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Every time he tore loose they brought
him down again.

THE THIRD

LITTLE GREEN MAN

By DAMON KNIGHT

He was unneecessary.

The first two had already eonvineed

Shoemaker there was only one cure for his condition—and
that was to get the hell away from space-ships and onte a
nice red wagon.

sallyport of the ship and looked

gloomily at a pale blue-green sea-
scape, parted down the middle by a ghostly
shoreline. The sea was a little greener,
and the land was a little bluer; otherwise
there was no difference to the eye. Once
in a while a tiny brecze came in from the
sea, and then the stink changed from sul-
phur to fish.

Venus, he decided, was a pest-hole. If
he’'d known it would be like this, he would
have socked old Davies in the eye when
he came to him with his damned plans.

S HOEMAKER SAT IN THE OPEN

And then he’d have got roaring drunk
to celebrate his escape,

Drunk. . . Boy, he'd been squiffed last
night! And every night, except one horrible
period when they'd found his cache and it
had been three days before he could shut
off the engines and make more. Thinking
of that, he shuddered. Better get started
early tonight; no telling when the others
would be back. '

He rose and went back into the stifling
heat of the ship. No cooling system in the
thing ; that’s one item he hadn't thought of.
But then, to hear Davies and Burford talk,

27
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Venus was going to be a kind of Turkish
paradise, full of pomegranates and loose
women. Nothing had been said about the
temperature or the smells.

He walked down the narrow passageway
to the hold, entered one of the compart-
ments, and stopped before a patched sec-
tion of the bulkhead, The ship was prac-
tically nothing but patches, and this looked
no different from the rest, But it was.

Shoemaker stuck a fingernail under the
lower end of the metal strip, and pulled.
The strip came loose. He got his finger all
the way under and lifted. The soldered
edges tore away like so much glue.

He caught the section as the top came

away, and laid it aside. Behind it, in a

space where plastic filler had been re-
moved, were stacked bottles of a colorless

" liquid. He took one of them out and shoved
it into his back pocket. Then he picked up
the patch sheet and, holding it in place
with one hand, took a metal-foil tube out
of his pocket with the other. The gunk in
the tube was his own discovery; a phony
solder fluid that was pretty nearly as
strong as the real thing, except that the
slightest leverage would pull it loose. He
smeared a thin film of the stuff all around
the patch, held the sheet for a few sec-
onds more while it dried, then stood off
to examine his work. Perfect.

The bottle in his pocket was uncom-
fortably warm against his thin rump. Well,
he could fix that, too, He went down the
passage to the next compartment, jock-
eyed an oxygen tank around until he could
get at the petcock, and held the bottle in
a thin stream of the compressed gas. In
a minute the liquor was chilled.

He was sweating prodigiously. Gasping
a little, he went back to the sallyport and
sat down. He settled his broad back against
the doorway, put the neck of the bottle
against his pursed lips, and drank.

He was lowering his head after the fifth
long swallow, when he saw something
move against the misty boundary of sea
and land. He followed it with his eyes. His
long “Ahbh” of satisfaction ended in the
sound of a man treacherously struck in
the belly.

LITTLE GREEN MAN was stand-
ing there, a little poisonous-green man
with blue-green whiskers and eyes like
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emeralds. He was about fourteen inches
high, counting his big rabbit ears. He had
an ominous look on his face, a

Shoemaker gaped. Suddenly, the things
Burford had been telling him, this' morn-
ing before he and the other two had left
to go exploring, began to run through his
mind. Flesh and blood can stamd just so
much, Jim. One of these days a pink ele-
phant or a polka-dot giraffe is going to
step out of a bottle and say to you—

“Shoemaker, your time has come.”

He jumped a foot. He was quivering
all over.

Just as Shoemaker was telling himself
that it couldn’t possibly have happened,
the little man moved a step forward and
said it again.

Shoemaker dived for the door and
slammed it after him. Ten minutes later,
when he stopped shaking long enough to
open it again, the little green man was
gone.

This was not so good, Shoemaker told
himself. Whether it was the d. t.’s or just
a hallucination brought on by chilled liquor -
in a hot climate, that green man was noth-
ing he wanted to have around.

He started thinking about what Bur-
ford and Davies and Hale would do if
they found out he'd started seeing things.
They’d taken a lot from him, because he
was the only man who could hold the Space
Queen together; but this might be too
much,

For instance, there was his habit of
stopping the engines whenever he ran out
of liquor. Well, he had an alibi for that,
anyway. Two days out of New York,
they’d found his supply of Scotch and
dumped it into space, Fighting mad, he'd
waited until the others were asleep, then
disconnected the transmutator that fed the
rocket motors and adjusted it to turn out
pure grain alcohol. With the addition of
a little grapefruit juice from the stores,
it made a fair-to-middling tipple. He'd
kept going on it ever since.

But, if there were green men in it. . .

