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THE

SPECIAL

EXHIBIT

It was fascinaling, the one sure solution to the problem marriage

e Museum was unusualy desered
‘morning, Mr. Grant thought, as he led
the marble-floored lobby. Whicn
circumstances.
“Good morning, sir,” said the red-cheeked old
musoum attendant.
Cosd sorsing. Smmmonn
“This is Mrs. Gray
Mioe. Gran noddad skl and onsed agriot
a Central American war canoe. Her shoulders
wore on a level with thoso of

K

Mr. Grant said.

aed st them, sad o famlly of Axie deor ccntineed

grazing in
How loog's this gonns take?” Mrs. Grant
ask
"Nol Jong a4 ol M. Grant sid,remember-
the Special Exhibit was noted for its
i
T've got some deliverics. coming.” Mrs. Orant
nd some important things to do.
Leading her past 3 munulc o and & spotied
chevrotian, If to wonder.

e
paddler; but broader by far. Looking at them,
Mr. Grant wondered, for a moment, if the
Special Exhibit would work. Could it succeed
on a woman so large, so strong, so set in her ways.
hoped so. Failure would be ridiculous.

sai
the pleasure, Mrs.
“Haven't been hero since I was a kid,"
Grant said, stifling a yawn behind a large h-nd,
“Mrs. Grant is not particularly interested i

the storied past,” Mr. Graat, sxpiained, loaniog
on his cane. "My work i i nrnnhnln‘y leaves her
quite usimpresed. How as agreed to
accompany me anibis

el bt 5t theattendant asked.
He connlted 8 notebook. [ don's beli
‘my invitation,” Mr. Grant sid.
" The attendant

“Yea, si

to view it.”
20f courme” M. Grant sid. Ho knew the

mil, baldiag Carve quite well

thin, nagging, red- ws

o Gt The i

lem than
marriage counsling, peyehiatey, peychoanalyss
or oven simple forbearanee.

was uniquely the Museum’s project. The
Maswian Hkod 0o have e asploywes bappy amd
contented, for only then could they serve Science
properly. But aside from that, the Special Ex-
hibit was educational, and filled a distinet gap in
the Museum’s progam,

The

not been informed
of it for the. enieal public wu exceedingly con-

and giant pandas. A water buffalo stared glassy-

‘momentariy, what sho—xmp«unz things might

be. Mrs. Grant's interests seemed to center in

television by day. and mation pisture by nigkt.
Of cow were

eries
Me Grent sighed. They were s0 obviously ill-
matebied, To. think that ho—a small, rather

andmeager mentality. But it happened to
others; Dr. Carver, for example.

Mr. Grant smiled wacly at the fetion of
sttrasting opposiies, At the entire romantio
principle. Hoda't his work in ornll.hology taught
him anything? Did the yellow-rumped Si
mate with the condor? A single wild fing! How
much better, he thought, if he had been content
to join the French For . spend b in-
Beritanee in riotous living, o¢ take 10
Such veoturss ould, n e, o lived down. But

rriage? Never. Not with Mrs. Grant as com-
Tortable as the w

Unleoss, of course, the Special Exhibit . .

““This way,” Mr. Grant murmured, leading
her down an unexpeeted corridor concealed be-
twsen cass cocs.

& is this exhibit?” Mrs. Grant de-
manded: 1 ot be home for my deliveries.”

“Just around here.” Mr. Grant said, leading
hor past a door marked in
He wondered about those re

med to be & tremendous number of them.
And the delivery boy left a vile brand of cigar
in the ash trays

“Here we are,” Mr. Grant said. |
an iron door and walked into an immense room.
The setting simulated a clearing in the jungle,
aod i front of hem was o thatched . Bebind
that was a smaller hut, half hidden from view.

Seveal sarages loung o e vias-tasgied
oroand, hatierog st sach o
o Grant exclamed.
onrs. This I, 700 008,  mew expecimont
in descriptive anthropology.”

‘0 one side was an ancient wrinkled woman,
adding wood o e thatersckied under  lrge
pot. Something was bubbling in the po

"The. warriors ot 1o ther fout when they
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by ROBERT SHECKLEY

flled' with a continual background chirping.
Breaking into it was a frenzied clucking. A bird
honked angrily and mmmmq mmd a ey
Mrs. Grant said, “Can we
Ona of the aiire, = wild and llnn:n s with bis
hair and_ painted face, was
Hdine eckte et T others siood e
him. Looking at the group, Mr. Grant thought

how savage Mrs. Grant really was, with
lavishly .wh.d cosmetics, her fox skins and
clanking jew

""What do they want?" Mrs. Grant asked, e
ing the half-naked men with something less

"'I'My d ke you o ezamine the vilage” Mr.
“It's part of the

3 native was
cying her with an admiring look and she allowed
herself t0 be led forward.

She was shown the cooking pot, the weapons,
the decorations on the first hut. Then the natives
led her to the second hut, and one of them

Jod and beckoned bac inside,
cational,” she said, winking back, and
(ollowed i 1. The otber tmo Ratires aticrd
picking up a cane knife before he went in.

head hu
l-ml-ly from hut. “Have you seen all
shrunke '

i Gran wodded to el b wee amasing,
how e to cuma by The
South American authorities had begun cracking
down'on their export. The Special Exhibit was,
perkape, the sule remaining soure of {kis
e folk

“Ones got o i, I ook just like Mrs.—

a scream, and then the sound of a
turious battle. Mr. Grant held his breath. There
were three of them, o be sure, but Mrs. Grant

huv.. 2ad the Mg b7 1he fre pleled X5 & Mw
minous instruments, and went lnnde What-

ever was i the pot continued to boil merrly.
Mr. Grant sighed with reliel "o At hat

After all, anthropology
wasn't his line. He locked the iron dooe behind
bi r the ornithology wing, de-

ciding that Mrs. Grant's deliveries were not
sufficiently important to require his presence. #
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