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the new drive. Or, to put it an-
other way; Arpe was captain only
because he was the only man
who did understand it, having
invented it. Either way you put it
didn’t sweeten it for Oestreicher,
that much was evident.

Well, he’d be the acting cap-
tain most .of the time, anyhow.
Aipe admitted that he himself
had no knowledge of how to run
a spaceship, The thought of pas-
sengers, furthermore, came close
to terrifying him. He hoped to
have as littie contact with them
as possible.

But dzammital, it was crazy to
be carrying a hundred laymen—
half of them women and chil-
dren, furthermore—on the maid-
en flight of an untried interstellar
drive, solely on the belief of one
Dr. Gordon Arpe that his brain-
chiid would work. Well, that
wasn’t the sole reason, of course.
The whole Flyaway Project, of
which Arpe had been head, be-
lieved it would work, and.so did
the government. Furthermore,
there was the First Expedition to
Centaurus, presumably still in
flight after twelve years; if
Arpe’s drive worked, a new
batch of trained specialists could
be rushed to help them colonize,
arriving only a month or so after
the First Expedition had landed.
And if you are sending help,
why not send families, too—the
families the First Expedition had
left behind?
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Which also explained the two
crews. One of them consisted of
men from the Flyaway Project,
men who knew various parts of
the drive intimately. The other
was made up of men who had
served  some time—in some
cases, as long as two full hitches
—in the Space Service under
Oestreicher. There was some
overlapping, of course. The en-
ergy that powered the drive field
came from a Nernst-effect gen-
erator: a compact ball of fusing
hydrogen, held together in mid-
combustion chamber by a hard
magnetic field, which transform-
ed the heat into electricity to be
bled off perpendicular to the
magnetic lines of force. The
same generator powered the ion
rockets of ordinary interplanetary
flight, and so could be serviced
by ordinary crews. On the other
hand, Arpe's attempt to beat the
Lorentz-Fitzgerald equation in-
volved giving the whole ship
negative mass, a concept utterly
foreign to even the most experi-
enced spaceman. Only a physicist
who knew Dirac holes well
enough to call them *Pam”
would have thought of it at all.

But it would work. Arpe was
sure of that. A body with nega-
tive mass could come very close
to the speed of light before the
Fitzgerald contraction caught up
with it. If the field could be
maintained successfully in spite
of the contraction, there was no
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good reason why the velocity of
light could not be passed; under
such conditions, the ship would
not be a material object at all.

And polarity in mass does not
behave like polarity in other
fields. As gravity shows, where
mass is concerned like attracts
like, and unlikes repel. The vety
charging of the field should fling
the charged object away from the
Earth at a considerable speed.

The unmanned models had
not been disappointing. Thuy
had vanished instantly, with a
noise like a thunderclap And
since every atom in the ship was
affected evenly, there ought to ke
no sensible acceleration, either—
which was one of the primary rc-
quirements for an ideal drive,
ever since that ideal had been
formulated, long ago. It looked
like an ideal drive, all right—

But not for a first test with a
hundred passengers!

“HERE they come,”” said Har-
old Stauffer, the third officer, He
pointed out the viewplate. Arpe
started and followed the point-
ing finger. At first he saw noth-
ing but the doughnut with the
peg in the middle which was
SV-1, as small as a fifty-cent
piece at this distance. Then a
tiny sliver of flame near it dis-
closed the fisst of the taxis, com-
ing toward them.

“We had better get down to
the airlock,” Oestreicher said.

DETOUR TO THE STARS

“All right,” Arpe responded
abstractly. “Go ahead. I still have
some checking to do.”

"Better delegate it,” Oest-
reicher said. "'It’s traditional for
the captain to meet passengers
coming on board. They expect it.
And this batch is probably pretty
scared, considering what they've
undertaken. I wouldn’t depart
from routine with them if I were
you, sir.”

“I can run the check,” Stauffer
said helpfully. “If T get into any
trouble on the drive, sir, I can
always call your gang chief.”

Out-generaled, Arpe followed
Oestreicher down to the airlock.

