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YESTERINAY WAS MUNDAY

@ The scene-shifters slipped —
and a man woke up on Wednes-
day, though yesterday was Monday.
Bul Wednesday wasn’t finished —

tllustrated by Edd Cartier

by THEDDORE STURGEON

Harry WRIGHT rolled over and said
something spelled *“Bzzzzhha-a-aw!”
He chewed a bit on a mouthful of dry
air and spat it out, opened one eye to
see if it really would open, opened the
other and closed the first, closed the
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second, swung his feet onto the floor,
opened them again and stretched. This
was a daily occurrence, and the only
thing that made it remarkable at all was
that he did it on a Wednesday momn-
ing, and—

Yesterday was Monday.

Oh, he knew it was Wednesday all
right. It was partly that, even though
he knew yesterday was Monday, there
was a gap between Monday and now;
and that must have been Tuesday.
When you fall asleep and lie there all
night without dreaming, you know, when
you wake up, that time has passed.
You've done nothing that you can re-
remember; you've had no particular
thoughts, no way to gauge time, and
yet you know that some hours have
passed. So it was with Harry Wright.
Tuesday had gone wherever your eight
hours went last night. .

But he hadn’t slept through Tues-
day. Oh no. He never slept, as a mat-
ter of fact, more than six hours at a
stretch, and there was no particular
reason for him doing so now. Mon-
day was the day before yesterday; he
had turned in and slept his usual stretch,
he had awakened, and it was Wednes-
day.

It felt like Wednesday. There was a
Wednesdayish feel to the air.

Harry put on his socks and stood
up. He wasn’t fooled. He knew what
day it was. “What happened to yes-
terday?” he muttered. “Oh—yester-
day was Monday.” That sufficed until
he got his pajamas off. “Monday,” he
mused, reaching for his underwear,
“was quite a while back, seems as
though.” If he had been the worrying
type, he would have started then and
there. But he wasn’t, He was an easy-
going sort, the kind of man that gets
himself into a rut and stays there until

he is pushed out. That was why he
was an automobile mechanic at twenty-
three dollars a week ; that’s why he had
been one for eight years now, and would
be from now on, if he could only find
Tuesday and get back to work.

‘Guided by his reflexes, as usual, and
with no mental effort at all. which was
also usual, he finished washing, dress-
ing, and making his bed. His alarm
clock, which never alarmed because he
was of such regular habits, said, as
usual, six twenty-two when he paused
on the way out, and gave his room the
once-over. And there was a certain
something about the place that made
even this phlegmatic character stop and
think.

It wasn’t finished.

The bed was there, and the picture
of Joe Louis. There were the two
chairs sharing their usual seven legs,
the split table, the pipe-organ bedstead,
the beige wallpaper with the two swans
over and over and over, the tiny cor-
ner sink, the tilted bureau. But none
of them were finished. Not that there
were any holes in anything. What
paint there had been in the first place
was still there. But there was an odor
of old cut lumber, a subtle, insistent air
of building, about the room and every-
thing in it. It was indefinable, inescap-
able, and Harry Wright stood there
caught up in it, wondering. He glanced
suspiciously around but saw nothing he
could really be suspicious of. He shook
his head, locked the door and went out
into the hall,

ON THE STEPS a little fellow, just
over three feet tall, was gently strok-
ing the third step from the top with a
razor-sharp chisel, shaping up a new
scar in the dirty wood. He looked up
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as Harry approached, and stood up
quickly.

“Hi,” said Harry, taking in the man’s
leather coat, his peaked cap, his wizened,
bright-eyed little face. “Whatcha do-
ing?”

“Touch-up,” piped the little man.

“The actor in the third floor front has

a nail in his right heel. He came in late
Tuesday night and cut the wood here.
I have to get it ready for Wednesday.”

“This is Wednesday,” Harry pointed
out,

*Of course,
ways will be.”

Harry let that pass, started on down
the stairs. He had achieved his amaz-
ing bovinity by making a practice of
ignoring things he could not under-
stand. But one thing bothered him—

“Did you say that feller in the third
floor front was an actor?”

“Yes. They’re all actors, you know.”

“You're nuts, friend,” said Harry
bluntly. “That guy works on the
docks.”

“Oh yes—that's his part.
what he acts.”

“No kiddin’. An’ what does he do
when he isn't acting ?”’

“But he— Well, that’s all he does
do! That’s all any of the actors do!”

“Gee— I thought he looked like a
reg’lar guy, too,” said Harry. “An ac-
tor! ’Magine!”

