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Can you kill a shadow . . . or a reflection

in a mirror? Then how could they
kill this Monster who was made of

nothing . . . and came from nowhere?

the

Monster who
came from nowhere

by Kenneth Malone

HE laboratory was set far away from

any town, in a cave that was almost in-
visible from the valley below, halfway up
the black side of a bare mountain. Jonathan
Scribe had turned away a great many journal-
ists and a few hardy curiosity-seekers mn the
early days of his experiments. “You seem to
think that if a man wants seclusion, he must
be doing dangerous work,” he had said
“There is nothing even remotely secret about
what I'm doing here—except that you wouldn't
understand it, and I couldn’t explain it to
you. And there’s nothing dangerous about
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the work either.”

After a while, the journalists and the
curiosity-seekers stopped coming. It didnt
matter to them that Scribe was quite wrong.

But, then, Scribe didn’t have any idea how
wrong he was, ecither — for quite a while.

When a comparatively young man {(and
Jonathan Scribe was a far-from-decrepit
twenty-cight) falls victim to the bite of an
abstruse science, a great many strange things
are liable to happen to him. He's liable to
talk. as we have scen, a little more like a
textbook than like a human being. He's liable
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to grow thin, through forgetting meals — and he's liable
to forget meals, as well as sleep, appomtments hobbies
and most of the stuff that preoccupies most of the human
race, because his passion for science is as single-minded
as a lover’s for his one and only beloved.

it doesn’t matter how small or insignificant his branch
of study may look to the unimpassioned observer. To
Jonathan Scribe, for instance, the notion of experimental
psroof of the wave-plus-particle theory of light, the
“energy-packets” theory which, itself unsatisfactory, had
effectively replaced two earlier and even more unsatis-
factory explanations for the behavior of common light,
was the be-all and end-all of his forgetful and passionate
existence. If you had asked him: “What for?” or:
“What's the good of it, anyway?” he would have stared
you down with a look so bright, and so blindly puzzled,
that you would have walked away with the fecling that
you had met either a genius or a childlike fool.

Perhaps you had. His eyes, at any rate, were blue,
and his hair was cornsilk yeliow, and the combination
gave him a childlike and naive appearance. The appear-
ance was convincing enough, at any rate, to start the
process that ended with Ellen Samson falling in love
with him.

But that’s a different story cnurely ,

This story is about what happened in the cave high
up in the black mountain . . . and what convinced

Jonathan Scribe that investigations into the nature of
light are far from harmless.
Convinced him, as 8 matter of fact, very thoroughly.
Scribe and his laboratory assistant, an even younger
young man named Walter who had the eager face of a
cartoon pup-dog and the care and economy, in motion,

.darkness, Jonathan heard himself scream:

of a beautifully built robot, were the only human beings
in the laboratory that Friday evening. The sun had gone
down, and only neon lit the rooms with its eerie flicker.
The thermostat read a cheerful 72 F., but Scribe felt an
unaccountable chill in the night air.

He thought of asking Walter about it, and decided
against doing so. He put the chill down to nervousness
and nervousness, he thought, was only natural . . . After
all, he was about to conclude the experiment group he
had labeled Series III, a crucial series in his long-term
plan.

He stood against one wail of the main room and
looked down the rows of glass toward Walter at the
other end. The glass was arranged in a kind of lattice
design in three dimensions, carefully angled to provide
delay-points, relay-points, refraction- and reflection-
points throughout the maze. Light, passing from one
end of the glass construction to the other, would be
delayed, relayed, refracted and reflected according to a
certain pattern, and the pattern might (or might not)
indicate something interesting about the nature of light.

There isn't any sense in getting more detailed than
that. As Jonathan had said, you wouldn't understand it,
and neither would 1. The glass glittered with a cold
beauty in the neon light overhead. Scribe saw himself
dimly reflected over and over, distorted by the semi-
mirrors that spotted the lattice. He found that he was
almost unable to talk.

At last he said: “All right, Walter,” and Waiter moved
to snap off the main lights. Only the beam under test
would exist in the room. The doors and windows were

Walter moved snapped the main lights and put on
the beam with one economical motion. But something
had gone wrong; his shoulder had bumped against an
edge of the lattice.

It had never happened before. It could never happen
again. But once—and accident threatened the world.

Accident . . . or purpose.

The lattice shock with a steely clatter, like the sound
ofglassn'mmafomst,shakcnbythcwmd In the
“Wait . . .
look out . . .” but, later, he didn’t remember it. He
hmdthclatﬁceshakemin,andwme,mdthenthe
single beam of light went out and in the darkness there
was a scream that was filled with pain and terror.

Abruptly, there was light. Walter stood near the
switch. But between him and Jonathan was the lattice
—and something else.

