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10 been 4 long time between Besters, so say we all. His last two,
Fondly Fahrenheit and the memorable 5,271,009 (FGSF, August and
March, vespectively, 1954) deals, as so many Besters bave, with the
0dd and queer, if not downright peculiar, problems of erime. Once
more the master picks up bis brush to paint the absolutely unex-
pected: a crime that mulisbly refuses. 1o allow itself 1o be com-
mitted, a time-travel paradox that (crowning Besterian paradox!)
blithely contains no paradox, and & mad professor who gets saner
«and saner as the story geis madder and madder. If's heen such a long

time between Besters!

THE MEN WHO MURDERED

MOHAMMED

by ALFRED BESTER

THERE WAS A MAN WHO MUTILATED
history. He toppled cmpires and
uprooted dynasties. Because of
him, Mount Vernon should not be
a national shrine, and Columbus,
Ohio should be called Cabot,
Ohio. Because of him the name
of Marie Curie should be cursed

el iy s EmgssReRt

mad_professor, undersized and
over-browed, creating monsters in
his laboratory which invariably

on their maker and menace
his lovely daughter. This story
isn't about that sort of make-
believe man. Its about Henry

Hascl, o genvine mad professor
class  wit

wig Boltzmann was o dist

18



THE MEN WHO MURDERED MOHAMMED

guished Austrian physicist, as
famous for his resear
body radiation as Ideal Gases.

nica, BALT to BRAL Jacques
Alexandre Cesar Charles was the
st mathematician to become in-
torested in lght,and b iovented
the hydrogen ailoan. These

ley were also real mad pro-
fessors, Ampere, for example, was
on hls wly m .n lmporunt ‘meet-
in Paris. In his

e gm  belisnt idea (of an
electrical n ) and
whipped out a peacl aad. ]mad
the equation on the wall of the

some two hundred years ea

ectures wit
volved calculus which he worked

out quickly and casually in his
head. He Lad that kind of head,
His students had so much trouble
trying to puzzle out the math by
o hat they coda't keep wp

he began: “Gentlemen, combining
Boyle’s Law with the Law of
5, we arrive at the equation

(

dH =i sin ¢ AV, This
s known as L-pl.u:es Law,
though be wasnt 2t the meet.
ing.
Anyway, the cab arrived at the

Theorem,” although Fermat wasn't
at the meeting either, having died

if

RT and S f(xy.z) dV = O.
B simple as two plus two
equale o At tis pot ol

and then breezed on, casually do-
ing the complicated caleulus in
b bosd.

Jacques Charles, the brilliant
mnl\emadclln who discovered
' Law (sometimes known

as Gay-Lussac’s Law) which

forced to share credit with Gay-
Lussac may have unhinged him.
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e pad a transparnt vl
o Vesi e 30000 freed

Pilate. Charles, a man who could
see through any gas, ideal or not,
actually believed in these for-
geries despite the fact that the
maladroit Vrain-Lucas had writ-
ten them in modem French on
modern notepaper bearing mod-
em watermarks. Charles even
tried to donate them to the

wre.

Now these men weren't idiots.
They were geniuses who paid a
high price for their genius be-
cause the rest of their thinking
was other-world. A genius is
someone who umh ot by
aw u ed 4
nately, vaxpected p.n.: Toad to

disaster in everyday life. This is

at Unknown University in the
year 1980,

Nobody knows where Unknown
University is or what they teach

cre. It has a faculty of some
two hundred eccentrics, and a

graduate of U.U. when you ask
people where they went to school.
If you get an evasive reply like:

ANTASY AND scIENCE FICTION
“State” or “Ob, a freshwater
school you never heard of,” you
can went to Unknown.
Some day I hope to tell you morc
about this university which is a
center of learning only in the Pick-
‘wickian sense.

Anyway, Henry Hassel started
home from his office in the
chotic Psenter early one afternoon,
strolling through the Physical Cul-
ture a le. It is not true that he
did this to leer at the nude co-

in
like Strabismus, Occlusion and
Botulism. (Hassel had been Fram-
besia singles champion three years

running.) He arrived home up-
lfted, and burst gaily into the

discover his wife in the
amms of a man.