Shuddering, he went outside to wait for
Davies and the other two. It was a little
cowler now, with the sun clear around on
the other side of the planet, but it was also
a lot darker, Shoemaker turned on the
light in the sallyport and stood under it,
nervously peering into the blackness.
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RESENTLY he heard a hail, and then

saw the three lights coming toward
him. Three of them; that meant nobody
had been devoured by saber-toothed pipi-
cacas, or whatever cockeyed carnivores
there were on this Turkish bath of a
world. That was good. If anybody killed
any of them—big, slow-thinking Davies,
the chubby, drawling Hale—or Burford in
particular—Shoemaker wanted it to be
him.

That was Burford now. “Seen any ele-
phants?”’

Damn him, There went Shoemaker’s idea
of asking casually if they’d seen any little
green creatures around. Burford was feel-
ing sharp tonight, and he’d pounce on that
like a cat.

The three slogged into the circle of
light. They looked a little tired, even the
whipcord-lean Burford. Their boots were
crusted with blue-gray mud almost to the
knees.

“Have any trouble finding your way
back ?”” Shoemaker asked. Davies shook his
big head slowly. He looked a little sur-
prised. “No . . . No, there’s a river up
yonder about a mile, you know. We saw it
when we landed. . . .”

“Jim was out cold at the time,” Bur-
ford put in. He grinned nastily at Shoe-
maker.

“So we just followed it up a ways and
then back,” Davies finished, putting his
knapsack down on the galley table. He sat
down heavily. “We didn't see a thing . ..
not a thing, Looks like we’ll have to pick
up the ship and use it to cruise around
. . . but we can’t spare much fuel, you
‘know.” He looked reproachfully at Shoe-
maker, “We used up so much correcting
course every time you shut off the en-
gines. . ."”

Shoemaker felt himself getting hot.
“Well, if you three commissars hadn’t
heaved out my Scotch—"

“Okay, okay, break it up,” said Hale
boredly. He let his soft bulk down into a
chair. Burford stood up, leaning against
the butkhead.

“You hear anything on the radio, Shoe-
maker ?’ Hale asked.

Shoemaker shook his head. “Had it on
all day,” he said. “Not a peep.”

“I don’t get it,” Burford said. “Radio
signals started practically as soon as we hit

atmosphere. They wavered, but we traced
them down right about here. Then, as soon
as we landed, they quit. There’s something
funny about that.”

“Well, now,” said Davies, wagging his
head, “I wouldn’t exactly say it was funny,
Charley. . . . Now you take us, there might
be any number of reasons why we'd quit
signaling, if .it was the Venusians landing
on Earth instead of us the other way
around. . . .” He sighed. “But it comes to
this, boys. If there are any animals on
Venus, intelligent or otherwise, it makes
no never-mind, we've got to find ’em.
We got to have some kind o’ specimens to
take back, or we're sunk. You remember
how much trouble we had, just getting the
Supreme Council to subsidize us at
all. .. ”

Shoemaker remembered. Davies’ math
was all right; it was the only language he
really knew his way around in. And he
had the fuel, and the motor. All he needed
was money to build a ship. But he'd picked
the wrong time for it.

It had been just five years after the
end of World War III when Davies had
started making plans for his ship. The
World Federation was only four and a half
years old, and still bogged down in a
quagmire of difficulties. What with two
Balkan and three Indian principalities still
“unreconstructed,” ousted officials of
other retarded nations raising hell with
underground movements, the world re-
arming for still another war—oplus a
smashed, half-starving empire, smoulder-
ing with atomic fire, to deal with—the Su-
preme Council had little time or money to
give to space flight. -

Davies, though, had had his first and
only non-mathematical idea, and it was a
good one. This is the way it added up. The
World Federation argued, reasonably,
that the only way to police the world effec-
tively against the possibility of another
war was for everybody to come into the
W. F. But the hold-out nations in Europe
and America, who had been neutral during
the last conflict—and were powerful out
of all proportion simply because they had
—plus the millions of emigres who had set
up shop in South America and Africa, re-
plied that the W. F. wasn’t going to po-
lice them, and that they'd sooner hagve an-
other war and, furthermore, that if the
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W. F. thought it could win it, let them go
ahead and drop the first bomb.

The result was an impasse that was
throwing the World’s Cultural Rehabilita-
tion Program all out of kilter. Well, said
Davies, suppose it were possible to prove
to the reactionary nations that Venus was
habitable—wouldn’t they jump at the
chance to avoid World War IV by moving
out entirely? Then the W. F. would be
able to go about its business, organizing
the Earth into One World—until it was
so strong that the Venus colony would be
a pushover, and serve them right.

Meanwhile, what if there were intelli-
gent life on Venus—intelligent enough to
be a new source of cheap labor, now that
every world citizen was demanding that
his working day be cut immediately to five
hours ?

The bored Bureau Chief to whom Davies
had talked had nodded thoughtfully and
said there might be something in it, and
a few months later Davies had been set up
as head of a new Department, with a wholly
inadequate appropriation.

