





















































“Okay,” Tallen said, “keep
an eye on the ’scope. Compute
the orbit of the ship and
wateh it. If it shifts off the
computed fall path, we’ll hit
it again.”

Parmay
shoulder.

“Did all this get on tape?”

“Sure. Why?”

Parmay pushed Tallen
aside and headed for the com-
"municator,

arabbed Tallen’s

Tir NEwS hit Earth like
a slug in the teeth. For the
sccond time in half a millen-
jum the human race was
brought face to face with the
fact that it was not the only
intelligence in the galaxy,
much less in the whole uni-
verse.

The instant the news came,
a fleet of armed ships was
given its orders, and within
six hours they were squirting
through hyperspace toward
Therbis.

Meanwhile, the Psychologi-
cal Corps was in a dither.
Parmay was shooting data to
them from Therbis and ask-
ing, in return, for all kinds
of seemingly irrelevant infor-
mation. Chemists were asked
questions about organic oxi-
dation-reduction equations;
physicists were asked for data
on propagation of electromag-
netic waves in distorted
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spaces and warped fields;
biologists supplied facis about
—of all things—deep sea fish.

All these things flowed into
robot analyzers and svnthe-
sizers, came out and were fed
back in again, directed by the
frantic brain of Romm Par-
may.

After twelve days, the big-
wigs of Operation Interstellar
were beginning to ask: “What
in hell is Parmay driving at?”

And when Parmay was
asked, all he would say was:
“’m not sure yet. I'm strand-
ed here on Therbis until the-
fleet gets here, and I want to
get back to Earvth. I can’t give
you any answers ’til then.”

Kerrman was on Earth, and
he wasn’t entirely unaware ol
what Parmay was working
on. Kerrman, in fact, knew
bloody well what it was. But
he kept his mouth shut and
applied a few ideas of his
own.

Finally, word came that
Parmay was on his way back
from Therbis.

When he landed, the Direc-
tors of Earth were waiting
for him, and two days later
he was ready to appear be-
fore the assembled Director-
ate. :

The fourteen Directors
waited quietly for him to
speak, The vast silence that
filled the room seemed almost
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ed him to the leadership of
this nation if not of the world.
Yet so terrified was he that he
sought escape.”

“Gosh,” said Confucius.
~“Just think; all the kerosene

ve want and a good gasoline

binge whenever we feel like
it!”

“What was that idea about
a kid, boss?” said Galahad.

“It is a more hazardous
plan, but it offers greater pos-
sibilities. By rearing the or-
ganism from childhood we can
“more readily train it in the
direction we wish it to go. The
problem is: what child ?”

Galahad said: “IJomer
knows a kid. The Sanborn kid,
four houses north of here.”

“Ah?” said Napoleon. “Per-
chance the ‘hand of destiny
offers a second opportunity.
Tell me about this ‘kid’.”

HoMmER walked north along
Coquina Beach. The bright
sun stood high over palms and
cypresses. The waves of the
Gulf broke heavily on the
sand, each wave leaving scores
of shiny little coguina-clams,
no two with the same color-
scheme: white, ivory, butter-
yellow, red, blue, and purple.
Before the next wave arrived,
each coquina up-ended and
burrowed out of sight.

Homer was Ilooking for
shells. Not just any shells, like
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those that crunched under his
metal feet with every step. He
wanted rare shells that he
could sell for money for kero-
sene to power him to hunt for
more shells.

Most of the shells—conchs,
strombs, scallops, oysters,
clams, razor-clams, murices,
and so forth—were worthless.
Now and then, however, a
beach-comber could find one
like the double sunburst,
which would keep Homer in
kerosene for a fortnight. Once
he had found a perfect juno-
nia which kept all the robums
going for a month and pro-
vided gasoline for an orgy as
well. The angel-wing clam was
rare on the beach, but Homer
knew better than to pick up
even a perfect one. Anybody
who wanted angel-wings could
dig hundreds out of the mud
of tidal flats, where they lived
buried with their tubes stick-
ing up out of holes. They were
rare on the beach only because
they were so fragile that few
were cast up undamaged.

