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it’s a tremendous bother to find yourself weighing
less than nothing, but even such a phenomenon can be
turned to perofit. Take horse-racing for instance ...

“Uncle Herman," said Jack. "Meet Mr.
Harkness. He didn't believe about you,
to | brought him in to convince him"




T served Jack damn good and right for talking so
much. I finished the last handful of salted pea-
nuts while he was telling the one about the old

maid school teacher and the stammering salesman.

After that we took a gander at the refrigerator and

discovered we’d polished off all the beer, so Jack said

let’s go to bed. So we did.

It was plenty drowsy and the bed felt good. But I
still had my worries, you understand. In spite of Jack
and his friendly chatter, there was still the Gold
Stakes for me to fret about. And my nag, Printer’s
Ink. And the idiotic 126-pound impost the track of-
ficials had slapped on him.

I lay there for awhile, though, thinking what a swell
guy Jack was, and wondering what in hell he had been
so mysterious about. He’'d said he had figured the
way out for me, and he'd laughed when he said “way.”
So I’d spent all that day waiting, and now I was wait-
ing for sleep to come and get me.
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And then suddenly I heard it. A little pitty-pat
sound from the room below mine. No, not the room.
It was more as if someone were scraping the ceiling.

I thought, “Mice?” But I knew it wasn’t mice.
So I thought, “Rats?” But that was wrong, too. Then
I thought, “Hey, burglars!” and sat up in bed. I
yelled, “Jack!”

Jack stopped sloshing water around and came out
of the bathroom, “Whazzup?” he said.

“Listen,” I told him, “there’s somebody downstairs.
You got a gun? It sounds to me like—"

Jack cocked his head and listened for a second.
Then he grinned.

“Oh, that? That’s just Uncle Herman.”

“Uncle Herman? I didn’t know how you had an
uncle.”

“Can I help it if I have relatives? He came here to
live with us a couple of months ago.”

I said, “What are you trying to do, kid me? Uncle
Herman wasn’t at dinner tonight. And besides, if
that’s his room below mine, he’s either nine feet tall
or he has wings. Those sounds are coming from the
cedling of that room!”

Jack looked embarrassed. “Yeah,” he said.

“What do you mean—yeah?”

He said, “Look, Bill, I'll tell you all about it in the
morning. That’s the answer I had in mind for you,
only I couldn’t do anything about it today. You see,
Uncle Herman is a little—well, odd.”

“Oh,” I said. “I'm sorry, Jack. I didn’t know.”

Jack’s face darkened. He said stiffty, “Don’t be
a dope. He’s not off his button. He’s perfectly nor-
mal mentally. His trouble is—well, I guess you’d say
physical.”

I agreed with him. “You’ve got something there,
pal. He’s twelve feet tall and folds up like a jack-
knife. What’s he doing now? Standing on his head
and tap-dancing on the ceiling?”

“He’s—" began Jack. Then he shrugged. “Oh, to
hell with it! Come along!”

“Where?” I asked.. “It’s getting kind of late.”

“You wouldn’t believe it if I told you. And I'm as
impatient as you are. Come on!”

SO we went downstairs. Jack knocked on the door
of the room just below mine and a pleasant voice
called:

“Comein! Comein!” Sowe wentin.

That is, Jack went in. I fellin. It hadn’t occurred
to me that there might be anything abnormal about
the doorway, so I didn’t even notice that it began
about a foot above the floor level. As a result I took
a nosedive over the portal and made a three-point
landing on my -puss. .

It knocked me groggy for a minute. That’s the
main reason why, when I staggered to my feet, I went
panicky over what I saw. I took one horrified look
around me, then made a flying tackle for the only
substantial thing in a cockeyed universe—the chan-
delier a few feet before me.

I wrapped my arms around this and held on for
dear life. I guess I must have yelled, too. If I didn’t,
someone else must have been squawking.

“Jack! For God’s sake get me down out of here!”

