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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







CHAPTER 1


Buffalo Falls, Pennsylvania


’Twas a glorious morning in the month of May, and the quaint village of Buffalo Falls wore her springtime diadem of bluest blue with a dotting of pure white fleece as gay primavera clouds drifted and wove through the azure of heaven with each puff of the cheerful warming zephyrs that mark the fertile valleys of western Pennsylvania.


Lawns were growing in the lush green of springtime’s resurrection, and the glinting sunlight caused sparkling dewdrops to give back emerald green effulgence to the eye of the appreciative observer. It was a Saturday morning, the twenty-third day of the month, and according to the calculations of the venerated Bishop Ussher, the earth was precisely 5,887 years and seven months of age. As such she bore her centuries with remarkable grace and attraction.


Round about the neatly painted white frame houses of Sycamore Street the tall elms and ashes, poplars and oaks cast rounded pools of cool green shadow midst the Pennsylvania sunlight that warmed and illumined the peaceful town. Brightly tinted birds, returned from their winter’s sojourn to more southerly climes, gave happy song as they worked diligently, constructing the tiny nests of twig and earth in which their delicately toned eggs would soon be placed.


It was upon this scene of innocence and tranquility that there impinged this morning the cheerful tones of a whistling youth. Small children abandoned their hoops and their golliwogs, and the town’s canine citizens interrupted their four-legged frolicking to observe the sight that proceeded down the center of Sycamore Street’s hard-packed earth surface.


For the joyous tune that penetrated the morning stillness this day had as its source a lad done up in the latest and spiffiest of garments available at Jeshaw Callister’s Dry Goods Emporium. An impressive tweed jacket, tortoise-shell buttoned at the breast and belted in the rear, covered a blue-striped camisole with ivory celluloid collar and cuffs.


A patriotically dotted bow tie emerged from the rounded celluloid collar. Beneath the edges of the jacket there depended corduroy knickers, canvas leggings and well buffed but sturdy brogans. The young man who sported these garments was possessed of a fine countenance, a strong chin, even teeth, and straight and steely, well disciplined hair.


Surmounting his admirable physiognomy a straw boater, broad-brimmed and silk-ribboned, was set squarely and, lest a vagrant breeze encourage truant tendencies upon the part of the gay chapeau, an elastic cord ran from its curved brim to the youth’s tweed lapel.


Most remarkable of all, however, was the whistling lad’s means of locomotion, for he proceeded down Sycamore Street, past Washington Avenue, Jefferson Avenue, Lincoln Park and Ulysses S. Grant Square with its Union Soldiers’ Monument, bravely if somewhat precariously perched upon the tall front wheel of a mechanical velocipede. This it was, rather than the tune or the appearance of the youth, however admirable those may have been, which attracted the attention of the young children and canines of the neighborhood, for velocipedes were as yet a rare and much admired sight to the residents of Buffalo Falls at the time of our narration.


While this amazing sight passes before our admiring eyes, let us close our ears for a brief moment to the cheery tune the lad is whistling and eavesdrop instead upon the thoughts passing through that portion of his skull devoted to intellection.


This delight-filled day is certain evidence of our Maker’s benevolent attitude toward mankind, the youth is thinking. I but wonder what activity occupies my mentor this morning.


Ah, it is a clean and pious thought which first crosses the cranium of the young chap. May we never detect there a less worthy! But what can be the meaning of his second inkling, that which reflects a question in the youngster’s mind? Let us not detain ourselves too long in contemplation of this matter, for answers to many questions, most assuredly including this one, are undeniably to be found if we will but persist awhile longer.


For suddenly, as the lad’s velocipede draws even with a dwelling marked by gingerbread decoration of unusual and unexpected design, his orbs espy a sight of such astonishing nature that the rapidly revolving wheel fetches up upon the edge of the neatly planked sidewalk and our young man is deposited, with alarming precipitance, upon that very planking, losing his purchase upon the seat of his velocipede, his natty straw boater flying from his well-parted hair and returning with an unusual sound from the end of its sturdy tether, and a portion of his anatomy which delicacy forbids us to name making violent contact with the sidewalk, to the momentary distress of the young man but, fortunately, without causing visible damage to the corduroy knickers which cover that part.


As the youth rose from the undignified position into which he had been precipitated by his unanticipated mishap, he could be heard to exclaim in a highly agitated voice most uncharacteristic of his more controlled usual tones, the following sentences: “My stars! Is that not a deep and dark excavation which I saw in the yard behind Professor Thintwhistle’s abode? If my senses have not taken leave of their owner, a most remarkable and mystery-filled incident must needs have transpired here!