The first taxi stuck its saub
nose into the receiving area; the
nose promptly unscrewed and
fell off. The first passenger out
was a staggering two-year-old, as
bundled up as though it had been
dressed for “the cold of space,”
so that nobody could have told
whether it was a boy or a girl. It
fell down promptly, got up again
without noticing, and went
charging straight ahead, shout-
ing "Bye-bye-see-you, bye-bye-
see-you, bye-bye—" Then it
stopped, transfixed, looking at
the huge metal cave with round
eyes.

“Judy?” a voice cried from in-
side the taxi. "Judy! Judy, wait
for mommy!”

After a moment, the voice’s
owner emerged: a short, fair

girl, perhaps 18. The baby by
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this time had spotted the crew
member who had the broadest
grin, and charged him, shouting
“Daddy daddy daddy daddy
daddy” like a machine gun. The
woman followed, blushing.

The crewman was not embar-
rassed, It was obvious that he
had been called Daddy before by
infants on three planets and five
satellites, perhaps accurately now
and then. He picked up the little
girl and poked her gently.

“Hi-hi, Judy,” he said. ““I see
you.” Judy crowed and covered
her face with her hands; but she
vas peeking. ‘

“Something’s wrong here,”
Arpe murmured to Oestreicher.
“How can a man who's been
traveling toward Centaurus for
twelve years have a two-year-old
daughter?”

“Wouldn’t raise the question
if I were you, sir,” Oestreicher
said through motionless lips.
“Passengers are never a uniform
lot. Best to get used to it.”

The aphorism was being am-

ply born out. Next to leave the
taxi was an old woman who
might, possibly, have been the
mother of one of the crewmen of
the First Centaurus Expedition;
by ordinaty standards she was in
no shape to stand a trip through
space, and surely she would be
no help to anybody when she ar-
rived. She was followed by a
str*\mg gitl in close-fitting,
close-cut clothes, with a figure
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like a dancer. She might have
been anywhere between 21 and
31; she wore no ring, and the
hard set of her otherwise lovely
face did not suggest that she was
anybedy’s wife. Oddly, she look-
ed familiar. Arpe nudged Oest-
reicher and nodded toward her.

“Celia Gospardi,” Oestreicher
said out of the corner of his
mouth. "Three-V girl. You've
seen her, sir, I'm sure.”

And so he had; but he would
never have recognized her, for
she was not smiling. Her pres-
ence here defied any explanation
he could imagine.

“Screened or not, there’s
something irregular about this,”
Atrpe said in a Jow voice. “Obvi-
ously there’s been a slip in the
interviewing. Maybe we can turn
some of this lot back.”

Ocstreicher  shrugged.  “It’s
your ship, sir,” he said. "I advise
against it, however.”

Arpe scarcely heard him. If
some of these passengers werc
really as unqualified as they look-
ed . At random, he started
with the little girl’s mother

“"Excuse me, ma'am—-"

The girl tumed with surprise,
and then pleasure. “Yes, Cap-
tain.”

“Uh, it occurs to me that there
may have been, uh, an error. The
Flyaway II's passengers are strict-
ly restricted to technical colonists
and to, uh, legal relatives of the
First Centaurus Expedition.
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circuit back into operation and
said, "“The ship’s steward stop-
ped at the. rail of the liner dur-
ing a particularly rough ocean
crossing and gazed compassion-
ately at the man whose slumped
position over the rail and whose
intensity of gaze toward the
depths betokened all too well the
ravages of seasickness.

“Gently, the steward patted
the man’s shoulder. ‘Cheer up,
sir, he murmured. ‘I know it
seems bad, but really, you know,
nobody ever dies of seasickness.’

“The afflicted gentleman lift-
ed his greenish, tortured face to
his comforter and gasped in
hoarse accents, 'Don’t say that,
man. For Heaven's sake, don't
say that. It's only the hope of
dying that’s keeping me alive.” "

TiIMOTHY WHISTLER, a bit
preoccupied, nevertheless smiled
and nodded as he passed the sec-
retary’s desk. She smiled back at
him. )

Here, he thought, was an ar-
chaic item in this computer-rid-
den world of the 21st Century, a
human secretary. But then per-
haps it was natural that such an
institution should survive here in
the very citadel of computerdom,
in the gigantic world-corpora-
tion that handled Multivac.
With Multivac filling the hori-
zons, lesser computers for trivial
tasks would have been in poor
taste.
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Whistler stepped into Abram
Trask’s office. That government
official paused in his careful task
of lighting a pipe; his dark eyes
flicked in Whistler's direction
and his beaked nose stood out
sharply and prominently against
the rectangle of window behind
him.

