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MIMSY WERE THE BOROGOVES
by Lewis Padgett

There's no use trying to describe either Unthahorsten or
his surroundings, because, for one thing, 2 good many mil-
lion years had passed since 1942 Anno Domini, and, for
another, Unthahorsten wasn't on Earth, technically speak-
ing. He was doing the egui\ra]cn! of standing in the equiv-

alent of a laboratory. He was preparing to test his fime

machine,

Having turned on the power, Unthahorsten suddenly
realized that the Box was empty. Which wouldn't do at all.
The device needed a control, a three-dimensional solid
which would react to the conditions of dnother age. Other-
wise Unthahorsten couldn’t tell, on the machine's return,
where and when it had been. Whereas a solid in the Box
would automatically be subject to the entropy and cosmic
ray bombardment of the other era, and Unthahorsten could
measure the changes, both qualitative and quantitative,
when the machine returned. The Calculators could then get
to work and, presently, tell Unthahorsten that the Box had
bricfly visited 1,000,000 A.D,, 1,000 AD, or 1 A, as
the case might be.

Mot that it mattered, except to Unthahorsten. But he
was childish in many respects,

There was litile time to waste, The Box was beginning to
glow and shiver. Unthahorsten stared around wildly, fled
into the next gossatch, and groped in a storage bin there,
He came up with an armful of peculiar-looking stuff. Uh-
huh. Some of the discarded toys of his son Snowen, which
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the boy had brought with him when he had passed o
from Earth, after mastering the necessary technique. Well,
Snowen needed this Jjunk no Jonger. He was conditioned,
and had put away childish things. Besides, théugh Unifha-
horsten's wife kept the toys for sentimental reasoms, the
experiment was more important.

Unthahorsten left the glossatch and dumped the assort-
ment into the Box, slamming the cover shut just before
the warning signal flashed. The Box went away. The man-
ner of its departure hurt Unthahorsten’s eyes,

He waited,

And he waited,

Eventually he gave up and built another time machine,
with jdentical results. Snowen hadn't been annoyed by the
loss of his old toys, nor had Snowen's mother, so Untha-
horsten cleaned out the bin and dumped the remainder of
his son's childhood relics in the second time machine's Box,

According fo his calculations, this one should have ap=
peared on Earth, in the latter part of the nineteenth
century, AD. If that actually occurred, the devics re-
mained there.

Disgusted, Unthahorsten decided to mzke no more time
machines. But the mischief had been done. There were two
of them, and the first—

Scott Paradine found it while he was laying hooky fromj.”
the Glendale Grammar School. Thera ﬁ?as a geography tes
that day, and Scott saw no sense in memorizing placs
names—which in 1942 was a fairly sensible theory. Besides,
it was the sort of warm spring day, with a touch of cool-
ness in the breeze, which invited a boy to lie down in a
field and stare at the occasional clouds till he fell asleep.
MNuts to geographyl Scott dozed,

About noon he got hungry, so his stocky legs carried
him to a nearby store, There he invested his small hoard
with penurious care and a sublime disregard for his gastric
juices. He went down by the creek to feed.

Having finished his supply of cheese, chocolate, and
cookies, and having drained the soda-pop bottle fo its
dregs, Scott caught tadpoles and studied them with & certain
amount of scientific curiosity., He did not persevers. Some-
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* thing tumbled down the bank and thudded into the muddy

ground near the water, so Scott, with a wary glance around,
hurried to investigate,

LIt was a box. It was, in fact, the Box. The padgetry
;ntl:hud to it meant little to Scott, though he wondered why
it was 50 fused and burnt. He pondered. With his jackknife
he pFiccl and probed, his tongue sticking out from a corner
of his mouth—Hm-m-m. Nobody was around, Where had
til:!e rvaDK come from? Somebody must have left it here, and
sliding soil had dislodged it from its precarious perch.

“That's a helix,” Scott decided, quite errongonsly. Tt was
helical, but it wasn't a helix, becavse of the dimensional
warp involved. Had the thing been a model pirplane, no
matter how complicated, it would have held few mysteries
to Scott. As it was, a problem was posed. Something told
Scc::tl that the device was a lot more complicated than the
spring motor he had deftly dismantled last Friday,

But no boy has ever left a box unopened, unless forcibly
drlngged away. Scott probed decper. The angles on this
thing were funny. Short circuit, probably. That was why—
uh! The knife slipped. Scott sucked his thumb and gave
vent to experienced blasphemy,

Maybe it was a music box.

Scott shouldn't have felt depressed. The gadpetry would
have given Einstein a headache and driven Steinmetz raving
mad. The trouble was, of course, that the box had not vet
completely entered the space-time continuum where Scott
existed, and therefore it could not be opened. At any rate,
not till Scott used a convenient rock to hammer the helical
nonhelix into a more convenient position.

He hammered it, in fact, from its contact point with the
fourth dimension, releasing the space-time torsion it had
I:ngcn maintaining. There was a brittle snap. The hox jarred
§11311l[}', and lay motionless, no longer only partially in ex-
istence. Scott opened it easily now,

_The soft, woven helmet was the first thing that caught
:‘.us eye, but he discarded that without much interest. Tt was
just a cap. Next he lifted a square, transparent crystal
block, small enough to cup in his palm—much too small
10 contain the maze of apparatus within it. In & moment
Scnlr1hr.rld solved that problem. The crystal was a sort of
magnifying glass, vastly enlarping the things inside the
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block. Strange things they were, too. Miniature people,
for example—

They moved. Like clockw matons, though muchf
more smoothly. It was rather like watching a play. Scott
was interested in their costumes, but fascinated by their| -
actions, The tiny people were deftly building a house, Scott
wished it would catch fire, so he could see the people put
it out, |
Flames licked up from the half-completed structure, The |
auntomatons, with a great deal of odd apparatus, extin-
guished the blaze. :

It didn't take Scott long to catch on. But he was a little
worried. The maniking would obey his thoughts, By the
time he discovered that, he was frightened, and threw the
cube from him. -

Halfway up the bank, he reconsidered and returned. The
crystal block lay partly in the water, shining in the sun. It
was a toy; Scott sensed that, with the unerring instinct of
a child. But he didn't pick it up immediately, Instead, he
returned to the box and investigated its remaining contents.