There she was, a lovely woman
of thiry-fve, with smoky red
hair and slmond ey, being heart

lw

phlets, micro-chemical apparatus
and a patella reflex hammer .
8 ol campus chaacter of

u.u.

mnwnlnud lhn neither oi lhr
offending

Fowel glaning at them from tho

Iway.
Now remember Ampere and
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Charles and Boltzmann. Hassel

inhibi

child's play for him to have
his wife and her lover,

and thus simply and directly

achieve the goal he desired—tho

end of his wite e, But Heuy

Hassel w genius

hu mlnd t\ul d.ldnt operate dm

"Hassel breathed turned
and l\lmhemd into his pﬂvm hb.
oratory i

a freight en
npcned a dnwer hbelled nuo-
ENUM and

Cuiber xovetver e openzd
rawers, more interestingly
Inbele, and assembled. appars:
tus. In exactly one-hal
mqmm (guch was "wes s 12ge) he
together o
Fouch was his ).

Professor Hassel assembled the
time machine around him, set a
dial for 1902, picked up the re-

volver and pressed a button. The
machine made a noise like defec-
tive plumbing and Hassel disap-
peared. He reappeared in Phila-
delphia on June ard, 1002, went
directly to’ No. 1218 Walnut
Street, a red brick house with
marble steps, and rang the bell.
A

man who might have passed
for the third Smith Brother
Hery H;

“Mr. Jessup?” Hassl asked
a suffocated voiee.

21
“Yes?”
“You are Mr. Jessup?”
o

“You will bave & son, Edgar?
Edgar Allan Jessup . .. 50
because of your rogrettable ad-
mirton for Poo” |

‘The third Smith Brother was
startled, “Not Ilut! Imuwni he
said.

bachelor. I may even be married
to somebody else. . . . Good God!
Who!

Hassl wited impatently for
the automatic recall of
maching o st by pack 0 i
g laborstory. He rusbed into
is living ‘There was his
o hawded ik, st in the arns

Hu:r,lw dmnd:rsrmck
owled. “A
family adition of lnthlmneu
see about that.

turned to his laboratory, and sent
Yimsel back to_the yesr 1901,
where he shot and killed Emm:

Fotchkis, his - wife's maternal
grandmother-to-be. He retumed
to his own home in his own time.
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There was his redheaded wife,
still in the arms af another

man.

“But 1 know the old bitch was
her grandmother,” Hassel mut.
tered. “You couldn't miss the re-
semblance. What the hell’s gone

wrong?”

Hassel was confused and dis-
mayed, but not without resources.
He went to his study, had diff-

Ity picking up the phone, but
nally mamaged o el the Mal-
practice Laboratory. His finger
kept oozing out of the dial

les.
“Sam?” he said. “This is Heary.”
“Who?”

B
“You'l have to speak up.”
Tassell”

mm
iplex Computor
cleared its throat while it waited
for the data circuits to_link up.
“Rhom, Time. (1) Absolute, (3)
Relative (3) Rocurrent (1) K-
solute: period, contingent, dura-
tion, diurnity, perpet y—
rry, Sam. Wrong request.
Go back. I want time, reference
to sucesion of tavel in”
Sam_shifted gears and began
sain, Haseel lmmed Lniently He
“Uh-hy

Tre, Right T 00, mmg.h:
A continuum, eh? Acts performed
in past must alter future. Then
I'm on the right track. But act

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

must be sigaificant, eh? Mass-
action effect, Trivia cannot divert
existing phenomena streams.
Hmmm. But how trivial is a
grandmother?”

“What are you trying to do,
Henry?”

XAl my wite;” Hassel musppech
He bung up. He returned to his
Iaboratory. He considered, still in
a jealous rage.

“Got to do somet.hing signifi-
cant,” he muttered. “Wipe Greta
out, Wipe it all o ) e, by
God! Tl show ‘em.

