall. Sure

room and entered
enough, on the



hall table was a black satchel.
How did Uncle Net know it would
be there? Had he seecn it when he
travelled 1into the futurc some

time? If so, why hsadn't he taken
1t back with him then? Why send
me for it? Why not come himself?

I could hear voices 1in the
perlour, Decidin. to make the
most of this llttle excursion in
Time, I peeked in. Uncle Hat weas
talking to & blg stout man, with
& huge black musteache. The town
banker, Ikr. Wells. What was he
dolinz here?

ah hah, I thought, now I can
weilt untill ninc, and see gbout
r. Wells, If he comes,I'll znow
this machline 1is no fske; 1f he
doesn't, then Uncle's a fraud,
and I've been taken in by 2 hosx.

Thinking which,I picked up the
beg, and went back to the work
shop and the time cor.

entering the door, I slmost
droppcd in surprise. What the
devil! It couldn't bel Yes, 1t
wegl

agl

Instced of only one time car,
there were now two in the room!
And getting out of the s=cond,was
tesesame, O my twin brother! As
I heven't & twin, and ss I know
mysclf from acqusasintance in the
mirror, I knew that across the
room wes 8 sacond ME!

I ceme ecross the floor and
looked at him, or should 1t be
"me"? He looked decidedly anxlous
and seemed very gled to see me.
As for myself, I was very sur-
prised,and didn't know quite what
to say. He, I, whoever it wos,
opned the exchangs of words.

"Thenk God, I got here in
time!" he said,

"Who the devil are you anyway?
I demsnded.

tle locked surprisecd.

"ihy, I'm you, Garth Brooks
Judson!" he answered.

I started at that, how the
devil could he be me when I was
myself and not him, when I was
here and not there.

"I don't believe it," I said,

"It's the truth," he assured
me. "I'm from nine-thirty, while
you're from nine o'clock,"”

2

"That's plausible,” I thought.

"ihat d'you want?" T asked him
aloud. Or was it myself I asked?

"That bag!"

"But, I have to take thls to
Uncle Nat," I refused,

"DO you know what's in it?"

I shook my head.

"Then open 1t and 1lock," he

commanded.
I did so, It was literally
overflowing with what I took to

be bonds!

"De you know
to?" he asked me,

"To my uncle I suppose,”

He shook his head. "It's real-
ly Wells',the banker."

"Huh! Whet?"I couldn't under-
stand this at sl11,.

"Uncle Nat  phoned Wells to
comc here wlth all thecace bonds.
Uncle was golng to buy them, and
the deal was to talke place here
in this house. Wells agreed.
Uncle Nat sent me, or you, into
the future to steal them. Then he
would have the bonds without hav-
ing to pay for them,"

That almost flocored me.

"But why send me? Vhy not do
the dirty work himself?" I wantesd
to know.

"He hed te have an alibi," my
double zcross the floor told me
"If he is with Wells all the time
he's here, then he will have an
air-tight alibi., He has it all
fixed for us to be the guilty one
not him,"”

"How?"

"IIe hed, or has, a camsra rig-
ged up in the hall., He took my
plcturc when I took the satchel ,
That makes me the theif, then."

I sew it alright. I'd be rail-
roaded to prlson, maybe for life,
while the real criminsal would sit
back in safety and laugh up his
slceve at the smart trick he'd
pullecd.

My double, I have to c¢call him
that, broke in: "So, if you gilve
me the stuff, perhapa I can fix
it so I'1ll get clear."

I handed him the bsg.

"Wow you'd better return,"

I returned,with my blood fair-

who it belongs
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1y Dboiling at the mangy
playsd on me.

How could I turn the tables on
Uncle Nat? Suddenly an idca str-
uck me, and I chuckled, Yes,that
ls Just what I'll do, I decided.

I found my uncle waiting for

¢, His welcoming smile turned to
g look of rage when he saw I was
empty-handed.

"Th bag!" he cried,
Wh&r 's the bag?"

"I couldn't find 1t," I snapp-
right back,

"Couldn't find 1t? Why it was
right there on the table in the
halll"

"I don't give a demn where 1t
was supposed to bejit's not there
now," I snapped back

trick

"The bag!

"You found that bag," he eccu-
scd. "Ané you hld it somewhers.
You've stolen it from me! 133,

get even with you for that!”

At thet moment the front door
bell rsng. Still muttering thr-
cats, Unecle Nat left to answer it
I followed.

Surec cnough, it wass ir. Wells,
the town's one and only banker,
and he cerried in hils le’t hand
the 10w familispr black sstchel.

