Dusty Zebra

If you're human, you can't keep a thing around the house.

You' re always | osing things and never finding themand you go charging
t hrough the place, yelling, cross-exam ning, blam ng

That's the way it is in all famlies.

Just one warning---don't try to figure out where all those things have
gone or who m ght have taken them |f you have any notion of investigating,
forget it. You'll be happier! I'Il tell you howit was with ne.

I'd bought the sheet of stanps on ny way hone fromthe office so | could
mai | out the cheques for the nonthly bills. But

I"d just sat down to wite the cheques when Marge and Lew s

Shaw dropped over. | don't care much for Lewis and he barely tol erates ne.
But Marge and Hel en are good friends, and they got to tal king, and the Shaws
stayed all evening.

Lewis told me about the work he was doing at his research | aboratory out
at the edge of town. | tried to switch himoff to sonething else, but he kept
right on. | suppose he's so interested in his work that he figures everyone
el se must be. But | don't know a thing about electronics and | can't tell a
m crogauge from a m croscope.

It was a fairly disnmal evening and the worst of it was that | couldn't say
so. Hel en woul d have junped all over me for being antisocial.

So, the next evening after dinner, | went into the den to wite the
cheques and, of course, the stanps were gone.

| had left the sheet on top of the desk and now the desk was bare except
for one of the Bildo-Bloeks that young Bill had outgrown several years before,
but which still turn up every now and then in the nost unlikely places.

| |1 ooked around the room Just in case they mi ght have bl own off the desk,
I got down on ny hands and knees and searched under everything. There was no
sign of the stanps.

| went into the living room where Helen was curled up in a chair,
wat chi ng tel evi si on.

"I haven't seen them Joe," she said. "They nust be where you left them™

It was exactly the kind of answer | should have expect ed.

"Bill mght know, " | said.
"He's scarcely been in the house all day. Wen he does show up, you' ve got
to speak to him" "What's the matter now?"

"It's this trading business. He traded off that new belt we got himfor a
pair of spurs.”

"I can't see anything wong in that. Wen | was a kid ....

"I't's not just the belt," she said. "He's traded everything.

And the worst of it is that he always seens to get the best of it.

"The kid's smart."

"I'f you take that attitude, Joe ....

"It's not ny attitude," | said. "lIt's the attitude of the whol e busi ness
world. Wen Bill grows up .... "

"When he grows up, he'll be in prison. Wy, the way he trades, you'd swear
he was training to be a con man !'" "All right, I'll talk to him"

| went back into the den because the atnosphere wasn't exactly as friendly
as it mght have been and, anyhow, | had to

send out those cheques, stanps or no stanps.

| got the pile of bills and the cheque-book and the fountain pen out of
the drawer. | reached out and picked up the Bildo-Block to put it to one side,
so |'d have a good, clear space to work on. But the nonent | picked it up,
knew that this thing was no Bil do-Bl ock

It was the fight size and wei ght and was black and felt like plastic,
except that it was slicker than any plastic | had ever felt.

It felt as if it had oil onit, only it didn't.

| set it down in front of me and pulled the desk | anp cl oser

But there wasn't nuch to see. It still |ooked |ike one of the



Bi | do- Bl ocks.

Turning it around, | tried to nake out what it was. On the second turn,
saw t he faint oblong depression along one side of it--a very shall ow
depression, alnost like a scratch

| looked at it alittle closer and could see that the depression was
machi ned and that within it was a faint red line. | could have sworn the red
line flickered just a little. | held it there, ' studying it, and could detect
no further flicker. Either the red had faded or | had been seeing things to
start with, for after a few seconds | couldn't be sure there was any line at
all.

| figured it nmust have been sonething Bill had picked up or traded for
The kid is nore than half pack-rat, but there's nothing wong with that, nor
with the trading, either, for all that Helen says. It's just the first signs
of good busi ness sense.

| put the block over to one side of the desk and went on with the cheques.
The next day, during lunch hour, | bought sone nore stanps so | could mail
them And off and on, all day, | wondered what coul d have happened to that
sheet of stanps.

| didn't think at all about the block that had the oily feel

Possibly I would have forgotten it entirely, except that when | got hone,
the fountain pen was m ssing.

| went into the den to get the pen and there the pen was, |lying on top of
the desk where 1'd left it the night before. Not that | remenbered leaving it
there. But when | saw it there, | renenbered having forgotten to put it back
into the drawer.

| picked it up. It wasn't any pen. It felt like a cylinder of cork, but
much too heavy to be any kind of cork. Except that it was heavier and smaller
it felt sonething--sonehow-like a fly rod

Thi nking of how a fly rod felt, | gave ny hand a twitch, the way you do to
cast a line, and suddenly it seemed to be, in fact, a fly rod. It apparently
had been tel escoped and now it came untel escoped and | engt hened out into what
m ght have been a rod. But the funny thing about it was that it went out only
about four feet and then disappeared into thin air.

Instinctively, | brought it up and back to free the tip fromwherever it
mght be. |I felt the slack take up agai nst a sudden wei ght and | knew | had
somet hing on the other end of it. Just like a fish feels, only it wasn't
fighting.

Then, as quickly as it happened, it unhappened. | felt the tension snap
of f and the weight at the other end was gone and the rod had tel escoped again
and | held in nmy hand the thing that | ooked |like a fountain pen

| laid it down carefully on the desk, being very certain to nake no nore
casting motions, and it wasn't until then that | saw ny hand was shaki ng.

| sat down, goggling at the thing that | ooked |ike the m ssing fountain
pen and the other thing that |ooked like a Bil do-Bl ock

And it was then, while | was |looking at the two of them that | saw, out
of the corner of ny eye, the little white dot in the centre of the desk.