Then Jack’s size twelves were beside my nose, and
he was lifting me up, saying:

“Take it easy, guy. It’s all right.”

All right! All I could figure was that either I had
suddenly become drunk, or that the world had gone
haywire, or that Congress, in secret session, had re-
pealed the Law of Gravity. Because the room was
upside down! Completely, perfectly, illogically up-
side down!

The “floor” on which we stood was actually the ceil-
ing. It was neatly papered to match the walls. The
room had two windows, and in each of these the cur-
tains were carefully draped skyward. Some pictures
on the walls were topsy-turvy, the light fixtures were
reversed.

And up above— Well, if you want to know what
it looked like, stop reading this and stare at your ceil-
ing. Try to imagine you’re up there looking down.
Get it? That’s what the furniture looked like to me.
I hollered again and grabbed at Jack, ducking out
from under a divan that looked like any second it
would drop and smack me on the conk.

Then came the killer-diller. The same voice that
had asked us to come in now spoke again, this time
somewhat petulantly.

“John, what’s the matter with your friend? Is he
intoxicated?”

I looked up. There, calmly seated in one of those
upside-down chairs, staring down at me with an ex-
pression of mild annoyance, was a chubby, pink-
cheeked elderly gentleman in dressing gown and car-
pet slippers.

Jack said, “Uncle Herman, this is Bill Harkness,
my friend. He runs horses. He’s spending the week-
end with us.”

Uncle Herman said, “Well, he doesn’t have to be
so noisy about it, does he?”

But he rose and took three steps across the floor—
I mean the ceiling—no, I mean the floor—oh, to hell
with it! Then, gravely, he leaned down and shook
my hand.

For an instant I had a sensation of curious lightness.
I didn’t know whether he was going to pull me up with
him, or whether I was going to drag him down to my
level. But nothing happened. And then Jack said:

“Bill heard you walking around, Uncle. He couldn’t
understand it. So, knowing you were still up, I thought
I'd bring him down to meet you.”

NCLE HERMAN nodded, beaming.

right, John. Very thoughtful of you.”

He smiled at me. I guess it was a smile. From my

angle, the corners of his mouth turned down instead
of up. He said, almost proudly: .
“I suppose you are wondering about—all this?’

I was indeed. 1 was wondering about a room which

“Quite
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had on its ceiling chairs, tables, bookcases, divans—
all carefully bolted and fastened. More particularly,
I was wondering about a man who could live in such a
room,

I said, “If you don’t mind, I'd like to know how
the—I mean, what causes—"

“To be honest,” confessed Uncle Herman, “I don’t
know myself. That is, not yet. However, I've been
working hard on the problem, and have several
theories.” He nodded toward his bookcase. ‘“You
see, it all began about three or four months ago. Until
then, I was just the same as other men. Wasn't I,
“John?”

“Hm-m,” said Jack.

Uncle Herman folded his newspaper loosely, laid
it on his knee. Instantly it cascaded toward the floor.
I grabbed it and handed it back to him. This time
he tucked it into his bookcase.

“Thank you, Harkness. As I was saying, it began
about four months ago. I was doing some research
in my laboratory — I am, or was, an experimental
chemist, you know—when suddenly I experienced a
strange, lifting sensation. I distinctly felt my feet
move a few inches off the floor.

“In a few seconds the feeling passed. Naturally I
said nothing about it to my associates. I assumed it
to be merely a giddy spell, a moment of vertigo. But
a few days later—"

“Yes?” I said.

“A few days later, while having dinner at a down-
town restaurant, it happened again. This time I floated
a full twelve inches off the floor. It was only by ex-
erting a strenuous effort that I succeeded in pulling
myself down.

“In the course of this—er—unfortunate incident,
I upset a glass of water. Thus I attracted some at-
tention to myself. I assure you, it was most embar-
rassing. Most!”

