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BOOMERANG

66 OME ON, get going!”
The man in the gray suit who

had just shot the nominee for
the post of senior Senator from New York
waved his strange weapon at me and ges-
tuted toward the door behind us with his
free hand.

I stopged being panic-stricken for an in-
stant and looked around. There was nom-
inee Schenken still staggering across the
stage of the hired theater, blood streaming
from a smoking wound in the vicinity ot
his heart. There was the confusion below
the stage as many men leaped to their feet
and began shouting themselves hoarse.
There was the chaitman banging his gavel
for order. Finally there was the thin semi-
circle of menacing faces closing in on us
as we backed to the door.

I closed my eyes and then opened them
again. No, it was all teal. I had hoped
that it wasn't, but there was nothing of
the dream about all this.

“Come on, you!”

Again the gestures with the shining wea-
pon and I moved backward uatil my shoul-
ders were touching the closed portal.

The man with the gun, assured now of
my complete physical compliance with his
orders, turned his attention abruptly from
me to my fellow delegates to the state con-
vention. His aquiline face hardened and
his lips straightened into a thin line.

"“If any of you so much as move a mus-
cle until we get behind that door, I'll blast
a hole in each of you big enough to drive
a rocket-car through. Understand >

They nodded slowly, but their eyes were
dangerous and we all knew they wouldn’t
wait a second longer than they had to. Be-
hind them, more and more men were join-
ing the semi-circle enclosure and the lights
were going on.

The door opened suddenly uader the im-
petus of a kick from my captor. 1 went
through it instantly. He followed, shut it
behind him immediately and none too soon.
The full weight of fifty mea collided agaiast
it noisily. But it held.

by BOWEN
CONWAY

“All
quick!”

I looked down the length of fire escape
leading to the alley behind the theater and
started with no further delay. Behind me
he came, jumping the same three and four
steps I did at a time. We reached the
ground in half a minute.

I stood waiting as he dropped to the
ground beside me. He looked upward for
an instant, then satisfied that pursuit was
getting nowhere, pocketed his weapon and
urged me out into the street.

Some distance down the block, parked
about fifty feet from the theater marquce
was a small roadster. He pushed me un-
ceremoniously against the door, curiously
avoiding touching me with his hands.

“Open it!”

I bent over, stumbled accidentally and
reached involuntarily for his hand. He
backed away rapidly.

"No, no, don't touch me!” he cried,
suddenly oblivious to the presence of others
on the sidewalk and seemed to shrink away.
Then there was a flash of the weapon again
and I wasted no time. I got in and closed
the door. He ran around the car, opened the
driver’s door and slipped behind the wheel.
Keeping me covered with the weapon, he
switched on the ignition, shifted the gears
clumsily with his free hand and finally
started the motor. Slowly the car began
moving out into the street.

As we passed the brightly lit theater en-
trance 1 got my first good look at his face.
Up to that time I had been too busy being
surprised to be much interested in precisely
what he looked like. Immediately I got my
second terrific shock of the evening.

right, down this metal ladder,

E was bleeding a bluish blood from
a small scratch on his nose.

I gave him no trouble from then on uatil
the end of our journey. I am a quiet sort
of man with a medium sized family to pro-
vide for and my kids love their Dad. Any-
way, I had a strange premonition that I was
going to pet out of this alive.

Sometimes a scheme can succeed too welll

138



. As the car moved through the streets I
cast occasional side glimpses at his face, His
eyes were intently on the road ahead and
he secemed to be taking absolutely no in-
terest in what was going on around him,
I noticed in his driving a peculiar redun-
dancy as though the way wece unfamiliar.
Several times he went around a block three
times and retraced his tracks down the main
boulvard twice. I stood about as much of
the silence as I could.

“Why the hell did you have to grab me?”
I asked finally, in a slightly ircitated voice.

He did not answer for awhile and I had
decided that silence was enjoined when
suddenly he spoke up.

“My escape must be safe from pucsuit,”
he said in a very soft voice, "I figured that
nobody would harm me if I threatened to
harm you.”

I laughed harshly.

“What makes you think those babies
would spare my life,” I asked, "if they
could get yours? You've bumped a guy
off, son! That semi-circle of doom wete
mostly hi;oé)ersonal friends. I'm just a
neighborh ward-heeler.”