It was on the exact spot where the bogus pen had | ain and nore than
likely, | imagined, the exact spot where |'d found the Bil do-Bl ock the night
before. It was about a quarter of an inch in dianeter and it |ooked |ike
ivory.

| put out ny thunb and rubbed it vigorously, but the dot would not rub

off. I closed ny eyes so the dot would have a chance to go away, and then
opened them again, real quick, to surprise it ff it hadn't. It still was
t here.

| bent over the desk to examine it. | could see it was inlaid in the wood,
and an excellent job of inlaying, too. | couldn't find even the faintest line
of division between the wood and the dot.

It hadn't been there before; | was sure of that. If it had been, |I would

have noticed it. Wiat's nore, Helen would have noticed it, for she's hell on
dirt and forever after things with a dusting cloth. And to cinch the fact that



it had not been there

And no one sold a thing that |ooked Iike a fountain pen but could becone a
fly rod, the business end of which disappeared and hooked a thing you coul dn't
even see--and which, the next time, mght bring in whatever it had caught
instead of losing it.

Helen called to ne fromthe living room "Joe."

"Yeah. What is it ?"

"Did you talk to Bill?"

"Bill? About what ?"

"About the trading."

"No. | guess | forgot."

"Well, you'll have to. lie's at it again. He traded Ji my out of that new
bi cycle. Gave hima lot of junk. | nmade himgive back the bicycle.

“I"l1l have a talk with him" | prom sed agai n.

But I'mafraid | wasn't paying as close attention to the ethics of the
situation as | should have been.

You coul dn't keep a thing around the house. You were always losing this or
that. You knew just where you'd put it and you were sure it was there and
t hen, when you went to look for it, it had di sappeared.

It was happeni ng everywhere--things being | ost and never turning up.

But other things weren't left in their places--at |east not that you heard
about .

Al t hough maybe there had been tinmes when things had been left that a man
m ght pick up and exani ne and not know what they were and puzzle over, then
toss in a coner somewhere and forget.

Maybe, | thought, the junkyards of the world were | oaded with outlandi sh
bl ocks and crazy fishing rods.

I got up and went into the |living-room where Helen had turned on the
tel evision set.

She nust have seen that sonething had nme upset, because she asked, "What's

the matter now?" "I can't find the fountain-pen."

She | aughed at ne. "Honestly, Joe, you're the limt. You' re always |osing
t hi ngs."

That night, | lay awake after Helen went to sleep and all | coul 4 think
about was the dot upon the desk. A dot, perhaps, that said: Put it right here,
pardner, and we will make a swop.

And, thinking of it, | wondered what woul d happen if someone noved the
desk.

| lay there for a long tinme, trying not to worry, trying to tell nyself it
didn't matter, that | was insane to think what | was thinking.

But | couldn't get it out of my mnd

So | finally got up and sneaked out of the bedroom and, feeling like a
thief in ny own house, headed for the den

| closed the door, turned on the desk lanp and took a quick | ook to see if
the dot was still there. It was.

| opened the desk drawer and hunted for a pencil and couldn't find one,

but I finally found one of Bill's crayons. | got down on ny knees and
careful | ymarked the fl oor around the desk legs, so that, if the desk were
nmoved, | could put it back again.

Then, pretending | had no particul ar purpose for doing it, | laid the
crayon precisely on the dot.

In the norning, | sneaked a | ook into the den and the crayon was stil
there. 1 went to work a little easier in ny nind, for by then rd nmanaged to
convince nyself that it was all inmagination

But that evening, after dinner, | went back into the den and the crayon
was gone

Inits place was a triangular contraption with what appeared to be | enses
set in each angle, and with a framework of sonme sort of metal, holding in
pl ace what apparently was a suction cup in the centre of the triangle.

VWiile | was |looking at it, Helen cane to the door. "Marge and | are going



to see a novie," she said. "Wiy don't you go over and have a beer with Lew s
o

"Wth that stuffed shirt ?"

"What's the matter with Lewis ?"

"Nothing, | guess." | didn't feel up to a famly row right then

"What's that you've got ?" she asked.

"I don't know. Just something | found."

"We.ll, don't you start bringing home all sorts of junk, the

way Bill does. One of you is enough to clutter up the house.™

| sat there, looking at the triangle, and the only thing I could

figure out was that it mght be a pair of glasses. The suction cup

in the centre might hold it on the wearer's face and, while that

m ght seema funny way to wear a pair of glasses, it made sense

when you t hought about it. But if that were true, it meant that

the wearer had three eyes, set in a triangle in his face.

| sat around for quite a while after Helen left, doing a | ot of thinking.
And what | was thinking was that even ifl didn't care too nmuch about Lew s, he
was the only man | knew who might be able to help nme out.

So | put the bogus fountain-pen and the three-eyed gl asses in the drawer
and put the counterfeit Bildo-Block in ny pocket and went across the street.

Lewi s had a bunch of blueprints spread out on the kitchen table, and he

started to explain themto me. | did the best | could to act as if |
understood them Actually, | didn't know head nor tail of it.
Finally, I was able to get a word in edgeways and | pulled the bl ock out

of my pocket and put it on the table. "what is that ?" | asked.

| expected himto say right off it was just a child s block. But he
didn't. There nmust have been sonething about it to tip himoff that it wasn't
just a sinple block. That comes, of course, of having a technical education

Lewi s picked the block up and turned it around in his fingers.

"What's it nmade of ?" he asked nme, soundi ng excited.

| shook ny head. "I don't know what it is or what it's made of or anything
about it. I just found it."

"This is something |I've never seen before." Then he spotted the depression
in one side of it and | could see | had himhooked. "Let ne take it down to

the shop. We'll see what we can learn.”

| knew what he was after, of course. If the block was something new, he
want ed a chance to go over it--but that didn't bother ne any. | had a hunch he
woul dn't find out too nuch about it.

We had a couple nore beers and | went home. | hunted up an old pair of

spectacl es and put themon the desk right over the dot.