Burford and Hale had been assigned to
the project by the North American Labor
Bureau, and Shoemaker, appealed to by
Davies, had joined up principally because
it was a tough job. Then they’d gone to
work, spending the money in driblets as
they got it. They’d had to revise the speci-
fications downward half a dozen times, and
when they were through, the Space Queen
was a rule-of-thumb monstrosity that only
a mechanical genius could hold together.
Shoemaker was the genius,

E THOUGHT about the time the
meteor had hulled them, piercing
both shop walls and banging hell out of
the compartment across the corridor. Shoe-
maker had been in the shop, so drunk he
could hardly stand up; but he’d held his
breath long enough to slap a patch over
the hole through which all the air in that
section had gone whistling out, and seal it
tight. Then he'd staggered to an oxygen
flask, turned it on full and got enough air
in his lungs to keep from passing out. By
the time the others rolled out of bed and
came down to see whether he was alive or
dead, pressure was back to normal.
He remembered Hale’s white  face
poked through the open seal-door in the

corridor. “What happened, for Pete’s
sake ?”

“Termites,” Shoemaker had said.

What a trip, ye gods, what a trip. He'd
done some cockeyed things in his life, but
this junket a million miles from anywhere
took the oscar, And now, if he was going
to have the screaming meemies, he wanted
to have them in a nice comfortable hos-
pital—not in this watered-down version of
a surrealist’s nightmare.

Burford was saying something to him.
Shoemaker roused himself, “What ?”

“I said, what’s with you, Edison? You've
been sitting there with a dopey look on
your face for half an hour. You haven't
heard a word we’ve been saying, have
you?”

Shoemaker made a quick recovery. “I
was thinking, bird-brain. That’s a little
pastime us intellectuals indulge in. I'd
teach it to you, but I don’t think you'd
like it.”

Burford looked at him sharply. Shoe-
maker began to sweat. Was it showing on
him already?

Burford said casually, “No offense.
Well, think I'll turn in. Big day tomor-
row.” He strolled out, closing the door
behind him.

Shoemaker got up to go a few minutes
later, but Davies said, “‘Say, .Jim, there
was something T wanted to ask you. I know-
Now just what was it? Wait a minute, it’ll
come back to me. Oh, yes. Jim, do you
think—now, you understand, I just want
a rough guess on this—do you reckon
if we were to use up all the mercury we
got, we could scout around and get us
some of this sand, or maybe some ore
from lower down—" )

When he finally got it out, it appeared
that he wanted to know if Shoemaker
thought they’d be able to refine some local
mineral enough to put it through the
transmutator without blowing themselves
up.

Exasperated, Shoemaker said, ‘‘Sure,
easy. It would only take us five or six
years to dig up the stuff, build a refinery,
get hold of a couple of tons of reagents
from Lord knows where, and adjust the
trans-M to take the final product. Just a
nice little rest-cure, and then we can all
go home to glory and show off our long
gray beards.”
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That started the old argument all over
again. Davies said, “Now, Jim, don't ex-
cite yourself. Don’t you see the thing is,
if we go home with nothing but some
mud and moss that we could have picked
up anywhere, or some pictures that we
could have faked, why, the Supreme
Council will want to know what they spent

"all that money for. You know we'll get
disciplined, sure as—"

Shoemaker’s nerves got jumpier by the
minute. Finally he said, “Oh, blow it out a
porthole!” and slammed the galley door be-
hind him.

He met Burford down the corridor, just
turning in to his cubby,

“Where have you been?” he demanded.

“Where do you think?” Burford said
rudely.

Shoemaker was half undressed when a
horrible thought struck him. In his stock-
ing feet, he hurried up to the compartment
where his liquor was hidden. The patch
was lying propped against the bulkhead;
the concealed space was empty. A crowbar
lay on the deck, fragments of real solder
from other patches clinging to its edge.

Burning, he went back to the engine-
room,

Burford had been thorough. The micro-
spectrograph had been carefully pried off
and disconnected from the rest of the
transmutation rig. Without it, the setup
was useless for either the designer’s pur-
pose—making fissionable plutonium—or
Shoemaker’s—the manufacture of 200-
proof happy water.

Shoemaker didn’t have to look to know
that the spares were gone, too.

Luckily, he had about five quarts of
the stuff hidden for emergencies in a can-
ister marked “Hydrochloric Acid” down
in the shop, With rationing, it would do.
It would have to. Green men or no, he
couldn’t go dry. He'd been a quart-a-day
man for as long as he could remember,
and it would take more than a spook or
two to scare him off it.

E HAD to admit to a certain appre-

hension, though, as he sat on watch
in the sallyport the next evening. Land,
sea and sky were the same slimy mono-
tone; the occasional breath of wind that
came in from the ocean bore the same
broad hint of decaying marine life, It had
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been just about this time last night when
that—

Restless, he got up and tramped around
the ship. On the seaward side, beyond the
huge muzzles of the rocket tubes, the
greenish sand sloped downward abruptly
in a six-foot embankment to the stagnant
edge of the water. There was nothing out
there, not even a ripple.

To landward, there was nothing but
mud.

