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THE 4D
BARGAIN

by Evelyn E Smith

At last they had innented a handbag that would
hold everything a lady could possibly want te
put into it—and atill be small, light, and fashion-
able. But would everything that went in always

come out?

“BUT WHERE does every-

thing go?” Miss Nether-
cott asked, peering into the
lining of the small handbag.
“It must be somewhere.”

“It goes inlo another dimen-
sion,”” Mr. Mendenhall ex-
plained patiently for the fifth
time. “Thal's why we call it
the extradimensional handbag.

Catchy name, isn’l it?”

“It stinks,” said Mr. Villac-
di, probing the bag’s interior
with a gingerly foreflinger. “I
wish you wouldn’t keep coming
up with these godawiul novel-
Ly items, Mendenhall.”

“Imagine,” the handbag bary-
er went on, undaunted, “now
a woman will be able Lo carry
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a small, smart-looking pocket-
book, and yet be able to pwt
every?.hmg her heart desires in-
side” of it. I guess you boys
will be able to go o town on
this, hey, Villardi?”

The advertising manager
pulled a package of cigarettes,
a key ring, a handkerchief, a
salesorder book, and a copy of
Standard Rates and Date out
of the eight-inch cube. “Trou-
ble is, nobody'll believe ,”
he said sourly, “because that’s
the copy we always use with
our small handbags. Public’ll
put it down to routine hyper-
bole.”

FEd

“Buwt I don't d

head. “You mean in this hand-
bag we're just pulting one more
to use? Like electricity after
Benjamin Franklin found out
it was there all along?”

“That’s the idea exactly!”
Mr. Mendenhall beamed.
“You're a bright little girl,
Miss Nethercott.” He patted
her head. “Here, I want you
to take one of these for your
very own sell. To inspire you
in your work.”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Men-
denhall! I really do need a
new bag! Only, il you're going
to be so kind as lo give me a
pocketbook, I'd rather have a
big one b I carry my

Miss Nethercott's large blue
eyes appealed to Mr, Menden-
hall. “Where were the things?
They couldn’t fit inside the
bag. It’s to small!”

“IVs based on some kind of
a scientific principle,” Mr.
Mendenhall told her. ‘“Invemt-
ed by a scientist, you know. I
don’t,” he admitted. “entirely
understand it mysell; I guess
T have the executive more than
the scientific type mind. The
way the fellow who sold them
lo me put it, seems Lhem are
lots a.nd lots of di

lunch to business, and—oh,
yes, Mr. Mendenhall, thank
you, Mr. Mendenhal®'

“Lessee,” the buyer said
thoughtfully, “I think we’'d
better put this line straight up-
stairs into the Boutique. We
don’t want all those ground-
floor just-looking-arounders
smearing them with their
greasy paws. It isn't exactly a
low-priced item.” He chuckled.
“Gotla charge for Lhe enlra
dimension, you know.”

“Maybe wem usmg only
three di ' the adver-

and we’re using a paltry three.”
“It does seem like an awful

waste,” Miss Nethercott

agreed, nodding her golden

tising manager suggesler.l re-
garding the array of extra-di-
mensional bandbags in the
stockroom with distaste, ‘‘be-
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cause somebody else is using
the others.”

“Let's not be whimsical,
Villardi. How could there be
anybody else? We're the only
ones here, aren’t we? Who else
could be using the other dimen-
sions?”

Miss Nethercott clutched
her new handbag possessively.
“But then where do all the
things you put into it go?”
hoer. Mendeohall glared at

E FIRST thing Balfig

Twersnal noticed, as he
slithered through the emtry of
bis modest ground-floor apart-
ment was that Sligny was dis-
turbed, had been mated
for too many cycles for him to
fail 1o catch ber moods at
once. And, il she was disturbed,
he was disturbed.

“What is troubling you, m
dearest?” he asked, tmmng
his tendrils about het&

“Oh, Balfig, I don’t know

how to tell you...I have a—a
Luxury!”
He recoiled. “A Luxury!