I was listening to the news when Helen canme in. She said she was glad 1'd
spent the evening with Lewis, that | should try to get to know himbetter and
that, once | got to know him better

I mght like him She said, since she and Marge were such good friends, it
was a shane Lewis and | didn't hit it off.

"Maybe we will," | said and let it go at that.

The next afternoon, Lewis called nme at the office.

"Where'd you get that thing?" he asked.

"Found it," | said.
"Have any idea what it is ?"
"Nope," | told himcheerfully. "That's why | gave it to you."

"It's powered in some way and it's nmeant to neasure somnething. That
depression in the side nust be a gauge. Colour seens to be used as an
indicator. At any rate, the colour line in the depressi on keeps changi ng al
the tine. Not nuch, but enough so you can say there's sonme change."

"Next thing is to find out what it's neasuring."

"Joe, do you know where you can get another of thenP"

"No, | don't."

"It's this way," he said. "W'd like to get into this one, to see what
makes it tick, but we can't find any way to open it. W oould break into it,



probably, but we're afraid to do that. W might damage it. O it m ght
expl ode. If we had anot her "

"Sorry, Lewis. | don't know where to get another."

He had to let it go at that.

I went home that evening grinning to nyself, thinking about

Lewis. The guy was fit to be tied. He wouldn't sleep until he found out
what the thing was, now that he'd started on it. It probably would keep him
out of ny hair for a week or so.

| went into the den. The glasses still were on the desk. | stood there for
a nonent, |ooking at them wondering what was wong. Then | saw that the
| enses had a pinki sh shade.

| picked themup, noticing that the | enses had been replaced by the kind
in the triangular pair | had found there the night before.

Just then, Helen canme into the roomand | could tell, even before she
spoke, that she had been waiting for ne.

"Joe Adams," she demanded, "what have you been up to ?"

"Not a thing," | told her

"Marge says you got Lewis all upset."

"It doesn't take a lot to upset him"

"There's sonet hing going on," she insisted, "and | want to know what it

is.

| knew | was licked. "I've been trading."

"Tradi ng! After all |'ve said about Bill?

"But this is different."

"Trading is trading," she said flatly.

Bill came in the front door, but he nust have heard his nother say
"tradi ng", for he ducked out again. | yelled for himto cone back

"I want both of you to sit down and listen to nme," | said.

"You can ask questions and of fer suggestions and give nme hell after I'm
t hr ough. "

So we sat down, all three of us, and had a fanmly pow wow.

It took quite a bit to make Helen believe what | had to tell, but I
poi nted out the dot in the desk and showed themthe triangular glasses and the
pair of glasses that had been refitted with the pink | enses and sent back to
me. By that time, she was ready to adnit there was sonething going on. Even
so, she was fairly well burned up at me for marking up the floor around the

desk | egs.

| didn't show either her or Bill the pen that was a fishing-rod, for | was
scared of that. Flourish it around a bit and there was no telling what would
happen.

Bill was interested and excited, of course. This was tradi ng, which was
right down his alley.

| cautioned both of themnot to say a word about it. Bill wouldn't, for he

was hell on secrets and special codes. But bright and early in the norning,
Hel en woul d probably swear

Marge to secrecy, then tell her all about it and there wasn't a thing that
| could do or say to stop her

Bill wanted to put the pink-1lensed spectacles on right away, to see how
they were different fromany other kind. | wouldn't et him | wanted to put
t hose specs on myself, but | was afraid to, if you want to know the truth.

VWhen Hel en went out to the kitchen to get dinner, Bill and | held a
strategy session. For a ten-year-old, Bill had a | ot of good ideas. W agreed
that we ought to get some systeminto the tradi ng, because, as Bill pointed
out, the idea of swopping sight unseen was a risky sort of business. A fell ow
ought to have some say in what he was getting in return.

But to arrive at an understanding with whoever we were trading with nmeant
that we'd have to set up some sort of comunication system And how do you
conmuni cate wi th sonmeone you don't know the first thing about, except that
perhaps it has three eyes ?

Then Bill hit upon what seermed a right idea. What we needed, he said, was



a catalogue. If you were going to trade with soneone, the logical first step
woul d be to let them know what you had to trade

To be worth anything in such a circunstance, it would have to be an
illustrated catal ogue. And even then it night be worthless, for how could we
be sure that the Trader on the other side of the desk would know what a
pi cture was ? Maybe he'd never seen a picture before. Maybe he saw
differently--not so nuch physically, although that was possible, too, but from
a different viewpoint and with totally alien concepts.

But it was the only thing we had to go on, so we settled down to work up a
cat al ogue. Bill thought we should draw one, but neither of us was any good at
drawi ng. | suggested illustrations from magazi nes. But that wasn't too hot an
i dea, either, for pictures of items in the nagazine ads are usually al
prettied up, designed to catch the eye.

Then Bill had a top-notch idea. "You know that kid dictionary Aunt Ethe
gave me ? Wiy don't we send that to then? It's got a | ot of pictures and not
much reading in it, and that's inportant. The readi ng nm ght confuse them™

So we went into his roomand started | ooking through all the junk he had,
searching for the dictionary. But we ran across one of the old ABC books he'd
had when he was just a toddler and decided it was even better than the
dictionary. It had good clear pictures and al nost no reading at all. You know
the kind of book I mean--A for apple, B for ball and so forth.

We took the book into the den and put it on the desk, centring it on the
dot, then went out to dinner

In the norning the book had di sappeared and that was a little odd. Up
until then, nothing had di sappeared fromthe desk until late in the day.

Early that afternoon, Lewis called nme up. 'Tin com ng down to see you,
Joe. |Is there a bar handy where the two of us can be al one ?"

| told himthere was one only a block fromne and said I'd neet himthere.

| got a few things cleared away, then left the office, figuring I'd go
over to the bar and have a quick one before Lewi s showed up.

| don't know how he did it, but he was there ahead of ne, back in a coner
boot h. He nust have broken every traffic regulation on the books.