The lattice itself was twisted at an odd angle. He

| blinked but the lattice didn’t move; it wasn't his eyes

but the crystalline structure itself, distorted beyond
imagination.

He couldn’t look at it. It shook his nerves to stare
too long at the glass structure that made no sense, and
yet stood, and remained.

And, there, in the center of the structure, there
crouched . . . something.

Scribe only saw it for a second, but the thing was
burned into his mind. It was brown, about as large as
a large bear, and shaggy. But what covered it was not
fur; instead, the mottled-brown skin itself hung in folds
over the limbs and (Continued on page 62)



body of the thing. It had three limbs,
each ending in a great reddish lobster-
like claw, and its great head, lifted to
stare, held an open round orifice that
looked like a mouth, and three shining
eyes without noticeable lids.

Scnbe felt the shudder go down his
spine as he stared; and then the thing,
the monster, blinked out. It was as if
a light had been turned off. The monster
was gone—and Walter, at the other end
of the room, screamed.

Scribe had been frozen for over a
second, but the sound of the scream re-
lased him he charged across the room,

bumped into one of the lattice
walls. It did not move; it never even
shivered, but stood as still as death,
Scribe went on. Walter was struggling
in the gri of the mottled-brown monster,
and shrieking horribly.

Scribe reached them, and tore at the
flesh of the monster. It was cool and
hard, like the skin of a snake, and he
could not dent it. Walter ncreamed:

“Oh, God, it’s tearing me-"

d the monster clawed at the man's
body while Scribe battled it. At last he
was thrown aside, casually, ss if he

no more than the air itself, and
W s shrieks rose, and fell, and died.

Seribe to his feet “ie nt;;ed
There, on the A \vu a body ew
was dead, the body of his assistant. There
was no doubt sbout death: Walter was
bleeding from 50 wounds, and his neck
was simply & mangled red skeia of skin,
muscle and nerve, with pulped bone shin-
ing whitely through, The lattice stood in

the room without any motion.

The monster was--gone.
left in any way Scribe
could understand, not then,

It had simply disappesred.

HE REELED out of the room, and then

out of
sunlight seemed to make every.
thing he had seen and experienced an
impossible nightmare, but there was
blood on his and the slick cool
feel of the monster’s skin, He knew that
Walter lay inside, dead, horribly mangl-
edbyathinxthnbadm&dmlyap
peared out of nowhere as a simple ex-
had begun.

he could think of the monster 8s an
mylwmldmmummmo
natural horror againat which resistance
would only be futile.
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And if the laboratory held the thing.
there was one simple solution.

Fire.

Scribe barely wasted a second now.
He found alcohel and matches, and
sloshed them everywhere, over the lattice,
over the body of his assistant, in the
other rooms . . . and then he struck one
match, and another, and ran sobhing
and shaking from the sudden heat and
flare of destruction.

He stood a distance away and watched
the cavemouth lighten and glow. The
fire, he knew, would take hours to burn
itself out; he did not wait for it. Instead,
he turned and stumbled down into the
valley.

He was not quite sane yet, What he
had experienced had been enough to un-
stable the balance of his mind for more
than a few seconds. His thinking was
cloudy and difficult to manage. ldeas,
visions (Walter: the monster: the glow
of fire: the lattice) floated in and out of
his mind like objects in a dream.

But he knew where he was going
There was only one place he could go.

eLLEN saMsoN, like Scribe, had money

ough to ignore most of the facts of
economic life, and strength and brains
enough to ignore most of the demands
of society. lived in the city because
she liked the city, and near the park be-
cause she liked the park. She followed
no fashion; if she set a fashion by ac.

cident she immediately moved. She had
no wish to be a sheep or a leader of sheep.

She was twenty-four years old, slim,
raven-haired, and quite beautiful.

Scribe went to her because he had
nowhere else to go. No person on earth
would believe his tale of a meonster ap-
pearing out of nowhere, killing & man
and disappearing, winking out as if it
had been washed off a slate. No one—
except Ellen,

She, of course, was in love with him.

“Rest, first,” she said after he had
hegun to tell her. “Let yourself relax.
You've got to have strength—"

“There isn’t any time,” he said. He
took a deep breath and there, in her
apartment for the first time, he began
to come back to himself. “The thing—
killed Walter. Do you understand that?"

“Where did it come from?” Ellen
whispered.

“l wish I knew,” Scribe said. “Listen
—we've got to do somethmg.

Ellen put her hand on his arm. “A
monster—from nowhere?”

“You helieve me, don’t you?” he asked
suddenly.

“Of course I do,” she said quietly.
“Of course I do. But—it just sounds so
strange, that’s all.”

“Strange?” He would not’ have re-
cognized his own laugh. It was a bark
as hoarse as an animal’s. “Walter’s dead.
The laboratory is burned. The thing
may be dead—but only God l:nmvs what
it can withstand. Ellen

“I want to help you,” ‘she said.