Sligny! Did you steal u?”
She drew herself up to her
full sixteen feet. “OI course
not, Balfig. How could you
think I was capable of—of—?"
“I'm sorry, Sligny,” be said
humbly. “I know you couldn’t

possibly have done an Unor-
dained thing like that. But
where did you get i?”

“It appeared sudgdenly in the
air. Honestly it did.” And she
held out a tiny object to Bel-
lig.

He started. “Sligny, it looks
like—it looks like Plastic.”

She nodded mournfully. “I
don’t blame you for suspecting
I stole it, really. Nobody will
believe I didn’t. What—what
do you think it is?”

He looked at the thing. It
was a six-inch rectangular bar
with minuscule dentations
formed out of one of the long
sides. He sighed heavily. “Ob-
viously it is useless.” He Jooked
at it again. “It isn't even oma-
mental.”

She turned pale blue. “It’s
definitely a Luxury then. I was
hoping it might sneak into the
ornamenial class and get by
as an aesthelic necessity.”

He made a negative sign.
“Let’s not f[col ourselves; it
has no purpose. It is clearly a
Luxury. Why did it come lo
us? How did it come Lo us?”
He put up a tendril. “No,
Sligny, I believe you—but will
enyone else? There is so much
we cannot understand.” He
sighed. I suppose it is So Or-
dained.” And he made a Sign
of Reverence.
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“Let's hide #!”
impeduously.

“Hide i¢!” He stared down
at her. “And you know what'll
happen if it's discovered then?
Il be the garnish enines for
both of us, with no chance of
reprieve!”

“Let's—” she look a deep
breath “—let’s destroy itl™”

He looked at her in horror.
“Destroy Plastic? An Artifact?
An Ordained Luxury?”

“I—I'm sorry, Balfig. I
didn’t know what I was say-
ing.”

“I shall go to the House
Supervisor,” Baliig said firm-
ly, "and declare il. H’s the
only thing to be done.”

she cried

E LEFT the apartment

bravely enough, but, once
outside, he surrendered to the
tremors that shook his body.
Only once in his life had he
been as high as the two hun-
dredth floor—when he and
Sligny had been assigned the
apartment on Lheir mating day
and the House Supervisor had
given them both the customary
§peec‘h of welcome and warm-
ing.

But now it was very differ-
ent. He held his breath and
rose to the Ordained Regions.
Sliding past the long line of

waiting tenamts of all levels,
he diffidemtly the
secretary, a young female in
the garb of the hundred and
ninety-ninth floor. “High is
High and low is low,” he gave
the customary greeting.

“Name?” she snapped.

“B-Ballig Twersnal.”

She pressed a button and the
simulacrum of his personaplale

_appeared in the plaslolop of

her desk. “Balfig Twersnal,

Apartment 1XA2, vimgritch
furler for Harsnoop-Tsalk,
second floor?”
“That’s right.”

Her eyestalks were rigid
with horror. “But you have no
appointment!” All the other
tenants turned to stare in dis-
belief.

“I—I know.” He moistened
his vocal apparatus. “But this
is an emergency.”

“I'l contact the First Or-
dained One right away!" she
said, her voice trembling with
the enoomity of the situation.

The benevolent visage of Kiv
Grzandor appeared in Lhe crys-
tal. “Yes, harchli, what is it?"

‘“There’s a young male from
the ground floor to see you,
harch,”” she babbled. “With-
out an appointment! He says
it's an emergency.”

“Ah, an emergency,” the
Ordained One said with relish.
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“Well, send him right in,
harchli. An emergency always

mind that, at all costs, Sligny
must be kept out of the alfair.

takes precedence.” “It—it appeared to e in the
Balfig slithered diffident] air, High Down in our

into the First Ordained One’s
office and slaod before the
desk, in which his personaplate
glittered. In the presence of
the House Supervisor, he felt
as if he were standing before
the Ordainer Himseli. He tried
lo keep his eyes off the nine
luxuries to which Gzandor’s
High rank entitled him.