“Excuse me,” said the httle man,
“but I've got to get back to work. We
mustn't let anything get by us, you
know. They’ll be through Tuesday be-
fore long, and everything must be ready
for them.”

Harry thought : this guy’s crazy nuts.
He smiled uncertainly and went down
to the landing below. When he looked
back the man was cutting skillfully into
the stair, making a neat little nail

Always has been. Al-

That’s

scratch. Harry shook his head. This
was a screwy morning. He'd be glad
to get back to the shop. There was a
’39 sedan down there with a busted
rear spring. Once he got his mind on
that he could forget this nonsense.
That’s all that matters to a man in a rut.
Work, eat, sleep. pay day. Why even
try to think anything else out?

The street was a riot of activity, but
then it always was. But not quite this
way. There were automobiles and
trucks and buses around, aplenty, but
none of them were moving. And none
of them were quite complete. This was
Harry’s own field; if there was any-
thing he didn’t know about motor ve-
hicles, it wasn’t very important. And
through that medium he began to get
the general idea of what was going on.

Swarms of little men who might have
been twins of the one he had spoken to
were crowding around the cars, the
sidewalks, the stores and buildings. All
were working like mad with every tool
imaginable. Some were touching up the
finish of the cars with fine wire brushes,
laying on networks of microscopic
cracks and scratches. Some, with ball
peens and mallets, were denting fenders
skillfully, bending bumpers in an art-
ful crash pattern, spider-webbing
safety-glass windshields. Others were
aging top dressing with high-pressure,
needlepoint sandblasters.  Still others
were pumping dust into upholstery,
sandpapering the dashboard finish
around light switches, throttles, chokes,
to give a finger-worn appearance.
Harry stood aside as a half dozen of
the workers scampered down the street
bearing a fender which they riveted to
a 1930 coupé. It was freshly blood-
stained.

Once awakened to this highly un-
usual activity, Harry stopped, slightly
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open-mouthed, to watch what else was
going on. He saw the same process be-
ing industriously accomplished with the
houses and stores. Dirt was being laid
on plate-glass windows over a coat of
clear sizing. Woodwork was being
cleverly scored and the paint peeled to
make it look correctly weather-beaten,
and dozens of leather-clad laborers were
on their hands and knees, poking dust
and dirt into the cracks between the
paving blocks. A line of them went
down the sidewalk, busily chewing gum
and spitting it out; they were followed
by another crew who carefully placed
the wads according to diagrams they
carried, and stamped them flat.

Harry set his teeth and muscled his
rocking brain into something like its
normal position, “I ain’t never seen a
day like this or crazy people like this,”
he said, “but I ain’t gonna let it be any
of my affair. I got my job to go to.”
And trying vainly to ignore the hun-
dreds of little, hard-working figures, he
went grimly on down the street.

WHEN HE Gor to the garage he
found no one there but more swarms
of stereotyped little people climbing
over the place, dulling the paint work,
cracking the cement flooring, doing
their hurried, efficient little tasks of
aging. He noticed, only because he was
so familiar with the garage, that they
were actually making the marks that
had been there as long as he had known
the place. “Hell with it,” he gritted,
anxious to submerge himself into his
own world of wrenches and grease
guns. “I got my job; this is none o’
my affair.”

He looked about him, wondering if
he should clean these interlopers out of
the garage. Naw—not his affair. He
was hired to repair cars, not to police

the joint. Long as they kept away from
him—and, of course, animal caution told
him that he was far, far outnumbered.
The absence of the boss and the other
mechanics was no surprise to Harry;
he always opened the place.

He climbed out of his street clothes
and into coveralls, picked up a tool case
and walked over to the sedan, which
he had left up on the hydraulic rack
yester— that is, Monday night. And
that is when Harry Wright lost his
temper. After all, the car was his job,
and he didn’t like having anyone else
mess with a job he had started. So
when he saw his job—his '39 sedan—
resting steadily on its wheels over the
rack, which was down under the floor,
and when he saw that the rear spring
was repaired, he began to burn. He
dived under the car and ran deft fin-
gers over the real wheel suspensions.
In spite of his anger at this unprece-
dented occurrence, he had to admit to
himself that the job had been done
well. “Might have done it myself,” he
muttered.

A soft clank and a gentle movement
caught his attention. With a roar he
reached out and grabbed the leg of one
of the ubiquiteus little men, wriggled
out from under the car, caught his cul-
prit by his leather collar, and dangled
him at arm’s length.

“What are you doing to my job?”
Harry bellowed.

