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About Janifer:

Laurence M. Janifer (March 17, 1933- July 10, 2002) was a
prolific science fiction author, with a career spanning over 50
years. Janifer was born in Brooklyn, New York with the surname of
Harris, but in 1963 took the original surname of his Polish
grandfather. "An Immigration officer had saddled Harris on my
father's father," wrote Janifer, "and I'd rather be named for where
I come from than for an Immigration officer's odd whim." He was
married four times and was survived by three children. Though his
first published work was a short story in Cosmos magazine in 1953,
his career as a writer can be said to have started in 1959 when he
began writing for Astounding and Galaxy Science Fiction. He
co-wrote the first novel in the "Psi-Power" series: Brain Twister,
written with Randall Garrett under the joint pseudonym Mark
Phillips. The novel was nominated for the Hugo Award for Best Novel
in 1960, and published in book form in 1962. Janifer's best known
work is the "Survivor" series, comprised of five novels and many
short stories. The series follows the career of Gerald Knave as he
visits (and survives to tell the tale of) planets on the outskirts
of the civilized galaxy. In addition to his career as a novelist
and short story author, Janifer was an editor for Scott Meredith
Literary Agency; editor/managing editor of various detective and
science fiction publications; film reviewer for several magazines;
and a talented pianist. 








It isn't at all obvious—at first thought—that having two
perfectly good, usable arms could be a real handicap to a man…
.


"To be, or not to be—that is the question. Whether 'tis nobler
in the mind to suffer The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms … " Hamlet, Act III, Scene I



The rocket was on the way up, but Professor Lightning didn't
seem to care. Outside the cooktent Wrout flapped his arms and, on
that signal, Seaman started up the big electric band, whooping it
up with John Philip Sousa for openers, while all over the midway
the lights snapped on, big whites and yellows, reds, greens,
purples and dusky violets framing, in a titillating dimness, the
front flap of the girlie tent. The outside talkers were busy
outside the spectacle tents like Wicks' Hell Drivers, Biggest Auto
Show in Fifty States—outside the grind shows, the eats, the rides:
"Here and now, for the fourth part of one single dollar bill, the
most amazing … " "… Terrifying and strange beings from the
farthest reaches of the Earth who will exhibit … " "… Dances
learned at the Court of the Sultan, Ay-rab dances right here, right
on the inside, for only—"

And the crowd, filing in, laughed and chattered and shrieked on
swooping rides, the Great Crane, the Space Race, the Merry-Go-Round
and the Horses, threw down money to win a kewpie doll, a Hawaiian
lei, a real life-size imitation scale model of Luna in three real
dimensions … living it up on the first show, while the rocket
climbed on and out, and bubbled excitement in the blood.

The rocket was up: the carnival was open. But Professor
Lightning didn't seem to care. He sat in the cooktent with his eyes
hooded and hidden under the unshaded glow of a
hundred-and-fifty-watt Forever bulb, while Charley de Milo fidgeted
his feet, and listened, and tried to cut the old man off.

"Look, professor," he said nervously, "why don't we talk about
it later? Table it, till after the show?" He scratched the side of
his head with his left foot. "I got to go on in a couple of
minutes," he said. "I can hear the talker going now. I got to—"

"Forget the show," Professor Lightning said. His voice was
flatter and harsher, and his face more tense, than Charley ever
remembered seeing it. "The show isn't important."

Charley blinked, trying to understand. "But, Professor—"

"Listen to me," Professor Lightning said. "The world is at the
beginning of a new cultural revolution. Since the Cold War melted,
and freedom of inquiry and research began to live again on both
sides of the old Iron Curtain, science has begun a new Renaissance.
The cultural interflow has—"

"Please, professor," Charley said miserably, rubbing his toes
together. "There isn't much time before I got to go on. And you
ought to be inside the Science tent, too, because any minute—"

"If I am not in the tent," Professor Lightning said calmly, "I
will not appear in the show. It does not matter."

"But they'll fire you," Charley said. He grabbed for a cigarette
with his right foot and got it into his mouth. Striking a match
with his left foot, he lit the cigarette and blew out a long,
ragged plume of smoke. "If you're not there on time," he said in
strained tones, "they'll fire you. And what about me?"

Professor Lightning gestured with both big hands. It was the
same movement he used every night, when he showed the crowd there
were no wires or batteries secreted on his person. Charley
half-expected him to grab hold of a couple of light bulbs and show
them glowing in his fists. But the gesture was meant, this time, as
an aid to relaxation. "Don't worry," Professor Lightning said, in a
grating sort of caricature of a soothing tone. "If they fire
me … well, then, they save me the trouble of quitting. And as
for you, my boy, a carnival job should be the furthest thing from
your thoughts."

"Well, it isn't," Charley said sourly. "And if you'll excuse me,
professor, I care how I get the money to eat, even if you don't. I
got a good job—"

"You won't need your job," Professor Lightning said, "if you'll
listen to me."

Charley made up his mind. Much as he hated to be impolite, there
were some things more important than social forms, he decided. He
stood up. "After the show, professor," he said with firmness, and
went out of the cooktent, heading at a rapid dogtrot for the big
tent at the other side of the midway. As he reached it he could see
Dave Lungs, the outside talker, climb up on the front platform to
begin his spiel.

"Marvels of the world!" Dave announced without preliminary.
"Wonders of the natural universe! Surprises and startling sights
for every member of the family!" By the time he had got that far, a
crowd was beginning to collect in front of the platform. "For the
fourth part of a single dollar bill—" Dave went on, but Charley
didn't have the time to listen; he was in the bally.

He lifted the backflap of the tent with one foot, and wriggled
inside.