He took his attention away from the road
fong enough to look at me with a pained
expression in his eyes.

“You mean they would kill you without
compunction just to get me? Why? In my
own case, this murder was necessary, justi-
fied. You are innocent. Certainly. . . .”

Things were settling down chummily. [
stopped being timid about casting my
glances.

“This ain't heaven, buddy. We live in
a hard world. Your life isn’t worth the
ghost of a wotn-out dime today. You know
how it is.”

He chuckled, thinly.

“No, I'm . fraid I don’t know how it is.
You see, I come from a differeat time. . . .

Then abruptly he shut up and from that
moment until we got to where we were
going a clam would have been more ex-
plicit.

After a long titne, mostly spent circling
the city, we headed for the north subucbs
and finally wound up in front of an old-
fashioned frame house on a heavily tree-
lined street in a very old section of the
city.

“Get out,” his voice was still gentle and
#t was still firm,

On the way up the path to the door |
again bumped against him.

Beomerang % Xk W 139

“Please!” his words were rapid, anxious,
“do not touch me.”

At the door, still edging away from my
side as much as possible, he fumbled for
the key, found it, inserted it .nto the lock
and afytcr some moments of futile working
it back and forth, pushed the door open.

He didn’t bother to light any lights when
we got in, just ordered me on toward a
flight of stairs looming in the background.
I sniffed slightly, detecting a faint odor of
closeness as though the house had been long
untenanted and moved on.

In an upstairs bedroom, he switched oa
the lights, went rapidly to the window,
pulled down the shade and faced me.

“Sit down . . . there.” he commanded,
indicating the bed As I did so, he glanced
toward the mirror of a dilapidated dressing
table and sutveyed his face for an instant,
His eyes went wide as ke noticed the blood
—or whatever it was.

"No telling now what aacient diseases I'll
carry back with me.”

He stood silently regarding me for a mo-
ment, a strange baffled look ia his eyes.

I leaned back on my elbows, sinking them
deeply into the soft bed.

“This your hideout?” 1 asked, chattily,
convinced at last by the nature of things
that the guy was a nut and probably harm-
less for the present.

E ignored my question, divested him-

self quickly of his jacket, threw his
hat on the goor and then walked to a large
object squatting in one corner, completely
covered with an old blanket. 1 took it to be
a trunk, but when he threw aside the cov-
ecing, I had to whistle.

It was a machine, very much in appear-
ance like the cradle and superstructure of
the seats on the parachute jump at Coney
Island. A lot of the parts were highly pol-
ished metal and glass. Others gleamed with
the dull finish of opaque plastic. Every-
thing pointed to some highly developed
technology. On the base of the machine was
a factory mark inscribed on a regulation
brass plate. My machinist’s soul exulted for
the moment in the slick shininess of the
whole contraption.

Another shock was due.

Still holding his gun trained on me, he
steipped himself of his other clothes. Ap-
proaching bed-rock, he was suddenly dis-
closed to be wearing a tightly fitting suit
of some metallic cloth the cut of which re-
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sembled in appearance 2 suit of old fash-
ioned red-flannel, even to the color of the
metal.

Still paying no attention to my obvious
amazement, he dabbled daintily at bis in-
jured face with an ordinary handkerchief
and wiped away the ghastly colored stuff
that was oozing from the cut.

I never moved a muscle, just lay quiet-
ly, partially propped up against the brass
bed-stead an(;J watched him. After awhile
he stopped his medical treatment, turned
his eyes full on me and put the gun away
in a broad metal belt which encircled his
middle.

“I am going to neced your help,” he an-
nounced and watched my face closely.

I blinked my eyes.

“That's OK with me, mister. Only you'll
have to explain. I'm not in the habit of
assisting murderers. You know, accessory
to the crime and all that sort of stuff.”

He regarded me with a kind of helpless
look in his eye.

“I don’t know what you're talking about.
But 1 suppose I'll have to explain.”

E leaned against a wall wearily and
started to talk.

“First, I am a visitor from another time,
the year 2034, to be exact, according to the
present system of reckoning. 1 came to
your time with an end in view—murder.
I have committed that deed. But I assure
you it all has a purpose.”

“Oh, sure,” I interrupted blandly.