The little man tucked his chin into
the front of his shirt to give his wind-
pipe a chance, and said, “Why, I was
just finishing up that spring job.”

“Oh. So you were just finishing up
on that spring job,” Harry whispered,
choked with rage. Then, at the top of
his voice, “Who told you to touch that
car?”’

“Who told me? What do you—
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Well. it just had to be done, that’s all.
You'll have to let me go. I must
tighten up those two bolts and lay some
dust on the whole thing.”

“You must what? You get within
six feet o' that car and I'll twist your
head offn your neck with a Stillson!”

“But— It has to be done!”

“You won't do it! Why, I oughta—"

“Please let me go! If I don't leave
that car the way it was Tuesday
night—"

“When was Tuesday night?”

“The last act, of course. Let me go,
or I'll call the district supervisor!”

“Call the devil himself. I'm going to
spread you on the sidewalk outside;
and heaven help you if I catch you
near here again!”

The little man’s jaw set, his eyes nar-
rowed, and he whipped his feet up-
ward. They crashed into Wright's
jaw; Harry dropped him and staggered
back. The little man began squealing,
“Supervisor! Supervisor! Emergency!”

Harry GrowLED and started after
him; but suddenly, in the air between
him and the midget workman, a long
white hand appeared. The empty air
was swept back, showing an aperture
from the garage to blank, blind nothing-
ness. Out of it stepped a tall man
in a single loosé-fitting garment liter-
ally studded with pockets. The open-
ing closed behind the man.

Harry cowered before him. Never
in his life had he scen such noble, power-
ful features, such strength of purpose,
such broad shoulders, such a deep chest.
The man stood with the backs of his
hands on his hips, staring at Harry
as if he were something somebody for-
got to sweep up.

“That's him,’; said the little man

shrilly. ‘“He is trying to stop me from
doing the work!”

“Who are you?” asked the beautiful
man, down his nose.

“I'm the m-mechanic on this j-j—
Who wants to know ?”

“Iridel, supervisor of the district of
Futura, wants to know.”

“Where in hell did you come from?”

“I did not come from hell. I came
from Thursday.”

Harry held his head. “What is all
this?” he wailed. “Why is today Wed-
nesday? Who are all these crazy little
guys? What happened to Tuesday?”

Iridel made a slight motion with his
finger, and the little man scurried back
under the car. Harry was frenzied to
hear the wrench busily tightening bolts.
He half started to dive under after the
little fellow, but Iridel said, “Stop!”
and when Iridel said, “Stop!” Harry
stopped.

“This,” said Iridel calmly, “is an
amazing occurrence.” He regarded
Harry with unemotional curiosity, “An
actor on stage before the sets are fin-
ished. Extraordinary.”

“What stage?” asked Harry. ‘“What
are you doing here anyhow, and what’s
the idea of all these little guys working
around here?”

“You ask a great many questions, ac-
tor,” said Iridel. “I shall answer them,
and then I shall have a few to ask you.
These little men are stage hands— I
am surprised that you didn’t realize-
that. They are setting the stage for
Wednesday. Tuesday? That's going
on now.,”

“Arrgh!” Harry snorted. “How can
Tuesday be going on when today’s Wed-
nesday ?”

“Today isn't Wednesday, actor.,”

“Huh?”

“Today is Tuesday.”
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Harry scratched his head. “Met a
feller on the steps this mornin’—one of
these here stage hands of yours. He
said this was Wednesday.”

“It is Wednesday. Today is Tues-
day. Tuesday is today. ‘Today’ is
simply the name for the stage set which
happens to be in use. ‘Yesterday’ means
the set that has just been used; ‘To-
morrow’ is the set that will be -used
after the actors have finished with ‘to-
day.” This is Wednesday. Yesterday
was Monday ; today is Tuesday. See?”

Harry said, “No.”

Iridel threw up his long hands. “My,
you actors are stupid. Now listen care-
fully. This is Act Wednesday, Scene
6:22. That means that everything you
see around you here is being readied
for 6:22 a. m. on Wednesday. Wed-
nesday isn't a time; it's a place. The
actors are moving aleng toward it now.
I see you still don’t get the idea, Let's
sec ah. Look at that clock. What
does it say?”’

Harry Wright looked at the big elec-
tric. clock on the wall over the com-
pressor. It was corrected hourly and
highly accurate, and it said 6:22.
Harry looked at it amazed. “Six tw—
but my gosh, man, that’s what time I
left the house. I walked here, an’ I
been here ten minutes already!”

Iridel shook his head. ‘“You've been
here no time at all, because there is no
time until the actors make their en-
trances.”