He found some really remarkable gadgets. The afternoon
passed all too quickly. Scott finally put the toys back in the
box and lugged it home, grunting and puffing. He was quite
red-faced by the time he arrived at the kitchen door.

His find he hid at the back of the closet in his own room
upstairs. The crystal cube he slipped into his pocket, which
already bulged with string, & coil of wire, two pennies, a
wad of tinfoil, & grimy defense stamp, and a chunk of feld-
spar. Emma, Scott's two-year-old sister, waddled unsteadily
in from the hall and said hello,

“Hello, Slue,” Scott nodded, from his altitude of seven
vears and some months, He patronized Emma shockingly,
but she didn't know the difference. Small, plump, and
wide-eyed, she flopped down on the carpet and stared
dolefully at her shoes.

“Tie 'em, Scotty, please?”

“Sap,™ Scott told her kindly, but knotted the laces. *Din-
ner ready yet?”"

Emma nodded.

“Let's see your hands.” For a wonder they wers rea-
sonably clean, though probably not aseptic. Scoft regarded
his own paws thoughtfully and, grimacing, went to the
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bathroom, where he made a sketchy toilet. The tadpoles
had left their traces.

Dennis Paradine and his wife Jane were having a cock-
tail before dinner, downstairs in the living room. He was
& youngish, middlc-aged man with gray-shot hair and 2
thinnish, prim-mouthed face; he taught philosophy at the
university. Jane was small, neat, dark, and very pretty. She
gipped her Martini and said:

“New shoes. Like 'em?"

“Here's to crime,” Paradine muttered absently. “Huh?
Shoes? Mot mow. Wait till I've finished this. 1 had a bad
day.”

“Exams?"

*Yeah, Flaming youth aspiring toward manhood. 1 hope
they die. In considerable agony. fnsh’Allah!”

"I want the olive,” Jane requested.

“I know,"” Paradine said despondently, “1t's been vears
since I've tasted one myself, In a Martini, 1 mean, Even if
I put six of "em in your glass, you're still not satisfied.”

“I want yours. Blood brotherhood., Symbolism. That's
why.™

Paradine regarded his wife balefully and crossed his
long legs. “You sound like one of my students,”

“Like that hussy Betty Dawson, perhaps?" Jane un-
sheathed her nails. “Does she still leer at you in that of-
fensive way?"

“She does. The child is a neat psychological problem.
Luckily she isn't mine, If she were—" Paradine nodded
significantly, “Sex consciousness and too many movies. |
suppose she still thinks she can get a passing grade by
showing me her knees. Which are, by the way, rather
bony,”

Jane adjusted her skirt with an air of complacent pride.
Paradine uncoiled himself and poured fresh Martinis.
“"Candidly, I don't see the point of teaching those apes
philesophy. They're all at the wrong age. Their habit-

patterns, their methods of thinking, are already laid down.
They're horribly conservative, not that they'd admit it. The
only peeple who can understand philosophy are mature
adults or kids like Emma and Scotty,”

“Well, don't enroll Scotty in your course,” Jane re-
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quested, “He isn't ready to be a Philosophiae Du::':‘ar. I
hold no brief for child geniuses, especially when it's my
son, ™

4Seotty would probably be better at it than Betly Daw-
son,” Paradine grunted.

“*He died an enfechled old dotard at five," " Jane quoted
dreamily. “I want your olive.”

“Here. By the way, I like the shoes.”

“Thank vou. Here's Rosalie. Dinner?" s hge

“Tt's all rrea{‘.y, Miz Pa'dine,” said Rosalie, hovering. “T'll
call Miss Emma 'n* Mista’ Scotty.” ; .

“I'll get 'em.” Paradine put his head into the next room
and roared, “Kids! Come and get it!" ;

Small feet scuttered down the stairs. Scmlldash'ed into
view, scrubbed and shining, a rehellious cowlick aimed at
the zenith. Emma pursued, levering herself carefully down
the steps. Halfway she gave up the attempt to des:_::f:nd
upright and reversed, finishing the task monkey-[:asmql}.
her zmall behind giving an impression of ma:'vc!mt_s dili-
gence upon the work in hand, Paradine watched, EIHSCIHE‘LEE.G
by the spectacle, till he was hurled back by the impact of
his son's body.

“Hi, dad!™ Scott shrieked. .

Paradine recovered himself and regarded Scott with
dignity. “Hi, yourself. Help me in to dinner. You've dis-
located at least one of my hip joints.” .

But Scott was already tearing into the next room, where
he stepped on Jane's new shoes in an ecstasy uE. rsﬁ"ectl?n.
hurbled an apology, and rushed off to find his place at the
dinner table. Paradine cocked up an eyebrow as he fol
lowed, Emma's pudgy hand desperately gripping his fore-
finger. :

“Waonder what the young devil’s been up to?” ;

“No good, probably,” Jane sighed. “Hello, darling. Let's
gee your ears,” . o

“They're clean. Mickey licked "em.

“Well, that Airedale’s tongue is far c]caqcr _thanuj.ru_ur
ears,” Jane pondercd, making a hriE:E_ :xammqh_rm.“ Still,
as long &5 you can hear, the dirt’s only superficial.

“*Fisshul?"

“fust a little, that means,” Jane dragged her n:Ilaughtﬁr
to the table and inserted her legs into a high chair. Only
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lately had Emma graduated to the dignity of dining with
the rest of the family, and she was, as Paradine remarked,
all eat up with pride by the prospect, Only babies spilled
food, Emma had been told. As a result, she took such
painstaking care in conveying her spoon to her mouth that
Paradine got the jitters whenever he watched.

“A convever belt would be the thing for Emma,” he
suggested, pulling out a chair for Jane. “Small buckets of
spinach arriving at her face at stated intervals.”

Dinner procceded uneventfully until Paradine happened
to glance at Scott’s plate, “Hello, there, Sick? Been stuffing
yourself at lunch?”

Scott thoughtfully examined the food still left before
him, “T've had all | need, dad,” he explained.

“You usually eat all you can hold, and a great deal
more,” Paradine said, "1 know growing bovs neced several
tons of foodstuff a day, but you're below par tonighl. Feel
0K

*“Uh-huh, Honest, I've had all [ need.™

“All you wanr?

