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SUMMER

SNOW STORM

By ADAM CHASE

Snow in sununer ts of course impossible. Any weather ex-
pert will tell you so. I eather Bureau Chicf Botts was cer-
tain no such absurdity could occur. And he would have

been right except for one thing. It snewed that summer.

T WAS, as the expression

goes, lraining cats and
dogs. Since the Weather Bu-
reau had predicted fair and
warmer, the Weather Bureau
was not particularly happy
about the meteorological state
of affairs. No one, however
was shocked.

Until it started to snow.

This was on the twenty-

fifth of July in the U.S.A. . ..

Half an hour before the
fantastic meteorological turn
of events, Bureau Chief Botts
dangled the forecast sheet be-
fore Johnny Sloman’s blood-
shot eyes and barked, “It's all
over the country by now, you
dunderhead!” Then, as an
afterthought: “Did you write
this?”

“Yes,” said Sloman miser-
ably.

Slowly, Botts said, “Tem-

perature, eighty degrees. Pre-
cipitation expected: snow.
Snow, Sloman. Well, that’s
what it says.”

“It was a mistake, Chief.
Just—heh-heh—a mistake.”

“The prediction should
have been for fair and warm-
er!”’ Botts screamed.

“But it's raining,” Sloman
pointed out.

“We make mistakes,” said
Botts in a suddenly velvety
voice. Then, as if that had
been a mistake, bellowed:
“But not this kind of mistake,
Sloman! Snow in July! We
have a reputation to main-
tain! If not for accuracy, at
least for credulity.”

“Yes, sir,” said Johnny Slo-
man. One of the troubles was,
he had a hangover. Although,
actually, that was a conse-
quence of the real trouble.
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The real trouble was his
fiancee. Make that his ex-
fianicee. Because last night Jo-
Anne had left him. “You—
you’re just going no place at
all, Johnny Sloman,” she had
said. “You're on a treadmill
and—not even running very
fast.” She had given him back
the quarter-carat ring tear-
fully, but Johnny hadn’t ar-
gued. Jo-Anne had a stubborn
streak and he knew when Jo-
Anre’s mind was made up. So
Johnny had gone and gotten
drunk for the first time since
the night after college gradu-
ation, not too many years ago,
and the result was a nation-
ally-distributed forecast of
sSnow.

Chief Botts’ first flush of
anger had now been replaced
by self-pity. His red, loose-
jowled face was sagging and
his eyes became watery as he

said, ‘At least you could have’

double-checked it. As a mem-
ber of this Bureau you only
have to fill out the forecast
once every ten days. Is that so
hard? Is there any reason
why you should predict snow
for July 25th?” His voice be-
came silky soft as he added,
“You realize, of course, Slo-
man, that if this was any-
thing but a civil service job
you’d be out on your ear for a
stunt like this! Well, there
are other ways. I can pass
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over you for promotion. I 25-
tend to pass over you until
the erack of doom. You'll be a
GS-5 the rest of your working
life. Are you satisfied, Sle-
man? Snow in July . .."” Chief
Botts’ voice trailed off, the
Chief following it. '

Johnny sat with his head in
his hands until Harry Bettis,
the GS-5 weatherman who
shared his small office with
him, came in. Naturally,
hangover or no, Johnny had
reported for work first.
Johnny was always first in
the office, but it didn’t seem to
do any good. Now, Harry
Bettis could come in an hour
late and read the funnies half
the day and flirt with the sec-
retarial staff the other half
and still be Chief Botts’ odds-
on favorite for the promotion
that was opening next month.
Harry Bettis was like that.

He came in and gave
Johnny the full treatment.
First the slow spreading
smile. Then the chuckle. Then
the loud, roaring belly-laugh.
“Gals outside told me!” he
shouted, loud enough so the
girls outside would know he
knew they had told him.
“Snow! Snow in July! Slo-
man, you kill me! You really
do!”