Harry sat down on a grease drum
and wrinkled up his brains with the
‘effort he was making. ‘“You mean that
this time proposition ain't something
that moves along all-the time? Sorta—
well, like a road. A road don’t go no
place— You just go places along it.
Is that it?”

“That’s the general idea. In fact,

that’s a pretty good example.  Sup-
pose we say that it’s a road; a highway
built of paving blocks. Each block is
a day; the actors move along it, and go
through day after day. And our job
here—mine and the little men—is to
well, pave that road. This is the,
clean-up gang here. They are fixing
up the last little details, so that every-
thing will be ready for the actors.”

HARRY SAT sTiLL, his imind creaking
with the effects of this information. He
felt as if he had been hit with a lead
pipe, and the shock of it was being
drawn out infinitely. This was the
craziest-sounding thing he had ever run
into., For no reason at all he remeni-
bered a talk he had had once with a
drunken aviation mechanic who had
tried to explain to him how the air flow-
ing over an airplane’s wings makes the
machine go up in the air. He hadn't

understood a word of the man’s dis-
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course, which was all about eddies and
chords and cambers and foils, dihedrals
and the Bernouilli effect. That didn’t
make any difference; the things flew
whether he understood how or not; he
knew that because he had seen them.
This guy Iridel’s lecture was the same
sort of thing. If there was nothing in
all he said, how come all these little
guys were working around here? Why
wasn’t the clock telling time? Where
was Tuesday?

He thought he’d get that straight for
good and all. “Just where is Tues-
day ?” he asked.

“Over there,” said Iridel, and pointed.
Harry recoiled and fell off the drum;
for when the man extended his hand, it
disappeared! B

Harry got up off the floor and said
tautly, “Do that again.”

“What? Oh— Point toward Tues-
day? Certainly.” And he pointed.
His hand appeared again when he with-
drew it.

Harry said, “My gosh!” and sat down
again on the drum, sweating and staring
at the supervisor of the district of Fu-

tura. “You point, an' your hand—
ain’t,” he breathed. “What direction is
that ?”

“It is a direction like any other di-
rection,” said Iridel. “You know your-
self there are four directions—forward,
sideward, upward, and”—he pointed
again, and -again his hand vanished—
“that way!”

“They never tol’e me that in school,”
said Harry. “Course, I was just a kid
then, but—"

Iridel laughed. “It is the fourth di-
meunsion—it is duration. The actors
move through length, breadth, and
height, anywhere they choose to within
the set. But there is another movement

—one they can’t control—and that is
duration.”

“How soon will they come . ..eh. ..
here?” asked Harry, waving an arm.
Iridel dipped into one of his number-
less pockets and pulled out a watch.
“It is now eight thirty-seven Tuesday
morning,” he said. “They’ll be here as
soon as they finish the act, and the
scenes in Wednesday 'that have already
been prepared.”

Harry thought again for a moment,
while Iridel waited patiently, smiling a
little. Then he looked up at the super-
visor and asked, ‘“Hey—this ‘actor’
business—what’s that all about?”

“Oh—that. Well, it’s a play, that’s
all. Just like any play—put on for the
amusement of an audience.”

“I was to a play once,” said Harry.
“Who's the audience?”

Iridel stopped smiling. “Certain—
Ones who may be amused,” he said.
“And now I'm going to ask you some
questions. How did you get here?”

“Walked.”

“You walked from Monday night to
Wednesday morning ?”’ ¥

“Naw— From the house to here.”

“Ah— But how did you get to Wed-
nesday, six twenty-two?"’

“Well I— Damfino. I just woke up
an’ came to work as usual.”

“This is an extraordinary occur-
rence,” said Iridel, shaking his head in
puzzlement. “You'll have to see the
producer.”

“Producer? Who'’s he?”

“You'll find out. In the meantime,
come along with me. I can’t leave you
here; you’re too close to the play. I
have to make my rounds anyway.”

IriDEL walked toward the door.
Harry was tempted to stay and find
himself some more work to do, but
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when Iridel glanced back at him and
motioned him out, Harry followed. It
was suddenly impossible to do anything
else.

Just as he caught up with the super-
visor, a little worker ran up, whipping
off his cap.

“Iridel, sir,” he piped, “the weather
makers put .006 of one percent too lit-
tle moisture in the air on this set.
There’s three seventenths of an ounce
too little gasoline in the storage tanks
under here,”

“How much is in the tanks?”

“Four thousand two hundred and
seventy-three gallons, three pints, seven
and twenty-one thirty-fourths ounces.”