“Sure. 1 eat different.”

“Someihing they taught you at school? Jane inguired.

Scott shook his head solemnly.

“Nobody taught me. I found it out myself. T used spit”’

“Try again,” Paradine suggested, “It's the wrong word,"

“Uh. .. s-saliva. Hm-m-m?"

“Uh-hub. More pepsin? Is there pepsin in the salivary
juices, Jane? I forger”

“There’s poison in mine,” Jane remarked. “Rosalie’s left
lumps in the mashed potatoes again.”

But Paradine was interested. “You mean you're getting
everything possible out of your food—no wastage—and
eating less?"

Scott thought that over. "1 guess so, It's not just the
sp . . . saliva. I sort of measure how much to put in my
mouth at once, and what stuff to mix up. I dunno. 1 just
do it."

“Hm-m-m," said Paradine, making a note to check up
later. “Rather a revolutionary idea.” Kids often get screwy
notions, but this one might not be so far off the beam. He
pursed his lips. "Eventually I suppose people will eat guite
differently—I1 mean the way they eat, as well as what.

T
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What they eat, I mean. Jane, our son shows signs of be-
coming a genius.”

*Oh?" :

“It's a rather good point in dietetics he just made. Did
you figure it out yourself, Scott?™

“Sure,” the boy said, and really believed it.

“Where'd you get the idea?”

“Oh, 1—" Scott wriggled. “1 dunno. It doesn’t mean
much, 1 guess.”

Paradine was unreasonably disappointed. "But surcly—"

“S.s.s-spit!” Emma shricked, overcome by a sudden fit
of badness. “Spir!” she attempted to demonstrate, but
succeeded only in dribbling into her bib.

With 2 resigned air Jape rescued and reproved her
daughter, whilc Paradine eyed Scott with rather puzzled
interest. But it was not till after dinoer, in the living room,
that anything further happened.

“Any homework?”

“N.no,” Scott said, flushing guiltily, To cover his em-
barrassment he took from his pocket a gadget he bad
found in the box, and began to unfold it. The result re-
semhled a tesseract, strung with beads, Paradine didn't see
it at first, but Emma did. She wanted to play with it.

“No. Lay off, Slug,” Scott ordered. “¥ou can watch
me.” He fumbled with the beads, making soft, interesting
noises. Emma extended a fat forefinger and yelped.

“Scotty,” Paradine said warningly.

*I didn't hurt her.”

“Bit me. It did,” Emma mourned. 1

Paradine looked up, He frowned, staring. What in—

“s that an abacus?” he asked. “Let’s see it, please,”

Somewhat unwillingly Scott brought the gadget across t-::,.,/
his Father’s chair, Paradine blinked. The “abacus,” um:
folded, was more than a foot square, composed of thin
rigid wires that interlocked here and there. On the wires
colored beads were strung. They could be slid back an
forth, and from one support to another, even at the points
of juncture. But—a pierced bead couldn't cross infer-|

locking wires—

So, apparently, they weren’t pierced. Paradine looked

closer. Each small bead had a deep groove running ar_uu.ud
it, so that it could be revolved and slid along the wire at
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the same time. Paradine tried to pull one free. Tt clung as It worked, Scott thought, rather like the crystal cube.
though magnetically. Iron? It looked more like plﬂ.ﬁﬁl:._ Reminded of the gadpet, he took it from his pocket and
The framework itself—Paradine wasn’t a mathematician, relinquished the abacus to Emma, who was struck dumb
But the angles formed by the wires were vaguely shock- with joy. She fell to work sliding the beads, this time with-
ing, in their ridiculous lack of Euclidean logic, They were out protesting against the shocks—which, indeed, were
a maze. Perhaps that's whatThe gadget was—a puzzle, very minor—and, being imitative, she managed to make a
“Where'd you get this?" bead disappear almost as quickly as had Scott. The blue
“Uncle Harry gave it to me," Scott said on the spur of bead reappeared—but Scott didn't motice. He had fore-
the moment. “Last Sunday, when he came over.” Unele thoughtfully retired into an angle of the chesterfield with
Harry was out of town, a circumstance Scott well knew. an overstuffed chair and amused himself with the CIU]IJE.
At the age of seven, a bay soon learns that the vagaries There were little people inside the thing, tiny manikins
of adults follow a certain definite pattern, and that they which enlarged by the magnifying properties of the crystal,
are fussy about the donors of pifts. Mareover, Uncla and they moved, all right. They built a house. It caught
Harry would not return for several weeks: the expiration fire, with realistic-seeming flames, and stood by waiting.
of that period was unimaginable to Scaott, or, at least, tha Scott puffed urgently. “Put it out/”
fact that his lie would ultimately be discovered meant lass But nothing happened. Where was that gqoeer fire
to him than the advantages of being allowed to keep the engine, with revolving arms, that had appeared before?
rumj"' Here it was. It came sailing into the picture and stopped.
Paradine found himself growing slightly confused as he Scott urged it on,
viettempted to manipulate the beads. The ansles were This was fun. Like pufting on = play, only more real.
aguely illogical. It was like a puzzle, This red bead, if The little people did what Scott told them, inside of his S
lid along this wire to that junction, should reach there— head. If he made a mistake, they waited till he'd found
b[Jl it didn't. A maze, odd, but no doubt instructive. Para. the right way, They even posed new problems for him—
dine had a well-founded feeling that he'd have no patience The cube, too, was a most instructive toy. It was teach-
with the thing himself, ing Scott, with alarming rapidity—and teaching him very|
Scott did, however, retiring to a corner and slidine beads entertainingly. But it gave him no really new kuDWledgﬂi
&rf&uud with much fumbling and erunting. The beads did as yet. He wasn't rcady. Later—later— |
sting, when Scott chose the wrong ones or tried to slide Emma grew tired of the abacus and went in search of |
them in the wrong direction, At last he crowed exullantlv Scott. She couldn’t find him, even in his room, but once
“I did it, dad|” L there the contents of the closet intrigued bher. She dis-
"Eh? What? Let's see.™ The device looked exactly the covered the box, Tt contained treasure-trove—a doll, which
same to Paradine, but Scott pointed and beamed. Scott had already noticed but discarded with a snecer.
"I made it disappear.”™ Squealing, Emma brought the doll downstairs, squatted
“It's still there," in the middle of the floor, and began to take it apart.
“That blue bead. It's gone now.” *Darling! What's that?"
Paradine didn't believe that, =0 he I']]EI'E]!.F snorted. Seott “Mr. Bear!”
: :{ur.z.led over the framework again, He experimented, "|‘315_.;' Obviously it wasn't Mr. Bear, who was blind, earless,
| time there were no shocks, even slight. The abacus had but comforting in his soft fatness. But all dolls were
sho?feri him the correct method. Now it was up to him to named Mr. Bear to Emma.
d.ﬂ it on his own, The bizarre angles of the wires seemed a Jane Paradine hesitated, *Did you take that from some
little less confusing now, somehow, other little girl?”