“And, most distressingly of all to my mental self-possession, what can have happened to the Professor himself!”


Thus giving audible voice to his mentation of wonderment and distress, the puzzled chap carefully raised his disarrayed velocipede and leaned it carefully against the white picket fence which surrounded the neat home of Professor Theobald Uriah Thintwhistle, upon having done which he unceremoniously let himself through the latched gate by leaning over it and undoing the latch, and proceeded to cross the grassy plot in order that he might investigate the astonishing hole which so disfigured the well-ordered and neatly clipped growth which surrounded the Professor’s domicile.


The young man advanced to the precipice-like edge of the excavation and, head cocked to one side, body inclined forward to assure him of an improved line of vision, hands placed almost carelessly upon the knees of his corduroy knickers, he peered into the opening in the earth.


From the darkness beneath the grass there emerged a surprising—and even alarming—sound, that of a shovel working upon the very earth, scraping and clattering as it struck the occasional rock which dotted the moist black loam of fertile western Pennsylvania, where was located the town of Buffalo Falls.


“Ahoy below,” called the lad, delighting momentarily in the occasioned use of a piece of nautical slang dredged by him from the latest thriller to emerge from the prolific pen of his literary ideal Mr. G. A. Henty, a thick and thrilling tome titled With Nelson at Trafalgar, which volume the youth had flaunted beneath the noses of his fellow students at the Buffalo Falls Normal School in gleeful evidence of the superiority of the aforementioned Henty over his arch rival for paramount auctorial honors, the equally famed Mr. R. A. Ballantyne.


His borrowed greeting eliciting no response from the darkness below save a continued grating of metal upon soil and stone, the young fellow called a loud “Halloo!” into the pit, which cry was followed by an almost total diminution of the sounds of labor from the hole. Taking heart from the new silence and determining to pursue the thus-far one-sided conversation which he had initiated, the lad inquired loudly, “What is going on down there? Is it you in the hole, O my guru?”


From the hole there emerged a response almost without delay, in a voice indicative of great maturity, breadth of learning, noble refinement and a well-rounded personality. In tones well designed to produce a reaction of confidence and joy in the auditor was heard the statement, “Yes, Herkimer, it is indeed I, for I am able not only to recognize you by your tone and idiosyncratic choice of rhetoric, but am able, from my position here in this place of darkness, to cast upward my gaze into the sunlit day above, and perceive there your intelligent and perceptive countenance.”


Young Herkimer—for that was indeed the nomen by which the lad was known—clapped his hands in joy at the response which his halloo had produced, and, first carefully brushing the grass with his neatly manicured hands to assure himself that he had selected spots from which the morning’s dew had already been drawn by the warming rays of old Sol, knelt upon the greensward beside the hole in the earth.


Leaning carefully forward so that his physiognomy protruded over the edge of the excavation, the lad ventured anew to put query to his admired instructor and preceptor. “What activity occupies you so unaccustomedly beneath your lawn?” he asked.


“Await me for one moment, please,” the Professor responded, for he, as the instructor in dramatic declamation and natural philosophy of the Buffalo Falls Normal School, was well accustomed to providing information and moral guidance to the young persons whose presence in that institution was indicative of their youthful enthusiasm for increased knowledge of the world.


“I will raise myself momentarily from the Stygian excavation,” the Professor continued to declaim, “for I have foresightedly brought with me into this opening in the earth a well-made stepladder of adequate elevation to permit my re-emergence from this hole virtually at will.”


So saying, the Professor proceeded to climb the very stepladder to which he had made oral reference, and, as young Herkimer rose respectfully to a standing position near enough the edge of the pit to observe the emergence while yet retaining between himself and the lip of the excavation a space sufficiently extensive to assure that he would not tumble unintentionally into the hole, Professor Thintwhistle rose majestically from the subterranean darkness, his countenance becoming visible portion by portion as he climbed the ladder step by step.


As young Herkimer gazed admiringly at his elder, the form emergent from the excavation was seen to be surmounted by a liberal thatch of curled and lengthy locks, shading from a virile black through the steely gray of advancing middle years and on into the whiteness that presaged the arrival of a respected and well-earned seniority. A high and noble brow lined by the cares and responsibilities of its possessor’s numerous years gave way to a pair of bushy eyebrows beneath which two piercing and knowledgeable orbs peered through shell-rimmed pince-nez. A well-formed aquiline nose could be observed, and through a still dark beard well salted and peppered with lightening streaks there was seen a mouth firm and strong.