“Do you have to shout?”
Johnny said.

“Do I? We all ought to
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Thick mud held him while terror ravened at his heels.

69



shout this. To the rooftops!
Sloman, my foot. You have a
new name, sonny. Snowman!
Johnny Snowman.”

Johnny groaned. Instinc-
tively, he knew the name
would stick.

“Hear you had a little trou-
ble with the gal-friend this
past p.m.,” Harry Bettis
clucked in a voice which man-
aged to be both derisive and
sympathetic.

“How did you find out?”
Johnny asked, but knew the
answer at once. Jo-Anne was
a roommate of one of the Bu-
reau Secretaries. It was how
Johnny had met her.

“You know how I found
out, Snowman. Well, that’s
tough luck, kiddo. But tell me,
does that mean the field is
wide open? I always thought
your gal-friend—your ex-gal-
friend—had the cutest pair
Of_”

“I have nothing to do with
whether the field is open or
not open, I'm afraid.”

“Well, don’t be. Afraid, I
mean,” Harry Bettis advised
jovially. “If the gal could
make you pull a boner like
that, you're better off withont
her. But I forgot to ask Max-
ine: cean I have little Jo-
Anne’s phone number? Huh,
boy ?”

Before Johnny could an-
swer, the three-girl staff of
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secretaries entered the small
office. Entered—and stared.

“That’s all right, girls,”
Harry Bettis said. “You
didn’t have to follow me in
here. I'd have been right out.”

But they weren't staring at
Harry Bettis. They were star-
ing at Johnny. Their mouths
had flapped open, their eyes
were big and round. Johnny
didn’t, but Harry Bettis knew
that look on a girl's face.
Without any trouble at all,
Johnny could have made any
of those girls, right there,
right then, without even try-
ing.

They gawked and gawked.
One of them pointed at the
window. The others tried to,
but their hands were trem-
bling.

The one who was pointing
squawked: “Look!”

The second one said, “Out
the window!”’

The third one said, “Will
you!”

Outside the window on the
twenty-fifth of July it was
snowing.

It was an hour later. Tele-
phones were ringing. Long-
distance calls from all over
the country now that the
ticker had gone out with the
incredible fact that it was
snowing in the Northeast in
July. Most of the -calls,
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though, were from Washing-
ton. Chief Botts disconnected
the PBX and walked in a
dazed, staggering fashion to
Johnny, smiling weakly and
saying:

“Sloman, I misjudged you.
Genius, right here, right now,
in this office, and we never
knew it. Sloman, I have to ad-
mit I was wrong about you.
But how did you know? How
did you ever know ?”

“Hell’s bells,” Harry Bettis
said before Johnny could say
it was all a mistake. “That’s
easy, Chief. Anyone knows
that all rain starts out as
snow. It's got to. You see, the
droplets of moisture in the
cold upper regions of a cloud
condense around dust parti-
cles because the air up there
is too cold to hold them as
vapor. Since it’s below freez-
ing, snow is formed—snow
which warms up as it passes
through hotter air en route to
the ground, and—"

“That will be quite enough,
Bettis,” Chief Botts said. “I
am a weatherman too, you
know. You don’t have to tell
me the most elementary of —"

“In this case, Chief,” Bettis
persisted, “the biggest inver-
sion layer you ever saw kept
the surface air down and
brought the cold upper air
very close to the surface. Re-
sult: the snowflakes didn’t
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have a chance to melt, not
even to freezing rain. Result:
snow!”

“The chances of that hap-
pening,” said Chief Botts
coldly, “are about one in a
billion. Aren’t they, Sloman,
dear fellow?”

“One in
Johnny said.

‘““He is modest,” Chief Botts
told the staff. “He seems so
unconcerned.”

Just then Maxine came into
the little office. The look of
awe on her face had been re-
placed by one of sheer amaze-
ment. “Well, I checked it,
Chief,” she said. “Wait until
I tell Jo-Anne!”