He looked at me as if expecting some comment. But
I said nothing. How the hell can you tell a guy you’re
sorry he’s a human blimp?

Uncle Herman shrugged and continued. “The
restaurant incident caused me some alarm. I visited
a physician, who assured me I was in perfect health.
But at his office, during the examination, I discovered
one other peculiar fact. My weight. I weighed only
one twenty-four!”

I said, “One twenty-four? But surely, sir—"

Uncle Herman beamed. “I know. I look much
heavier, don’t I? My build is that of a man of one
-seventy-eight; which, in fact, was my weight before
this—er—all began.

“But apparently some strange chemical reaction,
possibly the result of my experiments, had assumed
control of my body. For as the weeks passed, I ex-
perienced with increasing regularity these spells of
‘falling upward’. And after each spasm, I found that
I had lost a little more weight! I dropped to ninety-
three, then to seventy, to thirty-one. Until, finally—"

“But, sir!” I interrupted. “That’s impossible!

Why, your bones alone would weigh more than that!”

“Until finally,” continued Uncle Herman imper-
turbably, “I attained my present weight. Which, for
some weeks now, has remained static. And that weight
is—minus twelve!”

I ROSE. I must have looked sort of grim. I was

fed up with this nonsense and more than a little bit
sore at both Jack and his precious “Uncle Herman.”
How they had devised and accomplished this trick, I
had no idea. But I knew it was a gag. Clever, yes—
but a trick. And a dirty one. Robbing a guy of a
night’s sleep—

I said, “Well, thanks for the bedtime story, boys.
Now, if you'll excuse me—"

Jack looked at Uncle Herman and said, regretfully:

“I'm sorry, Uncle. I thought he’d understand.”

Uncle Herman looked none too pleased. “I wish
you would select your friends from the more intelli-
gent—" He sighed. “Oh, well. I'll show him, if you
wish.”

I said, “Show me what? What'’s the next act?” and
reached for a cigarette.

Jack stopped me. He said, “If you don’t mind,
Bill—Uncle detests the odor of tobacco smoke.”

So I shoved the fag back in my pocket and Jack
disappeared. When he returned he was lugging the
bathroom scales. He put them on the floor—our floor,
you know, not Uncle Herman’s. And he reached up
a hand to Uncle Herman.

“All right, Uncle,” he said.

Uncle Herman said, “The weight first, John.” _

“Oh, yes.” Jack disappeared again. This time
he brought back a big weight, the kind they use in
warehouses.

He said, “Look, Bill!” and placed it on the scales.
The dial spun to read “20.”

I said, “Ta-da-daaah! So it weighs twenty pounds.
So what?”

“Well,” said Jack, “here’s what. Ready, Uncle?”

He handed Uncle Herman the weight. Immediately
the chubby little man began floating floorward, turn-
ing as he came down. He landed, puffing slightly, on
his feet before me. I saw then that he wasn't a tall
man; just an ordinary, friendly looking little old
Dutchman. He was holding on to the twenty-pound
weight for dear life.

He said, “I believe this will convince you, Mr. Hark-
ness, that my story is no exaggeration—"

And he stepped onto the scales.

I took one look, then gulped. Then I looked again
and gulped some more. Because the dial of that in-
strument hovered, despite the twenty-pound weight
and the additional weight of Uncle Herman, at the
figure “8"1

I said, “Hey! But that’s impossible! Nobody can
weigh less than—"

“Oh, yes,” interrupted Uncle Herman pleasantly.
“J can. As a matter of fact, I do. Here, John.”

He handed back the weight, and immediately floated
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ceilingward again, somersauiting very capably as he
went so that he was finally upside down to us again.
His voice continued as rationally as if everything were
quite in order.

“You see, there are several possible theories to ex-
plain my—er—peculiarity.

“As I told you, this unusual trait first manifested
itself as a result of some chemical experiments I was
conducting. Unfortunately I have no idea just which
. experiment was responsible for my—er—change.

