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Gravity, shmavity, how do you make

it pay off? Not, certainly, by op-

proaching . ..

THE

IMPROPER
AUTHORITIES

S SOON as Ronald Fleck-

er fully convinced him-
self that he had discovered in
his eccentric aunt’s cluttered
basement a small battery that
stored the force of gravity in-
stead of clectricity—a battery
that held in complete essence
the power of fuelless space-
flight, levitation, and any
number of lesser marvels—he
sat down to do some very se-
rious thinking.

The discovery had come
about while he was repairing
his aunt’s doorbell—one of
the innumerable small tasks
she hesitantly but in the end
always rather firmly set him,
although she had more than
enough money to hire profes-
sional household mechanics,
and that Ronald in any case
always felt obliged to dis-
charge in return for the

privilege of sleeping over her
garage. He had found the thin
wires in a monstrous tangle
close under the dusty rafters.
It turned out the system was-
n't even worked by a step-
down transformer but by dry
cells and some idiot had hook-
ed up the cells in parallel
rather than series, accounting
in large part for the doorbell’s
feeble performance. His aunt
recalled that the last person
before Ronald to revive the
doorbell had been the kindly
but abstracted and rather
smelly Dr. Yorn, the second-
to-last in her unending series
of spiritual counselors—a
yogi, medium, hypnotist,
dynamic psychologist, some-
thing like that. Mrs. Wycher-
ly liked variety and versatile
men, Dr. Yorn’s successor,
the gleaming-eyed and dap-
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per Mr. Espy, scemed equally
obliging and would almost
certainly have been willing to
tackle the doorbell, but now
Mrs. Wycherly had Ronald
for those things.

Ronald had picked out the
three freshest looking dry
cells, setting the other two,
which still had short bent
lengths of wire untidily at-
tached to their terminals,
dowr on the scarved top of an
upended trunk beside the
stepladder on which he was
working. It was still day out-
side, barely, although of
course he had a flashlight to
see up into the cobwebby
rafters, and just as he’'d about
connected up the three newer
looking cells properly, work-
ing a little gingerly because
of his apprehension of spid-
ers, a beam of yellow light
from the setting sun struck
brightly through one of the
low oblong windows and
across the top of the trunk. It
showed a lot move dust motes
tremoling in the air than
Ronald’s flashlight revealed,
and immediately Ronald felt
a sneeze coming on. But then
it showed something so much
more strange and arresting
that the sneeze never came
and Ronald quite forgot that
his nasal passages had bcen
tickling.
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One of the rejected bat-
teries carried attached to one
terminal a length of gray-in-
sulated wire so sharply curv-
ed that its other ond now
chanced to touch the other
terminal, shorting the battery
out—except that the battery
had looked to Romald too
dingy and old to have any
juice left to short.

The dust motes were whirl-
ing in orderly circles around
the wire, forming a dim tube
that curved from termmal to
terminal with the wire run-
ning down the center or axis
of the shadowy tube. The
circular orbiting of the dust
motes was clearest within an
inch of the wire, but even as
he watched he saw some of
the more distant motes begin
to take up the movement,
swinging in larger, slowevr
circles.

Ronald’s face grew blank
with attention. e Ileaned
down very slowly until his
eyes were only inches from
the phenomenon., Fearfully,
almost reverently he blew
softly at the wire. The motcs
eddied away wildly and then
almost immediately began to
resume their circling, those
nearest the wire taking it up
most quickly, then those fur-
ther off starting once more to
join in.

Ronald thought: There's a

FANTASTIC



Al the approach of Mr. Espy, a startled Ronald saw
the battery lift right out of his hands.
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force moving those particles.
They're in a force-field. If
they were powdered iron or
black iron oxide (but they
aren't) it would be a magnetic
field moving them, a magnetic
field created by an electric
current moving through the
wire, though I think it would
have to be a lot stronger cur-
rent than a dry cell could fur-
nish.

But the oparticles aren’t
iron or iron oxide (too heavy
to float in air, besides this has
to be just Wycherly base-
ment dust—ashes, lint, carth,
powdered wood and paper) so
it can’t be a magnetic field
that’'s moving them, though
they're moving exactly as if
they were in a force-field of
some sort. So it has lo be
gravity . . . a gravitic force-
field they’'re wmoving n, al
least that’s the only other
force I know of it could be.