Iridel grunted. “Let it go this time,
That was very sloppy work. Some-
one’s going to get transferred to Limbo
for this.”

“Very good, sir,” said the little man.
“Long as you know we’re not re-
sponsible.”” He put on his cap, spun
around three times and rushed off.

“Lucky for the weather makers that
the amount of gas in that tank doesn’t
come into Wednesday’'s script,” said
Iridel. “If anything interferes with the
continuity of the play, there’s the devil
to pay. Actors haven't sense enough to
cover up, either. They are liable to start
whole series of miscues because of a
little thing like that. The play might
flop and then we’d all be out of work.”

“Oh,” Harry oh-ed. ‘“Hey, Iridel
—what’s the idea of that patchy-looking
place over there?”

Iridel followed his eyes. Harry was
looking at a corner lot. It was tree-
lined and overgrown with weeds and
small saplings. The vegetation was true
to form around the edges of the lot,
and around the path that ran diagonally
through it; but the spaces in between
were a plane surface. Not a leaf nor a

blade of grass grew there; it was naked-
looking, blank, and absolutely without
any color whatever,

“Oh, that,” answered Iridel. “There
are only two characters in Act Wednes-
day who will use that path. There-
fore it is as grown-over as. it should be.
The rest of the lot doesn’t enter into
the play, so we don’t have to do any-
thing with it.”

“But— Suppose someone wandered
off the path on Wednesday,” Harry
offered.

“He’d be due for a surprise, I guess.
But it could hardly happen. Special
prompters are always detailed to spots
like that, to keep the actors from going
astray or missing any cues.”

“Who are they—the prompters, I
mean ?”

“Prompters? G.A.’s—Guardian An-
gels. That's what the script writers call
them.”

“I heard o’ them,” said Harry.

“Yes, they have their work cut out
for them,” said the supervisor. “Ac-
tors are always forgetting their lines
when they shouldn’t, or remembering
them when the scrip calls for a lapse.
Well, it looks pretty good here. Let's
have a look at Friday.”

“Friday? You mean to tell me you're
working on Friday already ?”

“Of course! Why, we work years in
advance! How on earth do you think
we could get our trees grown otherwise ?
Here—step in!” Iridel put out his
hand, seized empty air, drew it aside to
show the kind of absolute nothingness
he had first appeared from, and waved
Harry on.

“Y-you want me to go in therer”
asked Harry diffidently.

“Certainly. Hurry, now!”

Harry looked at the section of void
with a rather weak-kneed look, but
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could not withstand the supervisor’s
strange compulsion.  He stepped
through.

Anp it wasn’t so bad. There were
no whirling lights, no sensations of fall-
ing, no falling unconscious. It was just
like stepping into another room—which
is what had happened. He found him-
self in a great round chamber, whose
roundness was touched a bit with the
indistinct. That is, it had curved walls
and a domed roof, but there was some-
thing else about it. It seemed to stretch
off in that direction toward which Iridel
had so astonishingly pointed. The walls
were lined with an amazing array of

control  machinery — switches * and
ground-glass screens, indicators and
dials, knurled knobs, and levers. Mov-

ing deftly before them was a crew of
men, each looking exactly like Iridel
except that their garments had no pock-
ets. Harry stood wide-eyed, hypnotized
by the enormous complexity of the con-
trots and the ease with which the men
worked among them. Iridel touched
his shoulder. “Come with me,” he said.
“The producer is in now; we'll find
out what is to be done with you.”

They started across the floor. Harry
had not quite time to wonder how long
it would take them to cross that enor-
mous room, for when they had taken
perhaps a dozen steps they found them-
selves at the opposite wall. The
ordinary laws of space and time simply
did not apply in the place.

They stopped at a door of burnished
bronze, so very highly polished that they
could see through it. It opened and
Iridel pushed Harry through. The door
swung shut, Harry, panic-stricken lest
he be separated from the only thing in
thés weird world he could begin to get
used to, flung himself against the great

bronze portal. It bounced him hack,
head over heels, into the middle of the
floor. He rolled over and got up to his
hands and knees.

He was in a tiny room, one end of
which was filled by a colossal teakwood
desk. The man sitting there regarded
him with amusement. ‘“Where'd you
blow in from?” he asked; and his voice
was like the angry bee sound of an ap-
proaching hurricane.

“Are you the producer?”