“Ah, there,
down. Sit down.”

Whistler did so. *I think
we've got a problem, Trask.” .

Trask half-smiled. “Not a
technical one, I hope. I'm just an
innocent politician.” It was one
of his favorite phrases.

“It involves Meyerhof.”

Trask sat down instantly and
looked acutely miserable. “'Atre
you sure?”’

“Reasonably sure.”

Whistler  understood  the
othet’s sudden unhappiness well.
Trask was the government offi-
cial in charge of the Division of
Computers and Automation of
the Department of the Interior.
He was expected to deal with
matters of policy involving the
human satellites of Multivac, just
as those technically trained satel-
lites were expected to deal with
Multivac itself.

But a Grand Master was more
than just a satellite. More, even,
than just a human.

Early in the history of Multi-
vac, it had become apparent that
there was one big bottleneck: the
questioning procedure. Multivac

INFINITY

Whistler.  Sit










































with lovely stewardesses?” He
laughed again. “Your face sure
kerplunked!”

Van flushed slightly, though
smiling ruefully at himself.

The captain sobered. He said
incisively, “Young man, there
aren’'t any more luxury liners
with lovely stewardesses. There
are only a few thousand tubs
like this. That's what the seed-
ers have done to our merchant
fleet already.” He fell silent a
moment, brooding, then snap-
ped out of it. “All right, you
tell me. Why you?”

Van made a deprecating ges-
ture. “I'm not falsely modest. I
succeeded in mentally piecing
together that devilish puzzle,
with all those eyes watching and
with the time ticking away.
Nominally, Doozy-Wheat spon-
sored the quiz program, but the
Galactic Council must've been
behind it—hunting someone
having that twist of mind and
the ability to use it under pres-
sure. That's why me.’

“Right.” The captain’s voice
was toneciess. “And I have the
authority to ask you to set up
and head a bureau to find the
seeders.”

Van pursed his lips. “Execu-
tive work? That kind of thing
isn’t my cup of tea.”

The captain examined his
nails. “Oh, I wouldn’t blame
you for not wanting to take it
on. There’d be powerful forces
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opposing you. For one, there’d
be a pressure group of all those
who can’t see slow death for the
fast buck—those who'd wel-
come superstition because they’d
capitalize on it.”

“"Hum. You mean like that
salesman we saw on Kviir—
where they believe a ghost has
to count all the leaves on a tree
growing in front of a home be-
fore it can pass and enter—the
one selling a sap serum to make
trees non-deciduous and ghost-
proof homes through the win-
ter?”.

“Yes. And you'd be wup
against the most powerful force
of all—Time. According to our
trend analysts, Man will have to
pull back to the home planets
for good—to keep from drown-
ing 1n superstition—if we don’t
stop the seeding by 2828.”

“That wouldn't be giving the
burcau much leeway.”

“No, it wouldn’t,” the cap-
tain said levelly. “Well?”

“I'll do my best,” Van said
quictly.
“Put it there, son,” the cap-

tain said with feelmg “You're
now Chief of the D.S.X.”

Through an aura of exalta-
tion Van heard himself saying,
"D.S.X.? What do the letters
stand for?”

The captain smiled. “The
whole thing is so hush-hush
you'll  probably never learn
that.”
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found himself at the entrance
to the zoo.

Axos and Znassos with some
embarrassment apologized for
taking a wrong turn. And
quarreling with each other over
which was to blame and with
much show of consulting signs,
they and a musing Uzmet
wound back into town and up
at a hotel. Uzmet was glad they
gave him a fair-sized room. He
opened the window wide.

Alone in his room, he flop-
ped down on the pallet.

HE wAKENED and listened
for what had wakened him. He
heard it—a barbaric yawping.

Through the window he
could see across the dark town
and he barely made out figures
moving about in the zoo.
Through his Doozy-Wheat spy-
ring—he hated to think how
many boxtops it had cost but he
was glad he had it now—shul-
wifies leaped at him, the tele-
scopic infra-red device picking
up their body heat.