I was wondering how mny uncle
would ma iage  to have lYiells leave
such & valueble bag in the hall
unette nd :d  for sven the fow mom-
ents necessary for the theft. But
he hed, that I knew.

Wells was hanging up his coat
and hht, when Uncle Nat spoke:

"Before we-zhem- attend to the
buzlnuus you're here for,lriells,
now would you like =& glsss of my
best wine? Pre-war, 1t is." Aind
he motionsd to the parlor.

Wells' eyes 11t up, It was
comenon knowledge that he was a
enthusiastic embilber, and never
passed up the chance of a drink
free or otherwiss, j 5 Ynew he
wouldn't let this offer slip thr¥
his fingers., In fact, the first
glass might well merge into sever
el beforc the'businass! was att-
ended to. TForgetting all about
the bag, he followsd my uncle.,How
gagily 1t was all carried out. So
girple, there was 1ittle chance
thet 1t would go wrong.

I entered the library, which
was ecress the hall, znd station-
ed myself just inside the door,
where I could watch the hall and
bag where it sst on the table.

I glenced at my wrist- wateh,
and SdWit read just ten to nine.

Sure snough, at nine,or a lit-
tle later, I saew myself come from
the workshop, wslk down the hall,
pick wup the bag, peep into the
parlor esnd then recturn.

Suddenly a thought struck me,
and for a few moments my head
swam wlth the immensity of it.

Here I was, in the hall, and
there were two of me in the work-
shop talking to esch othsr! Phew-
wwwie! Three of me in existance.

Stepping across the hell,I en-
tered the parlor. Uncle Nat and
Wells were wipingtheir lips and,
grlnnLng quite sclf*satist1nglj.

Wells wes prepering to leave the
room. Eow the fireworks would
begin with e bang!

The thres of us stepped out
Into the hellway. Lt once Wells
mlssed his bag. He mede 2 quick
search, easy for there was only
the teble in the hall, Uncls Hat
smiled wri‘“ Wells 1lst out =
bellow that would have done cred=-
it to 2 bull who had been stuck
in the back cf his belly with =
none too dull pitch-fork,

"The setchel- the bonds! THEY~

REGONE!" “Jells shouted.

"Ah~ so I- er- see," Iy uncle
eyed me with a none too friendly
gir.

I coughed,

The next ten minutes were £ill
~ed with pandemonium. Wells yell-
ed for the “ol*cc. iincle Nat man-

aged to pacify him with assurance
thut the thu 1f would be caught. I
hung around with an indescribab-
l1e feeling in me.

Filnally Wells left.
turned on me furiously.

"Vell, smart aleck, where's
the bag?h

I didn't say
grinned.

"You won't get away with it,
you know," he snapped.

Walking to = light fixture a-
Jove the littls hall tevle, he

Incle Wat

anything, just

o]



took down one of those little can
-did camsras.

"I've got a photograph of you
teking that bag, vou know," he
told me.

"Yeah?" I snapped right back, -

"Maybs so, but you can't do any-
thing at all about it."

He was taken back at that, and
before he could say anything, T
was striding down the hall to the
workshop. Entering it, I walked
to the time car., I got in and
closed the door.

Uncle Nat cams running In, his
face red and wild. He was yelling
something, but I couldn't hear
what it was. Raising my hand, I
placed it th'mb to my nose and
wizgled my fingers at him in a
none tcoo complimentary salute.
Then he faded lnto balckness as I
turned the knob.

Where was 1 going? Bacl to get
the bonds of course. Uncle Nat
had tried, was trying in fact, to
make me the gullty one. Yow 1 was
golng to fix it so that his 1litt-
le trick would bcomerang on him.
How was I going to do that¢ By
getting the bonds from myself and
taking them to Wells' house, then
when he returned he would find
them there. As he had them, he
couldn't very well accuse anyone
of stealing them. 0f course, he
would remember taking them over
to my uncle's house where they
hed disappeared; but he would
likely think that the theif had
suffered a bad ceaae of cold feet,
and returned them, or he might
think he was a little unbalanced.

So back to nine o'clock I went
There I met myself, =8 wou al-
ready know, and whom I persuaded
to hand over the bonds to me.