HE paused a moment. “I had made several small

experiments on the day in question. One in-
volved a study of lighter-than-air gases, another had
to do with magnetic inductions, a third was concerned
with the isolation of neutronium particles.

“It is possible that I in some way counter-magnet-
ized myself against the attraction of Mother Earth. As
you undoubtedly know, Earth is a strongly charged
electronic particle in the macrocosmos. Einstein* has
shown us that electricity, magnetism and gravitation
are three manifestations of one underlying principle.
Therefore it is possible that I received a charge op-
posite that of Earth’s polarity—you understand?”

“No,” I said.

He sighed. “Well, there is another possible ex-
planation. It may be that in some way, one of the
chemicals I was dabbling with acted as a catalyst, al-
tering the chemical structure of my body—perhaps I
should say the ionic structure — so that the atoms
which are a part of me became neutronium atoms.”

“New—new what?”’ I asked him.

“Neutronium. A—er—fearfully heavy condensa-
tion of matter. You see, if by some necromancy my
bodily atoms had been converted into neutronium, I
would have a potential weight equal to that of Earth,
despite my lesser mass. In other words, my gravita-
tion would counterbalance that of the Earth itself. I
would weigh—"

“Wait a minute,” I gasped. “You mean you'd ac-
tually weigh as much as the Earth?”

“A trifle more. I would weigh, in round figures, six
thousand million, million, million tons and — er —
twelve pounds.”

I glared at him, but he didn’t even crack a smile.
The little twerp was serious about all this! I said,
sort of hoarselike, I guess.

“And the third possibility?”

He smiled beatifically. “Now we come to the most
likely of all. It is my honest belief that in some un-
usual fashion, the nitrogen elements of my physique
have been superseded by elements of helium-—thus
making me considerably lighter than air! I have not
yet been able to prove this to my own satisfaction.
Nitrogen only accounts for two and one-half percent
of the human body. It would seem that—"

*A refugee from Nazi Germany, Dr. Albert Einstein, discoverer
of the theory of relativity, is now living in Princeton, N. J., where
be is a member of the Institute for Advanced Study.—Ed.

“It would seem that,” I interrupted him dizzly, “I
lost track of what you're talking about a half hour
ago! If it’s all the same to you, I think I'll go back
to bed.”

So I did. And this time, leaving the room, I was
careful to step over the sill as I went out.

I DIDN’T sleep very well that night. I finally got

to bye-bye land about three-thirty, but even there
I had no release from the tormenting thoughts Uncle
Herman’s tale had inspired. I dreamed all night that
I was falling into the sky, grabbing at treetops and
mountain peaks as I soared starward. And even my
unconscious was wondering what Jack had meant by
saying that be had my way out. He hadn’t told me
yet, and I had been too dizzy to ask. Just that damned
mysterious smile lingering on his good-natured face

. and there was Printer’s Ink running fourth, fifth

. lingering on his good-natured face and now it
was merging with a lunar crater that was coming up
to swallow me whole.

“Jack!” I was yelling, suddenly, sitting up in bed.

He came running down the hall, his robe half off.
“Told you not to eat so fast,” he said, sleepily. “In-
digestion?”

“Only mental,” I said. The sweat was running down
me. ‘“Listen, if you don’t come out with an answer or
two, I'm going to leave here in the morning for a
sanitarium.”

“I know a good one,” he answered. “Specializes in
horse players.” He yawned and sat down on my bed.
“Here, wipe that honest perspiration off your brow.
Now then, the trouble with you is that impost, isn't
it?”

“Oh-h-h,” I groaned, “that impost. A hundred and
twenty-six pounds. Damn those stewards.”

“Let me get it straight again. They put that impost
on, which means that your horse has to carry 126
pounds either in the jockey’s weight, or in some other
additional weight to reach that figure?”

I nodded, dully.

“Ever think what Uncle Herman could do to weight
requirements?”’ said Jack, idly.

