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The
Professor
From
Pyjm

by BRUCE TUCKER
& IRVING COX, JR.

Mytohell was out of
this world, and so
was his story of im-
pending destruction
and the apparatus he
swore would save
Earth. But, looney or
not, he was a fine
teacher ...
89

Y SON, unity is the
M necessary  prerequis-

ite to maturity; never
forget that.” He spoke gently,
in that paternal way of his—
like a teacher lecturing a
somewhat thick-witted stu-
dent. I ignored him. He talked
that way most of the time,
and I was used to it. Usually
I just gave him a transistor,
or a coil of wire, or a condens-
er—or whatever gadget he’d
asked me to bring. Then he'd
settle down and quit babbling
his other-world nonsense,

His name was Mytohell.
That might have been his
first or his last name; I didn’t
know. He refused to be called
anything else. It was an un-
usual name, and very much in
keeping with the rest of the
man. Mytohell was tall—but
not unusually so—and a big
man, surprisingly well-built
and well-preserved for his age.
His hair was white, with a
foggy touch of blue in it
Dressed in that long, flowing
nightgown—which he pre-
ferred to wear most of the
time—Mytohell resembled a
Greek philosopher or a mod-
ern prophet. Or, more to the
point, a schoolteacher recreat-
ed out of ancient Athens.
could never entirely escape
that comparison.

Socrates, prophet, teacher:
yet his home was the Sunsct
Sanitarium, where “The Aged
Receive a Well-earned Rest in
the Golden Years.”

I'm majoring in chemistry,
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in my second year at the uni-

cause I was worrymg about

versity. My ‘was
committed to ‘the Sunset Sani-
tarium seven months ago and,
Lecause he and I had zlv-ays
been very close, I spent a
great dezl of time there with
him. For the first month or so,
grandpop waited eagerly for
each of my frequent visits.
He'd save every-scrap of gos-
sip that his inquisitive—and
highly imaginative—mind
could uncover, and insist on
releasing this jumbled flood
on my unsuspecting ears. That
was at the beginning. Then
slowly grandpop lost interest
in the gossip: he became si-
lent and serious. He wanted
me to come see him. but when
I did he never had much to
say. I knew my being there
helped him, so I continued
visiting the sanitarium when-
ever I could. I began bringing
my assignments and my lec-
ture problems to work on
-while I sat by his wheelchair.

THAT ‘WAS how I met My-
tohell. One day I found
him sharing ‘grandpop’s room;
he’d been moved in from an-
other ward—a prison ward, I
found out later. For a while
Mytohell watched me working
at 2 pamcularly aggr rzvating
problem in atomic weights.
Usually, chem didn't bother
me. It was a subject I liked;
I went through the work in a
breeze. But that afternoon
nothing came out the way it
should. Maybe it was because
I was tired; maybe it was be-

Or rnaybe it was because
Mytohell’s eyes were {ixed on
me—glittering, black agates.
His stare was hypnotic and
uncomfortable. I felt like a
naughty schoolboy caught in
a silly, classroom prank. I'll
never understand how Myte-
hell was always able to give
me that feeling.

“I'm glad to see you study-
ing a discipline like chemis-
try,” Mytohell said. “Even a
system as primitive as yours.
Most of your pecple, I'm
afraid, think more in terms of
emotion; you give me hope
that something can still be
worked out.” .

“I'm sure it will, sir,” T an-
swered glibly. I bad visited
grandpop often enough to
know it was necessary to hu-
mor the inmates.

“You seem to be having
trouble,” Mytohell went on.
“Is there something your
mind can’t grasp?”

“It's nothing. I don't
really think—"

“Let me see your—ah—
your word for it is textbook,
is it not?”