For his exertions beneath the surface of terra firma the Professor had placed a workingman’s smock over his own correct clothing, and as he stepped upon the grassy covering of the earth the older man removed this outer garment revealing his properly starched wing collar, striped cravat, carbuncle stickpin and carnation boutonniere.


Facing the youthful Herkimer, Professor Thintwhistle addressed himself to the lad in terms marked by a careful mixture of solicitude, affection, and authority. “Here am I, young fellow,” quoth the Professor. “What mission brings you to my abode here on Sycamore Street this Saturday morning, and what service or information can I provide for the easement of your presumed mind?”


Young Herkimer cast his own eyes downward in confusion at the warmth and vigor in his host’s welcome; yet, determined to press on undeterred by his own youthful shyness, the lad pursued his initial line of inquiry by putting to his elder the following question: “What were you doing in that deep and dark hole, my revered leader?”


Professor Theobald Uriah Thintwhistle, or “Old Tut” as that element of the Buffalo Falls Normal School student population known as the school wiseacres frequently referred to him when the Professor was not within earshot of their impolite badinage, made response to Herkimer’s polite inquiry after but a moment’s hesitation. The manner in which he responded was not unusually remarkable, as shall be seen when his brief speech is recorded below, but before examining the words of the Professor’s reply, let it be noted that a disquieting thought had its birth in the well shaped and thoroughly stocked cranial dome of the Professor.


This bit of mental inquiry went unspoken, but had it been expressed in audible form, the listener would have heard Professor Thintwhistle ask himself, How can I be rid of this pestiferous nitwit?


Pestiferous nitwit indeed! Ours not to judge the natures of our protagonists; ours merely to observe and report upon their actions, while the reader, undoubtedly an individual of independent mind and well-developed intellect, will form evaluations of his own. Nonetheless, one expects no such thought to cross the mind of Professor Thintwhistle as did in fact have being within his cranial cavity. Let us pursue this matter further, but first let us take note of the words which he addressed aloud to his young questioner.


“In this excavation of my own making, lad, I have been engaged in the pursuit of labors of a highly confidential nature.”


Thus spoke Professor Thintwhistle, a suitable if not overly illuminating response to the question put by Herkimer. But how out of accord with Professor Thintwhistle’s thoughts. For, were we able once more to listen in upon the mental processes of the graying savant, we should once again take note of his thought processes producing a message on the following order: I must dispense with the presence of this young fool!


How now! Perhaps all is not as it seems. One detects a note of unexpected and even unpleasant nature in the outwardly charming and charitable person of Professor Theobald Uriah Thintwhistle. It may be that the wiseacres of Buffalo Falls Normal School had stumbled all by accident upon a truth far greater than merely acronymizing their preceptor’s names when they saw fit to dub the elderly figure “Old Tut.”


Still, reaching into a pocket of his immaculate but bulging coat, the Professor withdrew a huge and blackened briar and clenched large and well-anchored teeth upon its bit. Its bowl all innocent of tobacco, yet the pipe was a familiar prop to the Professor’s students and associates, its presence in the very classrooms of the Normal School exciting wide comment from less eccentric members of the faculty, yet grimly maintained by “Old Tut” as a perquisite of his seniority upon the staff and his unquestioned expertise in the fields of his chosen profession.


With a briskness of step that belied the lines of his countenance and the loss of pigment from his hirsute adornment, the Professor led his questioner in miniature procession to the rear veranda of the white frame building which housed not only his living quarters but his library for the studies of natural philosophy and dramatic declamation. The savant unhesitatingly crossed the wooden portico, passed the lengthy glider which rested upon it beneath a hanging green, and opened the door to the rear parlor of his domicile.


With hardly a glance over his elegantly clad shoulder in the direction of the faithfully following Herkimer, the Professor ejaculated, “Come into the house and I will explain, my lad!” Another brief stride brought the Professor into his house, whereupon he continued, in part to Herkimer and in part to himself, “I will ask Jefferson Jackson Clay to fetch us tea.”


“Oh, boy!” he called to the aforementioned servant, and, when the latter failed to respond immediately, grumbled, “Where has that lazy blackamoor got himself to?”