He sat down again, looked dubiously at
his half-finished quart, decided to let it
rest awhile. The glass had a green tinge
from the sand around it. Resolutely, he
turned his mind to the exploring party,
tramping around in that godforsaken wil-
derness again, Well, what do you think,
Shoemaker? he asked himself. How long
will it take those supermen to give up their
little paper-chase ? Two more days ? Three?
A week? Shoemaker, he answered, I don't
know and at this point I don’t give a
damn. I got more important things to
worry about.

That seemed to settle that. He stared
gloomily at the bottle, then picked it up
and drank.

When he lowered the bottle again, push-
ing the cap shut with his thumb, the
little green man was there.

No, it was a different one this time.
Rigid with shock, he could still see that
this one was fatter around the middle and
had shorter whiskers.

But the expression was the same. Like
a fiend on his way to a dismemberment
party.

He found ‘his voice. “Where did you
come from?”

The little man smiled unpleasantly. “Mud
and moss,” he said,

Shoemaker wanted to yell. Holding a
conversation with a hunk of mist, a non-
existent goblin! He hardly recognized his
own voice when he said, “What do you
want "’

The green man walked toward him.
“Heaved out my Scotch,” he said, and
leered.

Shoemaker did yell. Leaping to his
feet, flinging his arms wide, he bellowed
like a wounded carabao, The bottle slipped
out of his fingers and looped gracefully
into the sea. The goblin turned his head to
follow it.
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Then, astonishingly, he looked at Shoe-
maker, said, “It'll come back,” and dived
in after the bottle.

Neither of them came up, though Shoe-
maker hung onto the frame of the sallyport
and watched for half an hour.

HOEMAKER heard their voices
through the hull when they came back
that night.

“Where's the old soak?”
Burford.

“Now, Charley, that isn’t nice. He
didn’t say anything, but you could tell he
wasn't feeling so good when he found out
you'd located his cache. I dunno’s we
should of done that. He's sure to get real
uncooperative on us, and we need him.”

“All right!” said Burford. “But have
‘you noticed how shaky he’s been the last
couple of days? What if he cracks up, then

That was

where’ll we be? I say it isn’t enough to-

just throw out his liquor—he’ll make more
as soon as we get into space again. We
ought to make him take the cure. Force it
down his throat if we have to.”

“Sure,” said Hale. “Just tell him we’re
through kidding around. He’s got to take
it and like it.

“Now, boys, take it easy,” Davies said.
“We’ve been all over this before. . . .”

Shoemaker grinned sourly. So that was
what they were cooking up. Well, fore-
warned was forearmed; as a matter of
fact, he’d given this possibility some
some thought a long time ago, and acted ac-
cordingly., So he had one hole card, any-
way. But getting them to agree to an im-
mediate takeoff was another horse.

Wait a minute . . . There was an idea.
If he played it right—it was tricky, but it
might work.

They were coming in the sallyport now.
Shoemaker ducked down to the chem store-
room, found the bottle he was looking for
and filled a small capsule from it. His
hands were shaking, he noticed. That was
what the fear of hellfire did to you.

Shoemaker had reached a decision. De-
lirium tremens wasn’t a good enough an-
swer; it didn’t fit. If he thought it*was
that, he’d gladly take the cure, even though
the idea made his belly crawl. Of course, it
was too late for that, anyway —he'd
thrown out the drug in Burford’s sick-box
and substituted plain baking soda long ago.

But Shoemaker thought he knew what
was happening to him, and it wasn’t d. t.’s.
It wasn’t the usual dipso’s collection of
crazy daymares at all; there was a horrid
kind of logic to it. Instead of delirium, it
was—judgment.

That was as far as he’d gone. He knew
he had it coming to him, and now he
thought he was going to get it. But he
hadn’t given up yet. There was one thing
he could still do, and that was to run—
get clear away from this damned planet.
After that, he’d just have to take his
chances. Maybe the things could follow
him into space, maybe not. Shoemaker
wasn't sure of anything any more.

He slipped the capsule into his pocket
where he could get at it when he needed
it, and went on up the passageway.

“Oh, there you are,” said Burford. ‘We
were wondering where you'd got to.”

Shoemaker glared at him. “Okay, go
ahead, ask me if I was digging for a
microspectrograph mine.”

Burford looked shocked. “Why, Jim, you
know I wouldn’t say a nasty thing like
that.” He took Shoemaker’s arm. “Come
on up to the galley. We’re having a pow-
wow.”

Oh-oh, thought Shoemaker. This looks
like it, He put his hand in his pocket and
folded his handkerchief over the capsule.

Davies and Hale stared at him solemnly
as he came through the door with Burford
behind him. He looked back at them,
poker-faced, and sat down.

Davies cleared his throat. “Er-um. Jim,
we've been worried about you lately. You
don’t act like you’re feeling too chipper.”

“That’s right,” said Shoemaker, look-
ing doleful, “I've been thinking about my
poor old mother.”

Burford snorted. “Your poor old mother
died fifty years ago.”

“She did,” said Shoemaker, taking out
his handkerchief, “and she died with one
great wish unfulfilled.”

“Yeah? What was that?”’ Burford asked
skeptically,

“She always wanted to have a son like
you,” Shoemaker said, “so that she could
whale the living daylights out of him.”
He blew his nose raucously, slipped the
capsule into his mouth, put his handker-
chief away and smiled beatificially.