& It was a most instructive toy— *] didn't. She's mine,"”
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Scott came out from his hiding place, thrusting the cubs
into his pocket. “Uh—that's from Uncle Harry.”

“Did Uncle Harry give that to you, Emma?”

“He pave it to me for Emma," Scott put in hastily,
adding another stone to his foundation of deceit. “Last
Sunday,"

“You'll break it, dear.”

Emma brooght the doll to her mother. “She comes
apart, Seei?"”

“Oh? It . . . ugh!™ Jane sucked in her breath, Paradine
locked up guickly.

“What's up?"

She brought the doll over to him, hesitated, and then
went into the dining room, giving Paradine a significant
glance, He followed, closing the door, Jane had already
placed the doll on the cleared table.

“This isn't very nice, is it Denny?"

“Hm-m-m." It was rather unpleasant, at first glance.
One might have expected an anatomical dummy in & medi-
cal school, but & child's doll—

The thing came apart in sections, skin, muscles, organs,
minfature but quite perfect, as far as Paradine could see.
He was interested. “Dunno. Such things haven't the same
connotations to a kid—"

“Look at that liver, Is it a liver?"

“Sure. Say I. ., this is funny.”

“What?"

“It isn't anatomically perfect, after all.” Paradine pulled
up & chair, “The digestive tract’s too short. No large in-
testine. No appendix, either.”

“Should Emma have a thing like this?"

“I wouldn't mind having it myself," Paradine said,
“Where on earth did Harry pick it up? Mo, I don't see any
harm in it. Adults are conditioned to react unpleasantly to
innards. Kids don't. They figure they're solid inside, like
a potato, Emma can get a sound working knowledge of
physiclogy from this doll,”

“But what are those? Nerves?”

“Ma, these are the nerves, Arteries here; wveins here,
Funny sort of aorta—" Paradine looked baffed. “That

. » . what's Latin for network? Anyway . . . huh? Rita?
Rata?”
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“Rales,” Jane suggested at random.

“That's a sort of breathing,” Paradine said crushingly.
“T can't fipure out what this luminous network of stuff is,
It goes all through the body, like nerves.”

“Blood.”

“Nope. Mot circulatory, not neural—funny! It seems to
to be hooked up with the lungs.”

They became engrossed, puzzling over the strange doll.
It was made with remarkable perfection of detail, fmd
that in itself was strange, in view of the physiological
variation from the norm. “Wait'll I get that Gould,” Para-
dine said, and presenily was comparing the doll with ana-
tomical charts. He learned little, except to increase his
baMement.

Bat it was more fun than a jigsaw puzzle. .

Meanwhile, in the adjoining room, Emma was sliding
the beads to and fro in the abacus. The motions didn't
seem so strange now. Even when the beads vanished. She
could almost follow that new direction—almost—

Scott panted, staring into the erystal cube and mentally
directing, with many false starts, the building of a struc-
ture somewhat more complicated than the one w!?:ch had
been destroved by fire. He, too, was lea.rnmg—-bfemg con-
ditioned— e

Paradine’s mistake, from a completely anthmpqmurphic
standpoint, was that he didn't get rid of the toys ms_tuntly,
He did not realize their significance, and, by the time he
did, the progression of circumstances had got well un':_ler
way. Uncle Harry remained out of town, so Paradine
couldn’t check with him. Too, the midierm exams were
on, which meant arduous mental effort and complete ex-
haustion at night; and Jane was slightly ill for a week or
so. Emma and Scott had free rein with the toys.

“What,” Scott asked his father on¢ evening, “is a uﬁgc,
dad?"

“Wave?”

He hesitated. T . . . don't think so, Isn't wabe right?”

*Wab iz Scot for web. That it?"

“1 don't sec how." Scott muttered, and wandered off,
scowling, to amuse himself with the abacus. de was able
to handle it quite deftly mow. But, with the instinct of
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children for avoiding interruptions, he and Emma usually
played with the toys in private. Not obviously, of course—
but the more intricate experiments were never performed
under the eye of an adult,

Scott was learning fast. What he now saw in the crystal
cube had little relationship to the original simple problems.
But they were fascinatingly technical. Had Scott realized
that his education Was beéing gurded and supervised—
though merely mechanically-—he would probably have lost
interest. As it was, his initiative was never quashed.

Abacus, cube, doll—and other toys the children found
in the box—

Meither Paradine nor Jane guessed how much of an
effect the contents of the time machine were having on the
kids, How could they? Youngsters are instinctive drama-
tists, for purposes of self-protection, They have not yet
fitted themselves to the exigencies—to them partially ins
explicable—of 8 mature world, Moreover, their lives are
complicated by human variables, They are told by one
person that playing in the mud is permissible, but that,
in their excavations, they must not uproot flowers or small

rirees. Another adult vetoes mud per se. The Ten Coms

mandments are not carved on stone; they vary, and chil-
dren ‘are helplessly dependent on the caprice of those
who give them birth and feed and clothe them. And
tyrannize, The young animal does not resent that benevos
lent tyranny, for it is an essential part of nature, He is,
however, an individualist, and maintains his integrity by
a subtle, passive fight,

Under the eyes of an adult he changes. Like an actor
on-stage, when he remembers, he strives to please, and also
to attract attention to himself. Such attempts are not un-
known to maturity. But adults are less obvious—to other

™ adults,

It is difficult to admit that children lack subtlety, Chil-
dren are different from the mature animal because they
think in another way. We can more or less easily piercs
the pretenses they set up—but they can do the same to us,
Ruthlessly a child can destroy the pretenses of an adult
Iconoclasm is their prerogative,

Foppishness, for example. The amenities of social inter-

ourse, exaggerated not quite to absurdity, The gigolo—
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“Such savoir faire! Such punctilious courtesy!” The dow-r
ager and the blond young thing are often imprcsse_d, Men
have less pleasant comments to make. But the child goes
to the oot of the matter.