YTOHELL took the text

from me and, after planc-
ing at the problem, he began
to talk patiently and precise-
ly, for all the world like one
cf my professors 2t the uni-
versity. And he made as much
sense. More, perhaps: 1'd nev-
er heard such a lucid, clear-
cut explanation. He tzlked
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from one end of the equation
to the other, filling in various
related facts and theorics

AND 1 DID everything I
could to humor him, be-
cause I had genuine respect

which evolved from that par- for his kinowlcdge ond his
ticular equation. Unhurried, ability to teach. I brought
ing he explained a him tr s, or coils of

1 hemical wire, or chemi

P
a madman who looked like a
Biblical prophet. Where had
he learned so much? How
could he speak so accurately
and so letely on a diffi-

—any of the gadgels he said
he needed for some sccret
project he believed he was
working on. He called bis
a Unifactor. Once I

cult poln(’ Even my college
professors would have had to
refresh their memories on
some of the points he brought
up.

But he gave me no chance
to question him. He fixed me
with those glittering eyes and
said, “In my worid, the study
of the chemical structure of
matteér is far advanced. We
have long known these things
which to you are new discov-
eries.”

He was off again. A pity,
too, for he could have made
my college professors lpok
like kiddies in the kindergar-
ten. And he was a surprising-
ly good teacher, too. Mvto-
hell could make any problem
readily understandable. A
complex discussion in the
text he always reduced to
statements as elemental as
grammar school math. When
I learned from him—or pre-
tended to—he was very
pleased. When I was more
thick-witted than usual, he
turned curt; sometimes he be-
came furiously angry. I made
every effort to avoid anger-
ing him in any way.

ventured to ask him for a de-
finition; he snapped that. of
course, it was a device which
would electronically unify all
the nations of the earth.
He seemed more than a little
touchy on that point, so I
didn't ask about the Unifac-
tor again.

“My son, unity is a neces-
sary prerecuisite to matur-
ity,” he told me, -nodding his
head sagely.

“Oh?” He seemed to expect
me to make some sort of re-
ply, but I was at a loss for
words. °

“Until such a condition ex-
ists, Earth cannot take its
place in the System.”

“I—ah—I'm sure you're
right, sir.®

“The others say the Uni-
factor won’t work on your
type of mentality, and the al-
ternative is to transpose your
system, beyond the universe.
But that sort of brutzality we
want to avoid—at least the
minority of us are against it.”

HE HAD A great deal
more to s2y in the same
vein. I pretended to listen.



92 FUTURE SCIENCE FICTION

It was after that particular
conversation that I tried to
find out about Mytohell's
past. The people in charge of
the Sunset Sanitarium told
me that Mytohell—the only
name under which he was re-
gistered—had been committed
to the rest home by the alien-
ation proceedings of a police
court. At first he had been
confined in a locked ward un-
til the sanitarium psychiatrist
decided Mytohell was harm-
less enough to be admitted to
the general wards.

-1 cut classes one morning
and spent three hours reading
through the record of Myto-
hell’s case in the county
courthouse. The information
was by no means complete,
but it was all I ever learned
about Mytohell.

The man had been arrested
while stealing drugs from a

votes to remove your world
beyond ‘the universe.”

“The System?” he
asked.

“The organized govern-
ment of the other civilized
worlds. My home planet is
Pyjm; I came here without a
travel permit, and consequent-
ly I did not have access to
the latest data on your econ-
cmy. That’s how I made this
foolish mistake about monsy.
Now that you understand why
I am here, you will of course
give me your complete co-op-
eration. I expect you to sup-
ply me with a place to work
and the material I nesd to
complete my machine.”

was

AFTER THAT, naturally,
Mytohell was turned over
to the psychiatrists. The po-
lice were unable to trace a
fa.rmly—not a smgle relative,
near or dist: could

serve-yourself pt y.
With no previous record of
arrest, Mytohell might have
been sent to the county re-
habilitation farm, but he told
such a strange story he was
held for- an alienation hear-
ing. Mytohell insisted that he
needed the material he had
stolen in order to complete a
machine he was building. He
said he didn’t know anything
about the use of money, and
he considered all that rather
trivial.