Davies was frowning. “Jim,” he said,
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“l wish you wouldn't make jokes about
it. We all know what’s the matter with
you. You been fightin’ the liquor too hard.”
“Who says so?" Shoemaker demanded.
“Now, Jim, don’t make things difficult.
I don’t like this any more’n you do, but—"
“Like what?”
Burford made an impatient gesture. “Go

ahead, tell him, Lou. No use dragging it

out.”

“That’s right,” Hale put in, glowering.

“Shut up, you,” said Shoemaker. He
turned to Davies, “Tell me what? You're
not going to bring up that ‘cure’ chestnut
again, by any chance?”’

Davies looked uncomfortable. “I'm sorry,
Jim. I know you don’t want to take it. I
argued against it, but the boys finally con-
vinced me. You know, Jim, if it was only
you that we had to think about, I wouldn't
try to make you do anything you didn’t
want to, But, don't you see, this is it—
either we all stick together or we're sunk.
If we don’t all keep in good shape and able
to do our jobs, why . . . well, you see,
don’t you, Jim—"

“What he means,” said Burford, “is
that this time you're going to take the
cure, whether you want to or not.”

Shoemaker got up and put his chair very
carefully out of the way.

“Let’s see you make me,” he said.

T HAD to lock good, so when Burford

grabbed for him he stepped back and
swung a hearty right into the middle of
Burford’s face. -

Burford staggered, but kept on coming.
He clipped Shoemaker’s jaw glancingly,
swung again and missed, then gave him a
beauty in the eye. .

Shoemaker aimed for the midriff and
got it. “Uff!” said Burford. Then Hale
tackled him from behind and the three
of them were all over him,

Shoemaker writhed, kicking, biting and
using his elbows, but every time he._tore
loose they brought him down again. After
a while he was beginning to wonder if he
could get away even if he really meant it.
Then, somehow, Davies got a half Nelson
on him and bore down. Shoemaker decided
it was time to quit.

He looked at his opponents., Burford
had a black eye and several assorted con-
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tusions, Hale a puffed and bleeding cheek.
He couldn’t see Daveis’ face, but the pants-
leg stretched out beside his own was ripped
and hanging down over the boot,, reveal-
ing a hairy thigh, Shoemaker felt pretty
good.

“Whuff,” said Burford, gazing at him
with a new respect. He got up carefully,
walked over to the sick-box and came
back with a box of powders and a glass
of water.

He knelt. Shoemaker glared at him. Bur-
ford said, “Okay, baby, open your mouth
or we'll pry it open, Hold his head, Lou.”
Davies’ big hand clasped Shoemaker’s
skull, and Burford pried at his lower jaw.
The instant his lips parted, Burford tilted
the powder into his mouth, then pushed it
shut again. Shoemaker’s eyes bulged.
“Swallow,” said Burford remorselessly,
and grabbed Shoemaker’s nose between a
horny finger and thumb,

Shoemaker swallowed. ‘“Now you get
the water,” Burford said, and held the
glass to his lips. Shoemaker drank, meekly.

Burford stood up. ‘“Well,” he said un-
certainly, “that’s that.” Davies let go of
Shoemaker and eased out from under him.
Then he stood beside Burford and Hale,
and all three looked down at Shoemaker.

There were real tears in Shoemaker’s
eyes—from having his nose pinched in
Burford’s vise-like grip—and his face
looked drawn. Slowly, like an old man, he
got to his feet, walked to the table and sat
down.

“Now, Jim,” Davies began hesitantly,
“don’t take on. It isn’t so bad. You'll be a
better man for it, you know. You'll prob’ly
gain weight and everything. Now, Jim—"

Shoemaker wasn't listening. His eyes
were rigid and glassy, his jaw lax. Slowly
he began to tremble. He slumped over and
hit the deck with a thud, still jerking.

“Good Lord!” exploded Burford.

“What is it?” Hale demanded.

“Mitchel’s reaction,” said Burford.
“Hasn’t happened twice in thirty years, I
never thought—"

“Is it dangerous, Charley?”

“Lord, yes. Wait till I get the hand-
book.” Shoemaker heard his quick ‘steps,
then pages being riffled.

When he thought it was safe, Shoemaker
sneaked a look out of one eye. The other
two men were pressed close to Burford,
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staring over his shoulders. Their backs
were to him, but he kept jerking his body
occasionally anyway, just to be on the safe
side.

“Treatment,” said Burford hoarsely,
“extended rest on soft diet, diathermy, u.
v. irradiation, hourly injeetion of—Hell,
we can’t do that. We haven’t got half the
stuff.”

“What happens if he don't get it,
Charley ?”’*said Davies nervously. “I mean
to say, how long—"

Burford flipped pages. “General debili-
ty, progressing rapidly, followed by heart
stoppage and death after four to ten
weeks.”

“Oh, my,” said Davies. “What'll we do,
Charley? T mean—"

“Wait a minute, here. Are you sure he’s
got what you think?” asked Hale skep-
tically. “How do you know he's not fak-
ing?”