“Well, I'll be darned,” said the man,
and smiled. It seemed to fill the whole
room with light. He was a big man,
Harry noticed; but in this deceptive
place, there was no way of telling how

big. “I’ll be most verily darned. An
actor. You're a persistent lot, aren’t
you? Building houses for me that I

almost never go into. Getting together
and sending requests for better parts.
Listening carefully to what I have to
say and then ignoring or misinterpret-
ing my advice. Always asking for just
one more chance, and when you get it,
messing that up too. And now one of
you crashes the gate, What’s your trou-
ble, anyway ?”

There was something about the pro-
ducer that bothered Harry, but he could
not place what it.was, unless it was the
fact that the man awed him and he
didn’t know why. “I woke up in Wed-
nesday,” he stammered, “and yesterday
was Tuesday. I mean Monday. I
mean—" He cleared his throat and
started over. “I went to sleep Monday
night and woke up Wednesday, and
I'm looking for Tuesday.”

“What do you want me to do about
it?”

“Well—couldn’t you tell me how to
get back there? I got work to do.”

“Oh—I get it,” said the producer.
“You want a favor from me. You



know, someday, some one of you fel-
lows is going to come to me wanting to
give me'something, free and for nothing,
and then I am going to drop quietly
dead. Don’t I have enough trouble run-
ning this show without taking up time
and space by doing favors for the likes
of you?” He drew a couple of breaths
and then smiled again. “However—I
have always tried to be just, even if it
i1s a tough job sometimes. Go on out
and tell Iridel to show you the way
back. I think I know what happened
to you; when you made your exit from
the last act you played in, you somehow
managed to walk out behind the wrong
curtain when you reached the wings.
There’s going to be a prempter sent
to Limbo for this. Go on now—beat
it.”

Harry oPENED his mouth to speak,
thought better of it and scuttled out the
door, which opened before him. He
stood in the huge control chamber,
breathing hard. Iridel walked up to
him,

“Well 7"

“He says for you to get me out of
here.”

“All right,” said Iridel. “This way.”
He led the way to a curtained doorway
much like the one they had used to come
in. Beside it were two dials, one
marked. in days and the other in hours
and minutes.

“Monday -night good enough for
you?” asked Iridel.

“Swell,” said Harry.

Iridel set the dials for 9:30 p. m. on
Monday. ‘““So long, actor. Maybe I'll
see you again some time.”

“So long,” said Harry. He turned
and stepped through the door.

He was back in the garage, and there
was no curtained doorway behind him.
He turned to ask Iridel if this would
enable him to go to bed again and do

121
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Tuesday right from the start, but Iridel
was gone.

The garpge was a Dblaze of light.
Harry glanced up at the clock— It
said fifteen seconds after nine-thirty.
That was funny; everyone should be
home by now except Slim Jim, the
night man, who hung out until four in
the morning serving up gas at the
pumps outside. A quick glance around
sufficed. This might be Monday night,
but it was a Monday night he hadn’t
known.

The place was filled with the little
men again!

Harry sat on the fender of a con-
vertible and groaned. ‘“Now what have
I got myself into?” he asked himself.

He could see that he was at a dif-
ferent place-in-time from the one in
which he had met Iridel. There, they
had been working to build, working with
a precision and nicety that was a pleas-
ure to watch. But here—

The little men were different, in the
first place. THey were tired-looking,
sick, slow. There were scores of over-
seers about, and Harry winced with one
of the little fellows when one of the men
in white lashed out with a long whip.
As the Wednesday ¢rews worked, so the
Monday gangs slaved. And the work
they were doing was different. For
here they were breaking down, break-
ing up, carting away. Before his eyes,
Harry saw sections of paving lifted out,
pulverized, toted away by the sackload
by lines of trudging. browbeaten little
men. He saw great beams upended to
support the roof, while bricks were pried
out of the walls. He heard the gang
working on the roof, saw patches of
rogfing torn away., He saw wails and
roof both melt away under that driv-
ing, driven onslaught, and before he
knew what was happening he was stand-

ing alone on a section of the dead white
plain he had noticed before on the cor-
ner lot.

It was too much for his overburdened
mind ; he ran out into the night, break-
ing through lines of laden slaves,
through neat and growing piles of rub-
ble, screaming for Iridel. He ran for a

long time, and finally dropped down he-

hind a stack of lumber out where the
Unitarian church used to be, dropped
because he could go no farther. He
heard footsteps and tried to make him-
self smaller. They came on steadily;
one of the overseers rounded the corner
and stood looking at him. Harry was
in deep shadow, but he knew the man
in white could see in the dark.

“Come out o’ there,” grated the mam.
Harry came out.

“You the guy was yellin’ for Iridel ?”

Harry nodded.