“Please understand,” he
was quoted as saying, “I'm
working desperately against
time. I must finish my Uni-
factor before the System

be responsible for the old
man. He had no source of in-
come. He held no social se-
curity card; he gave no ad-
dress; neither his finger-
prints nor his name were on
file with any government
agency.

Following Mytohell's first
talk with a police department
psychiatrist, a notation had
been entered in the police
file: “The delusion is amaz-
ingly well-integrated; subject
lectures on details, irritably
and impatiently; to a degree,
his attitude suggests that he
may have been a teacher—
possibly, a professor of chem-
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istry, or a related science.”
So the psychiatrist had been
aware of that, too. I felt bet-
ter about my own reaction.

By the third interview,
Mytohell's irritability was
described as rage. His fury
was increased by the fact
that someone in the depart-
ment had nicknamed him the
Professor from Pyjm and the
rname had stuck. He threat-
ened to discipline the psy-
chiatrist unless his attitude
changed.

The written record broke
off there. After a good deal
of checking, I found a ser-
geant who remembered the
rest of it. Immediately after
that third interview between
Mytohell and the psychiatrist,
the doctor suffered a disas-
trous mental breakdown, from
which he never recovered.
There was no apparent cause;
but unfortunately, it gave
Mytohell the opening to
claim he had punished the
psychiatrist, disciplining him
for insubordination (The
teacher again!) The police
didn’t waste any more time on
Mytohell's case; Le was at
once committed to the sani-
tarium, where I had met him.

LL THAT happened a
year ago. Since then, My-
tohell told me, it was diffi-
cult, to remember that his in-
tention was to help the earth.
He had thought a great deal
abcut revenge, he admitied,
until I came along
“You've brought me what I

need to build the Unifactor,”
he said. “I'll never forget
that.”

“When are you going to let
me see the machine?”

“After it's finished, per-
haps. I need but twe items to
complete it. Maybe ycu can
bring them next time you
come.”

“Sure thing; you name it—
I'll bring it.” It was a rash
statement, but I didn’t think
about what I was saying. I
was too satisfied with my
friendship for Mytohell; it
was paying big dividends for
me. All my university grades
had taken a consistent turn
for the better. Of course, old
Doc Daniels—Biochem 235—
suggested that I had invented
a new and clever wzy of
cheating. (Nobody had picked
off an A from Daniels since
1923—the first year he taught
‘when, as he kept telling us, he
didn’t know any better.) But,
thanks to Mytohell's coach-
ing, I had satisfied even Doc
Danjels in the last exam; Doc
hung over my shoulder,
breathing down my neck;, but
I still got through it without
even a minor mistake. Obvi-
ously, then, I would have
agreed to bring Mytohell
anything he said he wanted
to build that dream-gadget of
his.

“I WANT A hand gener-
ator,” Mytohell said mat-
ter-of-factly.

“Check.”
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“And a three inch cube of
solid yttrium.”

Yitrium—cne of the rarest
of the rare earths! I swal-
lowed hard. “Sir, wouldn't
someihing else do just as
well2”

“No, I must have that. My
son, you are a student of
chemistry; it should be sim-
ple for you to obtain a pure
elzment.” His glance turned
hard and brittie; he became
the schoolteacher, ready to
discipline the recalcerant stu-
dent. “Don’t you let me down,
too: I couldn’t face that, my
son.”

Foc a few days I stalled. I
brought the old man a sec-
ond-hand generator and that
satisfied him temporarily.
But shortly he was asking for
the cube of yttrium again.
That good old trivalent, me-
tallic slement, atomic weight
89.3. 1 kept telling Mytohell
I was trying to locate what
he wanted, but I hadn't
rounded up enough quite yet.
He seemed to believe I was
deliberataly stalling.

'HE SUNSET SANITAR-

IUM has a private and ex-
tensive garden for the use of
its inmates. Very private, so
the patients would not be
subject to prying; and large,
because the bigger it was the
more space it provided for the
patient to use in tiring him-
self out. The high walls
around the garden acted in
the interests of both privacy
and restraint. There were spa-

cious lawns, well-kept path-
ways and fragrant flowsrs.
And under a patch of hedge,
Idytohell had concealed the
Rube Goldberg gadget which
he called his Unifactor.