He had a couple of drinks waiting for us and was all huddl ed over, like a
conspirator. He was a bit out of breath, as he had every right to be.

"Marge told ne," he said.

"l suspected she would."

"There could be a mint init, Joe !"

"That's what | thought, too. That's why I"'mwilling to give you ten per

cent "

"Now | ook here," squawked Lewis. "You can't pull a deal like that.
woul dn't touch it for less than fifty."

"Tin letting you in on it," | said, "because you're a neighbout. | don't
know beans about this technical business. I'mgetting stuff I don't understand

and | need some help to find out what it is, but I can always go to someone
else .... "

It took us three drinks to get the details settled--35 per cent for him
65 for ne.

"Now that that's settled,” | said, "suppose you tell nme what you found."

"Found ?"

"That block |I gave you. You wouldn't have tom down here and had the drinks
all set up and waiting if you hadn't found sonething."

"Well, as a matter of fact "

"Now just a mnute," | warned him "W're going to put this in the
contract--any failure to provide full and conplete analysis .... "

"What contract ?"

"We're going to have a contract drawn up, so either of us can sue the
other within an inch of his life for breaking it."

VWhich is a hell of a way to start out a business venture, but it's the
only way to handle a slippery little skate like Lew s.

So he told me what he'd found. "It's an enptions gauge.



That's awkward term nol ogy, | know, but it's the best | can think of."

"What does it do ?"

"It tells how happy you are or how sad or how much you hate someone."

"Ch, great," | said, disappointed. "What good is a thing like that ?
don't need a gauge to tell me if I'msore or glad or anything."

He waxed practically eloquent. "Don't you see what an instrument |ike that
woul d nean to psychiatrists ? It would tell nore about patients than they'd
ever be willing to tell about thenselves. It could be used in nental
institutions and it might be inportant in gauging reactions for the
ent ert ai nment busi ness, politics, |awenforcenent and Lord knows what el se.™

' "No kidding! Then let's start marketing!"

"The only thing is .... "

,,yes?,,

"We can't manufacture them" he said frustratedly. "W haven't got the
materials and we don't know how they're made.

You'll have to trade for them™

"I can't. Not right away, that is. First |I've got to be able to make the
Traders understand what | want, and then I'lIl have to find out what they're
willing to trade themfor."

"You have sone ot her stuff?"

"A few things."

"You better turn themover to ne."

"Some that could be dangerous. Anyhow, it all belongs to nme. I'll give you
what | want, when | want and .... "

We were of f again.

We finally wound up by adjourning to an attorney's office.

W wrote up a contract that is probably one of the legal curiosities of
all time.

" mconvinced the attorney thought, and still thinks, both of us are
crazy, but that's the least of ny worries now.

The contract said | was to turn over to Lewis, for his determ nation of
its technical and nerchandi sabl e nature, at |east 90 per cent of certain
itens, the source of which | alone controlled, and with the further
under standi ng that said source was to remain at all times under ny exclusive
control. The other 10 per cent m ght, w thout prejudice, be withheld fromhis
exam nation, with the party of the first part having sole authority to make
determ nation of which itens should constitute the withheld 10 per cent.

Upon the 90 per cent of the items supplied him the party of the second
part was to make a detailed analysis, in witing, accompani ed by such
expl anatory material as was necessary to the conpl ete understanding of the
party of the first part, within no nore than three nonths after receipt, at
the end of which time the itenms reverted solely to the ownership of the party
of the first part. Except that such period of exami nation and determ nation
m ght be extended, under a mutual agreenent made in witing, for any stated
tine.

Under no circumnstances should the party of the second part conceal from
the party of the first part any findings he night have nade upon any of the
items covered by the agreenent, and that such conceal nent, should it occur
shoul d be consi dered sufficient cause for action for the recovery of damages.
That under certain conditions where sone of the items m ght be found to be
manuf act urabl e, they could be manufactured under the terns of clauses A B and
C, section XIl of this agreenent.

Provisions for a sales organization to market any of said itens shall be
set up and made a part of this agreenent. That any proceeds from such sal es
shall be divided as follows: 65 per cent to the party of the first part (ne,
in case you've gotten |lost, which is understandable), and 35 per cent to the
party of the second part (Lew s); costs to be apportioned accordingly.

There were a lot nore details, of course, but that gives you an idea.

We got home fromthe attorney's office, without either of us knifing the
ot her, and found Marge over at ny place. Lewis went in with ne to have a | ook



at the desk.

Apparently the Trader had received the ABC book all right and had been
able to understand why it was sent, for there, lying on the desk, was a
pi cture cut out of the book. Well, not cut out, exactly--it |ooked nore as
t hough it had been burned out.

The picture on the desk was Z for zebra.

Lewis stared worriedly at it. "Now we're really in a fix."

"Yeah," | admtted. "I don't know what the market price is, but they can't
be cheap."

"Figure it out---expedition, safari, cages, ship, rail, fodder, keeper
You think we can switch himto sonmething else ?" "I don't see how. He's put in
his order."

Bill came wandering in and wanted to know what was up.

VWen | glumy told him he said cheerfully, "Aw, that's the whole trick in
tradi ng, Pop. If you got a bum jack-knife you want to trade, you unload it on
somebody who doesn't know what a good knife is like."

Lewis didn't get it, but I did. "That's right! He doesn't know a zebra is
an animal, or, if he does, howbig it is !"

"Sure," Bill said confidently. "All he saw was a picture."

It was five o' clock then, but the three of us went uptown and shopped.
Bill found a cheap bracel et charm about the size of the drawing in the book
When it comes to junk like that, ny kid knows just where it's sold and how
much it costs. | considered making hima junior partner in charges of such
energenci es, with about 10 per cent share or so--out of Lewis's 35 per cent,
of course--but | was sure Lewis wouldn't hold still for that. | decided
instead to give Bill a dollar a week allowance, said conpensation to comence
i medi ately upon our showi ng a profit.