“You're sifly!" 4

How can an immature human understand the r.'famph-,
cated system of social rcinti_un_sl_-;ﬂ !—Ic cun’tl To him, an
cxaggefation of natural courtesy is silly. In his rgnFtnqna]
structure of life-patterns, it is rococo. He is an egohistic little
animal, who cannot visualize himself in the position of an-
other—certainly not an adult. A self-contained, almost per-
fect natural unit, his wants supplied by others, the child is
much like a unicellular creature floating in the hlqod
stream, nutriment carried to him, waste products carried
AW Y=

From the standpoint of logic, a child is rather ho ibly
perfect. A baby may be even more perfect, but so@iir;):

an adult that only superficial standards of companstm ap-
ply. The thought processes of an infant are corpplete!ly un=
irr;:!l::innble. But babies think, even before blrlh.r ]n‘ the
womb they move and slecp, not entirely through mst{nct.
We are conditioned to react rather peculiarly to the ‘||:11::1
that a nearly-viable embryo may think. We are surpr:saﬂ'l,
shocked into laughter, and repelled. Nothing human s
alien. =
= But 2 haby iz not human. An emmp_is_[a:_lm_hm_n‘,_)

That, perhaps, was why Emma learned more from the
toys than did Scott. He could communicate his thoughts, of
course: Emma could not, except in cryptic fragments. The
matter of the scrawls, for example— :

Give a young child pencil and paper, and he will draw
something which looks different to him than to an adult.
The absurd scribbles have little resemblance to a fire en-
gine, to a baby. Perhaps it is even three-dimensional. Babics
think differently and see differently.

Paradine brooded over that, reading his paper one cve-
ning and watching Emma and Scott Wmf‘"{“if‘“‘“- S?ntt
was questioning his sister. Sometimes he did it in English.
More often he had resource to gibberish and sign language.
Emma tried to reply, but the handicap was too great.

Finally Scott got pencil and paper. Emma liked that.
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Tongue in cheek, she laboriously wrote a message. Scott
took the paper, examined it, and scowled.

“That isn't right, Emma," he said.

Emma nodded vigorously. She seized the pencil again
and made more scrawls. Scott puzzled for a while, finally
smiled rather hesitantly, and pot up. He vanished into the
hzll. Emma returned to the abacus,

Paradine rose and glanced down at the paper, with some
r{md thought that Emma might abruptly have mastered cal-
hgrap_hy.l But she hadn't. The paper was covered with
meaningless scrawls, of a type familiar to any parent. Pars-
ding pursed his lips, & iy

Et might be a graph showing the mental variations of 2
manic-depressive cockroach, but probably wasa't. Still, it
0o doubt had meaning to Emma. Perhaps the scribble rep-
resented Mr. Bear.

Seott returned, looking pleased. He met Emma’s gare
and nodded. Paradine felt a twinge of curiosity.

“Secrets?"

. "Ifops, Emma . ..uh.., asked me to do something for

Er.

“Oh.” Paradine, recalling instances of babies who had
babbled in unknown tongues and hafed linguists, made a
note to pocket the paper when the kids had finished with it
The next day he showed the scrawl to Elkins at the univer-
sity. Elkins had a sound working knowledge of many un-
likely languages, but he chuckled over Emma’s venture into
literature.

“Here's a free translation, Dennis. Quote. T don't know
what this means, but I kid the hell out of my father with it
Unguote.”

The two men laughed and went off to their classes. But
later Paradine was to remember the incident. Especially
after he met Holloway. Before that, however, months were

to pass, and the situation to develop even further toward its
climax,

Perhaps Paradine and Jane had evinced too much in-
terest in the toys. Emma and Scott took to keeping them
hidden, playing with them only in private. They never did
it overtly, but with a certain unobtrusive caution, Neverthe-
less, Jane especially was somewhat troubled,
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She spoke to Paradine about it one evening, “That doll
Harry gave Emma."

“¥eah?" :

“] was downtown today and tried to find out where it
came from. No soap.” i

“Wavhe Harry bought it in New Yor

Iana:ym uﬂnnvinccd. “[ asked them about the other
things, too. They showed me their stqck—]nhnsun’s a bI.E
store, you know, But there's nothing like Emma’s gbacus.

“Hm-m-m." Paradine wasn't much interested. They had
ickets for a show that night, and it was getting late, 50 the
subject was dropped for the nonce. x

Later it cropped up again, when a neighbor telephoned
Jane. ]

“Seotty’s never been like that, Denny. Mirs. Burns said
he frichtened the devil out of her Francis.” !

“Francis? A little fat bully of a punk, isn't he? Like
his father. I broke Burns' nose for him once, when we
were sophomores.” ) o

“Stop hoasting and listen,” Jane said, mixing 2 high-
ball. “Scott showed Francis something that scared him.
Hadn't you better—" ' ;

“[ suppose so.” Paradine listened. Noises in the next
room told him the whereabouts of his son. “Scotty!" .

“Hang," Scotty said, and appeared smiling. "I killed 'em
gll. Space pirates.- You want me, dad?" ;

“Y¥es. If you don't mind leaving the space piratés un-
buried for a few minutes, What did you do to Francis

-Burns ™

Scott’s blue eyes reflected incredible candor. “Huh?”

“Try hard. You can remember, I'm sure.”

“Uh, Oh, that. I didn't do nothing.”

“Anything,” Jane corrected absently. o

"A_ui;rhing. Honest. I just let him look into my television
get, and it . , . it scared him."

“Television set?

Scott produced the crystal cube, “T¢ isn't really that.
See?"

Paradine examined the gadget, startled by the magpiﬂ-
cation. All he could see, though, was a maze of meaning-
less colored designs,

“Uncle Harry—"
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Paradine reached for the telephone. Scott gulped. “Is
a « « 18 Uncle Harry back in town?"