He took me there one even-
ing to show me what he had
done—so I would understand,
he said, how much h: nesded
the cube of yttrium. It was
dusk; the brighter stars were
alezady glittering in the dack-
ening sky. We walked along
the gravel paths, that pro-
phet-like man and I, until we
reached the far end of the
garden. Without speaking, he
pointed out the hedge he had
used. I stooped and pulled
aside the lower branches. On
the ground lay the thing he
called a Unifactor. Not only
did it not look capable of
clectronically pulling togeth-
er this earth’s belligerent na-
tionalities: the machine
looked as if it would barely
stand the strain of holding it-
self together.

I gazed in what I hoped
was a suitable attitude of
awed reverence.

“And it's finished?”

“Except for that other sub-
stance. I must have the yitri-

“This means a great deal to
you, doesn’t it, sir?”

“I've given my life to do
this.”” There was something
hypnotic in the way he spoke;
he believed in himself, in his
own mission
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A BREEZE began to stir
through the garden. It
whispered and sighed and
seemed, somehow, to hold aill
the sounds of the world. It
brought with it the loneli-
ness of eternity, of a martyr’s
dedication. For a moment the
past and the future were one.

“I would bring you peace,
Mytohell said softly. “I
would save you from obliv-
ion; you and your people.
You are worth saving; you
have shown me that. If I
could, I would tell my feel-
ings to the wind, and let it
carry my message around and
around your earth until it has
been heard and understood by
you all. But I cannot reach
you with that kind of ration-
ality; in spite of the risks, I
must use the Unifactor. And
the System has left mec so
little time.” His .trembling
fingers closed on my arm. “So
little time! And I must bring
peace to your world. Give me
the material I need.”

My voice was a choked
whisper. “I will do my best,”
I promised. At that moment
I -meant it. “Old man,” I
asked, “you say you came
from a world called Pjym;
how did you come here?”

“Our techniques of transpo-
sition are beyond the means
of expression in your, primi-
tive science.”

“How is it that you speak
our language so well?”

“It is an illusion of your
own understanding; you

aren’t yet able to identify
telepathy.”

He had an answer to every
approach to reality.

We turned back toward the
sanitarium. For a moment
Mytohell looked up at the
stars, The wind, stirring
through his white hair, dra-
matized his Socratic appear-
ance,

“This world called Pjym,”
I said; “can you see it to-
night?”

“A planet of a distant sun,
light years beyond your Milky
Way? You know better
than that, my son.”

“Then why do you watch
the stars?”

“They are silent and com-
plete; the majestic monu-
ments of time.”

THE NEXT time I saw My-
tohell he was flat on his
back, strapped to his bed. His
hands were slowly clenching
and unclenching and his lips
were drawn back. An atten-
dant sat by the foot of the
bed, an apple half-caten in one
hand and a book in the other.
He paid no attention.

Mytohell recognized me—
at least he seemed to. “Did
you bring it?”

I'd’ almost forgotten the
yttrium “No. It—ah—it
slipped my mind. But don’t
you think something else—"

Mytohell’s body trembled
with a fury so violent I
thought he would snap the
straps that bound him to the
bed. “You've never really bes
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lieved me; you're like the rest
of them!”

“What happened?” I asked
the attendant.

He looked up, looked at
Mytohell. “Oh, him. “Threw
a fit.”

€6 A LL RIGHT, {ill me in.
What kind of a fit?
When?"

“About four this afternoon.
He came stampedin’ in from
the garden, screaming that
something had happened to
some kind of factory he had
out there.”

“The Unifactor.”

“Yeah, maybe that’s what
he called it. So here he comes
pullin’ a tantrum. As quick as
I could I got the ol’ straight
jacket on him an’ then I
called the supervisor. You
done it just right, he says to
me. You done it right.”