“What makes you think you'll find
Iridel in Limbo?” sneered his captor.
“Who are you, anyway ?”

Harry had learned by:this time. “I'm
an—actor,” he said in a small voice.
“I got into Wednesday by mistake, and
they sent me back here.”

“What for?”

“Huh? Why—
mistake, that's all.”

The man stepped forward and grabbed
Harry by the coltar. He was about
eight times as powerful as a hydraulic
jack. “Don’t give me no guff, pal,”
said the man. ‘“Nobody gets sent to
Limbo by mistake, or if he didn’t do
somethin’ up there to make him deserve
it. Come clean, now.”

“I didn't do nothin’.” Harry wailed.
“I asked them the way back, and they
showed me a door, and I went through
it and came here. That's all T know.
Stop it, you're choking me!”

The man dropped him suddenly.

I guess it was a
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“Listen, babe, you know who I am?
Hey? Harry shook his head. “Oh—
you don’t. Well, I'm Gurrah!”

“Yeah?” Harry said, not being able
to think of anything else at the mo-
ment.

Gurrah puffed out his chest and ap-
peared to be waiting for something more
from Harry. When nothing came, he
walked up to the mechanic, breathed in
his face. “Ain’t scared, huh? Tough
guy, huh? Never heard of Gurrah,
supervisor of Limbo an’ the roughest,
toughest son of the devil from Incidence
to Eternity, huh?”

Now Harry as a peaceable man, but
if there was anything he hated, it was
to have a stranger breathe his bad breath
pugnaciously at him. Before he knew
it had happened, Gurrah was sprawled
eight feet away, and Harry was stand-
ing alone rubbing his left knuckles—
quite the most surprised of the two.

Gurrah sat up, feeling his face. “Why,
you you hit me!” he roared. He
got up and came over to Harry. “You
hit me !” he said softly, his voice slightly
out of focus in amazement. Tarry
wished he hadn’t—wished he was in bed
or in Futura or dead or something.
Gurrah reached out with a heavy fist

and—patted him on the shoulder.
“Hey,” he said, suddenly f{riendly,
“you're all right. Heh! Took a poke

at me, didn’t you? Be damned! First
time in a month o’ Mondays anyone
ever made a pass at me. J.ast was a
feller named Orton. I killed ’im.”
Harry paled.

GurraH leaned back against the lum-
ber pile. “Dam'f I didn’t enjoy that,
feller. Yeah. This is a hell of a job
they palmed off on me, but what can
you do? Breakin’ down—breakin’
down. No =ooner get throeugh ene job,

workin’ top speed, drivin’ the boys till
they bleed. than they give you the devil
for not bein’ halflway through another
job. You'd think 1'd been in the busi-
ness long enough to know what it was
all abeut, after more than eight hundred
an’ twenty million acts, wouldn't you?
Heh. Try to tell them that. Ship a
load of dog houses up to Wednesday,
sneakin’ it past backstage nice as vou
please. They turn right around and cail
me up. ‘What's the matter with vou,
Gurrah? Them dog houses is no good.
We sent you a list o' worn-out items
two acts ago. One o' the items was
dog houses. Snap out of it or we send
someone back there who can read an’
put you on a toteline.” That's what I
get—act in and act out. An' does it

do any good to tell 'em that my aid got
the message an’ dropped dead before he
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got it to me? No. Uh-uh. If I say
anything about that, they tell me to stop
workin’ 'em to death. If I do that, they
kick because my shipments don’t come
in fast enough.”

He paused for breath. Harry had a
hunch that if he kept Gurrah in a good
mood it might benefit him, He asked,
“What's your job, anyway?”

“Job?” Gurrah howled. “Call this a
job? Tearin’ down the sets, shippin’
what's good to the act after next,
junkin’ the rest?” He snorted.

Harry asked, “You mean they use the
same props over again?”

“That’s right. They don’t last,
though. Six, eight acts, maybe. Then
they got to build new ones and weather
them and knock ‘em around to make
'em look as if they was used.”

There was silence for a time. Gur-
rah, having got his bitterness off his
chest for the first time in literally ages,
was feeling pacified. Harry didn’t know
how to feel. He finally broke the ice.
“Hey, Gurrah— How'm I goin’ to
get back into the play?”

“What’s it to me? How'd you—
O, that’s right, you walked in from the
control room, huh? That it?”

Harry nodded.

“An’ how,” growled Gurrah, “did you
get inta the control room ?”

“Iridel brought me.”

“Then what?”