Hassel went back"to the year
1775, visited a Virginia farm and
shot a young_colonel in the
brisket. The_colonel’s name was
George Washington, snd Hassl
made sure he was dead. He re-
tumed to his own time and his

ome. was his red-
headed wife, stil in the arms of
another.

“Damnl” said Hassel. Ho was
running out of ammunition. He
opened a fresh box of cartridges,
went back in time and massacred
Christopher Columbus, Napoleon,
Mohammed, and half a dozen
other celbrtes. “That ougit to
do it by God!” said Hass

He returned to own time,

His knees tumed to water; his
feet seemed to melt into the foor,
He went back to his laborat
‘walking through nightmare quick-

- and found his wife as before.

5.
“What the bell is significant?”
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Hasel asked bimself paifully
low much does it
change futurity? By God, o
really change it this time. Il go
for broke.”
He traveled to Paris at the turn

crable French, “I am a stranger
to you of the Imnusl, but a scien-
tist entire, Knowing of your ex-
periments with radiurn- OR? You
haven't got to radium yet? No
‘matter, I am here to teach you all
of nuclear fission.”

He taught her. He had the
satisfaction of secing Paris g0 up
in a mushroom of smoke befor

be faithless” he growled. . ..
“Guhbh!” The last was wrenched
from his lips when he saw his
rodhended wife il But 20 noed
to belabor the obvious,

Hassel swam through fogs to
his study and sat down to think.
While Td better
warn you that this is not a con-
ventional time story. If you im-
agine for a moment that Henry
is going to discover that the man
fondling his wife is hims
you're mistaken, The viper is not
Henry Hassel, his son, a_rela-
tion, or even Ludwig Boltz-
mann (1844-1906). Hassel does
not make a circle in time, ending
where the story begins, to the

123

satsfaction of mobody and the
ody

syzygous, longinquitous, or pan-
dicularted. Time is a private mat-
ter, as Hassel discovered.
“Maybe Lslipped up comehow”
Hassel muttere find

aged to get through to the libr
“Hello, library? This s Henry."
ho?”

“Henry Hassel”
“Speak up, please.”
“HENRY HASSE
“Oh. Good afternoon, Henry.”
“What have you got on George

Washington?”

Library clucked while her scan-

ners sorted through her cata-

Togues. “George Washington, first

president of the United States,

ws bom in-~

president? Wasn't e
mondored i ST

“Really, Henry. Thats an sb-
surd question. Everybody knows
that George Wash—"

“Doesn't anybody know he was

“By whom?”
e

“How did you manage to do
that?”

“I've got a revolver.

“No, I mean, how did you do
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it two hundred years agoP”
@ got a time machine.”

ary
in my fles. You mustheve mised”
id not miss. What sbout
cmm er Columbus? Any rec-
ord of His death in 14697
the New
World i 14
“He did not. He was murdered
in 1489."
“How?"
“With a 45 slug in the giz-
zard’
You,agan, Hemny?”

‘There s no record here,
“You must be

r
one lousy shot.”

“I will not lose my temper,”
Hassel said in a trembling voice.

he
shouted. “All right! What about
Curie? Did she o did she
not discover the fission bomb
which destroyed Paris at the tum
of the century?”

“She did not. Enrico Fermi="

“She did.”

“She didn't”

“I personally taught her. Me.
Henry Hassel.”

“Everybody says you're a won-
derful theoretician, but a lousy
teacher, Henry. You

“Go to hell, you old biddy. This
has oo be explained.”

1 forget. There was something

FANTASY. AND SCIENGE FICTION

on my mind, but it dmm mat-
ter, now. What would you sug-

gesti
“You really have a time
‘machine?”
“Of course T've got a time
‘machine,”
+Then go buck and check.”
1 returned to

The big at him
curiously. “You talk funny,
stranger,” he said. “Where are you
fromi

"0, & freshyater school you

o to
“Tell me, Colonel, what do you
bess from’ Chrstopher ftan

e mucty” Colone Weking:
ton answered.
three hundred yem.

“When did he die?”