He nodded. “The thing's got to
hlled for sure, once and for all. Ellm.
we're going to have to go back there.”

As he spoke the picture of the place
rose up in his mind; the charred cave-
mouth, the ruined rooms, and darkness
. . . and somewhere, perhaps, lurking in
the shadows, the brown thin; that had
killed once, silently, would kill
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the cave and stood there for a second.
In the growing dusk Scribe could smell
the hanging odor of the fire he had start-
ed. It had burned out now, and only dry
black ash was left. It was a long minute
before he could force himself through
the doorway, with Ellen behind him, and
his footsteps sounded like an interrup.
tion of some extensive silence.

It was as if no human being had been
in the cave for thousands of years. The
sense of age, and of silence, had over-
taken everything in the dark, charred
corridors, suddenly, and without warning,

Scribe switched on his flashlight, and

2 beam dm&hyed the interior of the

ﬁm room. He found the door at the
other end, hali-off its hinges, and pushed
through. Behind him he heard Ellen's

footsteps, but he' did not stop to look
back. He was afraid that, if he stopped,
he would be unable to find the courage
to continue on. Instead, he continued
through the winding corriders, and at
last reached the room of the lsttice,

Qutside its shut door he hesitated.

“Is that where . . .” Ellen whispered.

He nodded, and pushed open the door.

n the ﬂuhiidn s beam the lattice
swkled! glass, immovable, un-
damaged by the fire, shone with a glare
ike the sun :tnlf Scribe still could not
look directly at is, even when he had re.
flected the ﬁuhlx‘ht s beam elsewhere
and toned the glare down to something
reasonable. It went in a direction his
eyes would not follow. It was s part, not
only of this world, but of another di-
mension, of the fourth dimension . . .

It was a gateway.

He moved toward it but made no move
to destroy it. That would have to wait
until the monster had been driven back.

monster.

Scribe turned, but only Ellen was be-

. she began.

He shook his head. Again the ﬂashhght
beam swept the room, and saw only
and the charred walls. At the far end oi
the room was a charred lump and Scribe
forced himself not te think about what
that lump was, what it had been.

He walked a few feet farther into the
room. 1f anywhere, the monster had to
be here .

The silence hung over him like a sword.
He waited for ing to happen, and
all that he wanted to do was run. There
was a cold knot of waiting fear in his
stomach, If the monster came, what wea-
pon would he use? How would he be
able to drive it back through the gateway
0.

He remembered the claws and teeth of
the thing.

For one second, he closed his eyes,

And Ellen screamed!

He whirled to see the thing advancing
on her. A weapon ... some weapon . . .
was the first thing he thought of. But
there was nothing hke a weapon in the
ro&mb‘?hlere sair mh wall. It had bee

r lay against the {3 n
one of the bars used for the con-
struction of the lattice. He rushed for it,
picked it up and charged the thing. He
found himself screaming.

Ellen struggled away and backed
against the wall, her eyes wide and her
arms held out before her as if to ward
off the thing. Scribe came for it and the
metal bar hit the thing squarely across
the middle.

It turned o him, the teeth and claws
moving, in absolute silence. Ellen scream-
ed again as it sprang.

Scribe jum away and parried it
with the bar, knocking it to one side. In
the corner of his eye he noticed that

Ellen had slumped to the grmmd But he
had no time to notice anything else.

The monster gathered itself again.
Scribe used the bar to drive it toward
the lattice. It sidled out of the way and
swiped at him with its claws, Scribe felt
the fire of their touch, and blood trick-
led down bis left arm, but he had no
time to spare for that. He swung the
bar again and the thing backed off. It
was silent (can a shadow talk? Scribe
wondered fleetingly) and every wmeotion
it made was calculated to kill or maim.
But Secribe kept forcing it into the lat-
tice, farther and farther, using the bar
as a weapon and a goad.

At last it was in the center of the glass
network, Scribe pressed the attack, lanc.
ing at the thing with the bar. Once it
was almost wrenched out of his hand;
but he kept jabhing and jabbing.

This was useless, he thought suddenly.
The thing was going to stay, an

He jabbed ‘empty space.

The thing was gone.

It had disappeared, retreated back into
its own world.

And Scribe, suddenly, horribly laugh-
ing, swung the bar once more and glass
crashed as the lattice shivered into a
thou;la:d uny pieces of sparkling, shin-
ing .

“WE can't tell anyone,” Scribe said
later, “After all, they wouldn’t believe
us.”

“0f course,” Ellen said. “But—"

“Your experiments—"

Scribe shrugged. “I'll start over again,
then—somewhere else.” He grinned un-
happily. “And this time I'll be a lutle
more careful.”

“A lot more careful,” Ellen said.

They came out together into the eve-
ning air. - )