Hardly had the two companions of the grassy yard entered the parlor and planted their feet upon its thin but tasteful carpeting when there appeared from the pantry the servant whose presence the Professor had but recently expressed his desire to assure. The houseman was of tall and well formed body, properly dressed in white jacket and black bow tie with dark trousers and a perpetual towel draped over his left forearm. A craggy brow and large, widely-spaced eyes marked his dusky face, while a kinky coating of wool protected his chocolate poll from the rays of the daily sun.


Shuffling forward and bowing almost imperceptively to the master of the household, the darky said “Yowsah, Mist’ Pufessah, Ah’s hyah!”


A scowl of anger and impatience crossed the face of the Professor as he stared furiously at the dilatory Jefferson Jackson Clay, then pronouncing his words with clarity and care, the Professor shouted, “Fetch us some tea, you bloody baboon!” Without waiting for the colored man to disappear again into his pantry the Professor turned to Herkimer and explained benignly, “He is, of course, a simple child of nature. As all of his kind, he would be lost without us to provide guidance and discipline.”


Ushering his young visitor to a wicker-work seat and ensconcing himself upon another of the sort, the learned Professor offered a smile of charitable interest and addressed himself once again to the youth. “Now, Herkimer,” the Professor intoned sonorously, “if you will but enlighten me as regards the cause of your puzzlement and distress, I shall endeavor to relieve your obviously discommoded condition.”


Young Herkimer breathed deeply, attempting earnestly to recall his lessons in dramatic declamation as received at the Buffalo Falls Normal School from the very man he now faced across the dust-free antimacassarred deal-top table, and uttered his inquiry: “Sir, as I was pedalling by upon my velocipede a mere few moments ago and chanced to note the excavatory process in your back yard, I was precipitately fired with curiosity as to the nature and purpose of the activity taking place.”


The white-haired savant, taking but a scant moment or two in which to digest the nature of the youth’s inquiry, rose majestically from his seat and, leaning forward as token of his earnest sincerity, addressed his inquisitor thusly: “My young friend, and, I may add, my student of dramatic declamation and natural philosophy whom I hold in high pedagogical regard, you have stumbled by merest happenstance upon a matter of such earth-shaking significance that I hesitate to provide you with full information; nonetheless, and the aforegoing notwithstanding, I would be loath to leave you intrigued, your innocent curiosity piqued but unsatisfied, and will therefore be willing to provide you with a thoroughgoing explanation, nay, better, a visual demonstration of the project in the interest of which I was engaged in, if you will pardon the levity at this moment, lawner excavation at the moment of your arrival at my abode this morning.”


The Professor gestured dramatically in the direction of a conventional wooden doorway, saying as he did so, “Come with me, friend Herkimer, to the cellar of my domicile, and there I will willingly reveal to your dazzled sight my astonishing invention!” The last words were uttered in an intense whisper, the hearing of which sent waves of excitement tingling up and down the spine of young Herkimer.


The lad rose from his seat and without the ejaculation of a single syllable followed his mentor through the indicated doorway.


Wooden stairs debouched upon a large platform beyond and above which there towered a complex device which from the instant of his first seeing it both dazzled and impressed Herkimer as indeed the most marvelous and remarkable sight ever to befall his vision.


“This is the object of my subterranean efforts,” the Professor intoned in explanation. “Behold you now the reason for which I exerted such effort in my private anthracite mill, wresting from Mother Nature’s possessive grasp the fine anthracite coal in which our native region so famously abounds. The coal in turn, lad, will in due course serve as fuel for the boilers of the mechanical marvel of all the ages, none but Theobald Thintwhistle’s incredible ether flyer the Chester Alan Arthur, so christened in honor of the Chief Magistrate of our great Republic, the unprecedented steam-propelled craft in which I and a carefully selected company of servitors shall amaze the world—the which you see now before you!”


Throwing wide his hands with astonishment Herkimer could but gasp in reply, “Hath Man dared too much?!”




CHAPTER 2


Revolutionary Hill


“Not so,” rejoined Professor Thintwhistle, whose modernism and radical thought had often provided scandal for the whisperers and malicious gossips of the village and the Buffalo Falls Normal School, but who, possessing courage in full measure commensurate with his moral convictions, refused to yield a tittle in defense of his unconventional beliefs. “Had heaven not intended the Arthur to succeed, Pennsylvania were created void entirely of coal. Coal, coal, Herkimer, is the substance which I most require, and coal is the substance with which our noble State is most abundantly provided.


