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OUT OF THIS WORLD

The soldiers carted her off triumphantly as a prisoner of
war. 1 got into the only body available, the fancy field
marshal, to try to help her. It was a hopeless situation,
because the field marshal was bait, too, with its ankles tied.
The soldiers dragged me after Madge.

The cocky young major in charge of the soldiers did a jig
along the shoulder of the road, he was so proud. He was the
first man ever to capture an amphibian, which was really
something from the enemy’s point of view. They’d been at
war with us for years, and spent God knows how many
billions of dollars, but catching us was the first thing that
made any amphibians pay much attention to them.

When we got to the town, people were leaning out of
windows and waving their flags, and cheering the soldiers,
and hissing Madge and me. Here were all the people who
didn’t want to be amphibious, who thought it was terrible
for anybody to be amphibious — people of all colors, shapes,
sizes, and nationalities, joined together to fight the amphib-
ians. .

It turned out that Madge and 1 were going to have a big
trial. After being tied up every which way in jail all night, we
were taken to a courtroom, where television cameras stared
at us.

Madge and I were worn to frazzles, because neither one of
us had been cooped up in a body that long since I don’t know
when. Just when we needed to think more than we ever had,
in jail before the trial, the bodies developed hunger pains and
we couldn’t get them comfortable on the cots, no matter how
we tried; and, of course, the bodies just had to have their
eight hours sleep.

The charge against us was a capital offense on the books
of the enemy — desertion. As far as the enemy was con-

cerned, the amphibians had all turned yellow and run out of

their bodies, just when their bodies were needed to do brave .

and important things for humanity. i
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We didn’t have a hope of being acquitted. The only reason
there was a trial at all was that it gave them an opportunity
to sound off about why they were so right and we were so
wrong. The courtroom was jammed with their big brass, all
looking angry and brave and noble.

“Mr. Amphibian,” said the prosecutor, “you are old_

enough, aren’t you, to remember when all men had to face™

up to life in their bodies, and work and fight for what they
believed in?”

“I remember when the bodies were always getting into
fights, and nobody seemed to know why, or how to stop it,”
I said politely. “The only thing everybody seemed to believe
in was that they didn’t like to fight.”

“What would you say of a soldier who ran away in the
face of fire?” he wanted to know.

“I’d say he was scared silly.”

“He was helping to lose the battle, wasn’t he?”

“Oh, sure.” There wasn’t any argument on that one.

“Isn’t that what the amphibians have done — run out on
the human race in the face of the battle of life?”

“Most of us are still alive, if that’s what you mean,” I said.

It was true. We hadn’t licked death, and weren’t sure we
wanted to, but we’d certainly lengthened life something
amazing, compared to the span you could expect in a body.

“You ran out on your responsibilities!” he said.

“Like you’d run out of a burning building, sir,” I said.

“Leaving everyone else to struggle on alone!”

“They can all get out the same door that we got out of.
You can all get out any time you want to. All you do is figure
out what you want and what your body wants, and concen-
trate on —”

The judge banged his gavel until I thought he’d split it.
Here they’d burned every copy of Konigswasser’s book they
could find, and there I was giving a course in how to get out
of a body over a whole television network.




