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came along down the queue peddling Eskimo-pops.
“Esldmnl Eskimo!” he cried. At the same time, from the op-
yosite direction, another old man appeared, hawking beygels.
“Beygels!” he called. “Beygels!” It was inevitable that their
paths should intersect, and we awaited the outcome with
interest. Came the confrontation. The two venerable mer-
chants examined one another for a moment in silence. Then
the Eskimo-man purchased a beygel, and the beygel-man
‘purchased an Eskimo-pop. They ate their goodies, wiped their
mouths, then continued on their ways: “Eskimol Eskimol”
“Boygels! Beygels!” The pertinence of this fascinating anec-
dote to the story below awaits only your reading to be made
clear.

THERE WAS AN OLD WOMAN
WHO LIVED IN A SHOE

by Robert F. Young

ALPEA CENTAURI HIAD YET TO
resolve into two suns when
blip that later came to be known
a5 “The Mark of Malthus" ap-
peued on he materdeccor
of The Lord Is My Shep-
hmz 1 Shall Not Want. Wells,
e first mate, happened to be
pmem in the radar room at
time, and took the ccport up to
the bridge himself. His duties
aboard a_spaceship with a pay-
load of three thousand and four

passengers (at the last count) and

hundred and two_crewmenm-
bers were legion, but e did not
consider any matter to be beneath
his personal attention provided it

way to bug the captain, The blip
fell into both categories, and rep-
resented 2 handsome deed.

Captain Ramm was standing in
front of the bridge viewplate, look-
ing out across the fmmensitics to-



THERG WaS AN OLD WOMAN WHD
ward the bright bonfire of Alpha

Centauri, With his strong mascy
line face and sturdy well-propor-

mml

Tt o was me of i doren
handsome sons instead of a mar-
cied man of fifty. Wells was only
thirty, and unmartied to boot, but
ith his Bablycheshed hcc and
frail frame, he cut
e s the r:nplmn did 2 fine ome.
The girls in the passcnger village
Kty nm fooyend fro he-wiy
they acted in Jis presence you
would. have. thought that he was
something the Gardener had found

the bottom of one of the hydro-
ponic tanks.

At the navigator's desk, Niles,
the navigator, was rechecking The
Lord Is My Shnphzv{l 1 simu N

a fig-

Want's course, und
e et e hanh e Lapmm
the rpot. Unusua,

LivkD 1N A SHOE »
Shepherd, 1 Shall Not Want was
the frst EPD ship to leave Farth.
Even assuming that one of the suc-
cessive ships t leave could have
ovetlen and pased us without
our knowledge, it could hardly
have reversed its course and be ap-
proaching us from the opposite (h-
rection!”

“All of which,” said Wells, en-
joying himself keenly, “suggests
that the ship in question isi't from
Farth.”

“Thats bgghemm, M, Well

s all
very well to_insist that '
the chosen planet and that it and
it alone is inhabited by intelligent

ship is a ship, and has to come

mewhere. So if this one
didn't come from Earth, it must
have come from some place e

¢ caoughs of 'y

cormising, Mr. Wellt” An ardent
propagationist, the captain had no
usc whatsoever for_neo-Malthusi-

e asked.
m... Ramnr's pale bluc

made short work of the terse lile
parageaph, “What's so unusual—
or 50 important—about ameteor
that wont come wihin ten thou-
sand miles of

S a5 metor” Wl said
s mass- vdm, rato indicates it

be

hij

The captan abovt Faced, Non-
sense, Mr. Wells! You know as
well as I do that The Lord Is My

ans, and whenever he pulled rank
on one, he did so with a ven-
geance. "As soon as this precious
object of yours comes within
depth-scanning range, see to it
that the necessary steps are taken
1o ascertain its true nature, Until
then, l(ccp yous whimsicalspecls-

‘Aye,.nye

Wos “wtued, and lef the
bridge. Before returning to the ra-
dar room, he took the Lift up to
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Litile Heaven, climbed into the
pateol ‘copter and made his daily
tion of the ship's vil-
Iage. The ship’ village pre-empted
eighty percent of the huge sphere’s
inerior end  was

There was an clementary schoal, a
high school, a university, and a
space academy. There was a I

. a park, a hospital, a sun, a
sky, and a supermarket. True, the
supermarket was a front for a ra-
tondlreiation conme, and the
sky was as phony as the sun was,
but the village was still a pleasant
place for the successive genera-
tions of passengers—the sixth was
just coming into being—to raise
chei hidren and worsip the god
of their choic

e church
sbigped he PRy o o s
in the center of the village
squme e V. ar
ately enoug God-Of-Our-
Choice Church. The God-OFf-Our-
Ghoice had come into his own long
before the departure of The Lord
1 My Shepherd, 1 Shall Not Wars,
and had superseded all other gods
before B, Actually, penplc hed
been worshipping him
i 8 e bttt
tury, but they had called him by
ferent names, such as “Secur-
ity", “Medical Aid for the Aged”,
“Pension Plan", “Federal Aid",
“Parity”, “Two Cars in every Ga-
roge’, “Fast Buck’, “Time-and-a-
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Hall", “Seniority’, and “Dr.
Spock”. Now they came right out
and called him by his right name,
and weren't in the loast ashamed
to put the words of the Good Baok