Homer had a collecting-bag
over his left shoulder. He kept
it in place with his stiff left
arm, of which the disabled el-
bow-joint had long since rust-
ed fast. He picked up the
shells with his good right. He
moved slowly so as not to
crush valuable shells ox
flick sand up into his joints.
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bit it no longer offered even
the feel of an environment.

He climbed the ladder into
the ship, carefully closing and
dogging the port behind him.
The chair was ready, webbing
flattened back against the
deep rubber pile of its seat
and backrest. He slid into it
and swung the control box
down on its ball-swivel to a
position before his face.

He drew the top webbing
across himself and snap-
ped its triple-lock clamps into
place. Seligman sat in the ship
he had not even bothered to.
name, fingers groping for the
actuator button on the arm of
the chair, glowing all the
while, weirdly, in the half-
light of the cabin.

So this was to be the last
picture he might carry with
him to the heavens: a bitter
epitaph to a race misspent.
No warning; it was too late
for such puny action. All was
dead and haunted on the face
of the Earth. No blade of
grass dared rise; no small life
murmured in its burrows and
caves, in the oddly dusty
skies, or for all he knew, to
the very bottom of the Cay-
man Trench. There was oniy!
silence. The silence of a
graveyard.

He pushed the button.

The ship began to rise,
waveringly. There was a total -
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lack of the grandeur he re-
membered when the others
had left. The ship sputtered
and coughed brokenly as it
climbed on its imperfect
drive. Tremors shook the
cabin and Seligman could feel
something wrong, vibrating
through the chair and floor
into his body.

Its flames

were not so

. bright or steady as those oth-

er take-offs, but it continued
to rise and gather speed. The
hull began to glow as the
rocket lifted higher into the
dust-filled sky.

Acceleration pressed down
on Seligman, though not as
much as he had expected. It
was merely uncomfo:rtable,
not punishing. Then he re-
membered that he was not of
the same stamp as those who
had preceded him.

His ship continued to pull
itself up out of the Earth’s
atmosphere. The hull oranged,
then turued cherry, then
straw-yellow, as the coolers
within its skin fought to
counteract the blasting fury.

Again and again Seligman
could feel the wrongness of
the climb. Something was
going to give!

As the bulkheads to his
right began to strain and
buckle, he knew what it was.
The ship had not been built
or re-welded by trained ex-
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story is concerned with

suspensefu!l action in a grim future. You'll get a jolt from QUARRY!

Hamimond faced around
suddenty, His eyes were dis-
tant, urinterested in what his
lips were saying.

“Mr. Gilmore, you get
twenty-five thousand dollars
out of this deal. Ten thous-
and as soon as you pass fit

for hunting, the rest at the-

finish.”

“That I know.” Gilmore
allowed his face to sag just
a trifle, enough so that it
looked as though he might be
smiling, “And I might get the
other fifty.”

He didn’t like the way
Hammond laughed. Hell—
some guys collected that extra
fifty. Not many; but some.

“Listen to me, Mr, Gilmore.
If you’ll agree to accept a
final payment, here and now,
of five thousand, we’ll con-
sider the whole deal washed
up. You'll flunk medical and
walk out of here five grand
up. How does that sound?”

“It doesn’t figure.” Gilmore
was genuinely puzzled. Who
would buck the Rachens, oifer
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index,

to bribe a man out of their
schemes? There was no Un-
derground on Earth any
more, The Rachens didn’t like
opposition. The only answer
was that this was some subtle
psychological test, to grade
him in toughness and discover
just how much he had in him

He said: “Five grand is
kid stuff, I want the jackpot.”

AFTER that there was
nothing further to be said.
Hammond processed him
smoothly : blood count, cranial
respiration, muscle
co-ordination, ear and eye
indices. They were neat
operators, Gilmore had tc
hand them that. In five days
that passed in monochromatic
similarity they built him up
so that he felt as fit, as tough.
as he ever had. Which, in his

case, meant plenty rugged.
Nothing further was said

about the five thousand offer.
It was the only sour note.

Gilmoere became used to the
barracks, the long eating
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on. And he desperately want-
ed to come through alive,
now, more than ever. Funny
how your morale went up and
down with the incidence of
eating and shaving. And he’'d
come through—and to hell
with his partner.