It was as if somebody had jabbed me with a live
wire. “What?” I screamed. “Do you mean—"

“Take it easy,” said Jack, sitting down on me. “No,
Uncle Herman can’t ride. I said take it easy. Let me
finish. I said I had the way out, though, remember?
Way: w-e-i-g-h,” he spelled, laughing. “I've worked
out the most sensational gag you ever heard. See
how you like it.”

Still sitting on me, and I confess it was necessary,
he outlined his idea to me. When he finished I had a
fever. “It can’t work,” I said, almost crying. “It’s
fantastic. It can’t possibly—"

“You still don’t know Uncle Herman,” Jack said,
gravely, with that lousy twinkle coming back to his
eyes. ‘In the moming, we’ll ask Uncle Herman if
he’ll play with us, He’s a nice egg.”

Nice? He was wonderful. I didn’t sleep any more
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that night, if you want te quibble and call what had
happened te me before, sleep. But in the morning we
all had a short talk. And then we made plans.

OU know the Gold Stakes. It’s the second richest

race in the United States. $75,000 added. Lim-
ited to those thoroughbreds selected by the Stakes
Committee as the “outstanding racers of the year.”

My horse, Printer’s Ink, was one of the invitees by
virtue of victories in the Rose Challenge, and at Nar-
ragansett and Churchill Downs. The other danger-
ous entries were Freda, the gallant filly who had won
the Pimlico Special, and Jolly Tar, victor at Saratoga
and the Flamingo.

The trouble was the handicapping of the stewards.
The filly, Freda, had been assigned only 112 pounds.
Jolly Tar had been imposted with 120. And here I
was — or rather here Printer’s Ink was — spotted
against the finest field in horsedom with a top weight
of 126!

That in itself was enough to lengthen odds against
him. When we reached the track the afternoon of
the big race, the pari-mutuel boards told the story.
The public had established Jolly Tar as the favorite
at 3 to 2. Freda was 5 to 2. And Printer’s Ink was
barely ahead of the ruck with a wager rating of 4 to 1.

Uncle Herman, who was sitting in the back seat of
our car, bundled in an overcoat the pockets of which
we had loaded with shot to keep him stable, glanced
at the boards and cluck-clucked.

“Dear me, Harkness! It doesn’t_look as if your
horse is strongly favored.”

“Why should he be?” I asked.
top load. But we’ll fix that!
ing room.”

We found the Committee sitting in judgment on the
jockeys soon te ride in the big race. My boy, little
Teddy Symes, saw me and came over disconsolately.

“I've weighed in, Mr. Harkness. I tipped the scales
at one hundred, so I've got to carry twenty-six pounds
on the side.”” He was far from happy about it. “They
shouldn’t oughta do us like this. Geez—"

“It’s okay, Teddy,” I told him. “We’re win-
ning.”

I went to the table just as a burst of cheering from
outside told that the fourth race had ended, that the
Stakes was to begin within a few minutes.

I said, ‘“Well, gentlemen, you are quite satisfied with
my jockey?” .

The chairman nodded. ‘‘Quite, Mr. Harkness. I'm
sorry we found it necessary to burden Printer’s Ink
with so great an impost, but—"

“Oh, that!” I grinned and waved a hand in what I
hoped was an airy fashion. “Think nothing of it.
Matter of fact, you didn’t give Printer’s Ink enough
weight to keep him from winning. You underestimate
my horse, gentlemen. He’s a real champion!”

That staggered ’em. Stewards are accustomed to
being bawled out by owners, not praised. They cheered
up. I continued:

“He’s carrying a
Let’s go to the weigh-

“By the way, there’s nothing in the rule book to
prevent a horse from carrying more than his assigned
weight, is there?”’

They stared at me. Finally the chairman said:

“I—er—I'm afraid I don’t understand, Mr. Hark-
ness.” N

“I mean, it is my privilege to let my horse carry a
double weight if I want to, isn’t it?”