VWell, we had Z for zebra--provided the Trader was satisfied with a little
pi ece of costume jewellery. It was lucky, | thought, that it hadn't been Z for
zephyr.

The rest of the al phabet was easy, yet | couldn't help but kick nyseff
over all the tine we were wasting. O all the unworthy catal ogues we m ght
have sent, that ABC book was the worst.

But until the Trader had run through the whole list, | was afraid to send
anot her for fear of confusing him

So | sent himan apple and a ball and a small doll for a girl and toy cat
and toy dog, and so on, and then |I |ay awake ni ghts wondering what the Trader
woul d make of them | could picture himtrying to learn the use of a rubber
dol | or cat.

I'"d given Lewis the two pairs of glasses, but had held back the
fount ai n-pen fishing-rod, for I was still scared of that one. He had turned
over the enption gauge to a psychiatrist to try out in his practice as a sort
of field test.

Marge and Hel en, knowing that Lewis and | had entered into sone kind of
partnership, were practically inseparable now

Hel en kept telling me how gl ad she was that | had finally recognized what

a sterling fellow Lewis was. | suppose Lewis heard the sanme thing about ne
from Mar ge.

Bill went around practically busting to do sone braggi ng.

But Bill is a great little businessman and he kept his nouth shut.

| told himabout the allowance, of course.

Lewis was all for trying to ask the Trader for a few nore of the enotion
gauges. He had a draughtsman at the plant draw up a picture of the gauge and
he wanted ne to send it through to indicate that we were interested in it.

But | told himnot to try to rush things. While the enotion gauge m ght be
a good deal, we should sanple what the Trader had to offer before we made up
our m nds.

The Trader, apparently certain now that someone was cooperating with him
had dropped his once-a-day trade schedul e and was open for busi ness around
the clock. After he had run through the list in the ABC book, he sent back a



coupl e of blank pages fromthe book with very crude draw ngs on them draw ngs
that | ooked as if they had been made with crunmbly charcoal. Lewis drew a
series of pictures, show ng how a pencil worked, and we sent the Trader a ream
of paper and a gross of sharpened pencils, then sat back to wait.

W waited a week and were getting sort of edgy, when back came the entire
ream of paper, with each sheet covered on both sides with all kinds of
drawi ngs. So we sent hima nail-order catalogue, figuring that would hold him
for a while, and settled down to try to puzzle out the drawi ngs he had nade.

There wasn't a single thing that nade any sense at all--not even to Lew s.
He' d study sone of the draw ngs, then paced up and down the room pulling his
hair and twitching his ears.

Then he'd study the drawi ngs sone nore.

To me, it all |ooked plain Rube Gol dbergish

Finally, we figured we mght as well forget about the catal ogue idea, for
the tine being at least, and we started feeding all sorts of stuff through the
desk--scissors, dishes, shoes, jackknives, mnucil age, cigars, paper clips,
erasers, spoons--al nost anything that was handy. It wasn't the scientific way,
| know, but we didn't have the tine to get very nethodical about it and, unti
we had a chance to work out a nore sensible programe, we figured we m ght as
well try the shotgun met hod

And the Trader started shooting things back at us. W'd sit for hours and
feed stuff through to himand then he'd shoot stuff back at us and we had the
dammedest pile of junk heaped all over the place you ever laid eyes on

We rigged up a novie canera and took a lot of filmof the spot on the desk
where the exchange was going on. We spent a lot of tinme viewing that film
slowing it down and even stopping it, but it didn't tell us anything at all
When the stuffdi sappeared or appeared, it just di sappeared or appeared. One
frame it would be there, the next frame it woul d be gone.

Lewi s cancelled all his other work and used the |l ab for nothing but trying
to puzzle out the gadgets that we got. Most of themwe couldn't crack at all.
| inmagine they were useful in some way, but we never managed to | earn how.

There was the perfume bottle, for exanple. That is what we called it,
anyhow. But there was a suspicion in our mnds that the perfune was sinply a
secondary effect, that the so-called bottle was designed for sone other
purpose entirely.

Lewi s and his boys were studying it down at the lab, trying to nmake out
some rhyme or reason for it, and sonmehow they turned it on. They worked for
three days, the last two in gas masks, trying to turn it off again. \Wen the
snel |l got so bad that people began calling the police, we took the contraption
out into the country and buried it. Wthin a few days, all the vegetation in
the area was dead. Al the rest of the sunmer, the boys fromthe agricultura
department at the university ran around, practically frothing at the nouth
trying to find the cause

There was the thing that m ght have been a clock of some sort, although it
m ght just as easily have been sonething el se.

If it was a clock, the Trader had a tine systemthat would drive you nuts,
for it would nmeasure the nminutes or hours or whatever they were like |ightning
for a while, then barely nove for an entire day.

Andt here was the one you'd point at sonething and press a certain spot on
it--not a button or a knob or anything as crass and mechanical as that, just a
certain spot--and there'd be just a big blank spot in the | andscape. But when
you stopped pressing, the | andscape woul d conme back agai n, unchanged.

We filed it away in the darkest corner of the laboratory safe, with a big
red tag on it marked: Dangerous! Don't Monkey with This/

But nost of the itenms we just drew blanks on. And it kept coming all the

time. | piled the garage full of it and started dunmping it in the basenent.
Sone of it | was scared of and haul ed out to the dunp.

In the nmeantime, Lewis was having trouble with the enotion gauge. "It
wor ks, " he said. "The psychiatrist | gave it to to try out is enthusiastic

about it. But it seens alnost inpossible to get it on the narket."



"ff it works," | objected, handing hima can of beer, "it ought to sell."

“In any other field, it mght, but you don't handl e nerchandi se that way
in the nedical field. Before you can put sonething on the market, you have to
have it nailed down with blueprints and theory and field tests and such. And
we can't.

We don't know how it works. We don't know why it works.