“High is High and low is
low, Highness,” he quavered.

‘“Low is low and High is
High. Well, Balfig,” Gzandor
said kindly, "tell me what it
is you have done. Did you kill
anyone? If it is someone on
your own level, T promise you
justice will be tempered
mercy. After all, you are
young and boys will be boys."”

“No, your Altitude,” Balfig
rephied. “I have not killed any-
one. I have—" he choked. "I
have—quite by accident, you
understand—come indo posses-
sion of a Luxury.”

The First Ordained One’s
eyestalks stood erect. “A
Luxury! By the Ordainer,
Twersnal, this is a serious mat-
ter. Give it here." Ballig hand.
ed the diminutive object over.
“How did you come by it?”

Balfig had already deter-

apartmenl,” he said. “Just a
few minutes ago. 1 brought it
right up (o you."

“That is a very thin story,
Twersnal,” the Supervisor said

sternly, “Can’t you see for
yourself how improbable it
sounds?”

“Yes, Altitude, 10 me it does
sound improbable. But then it
is Ordained that there is so
much that one in my unelevated
position cannol understand. T
had hoped Lhat to those more
Highly Placed ¢ would seem
quite possible. For it did hap-
pen.”

“Mmmm.” The Supervisor
examined the Artifaot. “I do
nat believe your story, Twers-
nal, but T will retain an open
mind. The Artifact iself is
one of the most useless I have
ever seen, and, hence, the most
Luxurious. Your orime is a
serious one, my boy. The only
thing in your favor is the fact
that this scems Lo be an abso-
lutely unique type of Plastic.
Ii it is proved (o be so, then
the uniqueness of your expla-
nation will become less imique,
and, hence, Ms essential wn-
probability will be essentially
less improbable.”
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"Yes, Highness,” Ballig
said miserably. ““Then I do not
have to go to the garnish mines
yel?”

“You know, Ba.lhg, that
under our laws anyone is pre-
sumed 0 be inmocent until we
have decided be is guilty. So,
until your case is adjudicated,
simple apartment arrest will be
sufficient. You will understand
that we cannot afford to have
a suspect Luxury lover furling
our people’s vimgritch.”

“No, Altitude,” Ballig said
miserably. “High is High and
low is low.”

“And low is low and High
is High.”

¢&RUT I know I didn’t ‘just
misplace’ my comb!”
Miss Nethercott “1
pmlngl'ntml.hehgmtbe
stockroom, and when I got to
the tenth floor powder room it
was gone. There must be a
hole or something in the bag.”
“Is a brand-new bag and
there can't possibly be a hole
in #!” Mr. Mendenhall
snapped. “During your after-
noon rest period, you go down
to Notions and get another
comb. Tell them to charge it
to Handbags.”
“Oh, Mr. Mendenhall, you're
such a doll!”
“Well, you show your appre-

ciation by getimg owl there and
selling those bags!” Mr. Men-
denhall gave Miss Nethercott
a fatherly pinch on the cheek
and rode away majestically on
ihe down escalador.

Since busimess was never
brisk in the Boutique, Miss
Nethercott amused herself by
filling the extradimensional
handbags with all the portable
objeots in the vidinity. By and
by, a smal crowd of women
had gathered to watch her. The
department manager watched
her too. Demonstrators might
be all right for the ground
floor, aMthough he personally
felt they were ouwt of place
anywhere in a store like Pret-
tyman and Smoot, but they
were delinitely not appropriate
for the Bowtique.

“You see,” Miss Nethercott
declaimed dramatically, for she
had theatrical ambitions and
loved an audience, even of fe-
males, “you can put just as
manry things as you want into
it, and it' never bulge or get
out of shape or anything.”

“My,”. commented a cus-
tomer, “how do they ever do
that?”

“It's scientific,” Miss Neth-
ercott explained. “Like—like
detergents,. Who knows what
they're made of? But they
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work.”

“Ah,” said the woman wise-
ly, “we live in an age of great
technological advancement.”