“Won’t you please tell us
first?”’ Chief Botts asked.

“Yes, sir,” said Maxine,
and read from the memo pad
in her hand. “Since coming to
work for the Bureau, Johnny
Sloman has once every ten
days made our official fore-
cast. I have checked back on
his forecast, Chief, as you di-
rected. Johnny has made
fifty-five forecasts. While only
one of them—startlingly—
has called for snow in July—
every single one of them has
been right.”

There was a shocked si-
lence. “But—but the Weather
Bureau average is only
eighty-eight percent!” Harry
Bettis gasped.

two billion,”
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“You mean,” Chief Botts
corrected him, “eighty-eight
percent is the figure we try to
foist on the unsuspecting pub-
lic. Actually, the Weather Bu-
reau averages a bare seventy-
five percent, and you know
it.”

“But Sloman’s got a hun-
dred percent accuracy—up to
and including snow in July,”
Harry Bettis said in a shock-
ed voice.

“It was only an accident,”
Johnny said in a mild voice.
“] didn’t mean to write
snow.”

**Accident, smaccident,”
said Harry Bettis. “It was no
accident with a record like
that. You have the uncanny
ability to forecast weather
with  complete accuracy,
Johnny, boy. You realize what
that means, old pal?”

“I'd better call Washington
and tell them,” Chief DBotts
said, but Harry Bettis held
his arm while Johnny mused:

“I guess I realize what it
means, Harry. That is, if
you’re right. No more getting
wet on picnics. Because I'd
know. I'd know, Harry. No
more going to ball games and
having them rained out on
you. No more being caught
by a thunderstorm at the
beach ..."”

“Johnny!” Harry Bettis
said. “Think, pal. Think!"”
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“I'm calling Washington,”
Chief Botts said. “This is too
much for me.”

But Harry Bettis was still
holding his arm. “Now, just a
minute, bucko,” he said.
“You're not calling anyone—
not without his manager’s
permission.”

“Whose manager’s permis-
sion?”

“Why, Mr. Sloman’s man-
ager’s permission, of course.
In a word, me.”

“This is preposterous!”
Chief Botts cried.

“Is it?” Bettis asked. “Lis-
ten, Johnny, don’t let anyone
sell you a bill of goods—like,
the Civil Service Commission
giving you a GS-8 rating and
sending you to Washington.
Because stick with me, kid,
and there’ll be great things in
store for you, you'll see.”

“Such,” said Maxine dubi-
ously, “as what?”

“Are you on our side?’
Harry Bettis asked her sus-
piciously.

“I’'m on Jo-Anne’s side. If
old Johnny here has some-
thing she ought to have, I
want to know it.”

“You mean, if she ought to
change her mind and marry
him? I'll admit it even if I
think Jo-Anne’s a real cute
trick: she’d be nuts if she
didn’t.” Women, Harry Bettis
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did not add, never came be-
tween Harry Bettis and ten
percent of a gold mine. But
that’s what he was thinking.
He went on: “Just think of it,
Johnny. Drought in the Mid-
west. They call Sloman. Slo-
man predicts rain. It rains.
Have any idea what they’d
pay for a stunt like that? Or
swollen rivers in New Eng-
land, or California. Looks like
another big flood is on the
way, but they call Sloman.
Looks like rain, kiddo? That
don't matter. Predict a dry
spell and it won't rain. Do
you know,” Harry Bettis said
in a devout whisper, “what a
stunt like that would be
worth ? Millions.”

“Yeah, wise guy,” said
Maxine. “So what’s in it for
you?”

Harry Bettis did not look
at Maxine when he answered.
He looked at Johnny and said,
“I'll be frank, kiddo. You
have the talent, but you don’t
have the salesmanship to pro-
mote it. Do you want a medi-
ocre job while the weather
boys exploit you for the rest
of your life or—do you want
greatness, riches, and Jo-
Anne?”

“Jo-Anne,” Johnny said.