Until we do, no reputable nedical supply house will take it on, no
approved nedical journal will advertise it, no practitioner will use it."
"Then | guess it's out." | felt fairly blue about it, because it was the

only thing we had that we knew how to use.

Lewi s nodded and drank his beer and was gl unmer than ever.

Looki ng back on it, it's funny how we found the gadget that nmade us al
the noney. Actually, it wasn't Lewis but Helen who found it.

Hel en is a good housewi fe. She's always going after things with the vacuum
and the dustcloth and she washes the woodwork so often and so furiously that
we have to paint it every year

One night, we were sitting in the living-room watching tel evision

"Joe," she asked me, "did you dust the den 7"

"Dust the den7 What would | want to do that for?"

"Well, someone did. Maybe it was Bill."

"Bill wouldn't be caught dead with a dustdoth in his nmitt."

"l can't understand it, Joe," she said. "I went in there to dust it and it
was absol utely dean. Everything just shone."

Sgt. Friday was trying to get the facts out of someone and his sidekick
was conpl ai ni ng about sone relatives that had cone to visit and | didn't pay
much attention at the tine.

But the next day, | got to thinking about it and | couldn't get it off ny

mnd. | certainly hadn't dusted the den and it was a cinch Bill hadn't, yet
someone had if Helen was ready to adnmit it was clean
So, that evening, | went out into the street with a pail and shovelled up

a pailful of dirt and brought it in the house.
Hel en caught ne as | was conming in the door. "Wat do you think you're
doing with that ?"

"Experinmenting," | told her.

"Do it in the garage."

"It isn't possible,” | argued. "I have to find out who's been dusting the
den.”

| knew that, if ny hunch failed, 1'd have alot to answer for when she

foll owed ne and stood in the doorway, ready to pounce.

There was a bunch of junk fromthe Trader standing on the desk and a | ot
nore of it in one corner. | cleared off the desk and that was when Bill cane
in.

"What you doing, Dad ?" he asked.

"Your father's gone insane," Hel en explained quietly.

They stood there, watching me, while | took a handful of dirt and
sprinkled it on the desk top

It stayed there for just an instant--and then it was gone. The top of the
desk was spotl ess.

"Bill," | said, "take one of those gadgets out to the garage."

"Whi ch one ?"

"It doesn't matter."

So he took one and | spread another handful of dirt and, in a second, it
was gone

Bill was back by that tine and | sent himout w th another gadget.

We kept on like that for quite a while and Bill was begi nning to get
di sgusted with ne. But finally |I sprinkled the dirt and it stayed.

"Bill," | said, "you renenber the |last thing you took out ?"

"Sure."

"Well, go out and bring it back again."

He got it and, as soon as he reached the door of the den, the dirt



di sappear ed.

"Well, that's it," | said.

"That's what ?" asked Hel en.

| pointed to the contraption Bill had in his hand. "That.

Thr ow away your vacuum cl eaner. Burn up the dustcloth.

Heave out the mop. Just have one of those in the house and ...

She threw herself into ny arns.

"Ch, Joe!"

We danced a jig, the two of us.

Then | sat around for a while, kicking nyseff for tying up with Lew s,
wondering if maybe there wasn't some way | could break the contract now that |
had found something without any help fromhim But | renmenbered all those
clauses we had witten in. It wouldn't have been any use, anyhow, for Helen
was al ready across the street, telling Marge about it.

So | phoned Lewis at the |lab and he came tearing over

W ran field tests.

The living-roomwas spotless fromBill just having wal ked through it,
carrying the gadget, and the garage, where he had taken it nmonmentarily, was
spi ck-and-span. While we didn't check it, | imagine that an area paralleling

the path he had taken fromthe front door to the garage was the only place
outdoors that didn't have a speck of dust upon it.

W took the gadget down in the basenent and cl eaned that up. W sneaked
over to a nei ghbour's back yard, where we knew there was a | ot of cenent dust,
hel d the gadget over it and in an instant there wasn't any cenent dust. There
were just a few pebbles left and the pebbles, | suppose, you couldn't rightly
classify as dust.

We didn't need to know any nore.

Back at the house, | broke open a bottle of Scotch I'd been saving, while
Lewis sat down at the kitchen table and drew a sketch of the gadget.

We had a drink, then went into the den and put the drawi ng on the desk.
The drawi ng di sappeared and we waited. In a few mnutes, another one of the
gadgets appeared. W waited for a while and nothing happened.

"W've got to let himknow we want a ot of them" | said.

"There's no way we can," said Lewis. "W don't know his mat hematica
synmbol s, he doesn't know ours, and there's no sure-fire way to teach him He
doesn't know a single word of our |anguage and we don't know a word of his."

W went back to the kitchen and had another drink

Lewi s sat down and drew a row & he gadgets across a sheet of paper, then
sketched in representations of others behind themso that, when you | ooked at
it, you could see that there were hundreds of them

We sent that through

Fourteen gadgets cane back--the exact nunber Lewi s had sketched in 'the
first row

Apparently the Trader had no idea of perspective. The lines that Lewi s had
drawn to represent the other gadgets behind the first row didn't nmean a thing
to him

W went back to the kitchen and had a few nore drinks.

"We' || need thousands of the things," said Lewis, holding his head in his

hands. "l can't sit here day and night, drawing them"

"You may have to do that," | said, enjoying nyself.

"There nust be anot her way."

"Why not draw a bunch of them then m nmeograph the draw ng?" | suggested.
"We coul d send the m neographer sheets through to himin bundles."

| hated to say it, because | was still enanoured of the idea o: sticking

Lewi s sonewhere off in a corner, sentenced to a lifetine of drawi ng the sane
t hi ng over and over.

"That m ght work," said Lewi s, brightening annoyingly

"It's just sinple enough .... "

"Practical is the word," | snapped. "If it were sinple, you' c have thought
of it."



"I leave things like that to detail nen."

"You' d better 1"

It took a while and a whole bottle before we cal med down.