An electric current moving
through a conductor creates
a mognetic fleld.

A what?-current . . . call it
a gravitic current anyway . ..
though it could be a magnetic
current , .. a gravitic current
moving through a conductor
creates a gravitic field.

The sunlight faded swiftly.
As the yellow beam moved
upward, dimming, its last
rays showed more and more
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dust motes pouring into the
vortex, joining in the fren-
zied yet orderly circling.

As the dark bascment twi-
light closed in, Ronald reach-
ed out and grasped the
battery protectively, posses-
sively. With his other hand he
bent the wire away from the
terminal, Already he had be-
gun to worry about the bat-
tery running down.,

A minute or so later it oc-
curred to him to use his flash-
light to examine the battery
more closely. It was a dis-
tinctly smaller cylinder than
the other dry cells, he saw
now—only about five inches
high and an inch-and-a-half
in diameter—and it had no
cardboard sheath around it,
which had becn the chief
reason he’d thought of it as
older and more likely to be
completely exhausted than
the others. And the termin-
als, although of the screw-on,
knurled-nut type, didn't seem
to be brass, but something
grayer, like the zine, or what-
ever it was, of the battery’s
body.

He tried to force himself to
think in a systematic way
about the possible source of
the thing, granting that it
really was a gravity battery
—something that another
part of his mind was already
working out delightful ways
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to check. Let’s see, he thought,
it could be a genuine gravity
battery manufactured as such
by human beings engaged in
secret government-sponsored
anti-gravity research either
i this country or elsewhere
—there are such projects—
though then how it should get
into Aunt Wycherly’s base-
ment seems to require very
weird assumptions. Or else—
my God, this gets fantastic—
it could come from off this
carth and have been manufac-
tured by extra-terrestrials—
got to consider every possi-
bility—though that involves
ns i even more weird as-
sumptions.

Or it could just have hap-
pened. I mean the battery
could have started out as an
ordinary battery, but sitting
here in Aunt Wycherly's
basement and undergoing all
sorts of rhythmical tempera-
ture changes and God knows
what else, the chemicals in it
could have been transformed
into substances generating a
current—gravitic, magnetic,
how should I know what jar-
gon to wuse?—that in turn
creates a gravitic field, Like
spontaneous combustion. or
something. Old rags. That's
not unusual,

Or it could all be illusion or
[reak air currents.

Or I could just be going
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nuts—that’'s something to
keep in mind too.

But while Ronald was mak-
ing his brain hammer out
these possibilities, another
section of his thoughts was
darting around like kittens to
investigate all sorts of won-
derful ideas, making use of
the thirty years’ rag-tag ac-
cumulation of information in
Ronald’s mind—a quite re-
markable and varied assort-
ment. For one thing he was
thinking that since this base-
ment phenomenon behavad so
much like magnatism, it must
be a dipolar gravity field he
had here, promising both
positive and negative gravity
if properly harnessed; that is,
not only gravitic attraction
but gravitic repulsion—in
other words, antigravity, the
secret of rocketless space-
flight! There were ways to
check that, of course. And
what was the wonderful stuff
that flowed through the wire
and made the field grab and
the motes spin? Gravitie
fluid, could you call it? Liquid
gravity ? Was it particles, like
electrons? Gravitrons, would
you call them? Hell, nobody
really understood electricity
yet! Still—

“Ronald, why are you tak-
ing so long? Mr, Espy will be
coming soon and I don’t want
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to have to watch for him at
the window.”

Ronald looked down at
his aunt’s pudgy, thin-lipped
face, realizing that she had
come creaking and clumping
all the way down to the base-
ment without his being aware
of it. He nodded slowly at her
without a word, put away the
battery he was holding, and
like 2 man in a dream began
to make the last connections
in the bell system.

The bell rang strongly at
the first test. Mrs. Wycherly
thanked Ronald profusely in
the kitchen and seemed on the
point of bringing up some
additional matter, but just
then Ronald rather abruptly
wandered off toward the
garage, still acting like a man
in a dream.