EVERYTHING that he need-
ed to know had bheen ex-
plained to him by the time he
entered the elevator and shot
down to ground floor. The
clock said six. The foyer was
a desert of glass, with dis-
torted.reflections from outside
lying like puddles of mercury
across the floor. A technician
strapped the tracer on his
wrist, keying the infernal
gadget so that he couldn’t
take it off without removing
his arm as well. Gilmore
grunted. That sort of clinched
things.

Fatso and his sidekick,
Hammond, were there, smil-
ing. Across at the bar a group
of men and Rachens were
drinking desultorily, Gilmore
repressed his instinctive surge
of hate and loathing for the
men. Men? Hell, no! Rachen-
toads! Men who could work
with the Rachens.

It occurred to him that he,
too, ‘was working for the
aliens, He knocked that stu-
pid idea out of his mind an-
grily, If he could kill one of
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them he’d do so as thought-
lessly as stepping on an in-
sect.

The clock indicated that it
avas time to get started. He
wondered how Prince Dar-
Lesseps had filled in his time
on Earth so far. Fatso, giving
the impression of cringing,
went over to the Rachens and
they came back with him.
Gilmore stood cold and con-
tained, fighting his nausea.

“Mr. Gilmore, this is the
Prince Dar-Lesseps.” Fatso
went on introducing Gilmore
to the others of the party.
Gilmore eyed the Prince.
Young, brash, ultra-fashion-
ably dressed, with a nervous
tic in his eyelids that could
come from too many Earth
drinks, or too much of other
Earthly relaxations. )

“I trust you'll give us a
good run, Mr, Gilmore?” The
Prince’s voice was high and
hard, habitually used to be-
ing the boss. '

“I’ll do what I can,” Gil-
more said flatly.

“Good.” Dar-Lesseps looked
round. “And where is the
other?”

“Here,” Fatso said.

Gilmore hadn’t noticed her
before, standing a little to one
side, She had a crew cut, wore
dark shirt and pants like
himself, with heavy-duty bro-
gans giving her slender legs
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bre in the harsh arti-

was so
ficial lighting of the avenue.
“Dirty polities, just like
ours.”

They cut off at the first
street, and Gilmore wondered
if, just outside the edge of
vision, Rachen hunters watch-
ed their tracers tell where the
hunted pair was. It was not
a comforting picture. Then he
absorbed what Trina had been
saying and wondered afresh
at her knowledge of worldly
things he had hitherto re-
garded as the prerogative of
men. He said: “What do you
know about politics?”

“Enough,” Trina said calm-
ly. “Enough to steer clear of
them. Had an uncle once who
dabbled. Learned quite a bit
from him. Like this Prince
Dar-Lesseps set-up, for in-
stance. If the Prince Woesn’t
succeed to Mars, it will make
a hell of a difference to Earth.
The picture has been building
up for the past ten years.”

“Sounds vague to me,” Gil-
more said.

+ “Maybe, It isn’t important
to us, anyway. We've only one
interest in the Prince.”

“That’s right.” Gilmore
hesitated. Should he tell Trina
about the spurt gun? About
Hammond? Something evil in
the back of his mind urged
‘him to remain silent. Later,
he told himself.

QUARRY

A momentary vision came
to him of the drama heing
enacted in this ghost city. A
man and a woman, running
like animals, hunted by small,
grim parties of men and
aliens, through the cavernous
streets and avenues of this
sprawling,  deserted city.
Looking at it like that, with
a calm, detached, almost pro-
fessional eye, the set-up was
loaded with possibilities. And,
from what Trina had said, it
was now certain that someone
wanted the leader of the hunt-
ers killed off, It had needed
her casual statement to bring
home to him that what went
on in this segment of the
world, apparently cut off and
with no possible influence on
the remainder, was in reality
of vital importance.

The thought came that they
might, here and now, be de-
ciding future history.

He shrugged that ~off,
forced his mind to grapple
with the immediate problem.
They had most of the night
before them and they had to
find a place where they could
rest. He didn’t feel tired, yet;
but he knew that he couldn’t
expect to chase all over a city
all day without some fatigue.
That was where the hunters
scored. In all probability the
Prince hadn’t even entered ’
the arena.
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and other gorgeous stuff be-
fore I was out of knee pants.