“Faking " said Burford. “Well—he’s got
all the symptoms.” He riffled pages. “Im-
mediate unconsciousness, violent tremors
—oh-oh. Look at this.”

The two heads craned forward eagerly.
There was a moment of silence, and then
Hale giggled. “Well, if he does that, I'll
believe you!”

“Yes,” said Davies seriously, “but, if
he’s unconscious, how can he—"

Burford glanced at the handbook again.
“He should be coming to any time now,”
he said loudly. “When lie does, we'll
know for sure.”

SHOEMAKER grinned to himself. He
knew that section of the Medical
Handbook by heart. Patient remains un-
conscious and cannot be roused for twen-
ty minutes to one-half hour. . . He
kept his eyes closed and waited, jerking
occasionally, for what he judged was a
good twenty minutes, then another five
for good measure, When he opened them
again, he saw Davies’ anxious face a few
inches away, flanked by Burford’s and
Hale’s. d

“He’s coming out of it!” said Burford.
“How do you feel, old man?”

“Wha—?" said Shoemaker,

“You've had a little stroke,” said Bur-
ford mendaciously. “Help me get him up

. . You'll be all right, Jim, but you've
got to do just as we tell you.”
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“Poisoned me,” Shoemaker gasped, suf-
fering himself to be hoisted limply erect.

“No, no,” Davies protested. ‘“We're try-
ing to help you, Jimmy boy. Just go with
Charley, that’s right, Here, take this bot-
tle, Charley.”

Even Shoemaker was a little startled by
what followed.

When they returned, Burford nodded
solemnly. “It was blue, all right,” he said.

“Poisoned me!”’ said Shoemaker, allow-
ing himself to speak a little more em-
phatically.

“Oh, hell!” said Burford, lifting Shoe-
maker’s quaking body into a chair. “So
we poisoned you. We didn’t mean to do it.
Question is now, what's to be done?”

“Why, we've got to get him to a hos-
pital,” said Davies. “Got to start back to
Earth immediately. Uh—but, Charley, will
he be well enough to work on the trip?”

“It might not kill him,” said Burford
grimly. “But what about us? Are we go-
ing to go back empty-handed?” _

“Oh, my,” said Davies. “I forgot for
a minute, No, we can’t do that. But look
here, Charley—if he dies while we're still
here, how’re we going to get back with-
out him?”

“We’ll have to, that’s all,” said Bur-
ford.

“Check,” said Hale.

“Well, I got to admit you boys are
right,” said Davies promptly, with a long
face. “Never had to make a more diffi-
cult decision in my life. Poor old Jim!
When I think—"

He stopped with a gasp as Shoemaker
rose to his feet, swelling visibly with rage.
“When I think,” said Shoemaker loudly,
“of the chances I’ve had—"' he found him-
self encumbered by the broken halves of
the capsule under his tongue, and spat
them .out violently—*to strangle the whole
murdering crew of you quietly in your
sleep—" His fingers curled. He started to-
ward Davies slowly, on stiff legs.

Burford was staring at the capsule-
halves on the deck. Suddenly he bent and
picked them up, saw the faint blue stain
that still clung to their edges. Light broke
over his face. “Methylene blue!” he said.
“You knew—you hid this in your mouth
and swallowed it. Why, you old—"

“I did,” said Shoemaker, “and now I'm
going to make you swallow it.” He stepped
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forward and swung a vigorous right that
knocked Burford through the open door.

Hale had picked up a chair, Shoemaker
ducked aside as it whooshed down, mean-
while kicking Hale in the stomach. Then
he looked around for Davies, but. the lat-
ter, it seemed, was behind him. Something
tapped Shoemaker on the back of the skull,
and then everything faded away in gray
mist. . . .

HE MIST lifted once, while, with a

throbbing head, he listened to Bur-
ford explaining that everything on the
ship that could possibly be 2 weapon was
locked up; that if he attempted any more
reactionary violence they would as soon
leave him dead on Venus as not; and that
if he knew what was good for him, he
would behave himself both before the
takeoff — which would occur when they
pleased —and after it.

He tried to tell Burford what he could
do with himself, but he fell asleep again
before he was half through.

When he woke, finally, it was evening,
and low voices from the galley forward
told him that the other three had returned
from another day of hunting. He got up,
feeling stiff and heavy, and prowled dis-
consolately down the passageway as far
as his shop door, which was, indeed,
locked. He was hungry, but he had a feel-
ing that the sight of any one of the other
three human faces on Venus would take
away his appetite. For lack of anything
better to do, he stepped into the airlock,
closed the inner door quietly behind him,
and sat down morosely in the sallyport.

Sky and sea were dull blue-green, with-
_out star or horizon. There was a stink
of sulphur, and then a stink of fish, and
“then another stink of sulphur, . . . He
sat and sweated, thinking his gloomy
thoughts.

Shoemaker was not a moral man, but
the sense of personal doom was strong
upon him, Suppose there really were a
“Hell, he thought, only the preachers were
wrong about everything but the heat. . . .
A splitting skull . . . No liquor . . . No
women . . . A stinking, slime-blue sea-
scape that was the same right-side up, up-
side-down, or crossways . . And the
little green men. He had almost forgotten
them.