“Presto!” Miss Nethercott
gleefully descended (o a non-
technical level, as she pulled
a large suede envelope, a black
velvet clutch, a gold evening
carryall, and a cowhide brief-
case owt of the extradimen-

“That's only four,” a help-
ful customer pointed out. “You
pwt in five—I saw you. There
was a caliskin pouch, too.”

Miss Nethercott felt around
inside. “You must be misiaken,
madam,” she said coldly.

All the other women (urned
around to inspect the belpiul
customer from head to foot.
She turned red underneath her
rather unfortunate hat. “Sor-
ry...pethaps I was,” she
gulped, and fled.

But the other women stayed
and boughi. That evening it
turned ow that a calfskin
pouch was, in fact, missing
from the eleventh floor hand-
bag counter, but, since Miss
Nethercott bad sold- the un-
precedented number of [ifty
extradimensionals, at $35.95
each, she was not takem to
task.

However, when she sat
down in the subway—aiter

giving the elderly gentleman
who got up for her a ravishing
smile in payment—she discov-
ered that the pocket novel she
had promoted from a suscepti-
ble clerk in Books was gone
from the bag. She clicked her
tongue in annoyance, and re-
soled to present the bag to her
roommate, whose birthday was
in the ofling. Of course she
had planned 0 givé Gloria a
$5.95 rather than a $3595
present, but really she was
very fond of Gloria, and, any-
way, it wasn't as if she had
paid for the thing.

“BALFIGI" Sligny, emerg-
ing from communi-
cation closet. “We're saved!
An Artifact materialized in
Margroop Slurg's living room
too. She just called me up to
tell me about ».”

He raised a dull eyestalk.
“A luxury?”

“Well, no, I suppose nat.
She says it's a receplacle. It
opens up and you put kttle
things in it. Al leasl, it’s emp-
ly inside, so it must be for
that.” )

“Oh.” He lowered his eye-
stalk. “Then it's a different
case entirely.”

“Not entirely. If a necessity
materfalized in her apartment
and a Luxury materialized n
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ours, then surely the Ordained
Ones can see that passession of
the Lu)mry is not our Iaull Its
coming was Ordained.”

“And it is ordained that I
should go 1o the garnish
mines,” Balfig replied miser-
ably.

“That we should go, dar-
ling.” Sligny said, “Wherever
you go, I shall go 100.” They
twined tendrils.

The communicator - blippel-
ed Sligny disentangled bersell

dashed inmto the closet.
"Oh darling,” she exclaimed
as s.he came out, "everybody
on our level seems to be gelhng
Artifacts! Lazni Troob just
told me she got a little recep-
tacle—"
" “Then it's not a Luxury.”

“But, wait a minute, it’s full

of the most malodorous liquid
you ever scenmted. How could
it be useful?”
- '"Probably a medicine or a
zorpak repellent,” he said bit-
terly. “It’s just our luck to be
the only ones stuck with a
Lunury. The faot of spontane-
ous materialization in itself
isn’t going to make much dif-
fernece to the Ordained Ones;
they know all about that sort
of thing.”

“And Teslot Snikk got a

k1

“A book! What kind of a

book? Anybow, tha: rates as
a nevessity too.”

“Not if you can’t read it,
it doesa’t, This one Is in some
kind of secret script, Banmor
told me, but Teslot says ke
can read #.” She sniffed.
“That Teslot thinks he’s so
smart—says the whole thing is
an Ordained Vistation.”

“I suppose,” Balfig re-
marked without much intergst,
‘“he’ll present it to the Or-
dained Ones for commentary
2nd exnlanation?”

“No1” All of Sligny's eyes
bulged from their stalks with
the enormity of what she had
to tell. “He ssys he is going

to interpret and expound it
himself.”

“What! But bow can he?
He is on the lowest level, like
us. He can’t have opinions of
his own.”

“He says the book says he
can”

Suddenly there was a faint
glow in the corner of the room.
A clink. . .and the glow disap-
peared.