Mrs. Wycherly made a lit-
tle humorous face. She’d been
debating giving Ronald two
dollars for his labors and had
almost decided to, but if he
chose to go mooning off that
way ...

She was still wondering,
too, why he had so carefully
put one of her batteries into
the inside breast pocket of his
coat, buttoning the coat after-
wards. It was almost like a
psychiatric symptom, with
some deep symbolic meaning
—perhaps she should ask Mr.
Espy about it. But no, Ron-
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ald probably just wanted it
for something in the garage.
Well, she wouldn’t grudge it
to him, though of course he
ought to have asked her first.

Convincing himself that his
find really was a gravity bat-
tery occupied Ronald most of
the night and next day. He
made his tests with great
care, only after thinking each
through in detail first, he kept
them as few and brief as his
delight and wonder would let
him, The possibility of the
battery running down had be-
gun to prey on his mind more
and more seriously, especially
after a search of the basement
next morning revealed no
more dry cells of similar ap-
pearance.

The chief test, or rather
set of tests, involved making
a coil of the wire joining the
terminals, so as to give direc-
tion and greater power to the
gravitic licld, exactly as one
would do in making an elec-
tromagnet. The most ob-
vious and interesting cylinder
around which to wind the coil
was the battery itself. Ronald
started out with just a dozen
loops, winding the wire down
the body of the battery from
one terminal and returning it
through the air to the other.

The result was more than
gratifying. Hecld terminals-
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end-up the Dbattery almost
doubled n weight as soon as
he connected the coil. Of
course he was just judging
the weight by feel, but he was
sure he couldn’'t be fooling
himself to that degree. More-
over, the coils strained toward
the floor in that position,
tending to creep along the
cylinder and bunch together.
(In later tests he made a point
of anchoring them individ-
ually with adhesive tape.)

Held terminals - end - down
the battery wweighed almost
nothing at all. It seemed as
light as if it were a painted
balsa-wood model of itself.
The transition from twice-
weight to no-weight, as felt
by his hand, was as mys-
teriously alarming and de-
lightful as a mild electric
shock.

Clearly the gravitic field
was dipolar as he’d surmised.
The terminal-end was the
negative or repulsive pole,
seeking to push away from
the earth—or push the earth
away! The other end was the
positive or attractive one. (A
hit later he discovered what
he told himself he should have
guessed at once: that if he
wound the coil the opposite
way, say clockwise instead of
counter-clockwise, it reversed
the poles—they really had
nothing to do with the loca-
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tion of the terminals on the
battery.)

For light objects nearby,
the battery’s tiny gravitic
field was more powerful than
that of the earth—a circum-
stance that shouldn’t surprise
him, Ronald reminded him-
self, as earth’s center of grav-
ity was 4,000 miles away
while the battery’s was right
in his hand. The attractive
pole would snatch a cork off
the floor from the height of
two feet—he could actually
see the cork falling upward
faster and faster—while the
repulsive pole would bat away
the same cork dropped on it
from above. And the attrac-
tive pole always became cov-
ered with dust when used,
while the other pole stayed
clean.

Brought close to his fore-
arm, the repulsive pole made
a shallow, saucer-shaped
dimple in the flesh, while the
attractive one tugged at the
tissue in a way that somehow
felt deeper than suction.

It was vastly exciting to say
the very least, and Ronald
could hardly wait to step up
the power of the field by in-
creasing the number of turns
in the coil—this being one of
the times when his delight
and wonder got the better of
him.
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However, he retained at
least minimal prudence and
added only six turns. He told
himself that if the effect
wasn’t enough, he could al-
ways add more.

He was glad that he had
been conservative, The re-
pulsive pole was downward
when he touched the return
wire to the second terminal,
and the battery tugged his
‘hand sharply upward, as if it
were, not a small, but say a
medium-size bird trying to
escape. Or maybe a weather
balloon. The sensation was
peculiarly  delightful — his
hand was not only tugged but
indescribably tickled (pre--
sumably by the curving com-
ponents of the dipolar gravitic
field) —and despite his con-
cern about the battery run-
ning down, it was all Ronald
could do not to stand there all
night holding the up-surging
battery with a happy, dazed
smile on his face.