"Yl‘.'.ilh."

“Well, I gotta take a bath.” Scott headed for the door,
Paradine met Jane's gaze and nodded significantly.

Harry was home, but disclaimed all knowledge of the
peculiar toys. Rather grimly, Paradine reguested Scott
to bring down from his room all of the plavthings, Finally
they lay in a row on the table, cube, abacus, doll, helmet-
like cap, several other mysterious contraptions. Scott
was cross-examined. He lied valiantly for a time, but
broke down at last and bawled, hiccuping his confession

"Get the box these things came in,” Paradine ordered.
“Then head for bed.”

“Are you . . . hup! . . . gonna punish me daddy?”

“For playing hooky and lying, yes. You know i rules

No more shows for two weeks. No sodas for the same
period.”

Scott gulped. “You gonna keep my things?"

“1 don't know yet.”

“Well . . . g'night, daddy. G'night, mom."

After the small figure had gone upstairs, Paradine
dragged a chair to the table and carefully scrutinized the

box. He poked thoughtfully at the fused gadpgetry. Jane
watched,

“What is it, Deany?”

*Dunno. Who'd leave a box of toys down by the creek?™

“It might have fallen out of a car.”

“Mot at that point. The road doesn’t hit the creek norih
of the railroad trestle. Empty lots—nothing else.” Paradine
Iit a cigarette. “Drink, honey?"

“I'll fix it." Jane went to work, her eyes troubled. S
brought Paradine a glass and stood behind him, ruffii
his hair with her fingers. “Is anything wrong?”

“Of course not. Only—where did these toys come
from?"

“Johnsons's didnt know, and they get their stock from
MNew York."”

“I've been checking up, too,” Paradine admitted. “That
doll"—he poked it—‘rather worried me. Custom  jobs,
maybe, but 1 wish I knew who'd made 'em.”

o
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“A psychologist? The sbacus—don't they give people
tests with such things?" !

Paradine snapped his fingers. “Rightl And sayl There's
& guy going to speak at the university next week, fellow
named Holloway, who's a child psychologist. He's a big
shot, with quite a reputation, He might know something
about it"

“Holloway? I don't—"

“Rex Holloway. He's . . . hm-m-m! He doesn't live far
from here, Do you suppose he might have had these things
made himself?"

Jane was examining the abacus, She grimaced and drew
back, “If he did, I don't like him. But see if you can find
out, Denny."

Paradine nodded. “1 shall.”

He drank his highball, frowning. He was vaguely wor-
ried, But he wasn't scared—yet.

Rex Holloway was a fat, shiny man, with a bald head
zod thick spectacles, above which his thick, black brows
lay like bushy ecaterpillars. Paradine brought him home to
dinner one night a week later. Holloway did not appear to
watch the children, but nothing they did or said was lost
oo him. His gray eyes, shrewd and bright, missed little,

The toys fascinated him. In the living room the thres
zdults gathered around the table, where the playthings had
been placed. Holloway studied them carefully as he lis-
t=ned to what Jane and Paradine had to say. At last he
broke his silenca.

“I'm glad I came here tonight. But not completely. This
& very disturbing, you know.”

“ER?" Paradine stared, and Jane's face showed her coms
sternation. Holloway's next words did pot calm them.

“We are dealing with madness,"

He smiled at the shotKed looks they gave him, *All
children are mad, from an adult viewpoint. Ever read
Hushes' "High Wind in Jamaica'?” 2

“I've got it." Paradine secured the little book from its
shelf, Halloway extended a hand, took it, and flipped the
pages till he had found the place he wanted. He rea
eloud:

“‘Bahies of course are not human—they are animals,
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and have n very ancient and ramified culture, as cats have,
and fishes, and even snakes; the same in kind as these, but
much more complicated and vivid, since babies are, after
| ail, one of the most developed species of the lower verte-
brates, In short, babies have minds which work in terms
?.ud categories of their own which cannot be translated
into the terms and and categories of the human mind,'"”

Jane tried to take that calmly, but couldn't. “You don't
mean that Emma—"

“Could you think like your daughter? Holloway asked,
“Listen: 'One can no more think like a baby than one
can think like a bee”™

Paradine mixed drinks. Over his shoulder he said,
“¥You're theorizing quite a bit, aren't you? As I get it,
you're implying that babies have a culture of their own,
even a high standard of intelligence.”

"Mot necessarily, There's no yardstick, you see. All T say
is that babies think in other ways than we do. Not peces-
sarily better—that's a question of relative values, But with
& different manner of extension—" He sought for words,
grimacing,

“Fantasy,” Paradine said, rather rudely, but annoved be-
cause of Emma. “Babies don't have different senses from
ours,”

"Who said they did?" Holloway demanded, “They use
their minds in a different way, that's all. But it's qoile-
enough!™

“I'm trying to understand,” Jane said slowly., “All 1
can think of is my M ixmaster. It can whip up batter and

oranges, too,"”

"Something like that,The brain's a colloid, a very

plicated machine. We don't know much about its po-

entialifes. " Wedon't even know how much it can grasp.

ut it ir known that the mind becomes conditioned as the
uman animal matures. It follows certain familiar theor-
ems, and all thought thereafter is pretty well based on
patterns taken for granted. Look at this.,” Holloway
touched the abacus. “Have you experimented with it?"

“A little,” Paradine said.

“But not much. Eh?

“Well—"

“Why not?”