Next day, we bought a m neograph machine and Lewis drew a stencil with
twenty-five of the gadgets on it. W ran through a hundred sheets and sent
t hem t hrough t he desk

It worked--we were busy for several hours, getting those gadgets out of
the way as they poured through to us.

I"mafraid we never stopped to think about what the Trader mi ght want in
return for the dust-collectors. W were so excited that we forgot, for the
nmonent, that this was a commercial proposition and not just something gratis.

But the next afternoon, back came the m neographed sheets we'd sent
t hrough and, on the reverse side of each of them the Trader had drawn
twenty-five representations of the zebra on the bracel et charm

And there we were, faced with the necessity of getting together pronto,
twenty-five hundred of those silly zebras.

| tore down to the store where rd gotten the bracelet, but all they had in
stock were two dozen of the things. They said they didn't think they could
order any nore. The nunber, they said, had been di sconti nued.

The nane of the conpany that made them was stanped on the inside of the
bracel et and, as soon as | got home, | put in a long distance call

| finally got hold of the production manager. "You know those bracel ets
you put out ?"

"We put out mlhons of 'era. \Wich one are you talking about ?"

"The one with the zebra on it."

He thought a nonment. "Yeah, we did. Quite a while ago. W don't nake them
any nore. In this business .... "

"I need at |east twenty-five hundred of them"

"Twenty-five hundred bracel et s?"

"No, just the zebras."

"Look, is this a gag 7"

"It's no gag, mister," | said. "I need those zebras. I'mwlling to pay
for them™

"W haven't any in stock."

"Coul dn't you make themB.'

"Not just twenty-five hundred of them Wuldn't be worth it to put through
a special order for so few If it was fifty thousand, say, we mi ght consider
it."

"Al'l right, then," | said. "How much for fifty thousand ?"

He naned a price and we haggl ed sone, but | was in no position to do nuch
bargaining. W finally agreed on a price | knew was way too high, considering
the fact that the entire bracelet, with the zebra and a | ot of other junk, had
only retailed at 39 cents.

"And hold the order open,” | told him "W mght want nore of them™
"Ckay," he said. "Just one thingmwuld you nmind telling nme what you want
with fifty thousand zebras ?" "Yes, | would," | said and hung up.

| suppose he thought | was off my rocker, but who cared what he thought ?

It took ten days to get that shipment of fifty thousand zebras and
sweated out every minute of it. Then there was the job of getting them under
cover when it came and, in case you don't know, fifty thousand zebras, even
when they're only bracel et charnms, take up room

But first |I took out twenty-five hundred and sent themthrough the desk.

For the ten days since we'd gotten the dust-collectors, we'd sent nothing
t hrough and there had been no sign fromthe

Trader that he might be getting inpatient. | wouldn't have blamed hima
bit if he'd done something, like sending through his equival ent of a bonb, to
express his dissatisfaction at our slow delivery. 1've often wondered what he
t hought of the Iong delay--if he hadn't suspected we were renegi ng on the
bar gai n.

Al this tine, | had been snoking too nmuch and gnawi ng ny fingernails and



I'd figured that Lewis was just as busy seeing what could be done about
mar keti ng the dusters.

But when | nmentioned it to himhe just |ooked blank. "You know, Joe, |'ve
been doing a lot of worrying."

"W haven't a thing to worry about now, " | said, "except getting these
t hi ngs sold."

"But the dust nmust go sonmewhere," he fretted.

"The dust ?"

"Sure, the dust these things collect. Remenber we picked up an entire pile
of cement dust ? What | want to know is where it all went. The gadget itself
isn'"t big enough to hold it. It isn't big enough to hold even a week's
collection of dust fromthe average house. That's what worries ne--where does
it go ?"

"I don't care where. It goes, doesn't it?"

"That's the pragmatic view," he said scornfully.

It turned out that Lewis hadn't done a thing about marketing, so | got
busy.

But | ran into the sane trouble we'd had trying to sell the enbtion gauge.

The dust collector wasn't patented and it didn't have a brand nanme. There
was no fancy label stuck on it and it didn't bear a manufacturer's inprint.
And when anybody asked nme how it worked, | couldn't answer.

One whol esal er did make me a ridiculous offer. |I laughed in his face and
wal ked out .

That night, Lewis and | sat around the kitchen table, drinking beer, and

neither of us too happy. | could see a lot of trouble ahead in getting the
gadgets sold. Lewis, it seenmed, was still worrying about what happened to the
dust.

He had taken one of the dust-collectors apart and the only thing he could
find out about it was that there was sone feeble force-field operating inside
of it--feeble yet strong enough to play hell with the electrical circuits and
fancy netering machinery he has at the I ab. As soon as he found out what was
happeni ng, he sl apped the cover back on as quick as he could and then
everything was all right. The cover was a shield against the force-field.

"That dust nust be getting thrown into another dimension," he told ne,
| ooking Ii ke a hound-dog that had | ost a coon track

"Maybe not. It could be winding up in one of those dust clouds way out in
space." He shook his head.

"You can't tell me," | said, "that the Trader is crazy enough to sell us a
gadget that will throw dust back into his face."

"You mss the point entirely. The Trader is operating from anot her
di nension. He nust be. And ff there are two dinensions, his and ours, there
may be ot hers. The Trader nust have used these dust-collectors hinself--not
for the same purpose we intend, perhaps, but they get rid of something that he
doesn't want around. So, necessarily, they'd have to be rigged to get rid of
it in a dinmension other than his."

We sat there drinking beer and | started turning over that business about
different dinensions in my head. | couldn't grasp the concept. Maybe Lew s was
ri ght about me being a pragmatist. If you can't see it or touch it or even
guess what it would be |ike, how can you believe there m ght be another
dinmension 9. | couldn't.