“Well, I went to see the producer,
and—"

“Th’ producer! Holy— You mean
you walked right in and—" Gurrah
nopped his brow. “What'd he say?”

“Why—he said he guessed it wasn’t
my fault that T woke up in Wednesday.
He said to tell Iridel to ship me back.”

“An’ Iridel threw you back to Mon-
day.” And Gurrah threw back his
shaggy lhead and roared.

“What's funny,” asked Harry, a little
peeved.

“Iridel,” said Gurrah. “Do you real-
ize that I've been trying for fifty thou-
sand acts or more to get something on
that pretty ol’ heel, and he drops you
right in my lap. Pal, I can’t thank you
enough! He was supposed to send you
back into the play, and instead o’ that
you wind up in yesterday! Why, I'll
blackmail him till the end of time!”
He whirled exultantly, called to a group
of bedraggled little men who were stag-
gering under a cornerstone on their way
to the junkyard. “Take it easy, boys!”
he called. “I got ol’ Iridel by the short
hair. No more busted backs! No more
snotty messages! Haw haw haw!”

Harry, a little amazed at all this, put
in a timid word, “Hey—Gurrah. What
about me?”

Gurrah turned. “You? Oh. Tel-e-
phone!” At his shout two little work-
ers, a trifle less bedraggled than the rest,
trotted up. One hopped up and perched
on Gurrah’s right shoulder; the other
draped himself over the left, with his
head forward. Gurrah grabbed the lat-
ter by the neck, brought the man’s head
close and shouted into his ear, “Give
me Iridel!” There was a moment’s wait,
then the little man on his other shoul-
der spoke in Iridel's voice, into Gur-
rah’s ear, “Well?”

“Hiyah, fancy pants!”

“Fancy— I beg your—
this ?”

“It’s Gurrah, you futuristic parasite.

Who is

T got a couple things to tell you.”

“Gurrah! How—dare you talk to me
like that! I'll have you—"

“You'll have me in your job if I tell
all I know. You're a wart on the nose
of progress, Iridel.”

“What is the meaning of this?”
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“The meaning of this is that you had
instructions sent to you by the producer
an’ you muffed them. Had an actor
there, didn't you? He saw the boss,
didn’t he? Told you he was to be sent
back, didn't he? Sent him right over
to me instead of to the play, didn’t you?
You'’re slippin’, Irdel. Gettin’ old.
Well, get off the wire. I'm callin’ the
boss, right now.”

“The boss? Oh—don’t do that, old
man. Look, let’s talk this thing over.
Ah—about that shipment of three-legged
dogs I was wanting you to round up
for me; I guess I can do without them,
Any little favor I can do for you—"

—“you’ll damn well do, after this. You
better, Goldilocks.” Gurrah knocked the
two small heads together, breaking the
connection and probably the heads, and
turned grinning to Harry. “You see,”
he explained, “that Iridel feller is a
damn good supervisor, but he's a stick-
ler for detail. He sends people to Limbo
for the silliest little mistakes. He never
forgives anyone and he never forgets a
slip. He’s the cause of half the misery
back here, with his hurry-up orders.
Now things are gonna be different. The
boss has wanted to give Iridel a dose of
his own medicine for a long time now,
but Irrie never gave him a chance.”

Harry said patiently, “About me get-
ting back now—"

“My fran’!” Gurrah bellowed. He
delved into a pocket and pulled out a

watch like Iridel's. “It’s eleven forty
on Tuesday,” he said. “We'll shoot
you back there now. You'll have to
dope out your own reasons for dis-
appearing. Don’t spill too much, or a
lot of people will suffer for it—you the
most. Ready?” .

Harry nodded; Gurrah swept out a
hand and opened the curtain to noth-
ingness. “You'll find yourself quite a
ways from where you started,” he said,
“because you did a little moving around
here. Go ahead.”

“Thanks,” said Harry.

Gurrah laughed. “Don’t thank me,
chum. You rate all the thanks! Hey
—if, after you kick off, you don't make
out so good up there, let them toss you
over to me. You'll be treated good;
you've my word on it. Beat it; luck!”

Holding his breath, Harry Wright
stepped through the doorway.

He had to walk thirty blocks to the
garage, and when he got there the boss
was waiting for him.

“Where you been, Wright ?"

“I—lost my way.”

“Don’t get wise, What do you think
this is—vacation time? Get going on
the spring job. Damn it, it won't ‘be
finished now till tomorra.”

Harry looked him straight in the eye
and said, “Listen. It’ll be finished to-
night. T happen to know.”* And, still
grinning, he went back into the garage
and took out his tools.

THE END.