R 3
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“It's pointless,” Paradine complained, “Even a puzzle
has to have some logic; But those crazy angles—"
“Vour mind has heen conditioned to Euclid,” Holloway
said, ™So this—thing—bores us, and seems pointless. Bu
a child knows nothing of Euclid, A different sort of ge
metry from ours wouldn't impress him as being illogi
He belisves what he sees.”
“Are vou trying to tell me that this gadget’s got a fourthe=
dimensional extension?” Paradine demanded. .
“Not visually, anyway,” Holloway denied. “All I sy 18
that our minds, conditioned to Buclid, can see nothm:g in
this but an illogical tangle of wires. But a child—especially
a haby—might see more. Not at first. It'd be a puzzle, of
course. Only a child wouldn't be handicapped by tco many
preconceived ideas.” ;
“Hardening of the thought-arteries,” Jane interjected.
Paradine was not convinced. “Then a baby could work
calculus better than Einstein? No, I don't mean that I
can see your point, more or less clearly. Dni_y_"
“Well, look. Let's suppose there are two kinds of ge-
ometry—we'll limit it, for the sake of the example. Our
kind, Fuclidean, and another, which we'll call x. X hasn't
much relationship to Euclid, It's based on different the-
orems. Two and two needn't equal four in it; they could
equal 3., or they might not even equal. A baby‘g mind
is not yet conditioned, except by certain questionable
factors of heredity and environment. Start the infant on
Euclid—"
“Poor kid," Tane said, 2
Holloway shat her a quick glance. “The basis of Euclid,
Alphabet blocks. Math, geometry, alpebra—they come
much later. We're familiar with that development. On
the other hand, start the baby with the basic principles of
our x logic,™
“Blocks? What kind?™"
Holloway looked at the abacns. “It wouldn't make much
gense to us, But we've been conditioned to Euoclid."
Paradine poured himself a stiff shot of whiskey. “That's
pretty awful. You're not limiting to math.”
“Right! I'm not limiting it at all. How can I? I'm not
conditioned to xTogic™ v
“There's the answer,” Jane said, with a sigh of relief,

{
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“Who is? It'd take such a person to make the sort of toys
you apparently think these are.” i

Ho"oway nodded, his eyes, behind the thick lenses,
blinking. “Such people may exist.™

“Where?"

“They might prefer to keep hidden,”

“Supermen?”

*1 wish E‘ knew. You see, Paradine, we've got vardstick

- trouble apain, By our standards these people misht scem

supendnup;r_s in certain respects. In others thev might
seem moranic. It's not a quantitative difference; its quali-
tative. They shink different. And I'm sure we can do tf']iﬂgs
they can't.™

;M azl::c they wouldn't want to,” Jane said.

aradine tapped the fused gadgetry on the hox, *
about this? It implies—" : e

“A purpose, sure,”

“Transportation?"

“One thinks of that first, If so i

. the box ht h:

come from anywhere.” ; i

hWhere—lhir:gs are—differemt?” Paradine asked slowlv.

Exactly. In space, or even time, I don’t know: I'm a

{szcﬂmtugist, Unfortunately I'm  conditioned ta Euclid
o0, :

“Funny place it must be,” Jane said * i
of those toys,” ’ L Ry AeCald
“1 intend to,"
Holloway picked u i
1 p the crystal cube. “Did I
the children much?” s
Paradine said, “Yeah Scott said i
; ; there were people
that f:'ubr: when he first looked. T asked him whatp:.faz inLint
now,
::W’hat _|:1id he say?" The psychologist’s eves widened,
He said they were building a place. His exact words.
I a;v.kcd him who—people? But he couldn't explain,”
Mo, .I suppose net,” Holloway muttered. “It must be
pr?‘gresﬁwe, How long have the children had these toysT"
About three months, I guess,”

A
ime enough. The perfect toy, you see, is both in-
structive and mechanical do things, to interest

a child, and it should teach, preferabl ST
Simple problems at first, Later—’e erably unobtrusively.
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“% logic,” Jane said, white-faced.

Paradine cursed vnder his breath. “Emma and Scott
are perfectly normall™

“Do you know how their minds work—now?"

Holloway didn't pursue the thought He fingered the
doll. “It would be interesting to know the conditions of
the place where these things came from, Induction d:::::;n‘i
help a preat deal, though. Too many factors are missing.
We can't visualize a world based on the x factor—environ-
ment adjusted to minds thinking in x patterns. This lumin-
ous network inside the doll, It could be anything. It could
exist inside us, though we haven't discovered it yet. When
we find the right stain—" He shrugged. “What do you
make of this?" !

It was a crimson globe, two inches in diameter, with
a protruding knob upon its surface,

“What could anyone make of it?"

“Scott? Emma®™
*] hadn't even seen it till ahout three weeks ago. Then

Fmma started to play with it" Paradine nibbled his lip.
“After that, Scott got interested.”

“Tust what do they do?

“Hold it up in front of them and move it back and
forth. No particular pattern of motion.™

“No Euclidean pattern,” Hofloway corrected. “Af first
they couldn’t understand the toy's purpose. They had to be
educated up to it."

“That's horrible," Tane said.

“Not to them. Emma is probably quicker st nnderstand-
ing x than Scott, For her mind isn't yet conditioned to this
environment.”

Paradine said, “But I can remember plenty of things I
did as a child, Even az a baby."”

“Well?"

*“Was I—mad—then?"

“The things you don’t remember are the criterion of
your Tradness;“Hotloway reforted. “But I use the word
‘madinesspurely as a convenient symbol for the variation
from the known human norm. The arbitrary standard of
sanity,"”

!ﬂiﬂ put down her glass. “You've said that induction
was diffieult, Mr. Holloway. But it seems to me you're

J/
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making a great deal of it from very little. After all, these
toys—"

"l am a psychologist, and I've specialized in children,
I'm not a layman, These toys mean a great deal o me,
chiefly because they mean so litle.”

*¥ou might be wrong.”

"Well, I rather hope I am. I'd like to examine the
children,”

Jane rose in arms. “How?"

ﬁlf:er Hoiloway had explained, she nodded, though still
a F::: hc_simmly. “Well, that's all right. But lhuyq'e not
guinea pigs.”

The psychologist patted the air with a plump hand. “My
dear girl! I'm not a Frankenstein. To me the individual is
the prime factor—naturaily, since I work with minds, If
Ecru‘i anything wrong with the youngsters, 1 want to cure

[

Paradine put down his cigarette and slowly watched
blue smoke spiral up, wavering in an uafelt draft, “Can
¥You give a prognosis?™”

“Ull try. That's all T can say, If the undeveloped minds
have been turned into the x channel, it’s necessary to divert
Phem back. I'm not saying that's the wisest thing to do, but
it probably is from our standards. After all, Emma and
Scott will have to live in this world.”

"Yeah. Yeah, I can't believe there's much wrong. They
seem about averape, thoroughly normal.”

