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    DON'T TRY TO FIGURE A FINAL ANSWER TO THIS ONE. PHILOSOPHERS HAVE TRIED FOR AGES ... AND HAVE FAILED!
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    The closet in Benjamin Farlan's two-room bachelor apartment wasn't particularly large. In fact, it measured three feet wide by four feet deep. And by no stretch of the imagination could it have held three full-grown men. Not as full-grown as these were.




     




    Besides that, the closet was already chock full of clothes, half a dozen pair of shoes and two suitcases.




     




    It happened about seven-thirty. Ben Farlan had finished an unsatisfactory day at the laboratory, had his dinner at the automat, and picked up a fifth of brandy on the way home. Little Ben Farlan liked brandy. He liked to sit at night in his hundred-and-fifty-dollar chair and read something not too technical, but not too light, and have a snifter glass of brandy on the coffee table next to him.




     




    On nights when he had nothing on his mind he could sit for hours that way, get through a whole book and possibly a third of his bottle before it was time for bed.




     




    This wasn't one of the nights when he had nothing on his mind. Things were getting on the chaotic side at the lab. Already he had enough work on his shoulders for three men, and now the Army was taking young Robertson. Now it was Robertson! They let a man take eight long years of schooling, eight years of work to become a scientist, preparatory to assuming a useful place in society— and then what happens? They slap him into the Infantry for what would probably be an indefinite period, the world situation being what it was.




     




    Ben had gone through three ounces of brandy and was pouring himself another glass. That was when the closet door opened and a six-footer who must have weighed at least two hundred and twenty pounds stepped into the room. He was wearing a uniform that wouldn't have been out of place on a Guatemalan Rear Admiral and he didn't look particularly friendly.




     




    Not half an hour earlier, Ben Farlan had hung his coat in that closet, and since then he hadn't left the room. He blinked reproachfully through his thick lenses at his brandy glass.




     




    The newcomer took him in with one sweep of his eyes, then strode quickly to the bedroom, opened its door, and gave a quick look around inside.




     




    "Hey!" Ben protested.




     




    Another six-footer, cut in the same 'model as the first, stepped from the closet. This was really out of the question. You couldn't have got the two of them in there with a shoehorn. But that didn't prevent a third one from pressing after the second.




     




    While the third brute was giving the room the onceover, the second headed for the bathroom and gave it a quick glance. They evidently wanted to be sure Ben Farlan was alone. The first had meantime checked the tiny kitchenette.




     




    Ben Farlan let loose with another weak, "Hey!"




     




    They were almost identical duplicates of each other except for the burdens they bore. Number One came in hands free, but the others were carrying various equipment either in their hands or suspended from their belts. Some of the gadgets looked uncomfortably like weapons.




     




    Ben Farlan came shakily to his feet. This was all too much at once. However, it wasn't in his nature or training as a laboratory scientist to be belligerent. Besides, he recognized this phenomenon as a symptom of complete mental collapse. He therefore decided he might as well let happen what might.




     




    Before he could say, "Hey," again the first of the three confronted him. "What is your name?" he snapped. He had an accent you could hang your hat on, but Ben Farlan couldn't quite place it.




     




    "My name's Farlan, Benjamin Farlan," Ben said. He mustered what courage he could. "And this is my apartment and I'd like to know what the blazes you—?"




     




    "Quiet!" Number Two roared at him. "Answer when you're spoken to!"




     




    Since he had one of the devices in his hand and was pointing at his host. Ben Farlan shut his mouth and blinked. He was not of the mold from which heroes are cast, and had never claimed to be. Besides, there was the net bulk of them. Nearly half a ton to his one hundred and thirty-five pounds.




     




    "What year is this?" Number One said.




     




    Ben Farlan refused to let himself consider some of the ramifications of that one. "It's 1955. It's December 6, 1955."




     




    Number Three said, "We missed, but not far enough to make the expedition a failure." His accent was as bad as those of Numbers One and Two.




     




    "Look here," Ben flustered, "just what do you gentlemen think you—?"




     




    "Quiet!" Number Two roared.




     




    Number Three was twisting dials on a small box-like affair he held in his hands. "Let him talk," he said, "while I check on phonemics and morphology."




     




    "Talk," Number One said to Ben.




     




    Ben blinked. "What should I say?" he said. Then, "Look .here, have you gentlemen got a search warrant? Who the devil do you think you are? What's the idea of breaking into my home and tramping around like a bunch of secret police or something? You can't do that. I'll call the—"




     




    "That's enough," Number Three said. He turned to Number One, still twisting dials. "We're off, but not badly."
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