So | started to talk about marketing the dust-collector and before Lew s
went home that night, we'd decided that the only thing left to do was sell it
door to door. W even agreed to charge $12.50 for it. The zebras figured out
to four cents each and we woul d pay our sal esnmen ten per cent conm ssion
whi ch woul d |l eave us a profit of $11.21 apiece.

| put an ad in the paper for sal esmen and the next day we had severa
applicants. W started themout on a trial run

Those gadgets sold |ike hotcakes and we knew we were ial

I quit nmy job and settled down to handling the sales end,while Lewi s went
back to the lab and started going through the pile of junk we had gotten from



the Trader.

There are a | ot of headaches running a sal es canpai gn. You have to map out
territories for your sal esmen, get clearance from Better Business Bureaus,
bail out your men ff they're throwm in the clink for running afoul of sone
obscure village ordi nance. There are nmore worrisone angles to it than you can

i magi ne.
But in a couple of nonths' tine, things were running pretty snoothly. W
had the state well covered and were branching out into others. | had ordered

another fifty thousand zebras and told themto expect re-orders--and the desk
top was a busy place. It got to a point, finally, where | had to hire three
men full-time, paying themplenty not to talk, to man that desk top
twenty-four hours a day. W'd send through zebras for eight hours, then take
away dust gadgets for eight hours, then feed through zebras for another eight.

If the Trader had any qual ms about what was happeni ng, he gave no sign of
it. He seened perfectly happy to send us dustcollectors so long as we sent him
zebr as.

The nei ghbours were curious and somewhat upset at first, but finally they

got used to it. If | could have nmoved to some other location, | would have
for the house was nore an office than a home and we had practically no famly
life at all. But if we wanted to stay in business, we had to stay right where

we were because it was the only place we had contact with the Trader.

The noney kept rolling in and | turned the managenent of it over to Helen
and Marge. The inconme tax boys gave us a rough time when we didn't show any
manuf act uri ng expenses, but since we weren't inclined to argue over what we
had to pay,

couldn't do anything about it.

Lewi s was wearing hinmself down to a nubbin at the |ab, but

I~ wasn't finding anything that we coul d use.

But he still did some worrying now and then about where all that dust was
goi ng. And he was right, probably for the first tine in his life.

One afternoon, a couple of years after we'd started selling the
dust-collectors, | had been uptown to attend to sone banking difficulties that
Hel en and Marge had gotten all bollixed up

I'"d no nore than pulled into the driveway when Hel en came bursting out of
t he house. She was covered with dust, her face streaked with it, and she was
t he maddest -1 ooki ng woman | have ever seen

"You' ve got to do sonething about it, Joe !" she shrieked.

" About what ?"

"The dust! It's pouring into the house !"

"Where is it pouring from?

"From everywhere. t'

I could see she'd opened all the windows and there was dust pouring out of
them alnost |like a snoke cloud. | got out of the car and took a quick | ook up
and down the street. Every house in the block had its wi ndows open and there
was dust coming out of all of them and the nei ghbourhood was boiling with
angry, screamn ng wonen.

"Where's Bill ?" | asked.

"Qut back."

I ran around the house and called himand he canme running.

Marge had conme across the street and, if anything, she was about six
degrees sorer about all the dust than Hel en was.

"Cet in the car," | said.

"Where are we going ?" Marge demanded.

"Qut to pick up Lewis."

| must have sounded like nothing to trifle with, for they piled in and
got out of there as fast as the car would take us.

The hones and factories and stores that had bought the gadget were gushing
so much dust, visibility wouldn't be worth a damm before | ong.

| had to wade through about two feet of dust on the laboratory floor to
get to Lewis's office and hold a handkerchief over my nose to keep from



suf f ocat i ng.

Inside the car we got our faces wi ped offand nost of the dust hacked out
of our throats. | could see then that Lewi s was about three shades pal er than
usual , although, to tell the truth, he always was a pasty-l|ooking creature.

"It's the creatures fromthat third dinmension," he said anxiously. 'the
pl ace where we were sending all the dust. They

got sick and tired of having it pour in on themand they got it figured
out and now they're firing the dust right back at us."

"Now cal m down. We're just junping to the conclusion that this was caused
by our gadget."

"I checked, Joe. It was. The dust is comng out in jets fromevery single
pl ace where we sent it through. No place else.”

"Then all we have to do is fire it back at them"

He shook his head. "Not a chance. The gadget works one way nowgfromthem

to us." He coughed and | ooked wildly at ne.

"Think of it ! A couple of mllion of those gadgets, picking up dust from
a couple of mllion honmes, stores and factories--some of them operating for
two whol e years! Joe, what are we going to do ?"

"We're going to hole up sonewhere till this well, blows over."

Being of a nasty legal turn of mind, he probably foresaw even then the
countl ess lawsuits that woul d aval anche on us.

Personally, | was nore scared of being nobbed by angry womnen.

But that's all past history. W hid out till people had quieted down and
then began trying to settle the suits out of court. W had a | ot of nobney and
were able to pay off nost of them The judgenents against us still outstanding

don't anpbunt to nore than a few hundred thousand. W could w pe that out
pretty quickly if we'd just hit on sonething el se as profitable as the
cl eani ng gadget.

Lewis is working hard at it, but he isn't having any |luck. And the Trader
is gone now. As soon as we dared conme hone, | went into the house and had a
| ook at the desk. The inlaid dot was gone. | tried putting sonething where it
had been, but nothi ng happened.

VWhat scared the Trader off? 1'd give a lot to know Meanwhile, there are
some conmer ci al prospects.

The rose-tinted glasses, for instance, that we call the Happi ness Lenses.
Put them on and you're happy as a clam Al nost every person on the face of the
Earth would like a pair of them so they could forget their troubles for a
whi l e. They woul d probably play hob with the |iquor business.

The trouble is that we don't know how to make them and, now that the
Trader's gone, we can't swop for them

But there's one thing that keeps worrying me. | know | shouldn't let it
bother me, but | can't keep it out of nind
Just what did the Trader do with those couple of mllion zebras we sent

him?