“Thus Nature proves her favorable attitude toward this high endeavor. ’Tis as simple as that, laddie-buck! There is that which I need, and Nature hath provided it. Quod erat demonstrandum!” So saying he clasped his calloused but clean hands behind his back and strode triumphantly about the observation platform, puffing the while upon his cracked and disreputable briar while Herkimer leaned across a cast-iron guard rail reaching in rapt fascination toward the well-wrought form of the Chester Alan Arthur.


The Arthur was indeed a glorious and impressive sight, her body constructed of wrought and riveted iron, observation portals here and there fitted with airtight isinglass coverings, huge vertical steam and smoke vents rising in twinned formation from her flanks, while giant covered paddle wheels featured either side. A small aerial screw with the familiar mutton-chopped visage of President Arthur carved upon its mahogany spinner was affixed at the nose of the craft, while at her stern an auxiliary exhaust and propulsion device protruded. Other objects at whose nature and purpose, other than pure decoration, Herkimer could but guess, studded the Arthur’s skin. In all, her length was several rods, a size larger in fact than the cellar in which she was housed, while her volumetric displacement would stagger the imagination of the unwary inquisitor.


His dazzled innocence taking in the true magnitude and beauty of the Arthur, Herkimer felt his attitude as it were lifted from his very heart, altered and returned to its place in that vital organ, so that the lad turned, tears of remorse at his own unworthy reaction brimming in his sensitive brown young eyes, and clasped his hands in supplication while he sank humbly to one corduroy knickered knee and pled thusly of the mighty inventor: “Is she fully manned, Sir? Have you room in your crew for the faithless but chastened and repentant Herkimer?”


Removing his cracked and disreputable cold briar from his large and well formed teeth, the Professor advanced to stand beside the youth and placed his free hand firmly upon the straw boater which Herkimer, annoyed at its endless bobbing at the end of its elastic tether, had once more set firmly upon his pomaded hair. “This day do I swear it, Herkimer, this twenty-third of May, 1884, do I affirm by all that Man holds Holy—I shall take you with me, and Jefferson as well, and the three of us shall astound the world!”


At this dramatic and emotion-filled juncture there was heard a timid scratching at the door through which the two had previously passed, and as the portal opened a crack there proceeded through it a mewling calico mother and her brood of particolored kittens, frolicking and tumbling down the steps to the platform where stood the tableau of mentor and disciple, followed shortly by the shambling, lackadaisical presence of the darky houseboy, Jefferson Jackson Clay.


Stumbling comically down the stairway so as to come repeatedly within a hair’s breadth of sending his burden clattering about his large and splay-toed feet, the blackamoor announced majestically, “Ah’s brought yo’ tea lak yo’ sed, Pufessah!” Simultaneously there passed through the black man’s head the following thought: … and spiked it with a slow-acting addictive poison, Charlie!


The Professor withdrew his hand from Herkimer’s bonnet and whirled to face the newcomer while Herkimer rose to his feet in flustered surprise. “Put that tray down, Jefferson, and attend my words!” he roared in the tone customarily utilized in addressing the slow-witted and cowardly but withal loyal and amusing darky. “I have something to say that will stagger your childlike, undeveloped brain!


“Jefferson, I am taking young Master Herkimer with me, and your dusky self as well, and we are all the three of us going to the Moon!”


At these words from his employer the Negro fell to his knees, where those joints persisted nonetheless in striving manfully to knock together in terror. Beads of cold sweat broke out upon the servant’s black brow, and in a voice pitiable with its terrified pleading Jefferson shrieked, “Lawsa Marcy! Don’ yo’ say that, Pufessah! Yaw’ll frighten me white ef yo’ talk ’bout things lak dat!”


“Little danger of that,” replied the Professor with a hearty chuckle. Then, with the air of a busy man of authority turning from unaccustomed levity to the serious business of the hour, he returned to the harsher and more emphatic tones previously used with the servant, and, pointing his forefinger angrily at the trembling and cowering darky, Professor Thintwhistle announced “Nevertheless, you simpleton, you will do as you are told and live to praise the day I took you in. Prepare to depart at once!”


“Yowsa boss!” the quivering Negro managed to quote. “But what Ah s’posed to do?”


“Dolt!” exploded the Professor. “We are going on a lengthy excursion. Make for your pantry and begin at once the transfer of a suitable variety and volume of condiments and victuals from thence to the galley of the Chester Alan Arthur!”


As the darky disappeared once again the Professor turned to Herkimer and, a merry twinkle apparent in his elderly but still lucid orbs, drew from behind him two costumes of a sort vaguely familiar to the young lad, but yet of a distinctive styling such that Herkimer found himself straining at his wits’ end in an unsuccessful effort to identify the purpose of the unusual garments.