“How long are you going
to keep him here?”

“Till the Doc looks him
over. Probably let him up to-
day.”

I left the attendant and
wallked over to my grandpop’s
bed. He told me much the
same story, with the addition
of one more detail. Mytohell
seemed to think that some-
one had deliberately di
turbed his Unifactor; and he
had threatened to use it for
something else. “You foois
don’t waat help!”

FOR THREE days Myto-
hell's rage lasted; then,
suddenly, he was very caim.

He asked to go into the gar-
den. The supervisor was op-
possd to lifting all the re-
straints so rapidly; the psy-
chologist was in favor of it—
and the psychologist made
his point. But there was a
condition. Mytohell specified
that he wanted me to go into
the garden with him before
dawn, and the psychologist
strongly urged me to comply.

The old man meant nothing
to me; yet I agreed to help
them out. To help them? No,
but I realized then that, in
some indefinable way, Myto-
hell had become more than a
friend to me.

The next morning, just be-
fore dawn, I met Mytohell in
the common room of the sani-
tarium we went into the gar-
dzn alone. In silence I fol-
lowed Mytohell along the
gravel path to the hedge at
the back of the garden. On
the ground I saw the remains
of his Unifactor. Mytohell
picked up the parts and, crad-
ling the junk in his arm, he
began to fit the machine to-

ther in a new pattern.

“You didn’t let me finish
what I came to do,” Mytohell
said to me very quietly.

“The material you askcd
for was so difficult to-

“¥ou didn’t mention i-
culties; all you wanted to do
vwas humor me—string me
aiong seems to be the popular
phrase for it—because I was
helping you improve your
grades in the university.
Naturally telepathy made a
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great deal of my knowledge
available to you—everything
that you had the ability to un-
derstand.”

E TWISTED two wires

into the generator ter-
minals and looked into my
eyes. I felt ashamed—and
afraid I was a little boy facing
an angry tutor.

“You are typical of your
world,” Mytohell went on, in
the same quiet tone, “A world
too selfish to understand your
own capabilitiee. That's the
supreme irony of it all; your
mind towers far above mine—
if you could use ity”

“I came to help you: you
turned my help down and des-
troved my machine.”

He raised one arm toward
the morning sky. The folds of
his nightgown gave him the
appearance of an ancient Ro-
man patrician. “The others
were right,” he said. “You
people do not deserve a place
in the System. We have every
right to banish you into that
outer darkness where time has
never been.”

He caressed the generator.
“But that is too serious a de-
cision for me to make alone.
I've revised the Unifactor:
with this new machine, I
could finish the jeb—but I
won’t. The final decision, my
son, I leave to your world.
This morning T'll send you
part-way—into the gray lim-
bo of transition. There vour
world will stay until the Sys-

tem carries out the sentence
of banishment, or—" Mytohell
smiled gently, sadly, “—or un-
til you give us a reason to
bring you back. One valid rea-
son, my son; that's all we ask
of Earth. One reason why you
should not be condemned to
oblivion.”

'OR A SPLIT-SECOND he

was the schoolteacher again,
“Is it a lesson you're capable
of learning? I've failed to
teach it to you; now, can you
pull yourselves up by your
own bootstraps?” There was
agony in his voice.

He glanced into my eyes
and, in a sudden spasm of re-
morse, he twisted the handle
of the generator. Knives of
ice tore at my soul; nausea
churned through my bedy.
The pain passed. I stumbled
back from hedge. Dimly, I
was aware that Mytohell and
his machine had vanished.

The sky was empty. Myto-
hell offers us a reprieve, a
chance to survive. But are we
capable of dragging ourselves
back from oblivion? Can we
find one valid reason why
Earth and its culture should
survive? I wonder...and I
wonder_in this gray desert,
this fog of nothingmess to
which we have been con-
demned. This limbo where the
stars do not turn through the
black velivet of space: where
the suns are dead ané color
and emotion is drained from
our souls. ..