When he looked up, he remembered.

The third little man was slimmer, and
had no whiskers at all. He carried a shiny
golden dagger, almost as big as himself.
He was walking forward purposefully.

Shoemaker waited, paralyzed. ’

The little man fixed him with his gleam-
ing eye. “We'ré through kidding around,”
he said grimly. ‘‘Question is now!”

And he laid the golden dagger in Shoe-
maker’s quaking palm. -

Shoemaker’s first impulse was to cut
his own throat. His second was to throw
the dagger as far away as possible. Those
two came in flashing tenths of a second.
The third was stronger. He rose effort-
lessly into the air, landed facing the sally-
port, and, mouth wide open but emitting
no sound, ran straight through it. He
passed the closed inner door more by a
process of ignoring it than by bursting
it open.

Directly opposite was the door of Bur-
ford’s chubby, just now open far enough
to show Burford’s startled face. When he
saw Shoemaker, he tried hastily to shut
the door, but Shoemaker by now had so
much momentum as to have reached, for
practical purposes, the status of an irre-
sistible force. In the next second, he came
to a full stop; but this was only because
he was jammed against Burford, who
was jammed against the far wall of the
room, which was braced by five hundred
tons of metal.

“Ugg,” said Burford. “Whuff—where
did you get that knife?”

“Shut up and start talking,” sad Shoe-
maker wildly. “Where’s the microspectro-
graph?”

Burford opened his mouth to yell. Shoe-
maker shut it with a fist, meanwhile thrust-
ing the knife firmly against Burford’s
midriff to illustrate the point.

Burford spat out a tooth. As Shoemaker
put a little more pressure on the blade,
he said hastily, “It's in the—uhh!—fuel
reservoir.”

Shoemaker whirled him around and pro-
pelled him into the corridor, after a quick
look to make sure that the way was clear,
They proceeded to the engine room, in
this order: Burford, knife, Shoemaker.

Without waiting to be persuaded, Bur-
ford produced a ring of keys, unlocked
the reservoir, and withdrew the micro-
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spectrograph. “Hook it up,” said Shoe-
maker, Burford did so.

said Shoemaker incautiously.
“We're taking off.”

Burford’s eyes bulged. He made a
whoofling noise and then, without warn-
ing, lunged forward, grabbing Shoe-
maker’s knife arm with one hand and
punching him with the other. They rolled
on the deck.

Shoemaker mnoticed that Burford’s
mouth was open again, and he put his
hand into it, being too busy keeping away
from Burford’s knee to take more effet-
tive measures. Burford bit a chunk out of
the hand and shouted, ‘“Hale! Davies!
Help!”

HERE were bangings in the corridor.

Shoemaker decided the knife was
more of a hindrance than a help, and
dropped it. When Burford let go to reach
for it, he managed to roll them both away,
at the same time getting a good two-
handed grip on Burford’s skinny throat.
This maneuver had the disadvantage of
putting Burford on top, but Shoemaker
solved the problem by lifting him bodily
and banging his skull against the nearby
bulkhead.

Burford sagged. Shoemaker pushed him
out of the way and got up, just in time to
be knocked down hard by Hale’s chunky
body. .

“Old idiot,” panted Hale, “‘0of! Help
me, Davies!”

Shoemaker got an ear between his teeth,
and was rewarded by a bloodcurdling
scream from Hale. Davies was hopping
ponderously around in the background,
saying, ‘‘Boys, stop it! Oh, my—the guns
are all locked up. Charley, give me the
keys!”

Shoemaker pulled himself loose from
Hale, sprang up, and was immediately
pulled down again. Burford, who was get-
ting dizzily to his feet, tfipped over Shoe-
maker’s head and added himself to the
tangle. Shoemaker got a scissors on him
and then devoted himself to the twin prob-
lems of avoiding Burford’s wildly thresh-
ing heels and keeping Hale away from his
throat, Suddenly inspired, he solved both
by bending Burford’s body upward so that
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the " latter’s booted feet, on their next
swing, struck Hale squarely in the middle
of his fat face,

At this point he noticed that Davies
was standing nearby with one foot raised.
He grasped the foot and pushed. Davies
hit the deck with a satisfying clang.

Shoemaker got up for the third time
and looked around for the dagger, but it
had been kicked out of sight. He paused,
wondering whom to hit next, and in the
interval all three of his opponents scram-
bled up and came at him.

Shoemaker thought, this is it. He spat
on his fist for luck and hit Burford a
beauty on the chin. Burford fell down,
and, astonishingly, got up again. A little
disheartened, Shoemaker took two blows
in the face from Hale before he knocked
the little man into a far corner. Hale got
up again, Shoemaker, who had been aware
for .some time that someone was pummel-
ing his back, turned around unhappily and
knocked Davies down. Davies, at any rate,
stayed down.