“Just what happened be-
fore,” Sligny commented,
reaching forwacd to pick up
the objeot before her mate
could stop her. It was a Liny,
plump cylinder of some base
substance like gold.”

“Even if it is only metal, it’s
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still anotber Lurxury,” Balfig
said dully. “It's no use; we're
doomed.”

“Wait a minue—it seems Lo
be a receptacle. The top comes
off, see. Bt there’s something
inside.” She into the Jit-
the orofice despondently.
“Something perfeotly useless
Jooking tco.”

She twiddled the thing with
a tendril. A tiny red stick sud-
denly rose out of i, Balfig
and Sligny jumped back, cling-
ing to each

Sligny reoovered hersell
first, “It's perfectly harmless.”
She picked up the object from
the floor. “Look, # makes red
marks; # must be useful!”

“But are red marks use-
Tul?”

ERE was another little

glow and a thunk. This
time # was a Plastic Artifact
very much like the first ome
they’d received. Spots of light
began to appear all over the
room and objeots of metal,
Plastic, and strange, hard4o-

“Don’t eat i, Slignyl” Bal-
fig yelled. “It may be poison-
ous! Although, maybe it would
be better for us to end it all,
at that! Sooner death than Lhe
garnish mines.’

“Balfig!” Sligny said re-
proach(ully. “You musn’t talk
like that. And, after all, 1
don’t see why we skowld [eel
badly.”

“You don’t?”

“No.” She picked up the
Artifacts in ber delicate ten-
drils. “Why should we? Aren't
we the richest people in the
House? Perhaps even in the
City,” she quipped. No ooe on
their level could ever be quite
sure that the concept of (he
Cily was one 10 be taken liter-
ally.

. “But,

“Haven't you considered
that the Ordained Ones no
longer dare ouch us? Ome or
two or three Luxuries they
could suspect us of siealing,
bt we have hundreds. There

aren’t that many in the House
bably not even in the

in one of them. There were
queer little squares of clot.l:,
papers of all shapes and sizes

—some with secret writing on
them, more with evil piotures
and an unmisiakable dainty

Blocll No one could possibly
find that many to steal. And
such unique ones, oo, Don't
you see, it must be Ordained
that we should have them?”
“Frankly, I don’t—"
At (hal moment the eniry
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urp urpled. Teslot Snikk's
visage appeared on the inter-
view screen. ‘Let me in, Bal-
figl” he exclaimed, omitting
the cuslomary salutation. “I
have great news for you!”

Balfig pressed the opener,
and Teslot, followed by a ma-
jority of the ground-floor ten-
ands, surged in. “Low is low
and High is High, harc.hin,"
Balfig said in mild surprise, as
they filled his apartment. “I
don't wish (0 seem inhospita-
ble,” he added, “but have you
fgrgouen that associating with
a suspect Luxury lover is
enough to ma.ke you suspects
yourselves?”

“Luxury lover, tcha!” Tes-
lot snapped.

The heresy was enough to
make even his cohorts gasp.

“We are all Luxury lovers!”
he went on stoutly. “AHl of us
here have Luxuries, and, by
the Ordainer, we are going to
keep them!”

“See, Baliig!” Sligny ex-
claimed. “Didn't 1 always say
Teslot was the cleverest man
on this floor?"”

“.. .because,” Teslot went
on, thumping a Lliny volume
bound in a thin substance
decorated with bright, eerie
figures, “it is Sv Ordained.”

“Iigh is High and low is
low,” the crow: intoned rever-

ently.

“No! Low is High and High
is low!” Teslot shrieked. Tt
is so written. For what other
reason have all these Luxuries
been bestowed only upon those
who live on the lower floors.
It is because the Ordainer has
Chosen Us. He has reversed
our whole Doctrine. Those on
the High Floors, they shall be
low under His Eyestalks, and
those on the low shall be High.
1t is Ordained!”