There were two blue-jack-
eted Dbartenders, and the
drinks were eighty-five cents.
Another reason 1 moved to the
countrv is that the amuse-
ments are cheaper. Nursing
my collins, I steered around
two broad rumps in flounced
'satin and ran into Tom Q.
He snapped-a flashbulb in my
face, chortled something, and
went away while I was still
dazzled. Somebody else with
a lemon-colored spot for a
head shook my left hand and
muttered at me, but I wasn’t
listening; I had just figured
out that what Tom had said,
was, “There’s no film in it!”

~ SoMeEBODY fell down on
the waxed floor; there was a
little flurry of screams and
~laughter. I found myself be-
ing joggled, and managed to
put away an inch of the col-
lins to save it. Then I thought
1 saw Art Greymbergen, my
favorite publisher, but before
I could get anywhere near him
Carrol’s clear Sunday-school
voice began calling, “The
program is about to begin-—
please take your seats!” and
a moment later people were
moving sluggishly through
the bar archway.

I'looked at my watch, then
hauled out .my copy of the
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little mimeographed sheet,
full of earnest jocularity, that
the club sent out every year
to announce the Party. It said
that the program would be-
gin somewhere around 10,
and it was that now.

This was impossible. The
program always pivoted on
Bill Plass, and Bill never got
there, or anywhere, until the
party was due to break up.

But I looked when I got.
down mnear the bandstand,
and by God there he was, half
as large as life, gesturing,
flashing his Charlic Chaplin
grin, teetering like a nervous
firewalker. He saw me and
waved hello, and then went
on talking to Asa Akimi-
sov, Ph.D. (A-K-I-M-I-S-0-V,
please, and never mind the
Akimesian, or Akimsiov.)

Maybe it 2was them atom
bombs. I found a vacant told-
ing chair with a good view of
the platform, and a better one
of a striking brunette in blue.
Akimisov got up on the plat-
form, with his neck sticking
out of his collar like a potted
palm (he had lost forty
pounds, again) and began
telling jokes. Ace is the sec-
ond funniest man in Medusa,
the first being Plass; the pe-
culiar thing is that Plass
writes humor professionally,
and delivers his annual set-
pieces the same way—the rest
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middle,” said Ray imperturb-
ably. “It might be polter-
geists, I won’t say it isn’t.
But I've got a hunch there’s
another answer, actually.”

I said something dubious.
A hotel-manager-looking kind
of a man had just come in
and was looking wildly
around. Punchy Carrol went
up to him, staring him re-
spectfully right in the eye,
talking a quiet six to his
dozen, After a moment he
gave up and listened. I've
known Punchy ever since she
was a puppy-eyed greenhorn
from Philadelphia, and 1
don’t underestimate her any
more. I knew the manager-
type would go away and not
call any cops—at least for a
while.

I glanced down at the floor,
and then looked again. There
were little flat chips of ice
scattered in the wetness.
That could have been from
the ice cubes; but there was
frost on some of the pieces of
glass.

Hot on the bottom, cold on
top!

“Ray,” 1 said, “something’s
buzzing around in my mind.
Maxwell’'s demon.” 1 pointed
to the frosted bits of glass.
“That might— No, I'm
wrong, that couldn’t account
for all these—"

He took it all in in one
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look. “Yes, it could!” he
snapped. His cat-eyes gleam-
ed at me. “Maxwell had the
theory of the perfect heat
pump—it would work if you
could only find a so-called de-
mon, about the size of a
molecule, that would bat all
the hot molecules one way,
and all the cold ones the
other.”

“I know,” I said, “But—"

“Okay, I'm just explaining
it to you.”

What he told me was what
I was thinking : Our unidenti-
fied friend had some way of
changing probability levels. I
mean, all the molecules of air
under a woman's skirt could
suddenly decide to move in
the same direction—or all the
molecules in a patch of floor-
ing could lose their surface
friction—it just wasn’t likely.
If you could make it likely—
there wasn’t any limit. You
could make honest dice turn
up a thousand sevens in a
row. You could run a car
without an engine; make rain
or fair weather; reduce the
crime index to zero; keep a
demagogue from getting re-
elected . . .