And in fact Ronald did not
disconnect it right away.
He'd got the impression that
the wire of the coil had
changed color in some way
and on an impulse he switched
off the light he’d been work-
ing by, a hanging and unshad-
ed 150-watt globe (which he
kept secret from his aunt, for
she had a thing about wasting
electricity and kept nothing
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stronger than 40 watts in her
whole mansion).

The consequences were
sudden, spectacular, and al-
most disastrous.

In the darkness the coil
was outlined in bright white
light.

Ronald was so startled that
he opened his hand.

The white-spiraled battery
sprang upward and for an in-
stant Ronald had the dreadful
fear that the thing had got
away from him forever, and
from the earth too, although
he knew very well that the
ceiling of his garage apart-
ment must stop it.

But then almost imme-
diately, without touching the
ceiling, the thing flipped over,
dove down, and hit the floor
with a sharp crack.

Its light went out.

Ronald’s feelings were in-
tense and mixed. I{e was re-
lieved that the battery hadn’t
escaped, doubly relieved to
discover that apparently it
couldn’t escape from earth—
that released repulsive pole
down it would simply flip
over and dive. (There was the
possibility that he had start-
ed the battery flipping over
with a twist of his hand when
he released it, but that possi-
bility didn’t bulk large in his
mind.)
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And of course, beyond all
else, he was fearful that the
fall had somehow ruined the
battery forever. For instance,
if its ability to generate grav-
itic energy depended on some
rare and delicate spontaneous
chemical transformation that
had taken place inside it,
then even something as slight
as a sudden jar might well re-
verse the transformation.

He switched on the light
and picked up the battery as
if it were a wounded bird. He
was considerably relieved to
find that the wire had jarred
loose from one of the termi-
nals. He reconnected it, the
battery surged in his hand,
and his relief was complete.

But thereafter his careful-
ness was doubled and also
tainted with suspicion.

He made a number of other
interesting discoveries about
the battery besides the epi-
phenomenon of the white
glow. For instance, it turned
out to be the insulation on the
wire that carried the gravitic
current. A bare copper wire
didn't work at all. A nylon
cord worked beautifully, pro-
vided he wrapped it in tinfoil
so that it didn’t short itself
out. In fact, there seemed to
be a half dozen new sciences
implicit in the battery and
Ronald would have liked noth-
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ing better than to spend the
next six months in investigat-
ing them all, provided he had
a dozen batteries to work
with, or even just one to hold
in reserve,

That was the fly in the
ointment, of course. His bat-
tery was goose and golden egg
rolled into one, a bird in ‘the
hand but none at all in the
bushes. So about the middle
of the next afternoon he sat
down to do some serious, real-
ly serious thinking—meaning
of course thinking about how
he could use his great discov-
ery to profit himself,

First he carefully locked
away the battery and went
out into the garden to medi-
tate it through, but he found
he couldn’t bear to be that far
away from his find, so he
went back to his garage apart-
ment and sat beside the win-
dow that looked into the gar-
den, feeling a little giddy
from lack of sleep.

His aunt had noted his ab-
stracted and somewhat agitat-
ed behavior, however, from
one of her lace-curtained
watch-windows, just as she'd
early that morning been
aware of him poking around
in the basement without her
permission. She frowned, re-
membering his distinctly odd
behavior with her battery.
She hadn't discussed the mat-
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ter with Mr. Espy yesterday
but she decided she certainly
would tonight.

Serious thinking is always
apt to be a somewhat chilling
business, The more Ronald
applied his mind to the prob-
lem of how to make money
out of one small and presum-
ably irreplacable gravitic and
antigravitic battery, the chil-
lier the prospects came to look
to him.