He looked away confusedly and 1 thought
for 2 minute he was going to shut up again
like a clam. But he continued.

“Have you ever been in love?”" he asked.

"1 am the fathet of four kids,” | an-
swered, “which is not precisely good evi-
dence, but . . ."”

“Never mind. Here's the story. The
present year is 1943. Senator Schenken in-
stigated a law in the year 1945 which is
the basis of the most vicious tyranny ever
perpetrated on the human race. He intro-
duced in that year and had passed an act
of Congress which made universal steriliza-
tion of the unfit compulsory. The enact-
ment into law of this damnable provision
marks the beginning of enslavement of the
American people to a robot-like bureau-
cracy. Encouraged, the rabid eugenists
added more and more stipulations to the
act until in my own time—2034, it is im-
possible to marry anyone unless both of your
heredities are compatible and in agreement

with the formula of which the witch doc-
tors we are forced to regard as scientific ex-
perts approve,

“I fell in love,” he confessed, a guilty
look in his eyes,” with a Type 25T Blonde,
who, eugenically speaking, according to the
standards of my day, is as fit a partner for
me as a jellyfish is for a duck-billed pla-
typus. She loves me too and wants to
marry me. But the experts said no, said that
we were courting inevitable disaster for our
children, which is a lot of what you would
call bunk. There is a strong party opposed
to the people in power and th%y tayte gacked
by what I firmly believe to be excellent sci-
entific proof that eugenic selection is sheer
hogwash, considering the fact that every-
body in my world is healthy and completely
free from disease.”” He paused and breathed
deeply.

“1 am an expert on tempnautical naviga-
tion—that’s time-travelling to you,” he con-
tinued, “and being practical and revolution-
ary, I had the idea that if I could effective-
ly remove the root of this cancer which is
destroying the emotional life of my time
and turning us into soulless machines—the
root being Senator Schenken—1I would have
so altered original circumstances that the
despicable legislation would never have
come to hold power.”

“And now I have succeeded!” he cried.
“The foul beast is dead and when I return
to 2034 I can matry my loved one. My
friend, can you understand my feelings?”

I could, vaguely. 1 said so, keeping 2
tight grip on myself because I wasn't sure
whether I was in a bug-house or enjoying
the effects of a badly cooked chunk of
beefsteak.

“Just what do you want me to do?” I
asked, uncertainly, feeling sure that I would
be expected to pronounce benediction on his
soul.

He looked at me gratefully, a new hope
springing from his eyes.

"Then you do understand! And you will
help!” he gestured toward the machine.
“I cannot return to the future unless some
outside agency operates a control — that
one,” he stated, pointing to a long lever
jutting out from underneath the base of the
thing, “while 1 handle the main controls.
My friend, will you do this for me?”

Well, why not, 1 asked myself and
nodded. If he was really what he said he
was, I could forget the whole business be-
cause the perpetrator of my troubles would
no longer exist. If he was really a nut, |



depeaded on my own courage and coolaess
to get me out of a trying situation.

I nodded.

“Sure, but, first, please explain why you
bleed blue. I'm as curious as hell. As a
matter of fact I don’t know why 1 didn’t
ask you before.”

“'Oh, that's just the Thorenson units,” he
replied and moved over to the machine.

Seating himself in a gorgeously uphal-
stered cradle, he adjusted some dials and
levers, then beckoned to me. I got closer.

“When 1 turn on the power, push that
long lever toward your left. Your left, re-
member, not mine. And—goodbye.”

E must have thrown in the master
switch then, because the machine
suddenly became enveloped in a greenish
mist. I gingerly kicked over the long rod as
he had directed, being careful not to let
the radiation touch me and stepped back.
It took him about thirty seconds to van-
ish and he did a good job of it, machinc
and all.

It took me several days to establish 4
decent alibi. I finally convinced the police
that the culprit had abandoned me after us-
ing me for a shield and driven away toward
the north. As the latter part of the state-
ment was true, 1 gradually became morally
enough sure that the whole story I gave was
right that I began to believe it myself.

Now, observing the facts from the view-
point of a year later, I can only say that
the joke’s on someone.

Schenken didn’t die. While ia the hospi-
tal, a blond nurse got him iaterested in
eugenics, brought him books to read. He
left the hospital, 2 man with an axe to
grind.

FINIS
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