HEY all looked nervous. One of them started
leafiing through the code book hastily. He spoke
for the entire Committee.

“There’s nothing against it, no. But why should
you__”

“Call it just a whim,” I said. “Coupled with a
desire to prove to the public what a really great horse -
Printer’s Ink is. Very well, then. You may wish to
make the announcement that Printer’s Ink will carry,
in addition to his regular jockey, a second rider.
Uncle Herman, here.”

They looked at Uncle. Herman, chubby, pink-
cheeked, smiling, an obviously middle-aged and ob-
viously heavy man, Then they looked at me. The
chairman’s face darkened.

He said stiffly, “My dear Harkness, if you think
this is funny, if you’re trying to turn the Stakes into
a comedy—" .

“Far from it!” I said. “I believe I'm within my
rights, gentlemen. Come on, Jack. Come on, Uncle
Herman.”

Uncle Herman had no right in the tackroom. So
we met the horses as they marched through the chute
toward the track. There we stopped Teddy Symes,
and to his great amazement I told him to move up
and make room for Uncle Herman.

The kid’s eyes almost popped out. He wailed:

“But, Mr. Harkness!”

“You do as I say,” I told him, “and everything will
be okey-doke. Okay, Uncle Herman—off with the
overcoat. Up you go!”

He dropped the lead-weighted coat and zipped onto
the rump of Printer’s Ink. A couple of handlers stand-
ing nearby gasped. Uncle Herman wobbled. For a
minute I thought he was going to lose his grip and
float right on up to the flagpole. Jack grabbed his
leg quickly.

“Hold on tight, Uncle Herman. Don’t let go of the
jockey; not even for a second.”

‘“‘All right, boys,” grinned Uncle Herman.

Honest, he was having the time of his life. Teddy
Symes still looked as bewilered as a cross-eyed drunk
in a mirror maze, but he was a good jockey. He had
felt—even though he could not explain it—the sudden
lifting of weight from Printer’s Inks’ back, as Uncle
Herman hoisted.

And then the bugle blew “Boots and Saddles” and
the public address system blared the announcement of
the richest race in the East, and the horses moved
toward the barrier. And I grabbed Jack and started
running. (Concluded on Page 69)
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The Man Who Weighed Minus Twelve
(Concluded from page 53)

“Come on!” I yelled. “The odds will be going up
like a skyrocket, and I want plenty of ’em!”

I was six hundred percent right. The public took
one look at Printer’s Ink out there carrying double
Jockeys, then surged like one man for the betting win-
dows. Those who had bet on Printer’s Ink were fran-
tically covering their wagers with equal amounts on
Freda or Jolly Tar. Those who had backed the other
two favorites were increasing the size of their bets.

In sixty seconds the odds on Printer’s Ink were up
to 7-1. In another minute the machines were offering
11-1, and no takers!

Except us! Jack was in for fifteen C’s of his own
and an extra five of Uncle Herman’s; I was in hock
for every last cent I had, twenty-five hundred simol-
eons. Baby! And at an average of 10-1! -

T’S a shame to tell the next part. After all the build-

_up, it should be one of those thrillers you read
about. Like, “At the quarterpole it was Freda and
Jolly Tar neck and neck. At the half the outsider,
Frenzy, led by a nose. Thundering down the stretch
it was Freda and Printer’s Ink—”
But it wasn’t anything like that. Printer’s Ink was
a good horse. More than that, he was a great horse.

Even with a full 126-pound impost he would have
had more than a fighting chance to win—but with
Uncle Herman astride his rear quarters, hanging on to
Teddy Symes for dear life, adding his minus-twelve
weight to the race—

Well, at the quarterpost Printer’s Ink led by two
_ lengths. It was four at the half, six at the three-quar-

ters. Coming into the stretch Jolly Tar made a bid.
It was a good bid. It was so good that when they
_crossed the finish line Printer’s Ink led by only five
lengths. Jolly Tar was second, and an outsider, Laugh-
,ing Girl, came in to show. Freda was way back in the
‘ruck, probably nursing a broken heart.