As he made his way to the cluster of people near the front flap,
past the booths and stands, he felt an enormous sense of relief. He
had made it—with all of fifty seconds to spare.

Ned and Ed stood next to him. "Where you been?" Ed said in a
nasal whisper.

"I got held up," Charley explained. "Professor Lightning, he was
talking to me, and—"

"Later," Ned said. His voice was lower and throatier than Ed's;
it was the only way Charley could tell them apart, but then, he
thought, nobody ever had to tell them apart. They were, like all
Siamese twins, always together. "We're going on," Ned said, and he
and his twin moved forward.

Charley moved into place behind them, and came out blinking in
the glare of the front platform.

"Siamese twins," Dave was shouting. "A contemporary marvel of
science, ladies and gentlemen—and here we have … "

Charley stepped forward as Ned and Ed stepped back into the
shadows again.

"… Charley de Milo! Ladies and gentlemen, the world-wide fame of
this brave and talented boy is stupendous! His feats of skill will
amaze you! Watch him thread a needle! Watch him comb his hair! And
all for one thin quarter, ladies and gentlemen, only the fourth
part—"

The electronic band choked on Sousa, coughed and began again
with Kabalevsky. Charley watched the audience below, staring up at
him, hundreds of faces. He heard their gasp as he flexed his
shoulders and turned. He grinned down, taking a second longer than
usual, and then stepped back, still grinning.

"Charley de Milo, the Armless Wonder!" Dave said. "And many more
sights inside, ladies and gentlemen, sights to amaze you, sights to
chill your very blood, sights … "

 

One-thirty, and the last show over. The rocket had come down for
the night; all over the midway lights were blinking off and silence
was creeping, like a stain, over the ground. Professor Lightning
was sitting on his bunk, in the small tent he shared with Erma the
Fish Girl. Erma was out drinking with Dave Lungs and some of the
others, and only the professor and Charley de Milo were in the
room. Charley was sitting on Erma's bunk, looking resigned.

"Well, if you still want to talk to me," he said, "now's your
chance. O.K.?"

"I certainly want to talk to you," Professor Lightning said
firmly. "I want to tell you of the most important moment of your
life."

Charley tried to think of something to say to this, but there
wasn't anything. He shifted on the bunk, scratched at his nose with
his left foot, and grinned spastically. "Sure," he said at random.
"And, by the way, I'm sorry about before, professor. But the show
was going on, and—"

"The show," Professor Lightning said, in tones of the utmost
contempt. "Forget about the show—now, and tomorrow, and
forever."

"But—"

"No words," Professor Lightning said, raising a hand delicately.
"Please. Allow me to tell you of my invention."

Charley sighed and lay back on the bed. "Invention, professor?"
he said. "You mean sort of a machine?"

For some reason, Professor Lightning looked irritated. "It's not
a machine," he said flatly. Then he sighed and his tone changed.
"Charley, my boy," he said, "do you remember what I was telling you
before? About how the world has entered a new Age of Science? How
new inventions, new discoveries, are coming along every day?"

"Well, sure," Charley said. "The papers talk about it every once
in a while. You know, I see the papers, or the Chicago
American, anyhow. My mother sends it to me. She likes the
columns."

"Why," Professor Lightning went on, as if he hadn't been
listening at all, "right here in Wrout's Carnival Shows, we have
things that just didn't exist ten or fifteen years ago. The
electronic band. The Forever bulb."

"That's right," Charley put in. "And look at Joe Wicks. Why, he
can do tricks with all those new things they got on cars, tricks
nobody ever did before or even thought about in the old days."

"And more fundamental discoveries," the professor said.
"Chadwick's Law of Dimensionality, Dvedkin and the Ontological
Mean … oh, I keep up with the literature. No matter what's
happened to me, I keep up with the literature."

Charley sighed, very softly so as not to injure the professor's
feelings. But he did hope the old man wasn't going to start on all
those stories about his lost career again. Charley knew—everybody
in the Wrout show did—that Professor Lightning had been a real
professor once, at some college or other. Biology, or Biological
Physics, or something else—he'd taught classes about it, and done
research. And then there had been something about a girl, a student
the professor had got himself involved with. Though it was pretty
hard to imagine the professor, white-haired and thin the way he was
now, chasing after a girl.

He'd been fired, or something, and he'd drifted for a while and
then got himself an act and come with a Carnival. Charley knew the
whole story. He didn't want to hear it again.

But the professor said: "I'm as good as I ever was—better than I
ever was, my boy. I've been keeping up, doing experiments. I've
been quiet about it."

Everybody, Charley thought, knew about Professor Lightning and
his experiments. If they kept the old man happy, kept him contented
and doing shows, why not? After all, the old guy didn't drink or
anything really serious; if he wanted to play around with test
tubes and even Bunsen burners, people figured, why, let him.

But Professor Lightning thought nobody knew. Well, he had been a
real professor once, which is to say a square. Some people never
really adjusted to carny life—where everybody knows everything.

Charley figured maybe it was better to act surprised. "Really?"
he said. "Experiments?"

Professor Lightning looked pleased, which satisfied Charley.
"I've been on the track of something big," he said. He seemed to be
talking more to himself than to Charley. "Something new," he said.
"And at last … at last, my boy, I've found it. I'll be famous,
Charley, famous—and so will you!"

"That's nice," Charley said politely. Then he blinked. "But what
do you mean," he added, "me?"

"I want you to help me," the professor said. He leaned forward,
and in the dim light of the tent's single lamp, his eyes glittered.
"I want you to come with me."

"Come with you?" Charley said, and swallowed hard. He'd never
thought, the way some did, that the old man was crazy. But it did
look as if he'd slipped a couple of cogs
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