Harry Bettis nodded. “My
price is twenty-five percent.”

“Of Jo-Anne?” Maxine ask-
ed suspiciously.
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“Of everything Johnny
makes as the world’s first real
Weather Man. Not a forecast-
er—a commander. Because
when my client forecasts the
weather, it happens. Brothers
and sisters, it happens.” He
turned abruptly to Johnny,
said, “You have any money
saved up?”’

“A few hundred dollars,
but—""

“An ad in the papers.
Alongside the article telling
how it snowed en July twenty-
fifth. Saying that your serv-
ices are for hire. We're a sho-
in, kid!”

“Well, if you say so,”
Johnny said doubtfully.

“So don’t call D.C.,” Bettis
told Chief Botts.

“But Sloman’s an employee
of this Bureau.”

“Was, you mean.”

“What did you say?”’

“Was an employee. He ain’t
an employee now. He’s quit-
ting—with his manager,”
said Harry Bettis, and walked
out of the office, steering a
dazed Johnny Sloman with
him.

“Wait until I call Jo-Anne,”
M. xine said.

During the next six months,
Johnny Sloman—known to
the world as The Weather
Man—made fifty million dol-
lars. Since it had taken
whole lifetime for him to de-
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velop his remarkable talent,
his lawyers were trying to
have capital gains declared on
the earnings rather than
straight income tax. The odds
seemed to be in their favor.

How had Johnny made his
fifty million dollars? By pre-
dicting the weather. He pre-
dicted:

A flood in the Texas pan-
handle—in time to save the
dry lands from going entirely
arid.

An end of the snowstorms
in northern Canada—which
had trapped the five hundred
residents of a small uraninm-
mining town without food or
adequate drinking water.

The break-up of Hurricane
Anita—which had threatened
to be the most destructive
ever to strike the Carolina
Coast.

No frost for Florida that
winter—a prediction still to
be ascertained, but a foregone
conclusion.

Every prediction had come
true. In time, the world began
to realize that his predictions
were not predictions at all:
they were sure things. That
is, they predicted nothing—
they made things happen.
Johnny was in demand every-
where and naturally could not
fill all engagements. Harry
Bettis hired a whole squad
of corresponding secretaries,
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whose job it was to turn
down, with regret, some nine-
ty percent of the jobs re-
quested. Johnny, in fact, was
in such demand, that his en-
gagement to Jo-Anne—which,
of course, had been reinstated
at her insistence—remained
only an engagement. The nup-
tials were put off, and put off
again.

This suiled Harry Bettis,
who saw to it that Johnny
kept putting off the marriage.
Because, ultimately, Jo-Anne
would reach the end of her
proverbial tether and decide
that Harry’s twenty-five per-
cent, if it could be shared
as a wife, was better than
Johnny’s seventy-five percent,
if it could not.

Jo-Anne, though, was not
that kind of girl. Harry Bet-
tis, knowing no other kind of

girl, never understood that.

The scientists, meanwhile,
had a field day with Johnny.
His strange talent obeyed no
natural law, they said, and at
first attributed it to random
chance. Soon, though, this be-
came patently impossible.
And so a new natural law was
sought. All types of hair-

"brained theories were propos-

ed, none of them accepted,
until an osteopathic physician
in Duluth, Minn., hit upon the
theory that staggered the
world with its simplicity and,

AMAZING STORIES



eventually, was accepted as
that which explained the
strange  phenomenon  of
Johnny Sloman.

The osteopath, many of
whose patients suffered from
rheumatism which was aggra-
vated by the bitter Minnesota
winters, suggested that
Johnny Sloman was a case of
rheumatism in reverse. The
weather, he pointed out, had
an adverse effect upon the
symptoms of his patients.
Conversely, why couldn’t some
human being—a Johnny Slo-
man, for example—affect the
weather in precisely the same
way that the weather invari-
ably affected his rheumatic
patients?