Now I had thetask of returning

the bonds to Wells' home. I
couldn't very well walk, as it
would tske me s good fifteen min-
utes %o mare the round trip. I
could go far senough back in the
past in order to have the necess-
ary time, but I disliked the risk

of running into myself or my
uncle.
Suddenly the solution came to

me. I could go into the future
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to the time when the house was no
moere. Then I could use the caqr
to drive to the road, where I
could return to nine 9'clock, and
then go Lo Wells'! residence, re-
turn the money, and reverse the
whole proceedure.

This I did,and it passed with-
out a hitch.

Mow there were four of me in
existence at nine! One stealing,
the money; the other mes.ing the
first; the third watching the
first two meet; and the fourth,

returning the bonds to Wells!
home! Alsc, there were now two

bags of bonds instead of one. One
bag was in ths workshop with two
of me, and the othsr was with me
being taken to Wells' place,

Fourth dimensional multiplica-
tion, 1if you ask me!

But Uncle Nat hadthat photo -
graph of me taking the bag. That
had to be discredited some way or
other. How? Ah ha, by creating
an allbi for myself, And how
would I do that? Easy, by appear-
ing some place with someone whose
word was relisble, at nine o'cloc
cf course.

Now, who would I go to sse, in
order fto establish thls alibi,
which had to be hole-proof? It
had to be somsbody whose word
would clear me without any doubt.

Who would fit this purpose bet
-ter than the local chief of pol-
ice? PFortunately, I knew hls son
Harry very well. It was at his
place that I resad all the science
fiction that I do.

Good, To Harry's,
would gol

I chuckled at the thought as 1
drove from Wells' to the houseof
my friend, Harry Thorntunn
Wouldn't Uncle HWat be 1in a heck
of a stew when he found I had fix
-ed mysgelf in an sir-tight alibil

Back in time I went to eight-
thirty. Pariting my car down the
street a bit, I walked to his
home, and rapped on the decor.

It was opened by Hrs.Thorntunn
"Oh, it's you, Garth," she greet-
ed me, "Harry will be so glad to
see you. He sprained hils ankle
this afternoon, snd hasn't been

then, I
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sble to go out."

"Oh, that's too vad", I sympa-
thized,

3he took me upstairs to Harrys
room where I found my friend ly-
irng in bed. His father was there
selso. They had been playing ch-
sclers.

%hen Harry sew me he let out &
whoop of aelignt.

E=1 i ER

oy, but I m glad toc soe you
3arth," he sald, "Pull up a chair
ané. park yourself, IZad's been
beeting me agein at checkers, I
cen't play 'em worth & darn, but
guchre- I- we'll knock the stuff-
in" outta him!"

SBoy, but how fate weas playlng
into my hsands. What an alibi!
Playing cards with the chief of
police's family. Uncle hat could-
n't do anything now.

We played, and true to Harry's
voast, were winning consistently.
Sut I apoilsd one play, that was
when I zlanced at the clock and
sew 1t was five minutes past nine
T fumbled my cerds, and dropped
three when a thought flitted thru
my mind., Flve past nine......and
there wsre five Garth EBrook Ju-
dsons now in exlstence!

1here werc thrse at Uncle Nats
place.Those you know about; there
wea a fourth at Wells'; and a
fifth me here, plaving cards! The
thought of it was enough to makea
horse laugh!

Just think- FIVE me's when
there was only oné brought in-
to the world in the first place !
Jhatta laugh!

At a quarter to ten, Harrywent
to slecp, so I left, It took me
very little time to rsturn in the
time car Lo the workshop. I tim-
¢d my arrivel-or should it be rc-
turn?- to within a few minutes of
my departure., I found my uncle,
weiting for me.

"You impertinent young pup, 'he
snapped at me, "where did you - go
just now?"

I grinned at him saucily. 1
felt fairly confident of the out
-come of the whole affalr,and was
content to just sit back and let
things run thelr course,

As was to be expscted, Uncle

Nat felt I had stollen thebond
for myself, and he notified the
police that he had the man who
had stolsn Well's bonds that nlte

Wells hadn't reported the
theft, so they picked him upon
the way over. He was pretty mys-
tified end bewlldered,and had ve-
very little to say.

But he told his story and Uncl
Hat produced me as the villain
of this little comedy.

Cheif Thorntunn looked &at me
questioningly, and then stared at
Wells and Uncle kat.

"o you accusethls man of rob-
bery?" he asked, emphasizing the
!Tt_his'lt

Wells said nothilng,only looxed
ths more bewildercd. I could see,
that he diédn't understand wiat
this wss all about. But the old
money grabbing uncle of mine, had
plenty to say and he said it too.