et e, hough, However, he
was ane of those unfortunate per-
sons who have just enough intelli-
gence to disapprove of the status
quo, but not quite enough to be
able to do anything about it.
Such a dilemma invarisbly makes
eyics out of those impaled vy
is Loras, and it was Well
cism, combined with his \mpopu-
larly it women, hot had, led
him into the beselged camp of the
Last of the neo-Malthusians, and
3t was his cynicism, combined with
the burdensome and all-but-extin-
dshed torch he had clected to
carry, that had inspired the luﬂe
game he had come 1o call “Bugg
‘The Captain”
pon his return to the radar
room, he was informed by the op-
erator-on-duty that the approach-
ing UFO was not yet within depth-
scanning range, but that it would
be dhaty. Wells spent the fter
ing time breaking down the
Rt ion it pasieto b evin
of pertinent questions, then he
punched out the questions on a
scannercard and fed the c
the slot. Finally, at the operator’s
signal, he turned on the machine.
It was an clated first mate who,
some fifteen minutes later, pound-
ed up the companionway o the
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bridge, Captain Ramm was i

versation with the nawgnlul, or,
more accurately, the navigator
was on the recciving end of a
propagationist pep-talk. “The neo-
Malthusians to the contrary, Mr.
Niles," Captoin Ramm was saying,
we e not shecp stampeding
senselessly oy oliff,

while ymwndmg et S e
al =s are man's birthright,

ate as many of
bl can. Thatis why God OF Gur-
Choice put him upon the face of
the carth and made the face of the

just in case the good things should
Tun out and the

3 s M Wellsy
T hove sscereined the tr 2u-
tre of the approaching object,”

Wells id humbly. “Would
terested in my find-

in Ramm regarded him
bhnkly o 2 moment. Them, “Oh
you mean the meteor. Very well
pro el

a spacehip,
i S o s

also happens to be a spm:ghip
very much like our own. In a mo-
ment it will reach its point of
nearest approach to The Lord Is

My Shopkird T Sl Niw Weit,
and Tve taken advantage of this

onds his Face will appear on your
personal viewsereen, and yours will
appear on his. The language cor-
e will st Ittt the e
rema o
w.u undoubt:dlv utter are con-
corrcetly to_one another’s
" Wells handed a note (o the
reen to

cats
navi i
these Mrdll\

Niles did so. M whi
ll\un(len:luml hat hd gathered on

tain's forchead took on a
darker bue, "How dare you over:
step your authority, Mr. Wells”
he demanded. “You—you advocate
of the devil, you'

“The exigencies of the situation
leave me no choice, sir
There's the other captain now.”

spite its unusual features, e
face that had popped nto being
on the screen was subtly human.
The forchead was extremely high,
and slanted outward into a blunt
and bridgeless nose. Just beneath
the nose was a_small_chinless
mouth, and an either side of the
forehead—or perhaps the nose; it

vias difficult o tell where one left
off and_the other began—was a
Tound, BB.ke cye. The cars were
oiated e ot very high an he

d

he
lcs.

=

betwvee
round object that dismmcerllngly
resembled an officer’s kepi.
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“Captain Squeel speaking,” th
alien said in a high-pitched voice
“T demand to know your destina-
tion”

Captain Ramm was in the midst

speak-
ing," was what he came back with
“T demand to know your destina-
tion!"

“Sol ‘Three,” said Captain
Squeel.

“Alpha Centauri Three," said
Cnpmn

the two officers

gawked at cach other. Then, “But

You can't go to Sol Three—there's

7o voum for you el std
Ramm.

‘But you can't go to Alpha Cen-

tauri Three—there's no room for
you there!” said Captain Squeel.
“I de ow the pu

of your voyagel” shouted Captain

"I du-n to know the
pose of ymmr" “ueiled Copuain

el.
“The purpose of both,” Wells

o’
you sec, Captain Ramm? They're

in the same boat we are.”
“Tmpossible! Two different races
on two different planets couldn't
possibly suffer simultancous popu-
lation criscs!’
or did they,” said Wells. “Our
excess pupm.uan dispersal ship is
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well past the halfway point in its
journey, while theirs has yet to
veach the halfway point. Since our
two velocities arc almost identical,
that means

Captain Squeel's image began to
fade as the two ships drew rapidly
apart, “Then all we're doing s ex-
changing places,” he said in a sort
of da\p.m!ng squeck.
ain_Ramm's face looked
e e ctine and fll o the Ro-
man Tmpire. afraid dms
e o
Then, remembering his noble s
ing, “Bon voyage, Captain Squeel.
“Bon voyage, C:\ptmr\ R:vmm.
Tl eres weat s
A silence settled on ot bridge.
Wells broke it. “There's an ancient
nursery thyme about an old woman
who lived in a shoe and who had
50 many children she didn't know
what to do,” he said. “To my
knowledge, she never tried to
solve her problem, but if she had,
she probably would have proceed-
ed on the assumption that some-
where there was another shoe, and
have sent her excess children out
to ook for it. Its fortunate that

ildren fiad found another shoe,
they would have found it inhab-
ited by another old woman_who
had so many children she didn't
know what to do. Irresponsibility
in the matter of offspring isn't a
shortcoming one old woman can
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expect another, equally irresponsi-
ble, old woman to pay for—and
vice versa.

“But we can's tarn back,” Niles
sa

“Of we can't—and
there's no reason why we
The Alpha Gentauri Thre civiliza-
tion will welcome us. ‘They'll we
come us for the simple reason that
theyll know that if they don's, the
Sol Three civilization won't wel-

come their excess children, But
both civilizations are going to have
10 grow up and act their age.”

There was a thoughtful as well
as a rucful expression on the cap-
tain’s face. “That alien made me
think of a rat” he said.

Wells smiled. It was his mo-
ment in the sun, and he was en-
joying it to the full. “He looked
more Tike a Guinea pig to me,"
he said,