It was clear, simple, lucid.
It was the only theory which
could not be disproven by the
weight of scientific knowl-
edge. It thus became the ac-
cepted theory.

“The Under-Secretary of
Defense to see you,” Maxine
said one day during the win-
ter following Johnny’s July
snowfall.

“Don’t see him,” Harry
Bettis said. “You don’t want
to see him.”

“But why not?”
asked.

“Because they’ll make you
a dollar-a-year man and we'’re
not in this to make any stink-
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Johnny

ing dollar a year,” Harry Bet-
tis said.

“Well, T think I ought to
see him, anyway. At least see
him.” He turned to Jo-Anne,
who was sitting at the next
desk, writing up some reports.
“What do you think, Jo?”

“If the country needs you,
Johnny,” she said, “it’s your
duty to help.”

Johnny told Maxine, “Show
the  Under-Secretary in,
please.”

He was a small man with a
big brief case. He spoke slow-
ly, earnestly, backing up his
statements with reams of
paper from the brief case. The
Defense Department had not
contacted Johnny right away,
he said, because they wanted
to compile all the facts. They
had all the facts now.

Johnny Sloman could be the
biggest single factor for peace
the world had ever known.

Item. In the event of ag-
gression, he could so bog
down the aggressor’s supply
lines and troop movements
with continuous rains and
snowstorms that it would be
all but impossible for the ag-
gressor to maintain hostili-
ties.

Item. In the event that such
tactical weather-war failed,
he could cause a drought in
the aggressor’s food-produc-
ing regions, forcing the ag-
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gressor to surrender or face
starvation.

Item. He could always, con-
versely, see to it that the de-
fensive force’s supply lines
were never hampered by the
weather and that the precipi-
tation over the defensive coun-
try’s breadbasket was ideal.

Item. He could render ag-
gressor communication diffi-
cult with heavy fog and/or
icy roads.

Item. He could cover de-
fensive troop movements with
low, dense clouds.

In short, concluded the
Under-Secretary, Johnny Slo-
man could be a one-man world
police-force practically guar-
antecing peace. He stopped
talking. He looked &% Johnny.
His eyes said, the ¢2.'l of duty
is clear.

Harry Bettis said, “Well,
thank you for your time, M.
Secretary. Naturally, we’ll
think about what you said.”

“Think about it!” gasped
the Under-Secretary. “Think
about it!”

“My client is a busy man—
the busiest man in his field,”
Harry Bettis said.

The Under-Secretary smil-
ed bleakly. “The only man in
his field, yon mean. That’s
why we need him.”

“We’ll send you a report in
a few weeks,” Harry said in-
differently, “after we’ve had
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an opportunity to study the
situation.”

“But, Harry—" Johnny be-
gan.

“Johnny,” Harry said. He
did not have to finish the
statement. It had happened
before—Johnny, 1I’ve made
vou a tremendous success. I'm
vour manager, aren’t 1? Let’s
leave it that vway.”

“If Johnny thinks he ought
to help—" Jo-Anne said.

“Now, Jo-Anne,”” Harry
Bettis scolded, a2nd led the
Under-Secretary to the door.

Three days later, the assist-
ant chief of the F.B.I. came
1o see them. “We regret this,
Sloman,” he said.

“You regret what?’ Harry
Bettis asked.

“Dcfense allowed a report
on its findings out. That was
unwise. We'll have to give
vou around-the-clock protec-
tion, Sloman.”

“Protection from what?”
Johnny wanted to know.

“Enemy agents. The encmy
is desperate. At all costs, ac-
cording to their intelligence
reports, they’re out to get
you.”

“Get him?” said Harry Bet-
tis. “You mean, kill him ?”

“I mean, get him. Get him
on their side. Because every-
thing Johnny could do for the
forces of peace and democ-
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racy, he could be made to do
for the forces of aggression.
You see?”

“Yes,” said Johnny.