“Low is High and High is
low,” the crowd ac-

. corno&t-mgly

“To you, Balflig,” shouted
Teslot, “the first Ordained
Revelation was made! To
you”—he gestured around the
Artifact-filled  apartment—"
were the most Luxuries given.
Therefore, # is clearly indicat-
ed that you are to be our new
House Supervisor., Come, let
us oust the tyrannical Gzandor
from his post and let you as-
sume your rightful privileges
as First Ordained One.”

“But I wouldnt know what
to do,” Balfig demurred.

“Don't worry,” Teslot ad-
vised lim. “You just do what
1 tell you t0.”

“You go with Teslot, dear,”
Sl gnv said. “He knows .best.”

“High is low and low s
is High!” screeched the crowd.
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“Hooray!”

¢J OOK,” SAID Mr. Men-
denhall, “so we all make
mistakes. ..."”

“You want me to call the
copywriters off?” Mr, Villardi
demanded querulously. “After
they already got started? I do
wish you'd try out these nov-
eky tlems before you tum
them over to advertising.”

“But how was I 1o know
they would—in fact, I still
don't know they did. If you
ask me, M's just those god-
damned women's k

my bag until I went

And most of the ladies who

came to return thelr bags hap-

lo mention the same
thing. There's probably a lot
of ladies living on first and sec-
ond floors who haven’t had
any trouble at all.”

“Could we sell it as a low-
altitude ilem maybe?” Mr.
Mendall asked himself. “No,
that wouldn’t be practical. But
why, why, why should all this
have to happen to me?”

“You remnember what I said
about ohher people using the
other I

ress|”

“Mr. Mendenhall/” Miss
Nethercott protested. “Besides,
I lost my comb and my Mick-
ey Spillane, and I'm not care-
less.”

“Most efficient little work-
er I ever had,” the buyer mur-
mured bemusedly. “But where
could all that stuff they say
they've been losing go? Most
peculiar  coincidence—that's
what # musi be. Because,
we've checked the they
brought back—not a hole in

“Thens that hole into the
extra dimension,” Mr. Villardi
pointed out.

You know,” Miss Nether-
cott said brightly, “it’s funny
but I didn’t lose anything from

?” Mr. Vil-
lardi suggested. ‘“Well, just
suppose for instance lhey hap-
pen lo live higher up than we
No reason they should
start at our sea-level—no rea-
son they should be anything
like us, really. Anyhow, then
our hlgh Noors would coincide
with their first ones, and so
things would start getting over
to them only when—"
“Please, Villardil” the buy-
er pmtsted “1 got enough of
a headache without your con-
tributions.”
“But # seems to me like an
awfully

can't sell my more of the bags,
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m}rc? We would lose good

Mr. Mendenhall nodded in
sad agreement. '"Not onl
that, b\l we'e got to take ba:i
those we sold already, withowt
any questions. Nawrally the
customers can’t hold us re-
sponsible for the stuff that al-
legedly disappeared. They can
try, all right, but they haven't
a legal leg to stand on! And
I guess Prettyman and Smoot
will be able to stand the loss.
After all, if they want me to
keep in hot pursuit of the latest
thing, they've got 1o expect.-an
occasional (urkey.”

“A $35.95 turkey is one hell
of an expensie turkey,” Mr.
Villardi remarked.

Mr. Mendenhall ignored
him. “I guess we'll have to sell
out the whole consi at

lardi and Miss Nethercott al-
most simultaneously,

..8 worthy
charity?”

“I wean desiroy them, Men-
denhall,” Mr. Villardi  said.
"Te's absolutely the only thing
10 do. And, as you said, the
store can absorb the loss.”

Mendenhall rubbed his
dun "Yes and it'll be a legii-
mate tax deducuon, too. Guess
that is what we better do.
You're right, Villardi; 1 admit
it freely.” He sighed. “Alter
ali, what's a lousy ten thou-
sand bucks to Pretlyman and
Smoot? A drop in the bucket.
1 guess there's no great harm
done. We all made mislakes.”

“Live and learn,” said Miss
Nethercott.

“That's it

Mendenhall b

exactly.”” Mr.
d at her.

cost on a no return basis.”

“No!" exclaimed Mr. Vil-

THE END