Well, if all that was true,
I wanted in. And I didn’t
have the ghost of a chance—
I was out of touch; I didn’t
know anybody. Ray knew
everybody.
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“SPREAD out, folks!” said
a bullhorn voice. It was Sam-
witz, of course, standing on
a bench at the far wall. Kos-
mo Samwitz, the Flushing
Nightingale; not one of the
Medusa crowd, usually—a
nice enough guy, and a hard-
working committeeman, but
the ordinary Manhattan meet-
ing hall isn’t big enough to
hold his voice, “Spread out—
make an equal distance be-
tween you. That way we can’t
get into any fights.” People
started following his orders,
partly because they made
sense, partly because, other-
wise, he’d go on bellowing.

“That’s good—-that’s good,”
said Samwitz. “All right, this
meeting is hereby called to
order, The chair will enter-
tain suggestions about what
the nature of these here phe-
nomenon are, . . .”

~Ray showed signs of want-
ing to get down and join the
caucus; he loves parliamen-
tary procedure better than
life itself; so I said hastily,
“Let’s get down with the
crowd, Ray. We can’t see
much better up here, any-
way.”

He stifened. “You go if
you want to,” he said quietly.
“I'm ztaying liere, where I
can keop an eye un things.”

The chandelier was now de-
scribing staiely circles, caus-
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ing a good deal of ducking
and confusion, but the meet-
ing was getting on with its
business, namely, arguing
about whether to confirm Kos-
mo by acclamation or nomin-
ate and elect a chairman in
the usual way. That subject,
I figured, was good for at
least twenty minutes. I said,
“Ray, will you tell me the
truth if I ask you some-
thing ?”

“Maybe.” He grinned,

“Are you doing this?”

He threw his head back and
chuckled. “No-0, I'm not do-
ing it.” He looked at me
shrewdly, still grinning. “Is
that why you were looking
for me?”

I admitted it humbly. “It
was just a foolish idea,” 1
said. “Nobody we know could
possibly—"

“I don’t know about that,”
he said, squinting thought-
fully.

“Ah, come on, Ray.”

He was affronted. “Why
not? We've got some pretty
good scientific brains in Me-
dusa, you know. There’s
Gamble — he’s an atomic
physicist. There’s Don
Bierce; there’s Duchamp;
there’s—"

“I know,” I said, “I know,
but where would any of them
have got hold of a thing like
this?”
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“They could have invented
it,” he said stoutly.

“You mean like Balmer and
Phog Relapse running the
Michelson experiment in their
cellar, and making it come
out that there is an ether
drift, only it's down?”

He bristled. “No, I certain-
ly don’t—"

“Or like Lobbard discover-
ing Scatiology?”

“Ptah! No! Like Watt, like
Edison,, Galileo—" He thumb-
ed down three fingers
emphatically. “—Goodyear,
Morse, Whitney—"

Down below, the meeting
had taken less than five min-
utes to confirm Samwitz as
chairman, [ think the chande-
lier helped; they ought to in-
stall one of those in every
parliamentary chamber.

The chair recognized
Punchy, who said sweetly
that the first order of busi-
ness ought to be to get opin-
ions from the people who
knew something, beginning
with Werner Kley.

Werner accordingly made a
very charming speech, full of
Teutonic rumbles, the essence
of which was that he didn’t
know any more about this
than a rabbit. He suggested,
however, that pictures should
be taken. There was a chorus
of “Tom!” and Jones stag-
gered forward with his war-
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cry: “There isn’t any film in
it!”

Somebody was dispatched
to get film; somebody else
trotted out to telephone for
reporters and cameramen,
and three or four other peo-
ple headed in a businesslike
way for the men’s room.

Ray was simultaneously
trying to get the chair’s at-
tention and explaining to me,
in staccato asides, how many
epochal inventions had been
made by amateurs in attic
workshops. I said—and this
was really bothering me—
“But look: do you 'see any-
body with any kind of a
gadget? How’s he going to
hide it? How’s he going to
focus it, or whatever?” ‘

Ray snorted. “It might be
hidden in almost anything.
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through the door: “To find a
submarine.”

The rest of the Engineering
Board was suddenly pulling
chairs toward the trouble-
shooting team’s dispatch.