"Yes, I do accuse this man,"
he poison-tongued, "I have irref-

utable cvidence that he 1s the
guilty pcrsonl”
Cheilf Thorntunn locked at me

with a puzzled lock on his face.

"gp- let me see this er- evid-
ence you claim to have ilr. Judson
lrte demsndad.

Uncle Nat's face wore a trulm
-phant look as he handed & smell
photograph over. It was the cne
taixen by the candid camers.

Cheif Thorntunn looked, and
hls nuzzlemnent grew.

"I- I don't understand this'he
told my uncle.

"Isn't that a picturc of him
taking the bag?"Uncle Nat snapped

"Y- wes, it looks 1ike A1t2"
Thorntunn admitted slowly, then
hesitly edded; "At least it looks
1ike him!"

"Tooks 1like him?" Uncle Nat
fairly exploded, Things weren't
going eas he had expected, end he
didn't like it."

"Yeg,T said 1t looked like him
You secg,lir.Judson, Garth here was
playing cuchre with my famlly and
me st the tims he 1s supposed tTo
have committed this crime!l’

Thet literally floored Unclc
Nat. He looked soutterly Iflabber-
gasted,that I fclt atinge of pity



for him. He looked so let down,so
pewildered, so disappointed.

Here I:r. Tells took a hand, as
I had been expecting him to do;

"I don't £66 vhy there is such
a mystery being made of all this"
he said.

"But-it was your gatchel,” how
weakly Uncle Ha' said that.

"lgll- er- I'm not at all sure
there was any er- robbery commit-
ted, lir. Judson. You see, I er-
that is- when I arvrived back home
I found the er- supnosedly stolen
oonds in my hallwayi™

The chisf of police turned on
Yelis.
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solidly on his and glared
belligerently.

"Say, what's going on here sny-
way? Are you trying to make a
monkey outta rne? T'm called here
on a rovbery that doesn't exigt.
T'n showna criminal that was at
ny home &at the time this non-
gxistant crime was perpetrated..
I think you're screwy" - this to
iy uncle - "and I got a good no-
tion to run you in."

"Aren't you goinz %o arrest
ne?" I asked, with a sly grin IT'm
arraid.

"hat fore?
n't do?

legs

Something you did-
Don't be sillyl"

"You say you have your propar- le leZt Unecle Nat standing

ty back®" there, a slightly stunified look

"T didn't say that. I said I'm on his Tfacge, which was elowly

nct sure there was any roboery turning to one oI davning under-
committedd™ standting

Chief Thornturnu braced himsclf -the end-
-RBCKAET 5.2 I F B~

"Take a look at the cover of "MThy do¢ you think that they

this magazine. Amusing rocket, put those sticks on ordinary sky

isn't 1t7?" asked the Sceptic. rocizets? leot just to mwmake them

"ell, T adwmit those rakish gasy to launch, but to get the

fing are a Dbit ridiculous, but center of gravity bolow the point

they 're only for show. The lines
of the ship are all right." an-
swered the Scicntifictionist.

"You misesd the point. The
amusing part gbvout it is that it
and the najority of scisntifict-
ion rockets wouldn't work. Ignor-
ing the freakish Iins and gadgets
that c¢lutter up the average stf.
ship, the design is &2ll wrong.
The ships congist of & long slim
cylindcr, with rockut jets at one
i { (L

MTell ,what's wrong with that?"
interrupted ths “Sciontifictionist

"Have you wver considercd what
vould hapoen ae onc of those stf.
ships attempted to take off? - Ho
I =upposs not. Oun such a ship,
the center of gravity would be a-
bove the point of thrust. T%
would be very top heavy,something
like a cane balancud on the end
of a finger. In all probabllity
it would torple over and crash!®™

'"That's a Liuv hard to belisevel

o7 thrust. Try launching one =on
time with the stick removed. I
aid, with several, thinking that
they would go Tarther without the
vigight of the stick. Sone menagoed
to rise all of eight feet before
toppling over into the ground. Ho
avout the only stf.author whc was
avare of this, was Veinbaum, with
his flying triangles, very cound
and stable ships.”

"But what about thoe cxpoerinent
~tal models nmnade by the various
rocket societies?” They"re long,
with jots at one end.®

"Yes, but you should note that
they have wvery long heavy fins,
that bring thoe ceuter of gravity
below the peoint of thrust. That's
moro, many of them depend on
their speed thru the airto steady
them, and are launched from elab-
orate guides. Once out of the
atuosphere, this steadying influ-
ence would be gone. No; rockets,
of the stf. variety, von't work."