“He did not. He died in Lasar
“Got your dates wrong, frien
He discovered America in 1492,
“Cabot_discovered America.

ian Cabot.”

“Nope. Cabot came a mite

later”
“I have infallible proofl” Hassel
began, but broke off as a stocky
and rather stout man with a face
Iudicrously reddened by rage, ap-
He was wearing baggy
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grey slacks and a tweed jacket

two sizes too small for him. He

was carrying a .45 revolver. It

was only after he had stared for

3 moment that Henry Hsse
realized that he

Himself sl m Felishing tho sight.
“M wred,

“its me, coming back to murder
Washington that first time. If I'd
made this second trip an hour
Iater, I'd have found Washington
dead. Hey!” he called. “Not yet.
H a minute. Ive got to
straighten something out, first”
Hassel paid no attention to him-
self; indecd, he did not appear to

Colonel Washington collapsed,
emphatically dead. The first mur.
derer inspected the body, and
then, tgnoring Faselsatempt o

stop engage him in dis-
P, turned and morched of,
muttering venomously to himself,

“He didnt hear me,” Hassel
wondered. “He didn't even feel
me. And ‘why don't 1 remember

ing to stop me the first

o shot Lhe colonel? What the
hell is g

‘Considerably disturbed, Heary
Hassol visitod Chicago and
dropped into the Chicago Univer-
sy squash couts in the ety
15405, There, in & slippery mes
of graphite bridks and Gphits
dust that coated him, he located
an'Italian scientist named Fermi.
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“Repeating Marie Curie's work,
1 see, Dottore?” Hassel said.

Fermi glanced about as though
he had heard a faint sound.

epeating Marie Curie’s work,

Dottore?” Hassel roared.

Femi looked at him stragely.
“Where you from, a

“State.”

“State Department?”

“Just State. It's true, isu't i,
rie Curie dis-

i in

cove
nineteen ought-ought?”

“Nol Nol Nol" Fermi eried.
“We are the first, and we are not
there yet. Pole! Potoel SpyT”

“This recor
Hassel gmwud s ‘ulled out his
trusty 45, emptied it into Doctor
Fermi's chest, and awaited arrest

but is most ikely gas.”
lasscl was too agitated to wait
for the automatic recall of the
time machine. Instead he returned
at once to Unknown University
‘under his own power. This should
have given him a cluc, but he was

t00 possessed to notice, It was at
this time that 1 (1913-1975) frst

aw him . . . a dim figuro
ing through parked cars, closed
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doors and walls, with the
Ught of lunatc detemination on
is
Ho ovaed inta the Hbrary, pro-
pared for an exhaustive discus-
sion, but could not make himself
felt or heard by the catalogues.
Ho went to the Malpractice Lab-
oratory where Sam, the Simplex
And Multiplex Computor, has in-
stallations sensitive up to 10,700
angstroms. could ot

Yale:
“How do T get in touch with
hi

mi
“You dou't, Henry. He's dead.
Died in 75"

“What authority have you got
o e, rvel i living?”

Wiley M

"Murphy? me our own
Trauma Department? Thats a

ak, Where is he now?”

“As a matter of fact, Henry, he
went over to your house to ask
you something”

PANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

Hassel went home without walk-

ing, searched through his labora-

tory and study without finding

anpeme, nd ottt oated iato the

Jving room whers bis redheaded
the

time fnvel) Hassel cleared his
throat once or twice and tried to
tap his wife on the shoulder. His
fiogers went ber.
e me, duog” be sid
'H-s Wl]ey Murphy been in

**Then be looked close and saw
that the man embracing his wife
‘was M

hy
“Murphyl”

Ive had the most ic
nary experience.” Hassel at once
leunched into a lucid description

o 4wV v
Georsy Weshington F(x i

and Fermi F(u*)dxdt
one-half of Marie Curie, "then

Murphy igoored Hassd, as did
Mrs. Hassel. I jott Has-
nhequltwnsunmehwdoll
passing

“Do" lien to me, Murphy,”
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Hassel said. “Greta, dear, would
you mind leaving us for a
‘moment? I- For heaven's sake,
will you two stop that nonsense
‘This s serious.”

