
Reluctant Genius
Slesar, Henry

Published: 1957
Categorie(s): Fiction, Science Fiction, Short Stories
Source: http://www.gutenberg.org

1



About Slesar:
Henry Slesar (June 12, 1927 - April 2, 2002) was an American author,

playwright and copywriter. He was also known as O. H. Leslie and Jay
Street. Around 1955, he started to write short stories. While working as a
copywriter, he published hundreds of short stories, including detective
fiction, science fiction, criminal stories, mysteries and thrillers on Play-
boy, Imaginative Tales and Alfred Hitchcock's Mystery Magazine. Alfred
Hitchcock hired him to write a number of the scenarios for Alfred Hitch-
cock Presents. From 1957 to 1962, he wrote the Ruby Martinson series,
and later worked on Rod Serling's Twilight Zone series. The Gray Flan-
nel Shroud (1958), his first novel, was awarded Edgar Allan Poe Award
in 1960. He penned the screenplay for the 1965 film Two on a Guillotine,
which was based on one of his stories. His short story "Examination Day"
was used in the New Twilight Zone series . In 1974, he won an Emmy as
the head writer of a TV series The Edge of Night (1956-1984). His term as
head writer was considered lengthy in terms of head writers. During that
time, he was also a head writer for the Procter and Gamble soap operas
Somerset and Search for Tomorrow. During the 1974-75 television, he
was the creator and head writer for Executive Suite, a CBS primetime
serial. In 1983, Procter and Gamble wanted to replace him as the head
writer of The Edge of Night but the ABC network wanted to keep him.
After his replacement as headwriter by Lee Sheldon, the network named
him (with Sam Hall) as the new co-head writer of its soap opera One Life
to Live. He left that show after one year, and was later the head writer of
the CBS afternoon serial Capitol. In 1977, he was awarded the Edgar
Award again. Source: Wikipedia
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Transcriber's Note: This etext was produced from Amazing Stor-
ies January 1957. Extensive research did not uncover any evidence that
the U.S. copyright on this publication was renewed. Minor spelling and
typographical errors have been corrected without note.
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BUOS was chastising Laloi as they sped through the ionosphere of the
green planet. But like the airy creature she was, Laloi ignored the criti-
cism and rippled zephyr-like through a clump of daffodils when they
completed their descent.

"So pretty," she sighed. She flung her incorporeal substance around
each flower, absorbing their unified beauty of scent, sight, and feel. Buos
shrilled himself into a column of wind to express his displeasure at her
attitude.

"Stupid, silly, shallow thing!" he said. "If the others only knew how
you behaved—"

"And you'll be glad to tell them, of course," she said, extending her fin-
gers of air into the roots of the wind-bent grass. She rolled across the hill
ecstatically, and Buos followed in grumbling billows of energy.

"I don't carry tales," he replied, somewhat mortified. "But we're here as
observers, and you insist upon making this world a plaything … "

"I love it," she said happily. "It's so warm and green."
Buos whipped in front of her angrily. "This is an assignment," he

snapped, his emotion crackling the air about him. "We have a purpose
here."

"Purpose!" she groaned, settling over a patch of crowded clover. "How
many centuries will this assignment last?"

"This world is young," said Buos. "It will take time."
"But how long?" she asked mournfully. "Our world will be shrivelled

and dead before these people have the knowledge to rescue us. Why
can't we spend our lives here … "

"And leave the others behind?" said Buos stiffly. "Selfish being," he
said sadly. "This world cannot support one-fourth our number."

"Oh, I know, I know," Laloi said. "I do not mean to say such things. I
am twisted by my sorrow … " As if to express her self-abnegation, she
corkscrewed out of the clover and into a thin spiral of near-nothingness.

"Settle down, foolish one," said Buos, not unkindly. "I know your feel-
ings. Do you think I am not tormented as well, by the slow pace of these
Earth-things? Crude, barbaric beings, like children with the building
blocks of science. They have such a long way to go … "

"And so few know," said Laloi despairingly. "A handful of seeing
minds, tens of millions of ignorant ones. Not even first prin-
ciples—they're stupid, stupid!"

"But they will learn," Buos said stubbornly. "That is historical fact.
Someday, they will know the true meanings of matter and light and
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energy. Slowly, yes, slowly. But in terms of their growth, it will seem like
great speed to them … "

"And in terms of our world," said Laloi, spinning sadly over the
ground, "they may be far too late … "

"No!" In his excitement, Buos forgot himself and entwined with the
flowing form of the she-creature, and the result was a rending of the air
that cracked like heat lightning over the field. "No," he repeated again.
"They must not be too late. They must learn. They must build from the
very ground, and then they must fly. And then their eyes must be lifted
to the stars, and desire must extend them to all the universe … "

"It seems so hopeless—"
"It cannot be! Our destiny is not extinction. They must come to us, in

fleets of silver, and replant our soil, and send towers of green shooting
into our sky, breathing out air."

"Yes, yes!" Laloi cried pitifully. "It will be that way, Buos. It will be that
way! That man-creature, we will begin with him … "

Buos floated earthward disconsolately. "He is a dreamer," he said
cheerlessly. "His mind is good; he thinks of tomorrow; he is one of the
knowing ones. But he cannot be moved, Laloi. His thoughts may fester
and die in the prison of his brain … "

"No, they will not! We have watched him. He understands much. He
will help us!"

"I have seen his like before," said Buos hopelessly. "He thinks and he
works, and his conclusions will die stillborn, for lack of a moving
force … "

"Then let us provide it, Buos. Let us move him!"
"With what?" said the other disdainfully. "Arms of nothing? Hands of

vacuum? A breeze against his cheek? A rustle of leaves? A meaningless
whistle in his ear?"

"Let us try. Let us try! This empty watchfulness is destroying us. Let us
move him, Buos. Come!"

Faster than the sky-sweeping clouds they flew, over the gently swell-
ing hills, over the yearning branches of the trees, over the calm blue wa-
ters of the lakes. Swifter than the flight of birds they came, searching for
a thinking mind …

They found him at last.
"He knows, he knows," said Laloi. "Only now to say 'this is so because'

and 'this must happen when'! Only to think—to understand—"
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They hovered over his head, in a pandemonium of helplessness. They
whirled, and tumbled, and shrilly circled. And then to Laloi the inspira-
tion came.

The apple, caught by a sudden gust of wind, twisted from the tenuous
hold of the tree and fell to the ground.

The man, startled, picked it up.
He gazed at it, deep in thought.

THE END
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Henry Slesar, as we have said before, is a young advertising exec-
utive who has rapidly become one of the better known writers in
the field. Here is an off-trail story that is guaranteed to make some
of you take a very searching second look at some of the young
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"He wondered if I'd told her everything, and, faltering, I had to
admit that I hadn't. She was wonderful—but human."
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