They kept lifting their faces
to the sky and yawping. Then
the moon came up and with a
triumphant yawp they quieted.

Uzmet wakened again. It was
hours later. The moon had
gone. The sky was dark, an altar
black with the fires of many
burnt offerings.

Sbhulwijy yawping tore the
air. No moon obeyed. And at
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last shulwify voices gave out,
trailing off into silent mourning.

Uzmet wakened a third time.
Dawn lay on his eyelids. He
listened and heard a breathing
other than his own. Slowly he
lifted his lids and saw gauzily
2 hand above his brow and in
the hand a point of steel glint-
ing. He opened his eyes wide.

Here was one of yesterday’s
beggars, attacking his sometime
benefactor and would-be healer.
He must be—in the classical
idiom—plumb loco!

Uzmet’s gaze transfixed him.
The knife dropped, stabbed the
floor, vibrated like a living fac-
torial sign.

The beggar hid his face in his
hands. “Don’t look at me!”

Uzmet said pityingly, “Tell
me why?”

And brokenly from the beg-
gar came, “If you heal me, how
shall T beg? If I can’t beg, how
shall T live?”

Uzmet sought to soothe the
beggar, whose name was Xij.
Uzmet admitted he had let his
feelings over-ride his Chief’s
admonishing—to  locate  the
roots of superstition and leave
to others the rooting out. As for
his healing glance, that was
wholly a misunderstanding. Xij
had nothing to dread.

Xij’s blue-gummed smile beg-
gared description. To keep
from bursting with gratitude he
chose to tell—better yet, show
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“Hold it, Ogg!"

'—MESSAGE.

““NEWS FORMAT. MASTHEAD
READS QUOTE THESE TIMES
UNQUOTE. ITEM READS QUOTE
GVIZFUZ CITY COMMA FIVE-OH-
FOURDAY COMMA TWENTY-
EIGHT-OH-ONE PERIOD PRESS
RELEASE FROM SPACE VISITORS
' COLON QUOTE WE ARE HAPPY
TO ANSWER YOUR MANY KIND
REQUESTS AND TELL YOU WHAT
WE THINK OF YOUR CULTURE
PERIOD BUT FIRST WE WANT TO
THANK THE WELCOMING COM-
MITTEE DASH A TRULY NOBLE
GROUP OF GREAT SCIENTISTS
DASH FOR SHOWING US ABOUT
PERIOD PEACE BE UPON PRO-
FESSORS AVYAFSS COMMA ID-
GINAA COMMA AND DYBDIVV
EXCLAMATION  MARK NEW
PARAGRAPH WHAT WE HAVE
SEEN HAS IMPRESSED US VERY
MUCH COMMA BUT NOTHING
MORE THAN YOUR STERLING
CHARACTER PERIOD YOUR CHAR-
ACTER IS SUCH THAT WE KNOW
WE WOULD AFFRONT YOU
SHOULD WE TRY TO HOLD BACK
OUR FEW UNFLATTERING BUT
WELL-MEANING WORDS OF AD-
VICE PERIOD NEW PARAGRAPH
IT SEEMS TO US YOU ARE LOS-
ING SIGHT OF THE REAL VALUE
OF MEASURE PERIOD NEW PARA-
‘GRAPH LET US EXPLAIN PERIOD
AT BEST COMMA MEASURE IS AN
ALMOST THING PERIOD ABSO-
LUTE ACCURACY IS IMPOSSIBLE
WHEN YOU USE ONE VARIABLE