Burford, whose face was puffy, and
Hale, who was bleeding from assorted
cuts, came toward him. Hale, he saw, had
the dagger in his hand. Shoemaker stepped
back, picked up the unconscious Davies
by collar and belt, and slung him across
the deck. This time both men went down
(Hale with a soggy bloomp), and stayed
there. The dagger skidded out of Hale's
hand and came to rest at Shoemaker’s
feet.

He picked it up, knelt at a convenient
distance to cut off Hale’s and Burford’s
noses, and threatened to do just that. Bur-
ford intimated that he would do as he was
told. Hale said nothing, but the expression
on his face was enough.

Satisfied, Shoemaker opened a locker
with Burford’s keys, got a coil of insu-
lated wire and tied up Davies and Hale,
after which, with Burford’s help, he
strapped them into their acceleration Hm-
mocks.

Burford was acting a little vague. Shoe-
maker slapped him around until he looked
alive, then set him to punching calculator
keys. After a few minutes of this, Bur-
ford looked as if he wanted to say some-
thing,

“Well, spit it out,” said Shoemaker,
waving the golden knife,
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“You'll get yours,” said Burford, look-
ing scared but stubborn. “When we get
back to New York—"

“South Africa,” corrected Shoemaker,
“where the Supreme Council can’t ask us
any questions.”

Burford looked surprised, then said it
was a good idea.

It was, too.

HE lone star winked out in the blue-
green heavens, and the winds of its
passing died away. The throng of little
rabbit-eared green men, floating on their
placid ocean, gazed after it long after it
had disappeared.
“What do you think?” said the slim one
without whiskers. “Did they like us?”
The one addressed was yards away, but
his” long ears heard the question plainly.
“Can’t say,” he answered. “They acted so
funny. When we spoke to that one in their
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own language, so as to make him feel at
home—"

“Yes,” said a third, almost invisible in
the mist. “Was that the right thing to do,
d’you suppose? Are you sure you got the
words right, that last time?”

“Sure,” said the first, confidently. “I was
right next to the ship all evening, and I
memorized everything they said . ..”

They considered that for a while, sip-
ping from their flasks. Other voices piped
up: “Maybe we should have talked to them
when they were all together?”

“Nooo. They were so big. That one was
much the nicest, anyway.”

‘“He took our present.”

“Yes,” said the slim one, summing it
up. “They must have liked us all right.
After all, they gave us this”"—swinging his
flask to make a pleasant gurgle of 150-
proof grain alcohol. “That proves it!”

Burp!

e

PS’s Feature Flash

In the Winter, 1944, Issue of PLANET STORIES there appeared a story, esititled
“Doorway to Kjal-Mar”, written by one Stuart Fleming. Excited by its brilliance,
the successive editors of PLANET—and they have been successive—made a great
search for the author. It went on for years, this search, until we gradually real-
ized there was no such person as Stuart Fleming. Then we began looking for
Damon Knight. To our amazement, we found him-—and he agreed to write “The
Third Little Green Man”—a story which we felt should appear about this time
and indeed do publish in this issue. But still the question remains—

Who is Damon Knight? Thousands of people
are asking this question, and getting no answers.
Now, for the first time, PS brings you an ex-
clusive, uncensored interview with Knight the
Man.

“I get most of my ideas in an abandoned Turk-
ish bath in Brooklyn,” said Knight, flicking the
ash from his cigar carelessly into his gray Per-
sian. “I believe nothing so resembles the fission-
ating chamber of a space ship as the awful
emptiness of the steam room in this establishment
—so dark, so full of nozzles . ..” He waved an
expressive hand. “Furthermore, I happen to know
the place is haunted—by me.”

Knight was born, twenty-four years ago, in a

hovel on the outskirts of Hill City, Kansas. He
does not remember his mother, except when he
needs money. In a long and crowded career, he
has been stevedore, gold miner, undertaker, light-
ning-rod inspector, department store executive,
sniper, shoe salesman, zoo inmate, confidential
secretary, coke sacker, rat farmer and deep-sea
diver—but he has never been a writer.

“I happen to own fifty million monkeys,” he
explains casually.

Asked to interpret the condition of the stock

market or answer three personal questions, Knight
replies without having to take time to think. ~ Those
privileged to listen to him hang on every word,
for every one is an original contribution to the
English language. He is spoken of admiringly by
English professors as the possessor of the largest
Urdu vocabulary in America.

He tells his friends, “Never get disheartened
when things seem to be against you. In actuality,
they are.” .

Knight lives simply, with his child and three
wives, in a tiny corner of Gimbel's sub-basement.
Here he writes his famous monographs on various
aspects of cacography, enlarges his collection of
sock-stretchers, smokes corn-sillc cigarettes, and
signs his name to. such masterpieces of science-
fiction as this issue’s Mystery of the Blue Glue.
About this story, Knight says, “About this story
I can say nothing.”

To editors he is coldly polite; to bill collectors,
effusive; to his wives, nauseating. Raconteur,
man-about-town, idiot savant, he is indeed worthy
of his place in science-fiction’s Hall of Celebrities,
And so we say, Good luck to you, Damon Knight !

Drop dead!
—DAMON KNIGHT