Then everything was bedlam. The crowd went

stark, staring mad, of course. While a radio announcer

-yammered incoherent sentences of praise into his
mike, the mob burst through the barriers and out onto
the track to surround this magnificent horse which,
carrying two riders, had showed clean heels to the best
thoroughbreds in the nation.

At the head of that mob were Jack and I. Jack had
the all-important overcoat flung over his arm. We
reached Printer’s Ink first, tossed the coat up to Uncle
Herman. As soon as he put it on, Printer’s Ink sagged
a little, but no one noticed that in the excitement.

Reporters were crowding us, demanding Uncle Her-
man’s name; asking why we had chosen to pull this
spectacular stunt; asking a million other question.
Cameramen were clicking shutters, popping flashbulbs
like firecrackers. A handler was trying vainly to lead
Printer’s Ink to the winner’s circle.

I whispered swiftly into Jack’s ear. “Get Uncle
Herman out of here before somebody get hep. Here,
take these—" I handed him the handful of tickets I'd
bought on Printer’s Ink. ‘“And change ’em for ma-
zuma. As soon as the excitement’s over I'll join you.”

Then Tippy Malone, a camera hound from Interna-
tional Press whom I had known for years, struggled
through the mob, grabbed my arm beseechingly.

“Bill, for gosh sakes, gimme a break! Some
damned fool busted all my bulbs and I didn’t get a
single picture. I had to dig this old flash unit out of
my kit. Please—"

I said, “I’m sorry, Tippy, but—"

“You've got to, Bill! This is the biggest sensation
since Upset beat Man-o’-War. 1If I don’t get a pic-
ture I'll be fired!”

I said, “Well, all right then. But make it snappy.
Uncle Herman!”

He took his pose; not on the horse, but standing be-
side Printer’s Ink, pudgy and smiling in his heavy
overcoat. He stroked the horse’s nose. Tippy
poured powder in his old-fashioned pan, set the box.

“All right. Smile. Now!”

A streak of white flame flared. Everybody blinked.
There was a sudden wailing bleat.

“Wait a miiinnn—"

Then it died off into the distance, and there came
a hollow, puffing sound—a pint-sized burst of thunder
from our very midst! Printer’s Ink neighed and
bolted. The mob howled. Tippy looked up from his
box, scowling. He said:

“Hey, where the hell did he go? That’s a fine way
to treat an old pal, Billl Tell him to come back!”

But Uncle Herman hasn’t come back yet. His
room, that elaborate upside-down room in Jack’s
house, is still waiting for him. His pipe is there, his
carpet slippers and dressing gown. And a pile of bank-
notes that he won riding Printer’s Ink to victory.

But Uncle Herman hasn’t come back. We don’t
know exactly why. Or how he disappeared. Tippy
Malone showed us the picture he snapped just as
Uncle Herman disappeared in a wailing bleat. It
doesn’t make sense. It shows Uncle Herman, over-
coat and all, surrounded by a filmy halo, scooting
hell-bent-for-election skyward with something that
looks like streamers shooting from his mouth, ears
and nostrils.

Jack says maybe the excitement caused still another
chemical change in Uncle Herman; that his weight
diminished to the point where even lead weights
wouldn’t hold him down. I have another thought.

Maybe I'm wrong. I have a sneaking hunch that
Uncle Herman’s reason for being lighter than air was
not that he was filled with helium, but that he was
loaded to the gills with Aydrogen! And—well, you
know what happened to the Hindenburg. And Tippy
Malone’s old-fashioned flash box emitted a spark—

Anyhow, Uncle Herman hasn’t come back yet. We
are still waiting and hoping. So keep in touch with
me. I'll let you know if we hear from him. . . .