One thing he was fatalis-
tically certain of from the
start: that if he reported his
find to any “proper authori-
ties” (military, scientific, in-
dustrial, academie, govern-
mental—authorities are al-
ways governmental to the
end) he would get nothing
whatever for himself except
trouble. To begin with—
the governmental authorities
would know very well wheth-
er one of their secret projects
had or had not started to
manufacture gravitic batter-
ies. In either case they would
grab the battery—either for
safekeeping or for feverish
secret research into its mys-
teries—and at the same time
loudly proclaim that it did
not exist. Ronald’s protests
would be laughed at. He would
be left out in the cold or, more
likely, grabbed himself and
awarded a lifetime of protec-

80

tive custody and unending in-
terrogation. Where a discov-
ery of such fabulous military
importancee as antigravity
was concerned, an individual’s
rights just wouldn’t count.
Perhaps he could investi-
gate the battery himself, care-
fully open it and find out
what made it work? Ronald’s
reaction to this idea  was
simply to shudder. True, he
fancied a bit his talent for
scientific thinking, but he
wasn't that cgotistical. Cut-
ting or prying the Dbattery
open in hope of discovering
its secrets struck Ronald as
some seven degrees more un-
promising than an infant tak-
ing apart a gold wristwatch
to find out what made it
work. This seemed particular-
ly to the point as Ronald now
inclined more and more to the
theory -that the battery was
something that had been spon-
taneously generated in his
aunt’s bascment by complex
cycles of temperature change
or the like—which also
brought him back once more
to the fact that he only had
one battery, that as far as he
knew there was only one on
Earth. And if that were the
case, why the chances were
that the properest scientific
authorities in the world
wouldn’t be any too success-
ful in probing the battery’s
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secrets. They'd play with it—
at a little more sophisticated
level than himself, to be sure
—until its power gave out,
and then dissect it into micro-
scopic slides and peer and
poke at it, and like as not end
up knowing little or nothing
more than at the first testing.

These genera! considera-
tions also made Ronald shy
away from the plan of find-
ing and privately enlisting
the services of some brilliant
young technician or engineer-
ing student, or offering such
a person a partnership in the
battery.

Perhaps he could sell the
battery? No, any substantial
businessman would be fearful-
lv suspicious of such an offer.
Ile'd think it was the Keeley
motor over again or some
perpetual motion crank or the
powder that added to water
makes gasoline, Ronald could
arrange brilliant demonstra-
tions, of course, but the more
hrilliant they were the more
his prospect would suspect
trickery. Experts would have
to be called in and he would
be back once more with the
proper authorities, who would
be snatching at his battery
with rapacious fingers.

Suppose he were to find a
millionaire gambler and bet
him that — Ronald irritably
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shook his head. In the first
place he didn’t know any such
gamblers or how to approach
them and in the second place
the last thing a Bet-a-million
Gates would bet on was some-
thing that looked like a cast-
iron certainty to win. The
maker of such a tempting offer
would be bound to have some-
thing up his sleeve.

Maybe he could use the bat-
tery to put on a magic or spir-
itualist act? Causing some-
thing to float without wires, or
levitating small objects in a
slightly darkened room for the
edification of wealthy crack-
pots like his aunt—do the Pol-
tergeist bit. Now that, Ronald
told himself, was cutting his
problem down close to size.
The trouble was, of course, as
with so many other plans, that
the battery would eventually
run down and probably sooner
than later. But more than that,
the magic-act plan ran up
against the objection that Ron-
ald simply wasn’t even a pass-
able third-rate showman or
conman and knew it very well.

Sitting in his chilly hole-
over-a-garage and gazing out
at the darkening garden—for
a full twenty-four hours had
passed since his great discov-
ery—Ronald gave an irritated
little sigh. His utter incapacity
as a showman and conman was
an old sore point with him.
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Why, as long as ten years ago
he’d been the one to get his
aunt interested in occultism,
but had he reaped any of the
benefits of her craze? No!
That had been reserved for the
slick operators like Mr. Espy,
Dr. Yorn, and their dozen or
so predecessors. They’d taken
hundreds, thousands of dollars
from her over the years.
She’d even sent money by mail
to Tibet, Ceylon and Southern
California “to further occult
research,” while he, who'd
started the whole thing, was
lucky if from time to time he
got a few cans of corned beef
hash or spaghetti from her
pantry hoard!