Hassel tried to separate the

was like beating an Ideal Gas, I
thought it best to interfere.
“Hassell”

“Who's that?”
“Come outside a moment. T
want to talk to
Ho shot through'
“Where are you?”
“Over here.”
“You're sort of dim.”

the wall.

“Who are you
by wame's ¥ Lennos. lracl Len-

Ll Lonnox, szl mechan-
fs,professor of, Yale
“The

“But you died in 75"

“I disappeared in 75."

“What d'you mean?”

“I invented a time machine.”

“By God! So did I,” Hassel said.
“This afteroon. The idea camo
tome in a flash . . . 1 don't know
why ... and I've had the most ex-
traordinary experience. Lennos,
time is not a continuum.”

“No?”

o
“Its a series of discrete par-
ticles . . . like pearls on a string.”
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"Ye:
arl s a ‘Now.” Each
Now! s o past i foe
But none of them relate to any
others. You see? If a = a -+ naji
+ Enx(b: ="
jever mind the mathematics,

T fom of quantum trans-
fer of energy. Time is emitted in
discrete corpuscles or quanta. We
can visit each individual quantum
and make changes within it, but
no change in any one corpuscle af-

fects any other corpusce. Righte”
Wrong- 1 said
“What ‘mean, \vnmg?

ryou
he said, angrily gesturing throt

“You take the trochoid equations
and—"
sWiong” 1 repested By
“Will you i ., Henry?"
“Oh, by

o shond
“Have you noticed that you've
become rather insubstantial? Dim?
Spectral? Space and time no
longer afect you.”
“Henry, 1 had the misfortunc
to construct a time machine back
in 75"
“So sald. Listen, what
about power input? 1 figure I'm
wing about 73 Kllowatts per-"
‘Never mind the power input,
Onmy fist rip into the

and the saber-tooth tiger. While
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T was backing up to get a masto-
don fully in the feld of view at
£/63 at 1/100th of a second, or
on the LVS scale—"

“Never mind the LVS scale,”
he said.

“While I was backing up, 1 in-
advertently mm\pled and kiled 2
all

present”
“Then you did it just like me,”
Hassel exclaimed. “0dd we didu't

1 thought Fosteln was moro
imy

Aiohemmed dida't change
things much~—I expected more
i
“T Imaw 1 got him, too.”
“What do you mean, you got

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION
him too?” Hassel demanded.
“ him September 16th,

599. Old Style.”

“Why 1 got Mohammed Janu-
ary 5th, 598

“I believe you.”

“But how could you have killed

after I killed him?”

“We both killed him."

“That's impossible.”

“My boy,” 1 said, “time is en-
ey subjctive, s 2 private
‘matter experience,
Thero s o auch thing as objec-
tive time, just as there is no such
thing as objective love, or an ob-
jective soul.”

“Do you mean to say that time
uk travel by imposablef Bot weve

“To be sure, and many others,
for all I know. But we each travel
into our own past, and no other
person’s, There is no universal
contnuum, Heary. There are nly
billions of individuals, each wit
bis own, continwum; nd one ps
mm_cannot affect the other.
Were like millions o strnds of

other time traveller in the past or
future. Each of us must travel up
and down his own strand alone.”

“But we're meeting each other

“We're no longer time- el
lers, Heory. Weve become the
spaghetti sauce,”

“Spaghetti sauce?”

“Yes. You and I can visit any
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strand we like, because we've de-
rselves.”

ou
“I don't understand.”
“When a man changes the pat
he only affects his own past .
20 me claos, The past is ke

‘memory. When you erase a man's

memory, you wipe him out, but
you dou’t wipe ot anybody eho.
You and I our past.

The md.wn‘llul o R g
others go on, but we have ceased

129
to gt Ho pausod siaiiantly.
B Fyou mean . . . ‘ceased

o ettt
“With each act of destruction
we dissolved a little. Now we're

to the ie. Ampere is
telling a great story about Ludwig
‘Boltzmann.”

¥