THE SUPERSTITION-SEEDERS

TO MEASURE ANOTHER VARIA-
BLE COMMA ONE THING OF
MOVING ATOMS TO MEASURE
ANOTHER THING OF MOVING
ATOMS PERIOD SO FAR AS YOU
PERSIST IN DOING THIS COMMA
SO FAR DO YOU LOSE SIGHT OF
THE REAL VALUE OF MEASURE
PERIOD NEW PARAGRAPH NOW
THE EPIT COMMA YOUR BASIC
UNIT OF LINEAR MEASURE
COMMA DERIVES FROM THAT
HEROIC RULER OF OLD COMMA
DIRECTOR LHIMNYL ONE COM-
MA BEING THE GREAT CIRCLE
DISTANCE FROM HIS GLABELLA
TO HIS LAMBDA PERIOD GENER-
ATIONS OF INTERLOCKING DI-
RECTORATES HAD PRODUCED BY
HIS TIME A STANDARD MODEL
DIRECTOR AND THIS HAS SO IN-
URED YOU TO MEASURE AS
MEASURE THAT WHEN DIREC-
TOR LHIMNYL SEVEN GOT
CAUGHT IN AN ADROBOT HAS-
SLE YOU DID NOT CHANGE THE
UNIT TO CONFORM TO THE
NEW CONTOUR OF HIS SKULL
PERIOD HEREIN LIES YOUR
ERROR PERIOD NEW PARA-
GRAPH AS A DIRECTOR IN ES-
SENCE UNIQUELY SYMBOLIZES
THE UNITY OF HIS PEOPLE
COMMA SO THE UNIT OF MEAS-
URE SHOULD WHILE HE RULES
BE THE SIGN OF HIS REIGN
COMMA ALL THE MORE SO AS
HE RULES MORE BY EXAMPLE
THAN BY AUTHORITY PERIOD
NEW PARAGRAPH WE FORESEE
THAT COMPENSATING FOR SUCH
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gram of sabotage and murder
designed to throw doubt on
SAC:’s principal striking weapon,
the B-99 jet bomber. And the
enemy, while the discredited In-
tentions group howls in the wil-
derness, is moving to execute the
rest of the plan, exactly as they
forecast it, down to and includ-
ing the target date: December
24.

Frank has a nice hand for
suspense of various kinds—
“Smith’'s” secret, an American
traitor’s flight to get away from
the bombs he knows are coming,
a girl's anxiety about her jet-
navigator brother, and so on. The
major threat of the story moves
with the menace, not of a rail-
way engine but of an iceberg;
Frank keeps the book lively by
switching from one viewpoint to
another, building up a picture
of many people going about their
daily concerns, reacting in vari-
ous ways to the imminence of
death. (There’s a peculiatly
gruesome glimpse of two men in
a supermarket—one a Central
Intelligence man, the other an
Iron Curtain embassy official —
both stockpiling food for the
famine both expect.) The char-
acters, divided off into categories
almost as artificial as Philip
Wylie’s in “Tomorrow!”, are
much more believable — even
Katy Hume, the Hollywood-style
girl scientist (who wears horn-
rims to conceal her sex). Frank’s
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Air Force background is authen-
tic in feeling and detail, and he
seems to know his way around
the bewildering maze of “official
Washington. This isn’t a flawless
book—the love story, for in-
stance, which starts out prom-
isingly, lapses into conventional
coyness about p. 135—but it's
the best of its kind we're likely
to get this decade.

NEervVEs, by Lester -del Rey.
Ballantine, 35¢.

This 1942 Astounding novel-
la, revised and expanded, is still
essentially the same great story
of suspense it was three years
before the Smythe Report—and
it's still science fiction. Although
actual atomic plants have already
surpassed del Rey’'s imaginary -
one in some respects—particular-
ly in the fields of automation,
remote control and monitoring—
this story might happen yet.

The 25 -year-old National
atomics plant in Kimberly, Mo.,
is under fire both by Congress
and by the local citizenry, stirred
up almost to mob pitch by a
vengeful newspaper owner. In
this tense atmosphere, a Con-
gressional investigating commit-
tee arrives. A minor accident oc-
curs, increasing the tension: then
another, and so on down the in-
exorable chain to disaster.

Del Rey's wry point: there’s
an uncertainty principle in hu-
man affairs as well as in sub-









ing with his vanished fiancee’s
parents: “To stand there and
watch the tears in the eyes of a
woman as she asks you, ‘But

can’'t you remember, son?” is a

little too much, and I don’t care
to go into details.”