“No,” said Harry Bettis.
“This sounds like a govern-
ment trick—to make Johnny
go to work. To make him
think it’s his patriotic
duty—"

“Well,” said Jo-Anne sharp-
ly, “isn’t it?”

Harry Bettis smiled. “When
he gets as big as Universal
Motors, he can become patri-
otic.”

“Mr. Sloman,” the assist-
ant F.B.I. chief said, “they
will either try to kidnap you
outright, or work on you
through someone you love.
Therefore, our bodyguards—"

“Well, let them keep their
distance, that’s all,” Bettis
said. “Bad for business. No-
body wants enemy agents
hanging around.”

“That’s your final deci-
sion?”’ the F.B.I. man asked.
“Well—" Began Johnny.

“Yes, it's our final deci-
sion,” said Harry Bettis,
showing the F.B.1. man to the
door.

“I don’t think you should
have done that,” Johnny said
after he had gone.

“You just make the weath-
er, Johnny-boy. I'll take care
of business.”

“Well—" said Johnny.

SUMMER SNOW STORM

“Johnny!” cried Jo-Anne.
“Oh, Johnny! Why don’t you
act like 2 man?”’ And she ran
from the room, slamming the
door.

After that, Johnny didn’t
see her again.

She was gone.

Really gone, for -certain,
not simply walking off in a
huff.

Two weeks later, Johnny
got the letter—unofficial—
from the Enemy.

The F.B.I. was sympathet-
ic, but the Chief said, ‘“You
can understand, Mr. Sloman,
how our hands are tied. It is
not an official letter. We can’t
prove anything. We don’t
doubt it for a minute, of
course. The cold war enemy
has kidnapped your fiancee
and taken her to their mother-
land. But—we can’t prove it.
Not being able to prove it, we
can’t do a thing about it.
You're aware, of course, of
how readily the rest of the
world condemns our actions.
Not that they wouldn’t be on
our side if we could prove
that this kidnap letter was
the real thing, but you realize
we won’t be able to prove it at
all.”

“Oh,” said Johnny. He went
home. He saw Harry Bettis,
who said he was shocked. The
note read: '
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Mr. Johnny Sloman:

We have Miss Jo-Anne
Davis here in the mother-
land. The only way she can
live a normal life here is if
you join her and work for
us. We believe you know
what the other kind of life
is like here.

Bettis said, “It stumps the
hell out of me, Johnny.”

“I'm just waking up,” said
Johnny slowly. “In a way, it’s
your fault.”

“Now, don’t be a jackass,

Johnny.”
Jackass or no, Johnny hit
him. His knuckles 1went

crunch and Harry Bettis’ nose
went crunch and Bettis fell
down. He lay there, his nose
not looking so good.

Now, when it was appar-
ently too late, Johnny knew
what his course of action
should have been. Get rid of
the money-grubbing Bettis.
Go to work for the govern-

ment  unselfishly. Insure
world peace.
Too late . .. too late . ..

Because unless he could
somehow save Jo-Anne, he
would never predict the
weather again—for anyone.

“But what you ask is im-
possible!” the Secretary of

Defense said a few days later..
“If I come back, if I'm suc- -
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eessful,” Johnny said quietly,
“I’'m your man, for as long as
you want me, without pay.”

“You mean that?” the Sec-
retary asked slowly.

“I mean it.”

The Secretary nodded grim-
ly, touched a button on his
desk. “Get me Air Force
Chief of Staff Burns,” he said,
and, a moment later: “Ber-
nie? Chuck here. We need a
plane. A jet-transport to go
you-know-where. Cargo? One
man, in a parachute. Can you
manage it? Immediately, if
not sooner. Good boy, Bernie.
No ... no, 'm sorry, I can’t
tell you a thing about it.”” The
Secretary cut the connection,
turned to Johnny:

“You leave this afternoon,
Sloman. You realize, of
course, there isn’t a thing we
can do to get you out. Not a
thing.”