Not that Ronald lay awake
nights scheming how to mur-
der his aunt without being sus-
pected or how to defraud her
on a large scale. He wasn't
that sort of person at all, He
just grieved occasionally that
aman with a commanding
gaze and a confident pseudo-
professional manner should be
able to charm a twenty-dollar
bill out of someone else’s
pocket and into his own, while
he, with ten times the educa-
tion, ingenuity, and honest
idealism, couldn’t!

Now +f I just had the kind
of cheap ability that a Yorn or
an Espy has, Ronald told him-
self, I'd figure out a dozen
childishly simple ways to
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profit from this battery and,
what's more important, I'd
have the nerve and know-how
to put them into action.

He shook his head and shiv-
ered, He'd just had a vision of
himself, days or months hence,
the battery completely dead,
finally going to the “proper
authorities” with a crazed
gleam in his eyes and assuring
them that, yes, once this bat-
tery had held gravitic en-
ergy ...

What I obviously need, he
told himself, s an tmproper
authority.

His gaze lit on Mr. Espy and
his aunt talking at the far end
of the garden. Almost at once
his aunt went inside and Mr.
Espy lit a cigarette and began
to stroll.

Normally Ronald was any-
thing but a man of action, but
sleeplessness and desperation
had transformed him. He
grabbed the battery and com-
pleted the connection. It glow-
ed brilliantly and surged pow-
erfully upward in his hand,
the coil consisting now of some
twenty turns of tinfoil-wrap-
ped nylon. Ronald headed for
the garden.

Strike while the tron is hot,
he told himself exultantly.
Espy’s my man. With this to
show him and let him feel it
won’t take me twenty seconds
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to make my pitch. And with
his conmning ability and my
battery ...

Ronald certainly did make
an arresting sight as he hur-
ried through the darkening
garden, holding high his glow-
ing hand. Mr. Espy stopped
dead and stared at Ronald.

There was something pecu-
liar about the stare, though. It
seemed to Ronald to go
through him like a knife. In-
tending to startle, Ronald
found himself startled in re-
turn . . . momentarily almost
paralyzed.

He realized with horror that
the battery had sprung from
his limp fingers.

He waited for it to flip over
and crash, thanking God that
the ground was soft.

It didn’t flip over. Buzzing
faintly now and seeming to
spin, it bulleted straight up-
ward at ever-inereasing veloc-
ity, one more bright point of
light headed toward the first
stars of evening.

It faded and was gone for-
ever,

Ronald realized that Mr.
Espy had hold of his shoulder
and was shaking him.

“Young man!” Mr. Espy
was saying, “Do you realize
that you possess astounding
occult powers? That was the
most impressive demonstra-
tion of telekinesis I have ever
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witnessed in a long and rather
far-flung life!”

Lieutenant J. C. Arnold and
S. Abramson, USAF, were on a
routine jet mission at 30,000
feet when the phenomenon
shot by them at a distance of
only a few yards, its velocity
now considerable.

“Jack, a meteor!” the sec-
ond gasped.

“Be your age, Sammy,” the
first admonished him. “Would
a shooting star shoot up?”’ He
paused before adding, “But
what could it have been?”

Rather later that evening
Myr. Espy was preparing a sort
of telegram for transmission,
though not by Western Union.
It read in part:

You will also be pleased
to hear that the last of the
batteries the saintly Yorn
absent-mindedly distributed
around in his chuckle-head-
ed way before he was reas-
signed to a less critical post,
has been located and safely
disposed of. It is no longer
on Earth. One worry less
for all of us! To get it away
painlessly from the young
human who had discovered
it and was beginning to
probe its more superficial
powers, I was forced to em-
ploy what on this planet
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they quaintly called “the
whammy.” He was most
startled and considerably
grieved to see the bat-
tery star-trend, having ap-
parently not anticipated all
the consequences of the gy-
ral effect or the cube law on
the coils. I calmed him and
reconciled him in part to his
loss without having to wipe
his memory.

THE END
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So . . . our observation
station on Sol Three is once
more reasonably secure
from discovery. It will not
be necessary now to find
new patrons—we can con-
tinue to depend for local
financing on Mrs. Wycherly
and the other ladies who un-
knowingly but so very kind-
ly support our little enter-
prise.