The book is full of such poign-
ant touches; it is also full of
cheerful bloopers of all kinds, as
when Smith identifies Occam’s
Razor with “the law of least re-
action,” or remarks offhandedly
that “'no culture based on theft,
murder, piracy, and pillage has
ever survived.” In the realm of
grammar, Smith’s innovations
have to be seen to be believed.
I don’t blame Smith, who has a
tin ear, but I do blame Gnome.
_Sooner or later, as sure as water
flows downbhill, some earnest soul
on a discussion panel, upholding
the position that science fiction 75
literature, or at least literate, will
have to watch the guy opposite
pick up this book and read from
the opening page, "I hoped that
whomever he was . . .” -

THE BRIGHT PHOENIX, by
Harold Mead (Ballantine, 35¢)
is not an ordinary failure, but a
book so solidly built that it falls
with a resounding thud. I think
the book deserves our respectful
interest, not only for its honesty
and skill, but for its technical
value as a terminus. Bad Ameri-
can s-f novels (and some good
ones) tend to be too hasty, too
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full of action for action’s sake.
Here is the exact opposite, a
novel that fails because it is too
slow, too careful, too thorough.

The sense of a limit is a very
valuable thing for writers, and a
hard one to come by. People
who, like me, have been bother-
ed by problems of pace could do
worse than to steer midway be-
tween “The Bright Phoenix”
and, say, James Blish's “Earth-
man, Come Home.”

Mead’s hero is a blunt, beard-
ed, bad-tempered man named
John Waterville, recently return-
ed from a voyage of exploration
to “the Island” (probably Eng-
land, meaning that the mainland
across the ocean would be North
America). He is to go again with
an advance guard of colonists,
eugenically produced supermen
and superwomen, to spread civil-
ization in the name of the Hu-
man Spirit. The religion of this
post-atom-war culture, like its
politics, is sanitary, functional,
non-violent and essentially nasty.
Waterville’s sense of this means
that he has become morally
maladjusted, and ought to turn
himself over to the Ministry of
Health's thought police for a
checkup; his failure to do so
means that his maladjustment is
serious. How serious, he realizes-
only when he meets a girl named
Jenny, takes out an “A license”
with her (permission to cohabit
in a state-run house of assigna-

INFINITY















tell me when and where. All
right. That would destroy our
ancestors and so we'd cease to
exist, too. Wouldn't it be sim-
pler to kill ourselves now? That
1, if you see no point to our fur-
ther existence.”

Old Dr. Gar watched the
other remnant of Earthly life
twirl the brandy in the goblet.
He looked at the viewscreen. It
showed a panorama of rock dust
and steam where Earth had been.

“You forget that we havc an-
nihilated everything,”” Dr. Gar
said, gazing pensively at the
screen. ‘'Mankind, the animals,
plant life and the tiny things that
creep the earth or swim the

" waters.
more selective.”

“Selective? How?”

“You'll destroy man, but the
rest will live. They may evolve
into something better.”

“If you say so, Doctor.” Roy’s
devotion to duty was a well-worn
path. "Assuming you have the
machine and I can operate it.”

*“The machine is merely an at-
tachment. It will plug into the
instrument panel of your space-
craft. It operates automatically.”

“Good enough. You always
were a whiz at these things. How
far back do I go? And who do I
kill?”

“I want you to strafe the Ark,
exercising care not to hurt any of
the animals,” said old Dr. Gar-
field Gar.

THE SONS OF JAPHETH

Your mission will be,

“Noah’s Ark?" Pilot Officer
Roy Vanjan asked. “You mean
during the Flood?”

“Yes. I've computed it exactly.
You won'’t have to worry about
getting there at the wrong time.”

“You mean after the forty
days’ rain, so I'll have good visi-
bility. Good-0.”" He agreed read-
ily and he'd do as the doctor said,
of course, but he permitted a
trace of skepticism in his inflec-
tion and a searching look into
his goblet.

“No, not the fortieth day,”
Dr. Gar said, “but in what we
are told was the six hundred and
first year, in the first month, the
first day of the month. The ani-
mals need dry land. I have it all
figured out.”

“I hope so. I mean I'm sure
you have. You're the doctor, of
course, but wasn’'t there some
doubt about the accuracy of the
old Book? I didn’t know you
were a fundamentalist.”

“Am I not the repository of all
human knowledge?” Dr. Gar
asked. He was not a bit angry
with Roy Vanjan. “Am I not the
last best hope? Has not all else
failed us?”

“Well, sure—"

“Did not the Noahic Cov-
enant, under which human gov-
ernment was established, fail?
Has not Japhetic science been
our undoing?”

Roy looked lost.
scholar, Doctor.”

“I'm no
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