Muhlenhoff slammed a fist on

the table.
“Stop it,” he said evenly.

“The next man who leaves the.

meeting will have his contract
canceled. Is that clear, gentle-
men? Good. We will now pro-
ceed to get organized.”

He had them; they were
listening. He said forcefully:
“I want a task force consist-
ing of a petrochemist, a vibra-
tions man, a hydrostatics man
and a structural engineer.
Co-opt mathematicians and
computermen as . needed. 1
will have all machines capable
of handling Fourier series
and up cleared for your use.
The work of the task force
will be divided into two
phases. For Phase One, mem-
bers will keep their staffs as
small as possible. The objec-
tive of Phase One is to find
the cause of the leaks and pre-
dict whether similar leaks are
likely elsewhere in the proj-
ect. On receiving a first
.approximation from the force
I will proceed to set up Phase
Two, to deal with counter-
measures.”

He paused. “Gentlemen,” he
said, “we must not lose our

THE ENGINEER

nerves. We must not panic.
Possibly the most serious
technical crisis in Atlantic’s
history lies before us. Your
most important job is to
maintain—at all times—a
cheerful, courageous attitude.
We cannot, repeat cannot,
afford to have the sub-tech-
nical staff of the project
panicked for lack of a good
example from us.” He drilled
each of them in turn with a
long glare. “And,” he f(in-
ished, “if I hear of anyone
suddenly discovering emenr-
gency business ashore, the
man who does it better get
fitted for a sludgemonkey’s
suit, because that’s what he’ll
be tomorrow. Clear?”

Each of the executives as-
sumed some version of a
cheerful, courageous attitude.
They looked ghastly, even to
themselves.

MUHLENHOFF stalked into
his private office, the nerve-
center of the whole bulkhead-
ed works. :

In Muhlenhoff’s private of-
fice, you would never know
you were 1800 meters below
the surface of the sea. It look-
ed like any oilman’s brass-hat
office anywhere, complete to
the beautiful blonde outside
the door (but whitefaced and
trembling), the potted palm
(though the ends of its
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A basic premise of all pulp
fiction, from which magazine
science fiction is derived, is
that only the fear of immi-
nent, violent death can make
the human psyche function at
its full intensity.* Harness
carries the consequences of
this notion as far as they will
go. Re-reading this book re-
minded me of Campbell’s de-
scription of “World of Null-
A”: “...like a 550 volt
A.C. power line; it looks inno-
cent, but once you get hold of
it you can’t let go till some-
body shuts off the power.”

The sheer quantity of vio-
lent events in the story is
enough to hold you, even
though they’re so compressed
as to be almost drained of
emotional meaning: while fall-
ing apparently to his death
from a ‘“mile-high” window,
for instance, Harness’ hero
Alar reflects, “He would not
live to tell his companion
Thieves that his reaction to
death was simply a highly in-
tensified observation.” An
atomic attack on America des-
tined to destroy the locale of
the story “to a depth of sev-
eral miles” serves Harness for
the background to one brief
climactic scene; the duel be-
tween Alar and his most dan-

*And it might be argued that the
wider incidence of just this fear since
about 1946 has been a factor in the de-
cline of the pulps.
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gerous opponent takes place
in a “solarion,” a sort of solar
raft, which is sliding to de-
struction in the middle of a

sunspot.
Burned in an incinerator,
tortured insensible, stunned

by explosions, run through in
a duel, Alar merely bounds on
to more strenuous adventures,
his pulse rate responding (in
advance!) to each mortal dan-

ger, but his brain ticking
along like a well-adjusted
clock.

For every peril, the devel-
oping superman has a new
and more impudent answer.
There’s a limit beyond which
this kind of thing turns to
farce, and Harness has passed
it more than once. I give you
the scene in which Alar is try-
ing to escape from a guards-
man by emitting electromag-
netic radiation from his eyes,
and so transmitting false or-
ders to the guard’s button
radio.

Alar’s eyes were growing
beady and feverish but
nothing was happening.

He knew he was capable
of emitting photic beams in
the infra-red with a wave
length of at least half a
millimeter. The U.H.F. in-
tercom band certainly
shouldn’t exceed a meter.
Yet his eyes were pouring
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