“Yes,” said Johnny.

“You’re a very brave man,
or very much in love.”

Hours later, the jet trans-
port took off with Johnny in
it.

He came down near what
had been the border of the
motherland and Poland. He
began to walk. A farmer and
his son spotted the parachute,
came after him. The son was
a Red Army man on leave.
The son had a gun. He fired
prematurely, and Johnny ran.
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It was hopeless, he decided.
He would never make it. He
would never even reach the
capital alive, where they were
holding Jo-Anne.

He ran.
He wished for rain. A
blinding  rainstorm. The

clouds scudded in. The rain
fell in buckets. The farmer
and his son soon lost sight of
Johnny.

Just to make sure, Johnny
ran and let it go on raining.

“Floods in their mother-
land,” the Secretary of De-
fense told the President.
“Naturally, their news broad-
casts are trying to keep the
reports to a minimum, but
these are the biggest floods
we've ever heard of over
there.”

“Our man is there?” the
President asked.

“He was dropped by para-
chute, sir!”

It was snowing when
Johnny reached the capital.
He had been parachuted into
the enemy’s motherland, nat-
urally, because propinquity
alone assured the success of
his strange talent.

He was tired. His feet
ached. He’d been the only one
heading for the capital. Hun-
dreds of thousands had been
fleeing from the floods . ..
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“There he is!” a voice cried
in the enemy language. He
didn’t understand the lan-
guage, but he understood
the tone. His picture had been
flashed across the length and
breadth of the motherland.
He had been spotted.

He ran. Down an alley,
across a muddy yard, floun-
dering to his knees, then his
thighs, in thick mud. They
came floundering in pursuit.
They fired a warning volley
of shots. He stumbled and fell
face down in the black, stink-
ing mud.

They took him . ..

Dark room. One light, on
his face. A voice: “We can
kill you.”

“Kill me,” he said. “My last
wish will be for rain. Rain,
forever.”

“We can torture you.”

“And I will say, before you
start, let it rain and go on
raining. Let me be powerless
to prevent it. Rain!”

“We can kill the girl.”

“Your country will float
away.”

A fist came at him out of
the darkness. Hit him. It was
tentative torture. He sobbed
and thought: rain, harder.
Rain, rain, rain ...

Water seeped into the dun-
geon. This had never happen-
ed before. The fist went away.
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Outside it rained and

rained.

“What does he want, com-
rade?”’

“We don’t know, comrade?”

“Give it to him—whatever
it is. He has disrupted our
entire economy. We face eco-
nomic disaster unless he—and

his rain—leave us in peace.”

“Perhaps that is what he
wants. Peace.”

“You fool! We are supposed
to want peace. Shut up!”

“Yes, sir. Comrade.”

“Better ask the party secre-
tary.”

“Yes, comrade.”

The party secretary was
asked. The party secretary
sighed and nodded.

Johnny saw the light of
day. And Jo-Anne.

A month later, the Secre-
tary of Defense told him.
“Thanks to you, they agreed
to a German settlement, stop-
ped sending arms to their
Red ally in Asia, withdrew
their promise of aid to the
Arab fanatics, and have freed
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all foreigners held in their
motherland illegally.”

Johnny listened, smiling at
Jo-Anne. They had been mar-
ried two weeks. Naturally,
the enemy had been only too
glad to see them leave.

“Just stay available, Slo-
man,” the President beamed
from alongside the Secretary
of Defense. “As long as they
know we can always send you
over there again, they’ll never
try anything. Right?”

“Yes, sir,” said Johnny.

They called him the Weath-
er Man. They went on calling
him the Weather Man, al-
though he retired more or less
—except during cases of dire
emergency.

The world called him that,
the Weather Man. And, be-
cause he had retired to enjoy
life with his new wife, they
began to suspect, as could be
expected, that he had been a
fraud.

But the enemy did not
think so. Ever again.

And that was enough for
Johnny.

THE END