One of them, which the Professor clutched closely to his own well formed and manly bosom, seemed to be a rubberized, one-piece covering, its shoulders surmounted by glistening epaulettes of golden thread-work and streamers; from one epaulette-laden shoulder there depended a fourreguerre of similar splendor, while a broad decorative sash engirdled the suit at its waist; a narrower but still generous sash of golden silk crossed the garment from shoulder to waistband, while rows of colorful orders spangled the breast and broad golden stripes surmounted by loops of similarly xanthically tinted material circled the cuffs.


The second garment, which the Professor extended toward Herkimer, appeared similar in design and construction to the first, save for its spartan lack of decor. Its dark blue rubberoid construction was plainly visible, however, while that of the first garment was barely available to the eye for having been covered by trim. Cadet-type shoulder boards were attached in place of epaulettes; a narrow pocketed belt substituted for the broad cummerbund; and a pair of modest chevrons were attached to the sleeves.


“You see, dear lad,” chided the Professor as Herkimer cast his admiring glance at the two habiliments, “fortunately I have the pleasure to be the possessor of several oceanic diving uniforms, the attachment to which of appropriately fitted helmets, gloves and boots will provide for us protection in the thin atmosphere of our celestial companion, la lune.”


Handing the plainer of the two outfits to Herkimer, who proceeded without delay to don the unusual garment so as to assure himself of the correctness of its fit, which, indeed, proved to be admirably correct and offering no discomfort or difficulty save as it required the removal of Herkimer’s straw boater before the diving helmet could be placed over the lad’s head and properly affixed to the collar of the suit itself, the Professor produced still a third diving costume from the trove which had already provided his own and Herkimer’s unconventional travelling outfits.


The third diving suit was old and tattered, wholly devoid of ornament, yet its plain material was colored by the presence of numerous patches of odd and contrasting tones, the whole offering an appearance of genteel poverty, so as to provide a costume of serviceable but unluxurious nature as was befitting to the station of its intended wearer.


“This is far better than the Ishmaelite deserves,” the Professor intoned splendidly, “for just think, laddie, that without us to guide him along the revealed pathways of righteousness and civilization, the black fellow would to this day be nothing more than a naked savage scratching in some pestilential forest for his very existence—while in the domestic service of us, his natural betters, he is adequately fed, clothed, kept clean and educated in the ways of rectitude and proper behavior.


“Come then, my young companion, let us load our exploratory garments aboard the Arthur and begin to prepare her for her overland journey to Revolutionary Hill from whence she shall be launched smartly upon her historic journey!”


So saying, the Professor shouted again for the black Jefferson to appear, and issued to him instructions, having care to make each command as clear and emphatic as it was humanly possible to make it, in order that the limited power of comprehension of the black man not be strained beyond its capacity. At length the Negro, having to outward appearances at least conquered his ignorant terror of that which lay ahead for the travelers, proceeded to his initial duty station, which was at the cellar door, which he opened to permit the momentary egress of the mighty craft.


Climbing down a metallic ladder from the side of the observation platform, Professor Thintwhistle gingerly made his way across the upper deck of the Chester Alan Arthur and, pausing first at two stanchions previously prepared for this purpose, affixed to each a brave silken emblem; upon the one a miniature of Old Glory, its forty-six stars on their field of blue and the stirring stripes of red and white bordered uniformly in a xanthic fringe reminiscent of that which decorated the Professor’s space habiliment; the other, the brave puce and cerise pennant of Buffalo Falls Normal School. Having accomplished this task the Professor advanced further toward the bow of the Chester Alan Arthur, in the due course of time arriving at the forward observation portal of the control cabin of the brave craft. He paused to extract a ring of keys from his pocket, then bent, made open a hatch beside the observation portal, and climbed within.


Meanwhile young Herkimer had followed “Old Tut” down the ladder onto the hull of the Arthur, and, at the urging of the Professor, and with a fine chamois cloth provided by the latter, having previously seated himself astraddle the port exhaust funnel, proceeded assiduously to the cleaning and polishing of that device. As he worked cheerfully away at his task, which he had not selected spontaneously but which he had willingly acceded to perform at the urging of the Professor, the youth resumed that musical activity in the pursuit of which he was engaged when first we encountered him pedalling his tall velocipede down the center of Sycamore Street. So do our habits persist!
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