“Superficially they may seem so, They've no reason for
acting abnormally, have they? And how can you tell if they
—think differently?”

“T'll call 'em,” Paradine said,

“Make it informal, then. 1 don't want them to be on
guard.”

Jane nodded toward the toys, id, *
the stuff there, ch?” paligi T

But the psychologist, after Emma and Scott were sum-
moned, made no immediate move at direct questioning.
He managed to draw Scott unobtrusively into the conver-
sation, dropping key words now and then, Mothing so ab-
;;;?_ul.vi] :f_ 2 word-association lest—co-operation is necessary

The most interesting development occurred when Hollo-
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way took up the abacus, “Mind showing me how this
works?”

Scott hesitated. “Yes, sir. Like this—" He slid a bead
deftly through the maze. in a tangled course, so swiltly
that no one was guite sure whether or not it ultimately
vanished. It might have been merely legerdermain, Then,
again—

Holloway tried. Scott watched, wrinkling his nose.

“That right?"

“Uh-huh. Its gotta po rhere—"

“Here? Why?"

"“Well, that's the only way to make it work.,"

But Holloway was conditioned to Euclid. There was
no apparcnt reason why the bead should slide from this
particular wire to the other. It looked like a random fac-
tor. Also, Holloway suddenly noticed, this wasn't the path
the bead had taken previously, when Scott had worked
the puzzie. At least, as well as he could tell

“Will you show me again?”

Scott did, and twice more, on request. Holloway blinked
through his glasses. Random, yes. And variable, Scott
moved the bead along o dTeTenT COUTSE éach time.

Somehow, none of the adults could tell whether or not
the bead vanished. If they had expected to sce it disappear,
their reactions might have been diffcrent.

In the end nothing was solved. Holloway, as he said
good night, seemed il at eass.

“May I come again?”

“] wish you would,” Jane told him. “Any time, You
still think—"

He nodded. “The childrens minds are not reacting
normally. They're not dull at all, but I've the most extraor-
dinary impression that they arrive at conclusions in a
way we don't understand. As though they used algebra
while we used geometry. The same conclusion, but a differ-
ent method of reaching it."

“What about the toys?" Paradine asked suddenly.

“Keep them out of the way. 1'd like to borrow them,
if 1 may—"

That night Paradine slept badly. Holloway’s parallel had
been ill-chosen. It led to disturbing theories. The x fac-
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tor—The children were using the equivalent of algebraic
reasoning, while adults used geometry,

Fair enough, Only—

rA]gcbra can give you answers that geometry cannot,

gince there are certain terms and symbols which cannat be

ei'cpres:sed geometrically, Suppose x logic showed conclu-
gions inconceivable to an adult mind?

“Damnl” Paradine whispered, Jane stirred beside him,

“Dear? Can't you slecp either?™

“No." He got up and went into the next room, Emma
slept peacefully as a cherub, her fat arm curled around
Mr. Bear. Through the open doorway Parading could see
Scott's dark head motionless on the pillow,

Jane was beside him. He slipped his arm around her.

“Poor little people,” she murmured. “And Holloway
called them mad, I think we're the ones who are crazy,
Dennis,™

“Uh-huh, We've got jitters,”

Scott stirred in his slesp. Without awakening, he called
whgt was obviously a question, though it did not seem to
be in any particular language. Emma gave a littls mewling
cry that changed pitch sharply,
_She had not awakened. The ¢
ring.

But Paradine thought, with a sudden sickness in his
middle, it was exactly as though Scott had asked Emma
something, and she had replied,

Had their minds chang
ferent to them?

He thrust the thought away.
back to bed. Want a drink?"

“I think I do,” Jane said, watching Fmma. Her hand
reached out blindly toward the child; she drew it back.
"Come on. We'll wake the kids,"

They drank a little brandy together,
Jane cried in her sleep, later,

hildren lay without stir-

ed so that even—sleep—was dif-

“You'll catch cold. Let's get

but said nothing,

Scott was not awake, but hiz mind

worked In slow,
careful building, Thus— W

. listava

ngerous maybe. But the Ghoric direction won't show . . .

. « bright and
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shiny. Emma. She’s more khopranik-high now than . . . 1
still don't see how to . . . thavarar lixery disi—

A little of Scott’s thooghts could still be understood,
But Emma had become conditioned to x much [astef.

She was thinking, to00.

Mot like an adult or a child. Mot an.

Except, perhaps, a human of a type shockingly ||.u'|fa.|1-1i1im'F

to genus homo, / ’ -

Sometimes Scott himself had difficulty in following her

houghts.
; Hvit had not been for Holloway, life might have settled
back into an almost normal Toutine. Thf: toys were no
longer active teminders. Emma sli]l_enjuycd .I'“:r dolls
and sand pile, with a thoroughly exp!lca_b!c delight. Scn}t
was satisfied with baseball and his cherp:cal set. They did
everything other children did, and evinced few, il any,
flashes of abnormality. But Holloway seemed 1o be an
Eldlilr:lb:as having the toys tested, with rather idiotic Te-
sults, He drew endless charts and diagrams, curresponfjed
with mathemalicians, engineers, and other psychologists,
and went guietly crazy trying to find rhyme or reason in
the construction of the gadgets, The box itself, with i3
cryptic machinery, told nothing. Fusing had melted too
much of the stuff into slag. But the toys— s

It was the random element that baffled investigation.
Even that was a matter of scmantics: For Holloway was
convinced that irwasn't really random. There just weren t
enough known factors. Mo adult could work 11I|e ubal.cus,
for example. And Hoilowa',]-_'_th:}ughduily refrained from

sttine a child play with the thing.

llk‘t'lll'lhi crysial Euh}re was similarly cryptic. It showed 2 mad
pattern of colors, which sometimes _m::wcd, In this it re-
sembled a kaleidoscope, But the shifting of balance and
gravity didn’t affect it. Again the random factor.

Or, rather, the unknown. The x pattern. E'fcﬂtu:ﬂly
Paradine and Jane slipped back into something like com-
placence, with a feeling that the children had been cured
of their mental guirk, now that the contributing cause had
been removed. Certain of the actions ﬂ.f Emma and Scott
gave them every reason to quit worrying. ;

For the kids enjoyed swimming, hiking, movies, games,




