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~ “L” the man said breath-
lessly, “am Pitts.”

“You are Pitts,” repeated
the President. “Is there
more?”’

“Yes. I am a scientist.”

“How exciting.”

“I have the honor to an-
nounce to you, sir, that I have
made a remarkable discovery
of the very greatest interest
to the welfare of this nation.”

St. John Tors eyed the fran-
tic little man with a mixture
of annoyance and acute resig-
nation. He took another long
draw on his hookah,

Professor Pitts came very
close to the desk and gave a
solemn, confidential wink. “I,”
he stated, ‘“have devised a ma-
chine.,” He drew himself up
proudly. “One that will go
through space!I call it a space
machine.”

A flicker of interest crossed
Tors’ pale face, “Go on.”

“It will go anywhere.”

St. John Tors
“Anywhere, you say?’ A
thought was born. “Pitts, you
interest me. Yes. Sit down and
tell me about it.”

The little man with the
bright eyes pulled up a chair
and began to talk.

While he talked, the Presi-
dent sucked on the hookah
mouthpiece and nodded
thoughtfully from time to
time.
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nodded.”

St. JoHN ToR’s gray, spatu-
late fingers wound like snakes
about the hammered Incan
pendant that hung from his
neck, and he muttered unin-
telligibly as he paced the ex-
citement-charged room,

“It is a pity,” he said at
last, eyes closed, “a very
great pity that I cannot say
what [ wish so desperately to
say. Yet, I cannot: I do not
know the words. For there are
noune. None so nobly drenched
in exactitude that they can
begin to express this great
moment in—"’

The Secretary of State
sneezed six times so violently
that he was obliged to leave
the room for several minutes.
Upon his return, President
Tors was frowning.

“Sorry,” said Morris Lau-
rent. Feeling cold eyes, he
added, “It’s that goddamn
Malay fever. Can’t seem to
shake it.”

“That’s all right,” Tors said
with languid iciness. “We all
have to sneeze, sometimes.”
He nodded. “Very well: no
preamble. Instead, permit me
to introduce to you a man
whose contribution to our
world will be remembered
long after we are dust; a man
who has ridden in upon this
flaccid rotting Earth like Han-
nibal, loins girt for action
where action there has been
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children, but while it excited
a lot of psychologist chaps
with its novelty, we were still
frustrated and speculative
about their female relations.
Who must have been a pretty
attractive and exotic lot, to
judge by their men.

But you couldn’t, if you
were decent, do anything but
defer to the Martians in the
matter. They were wonderful
people, honest, friendly and
with no ax to grind. They in-
variably brought out your
best without any sceming
effort. They made you exam-
ine into your motives, and the
darker nooks and crannies of
your far-from-perfect-soul.

Consequently, the Ul disas-
ter packed a real wallop for
us.

WHEN the Martian author-
ities got the news from Ul
they appealed to Ferne for
assistance. The U.F.S. Rocket
Auxiliary was the fastest
transportation available on
Mars, faster than anything
the Martians had. The Am-
bassador ordered the rocket
fleet to assist in the immedi-
ate evacuation of stricken
Ulans to Marsport medical
stations.

In addition a team of Mar-
tian and Earth Federation
technicians boarded the lead
ship, Electra. Equipment,
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food and medical
were crowded into the re-
maining ships. And a large
fleet of Martian
chines went into action. The

supplies i

land ma-:

land machines were like enor-
mous onyx bowling balls,

rolling heavily but smoothly
on bands of gripper treads.
They would go as far as they
could into the hills, and the
clumsy, short-hop Martian
wings would make the rest of
the trip to UL

Of course the monster maw

of public interest on Earth

devoured the first news like

a cocktail sandwich and
clamored hungrily for more.
In those days news from Mars
took priority. The New York
bureau of Universal News
was explicit about wanting
full coverage—and pictures.
And this was where Debo-
rah Wayne first came into the
picture—unfortunately. Deb-
orah was a nice girl, a bright
girl, and brilliant with her
super-speed, super-sensitive
cameras. But I think, now,
that the psychologist who
screened her for that career
was drunk. She was supposed
to be ready to cope with the
rigors and exigencies of the
frontier. But in the showdown
she turned out to be a senti-.

mental slob who all but got‘

us kicked off Mars.
1 didn’t think about Debby

33;


















Charley grinned. “It ain’t
such a big price, considering.”

He looked around the field.
“Well, I'll wave in my story
on the takeoff stuff. There’s
nothing else for the noon
leads.”

I WATCHED him leave. And
then I looked for Debby—and
watched her. From a distance
she looked mighty nice, it was
true. She had a funny way of
moving, a little awkwardly
like a young animal but it
had its appeal. And so did
her red hair, which was short
and curly and never in place,
She was young all over except
for her figure which was as
grown up as it had to be.
What no one could under-
stand, though, was why the
best looking gal in Marsport
hadn’t been trapped by any
one guy as yet. And how any-
one that good looking could
also be good. So far from
home it didn’t usually work
out that way. The girls did
as they pleased and no one
blamed them. It was one of
the rewards for being a suck-
er and doing a stint on Maxrs.

1t gradually dawned on me,
as I watched her, that she
wasn’t doing much active pic-
ture-taking. Her usual inten-
sity was curiously missing.
She seemed to be thinking
about something else as she
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aimed her camera, up there
on top of the Starfish. 1 made
a mental note of this. I had
learned that when Deborah
appeared abstracted there
was usually a damned inter-
esting reason for it.

I fished out my communica-
tion gimmick and flicked a
button. I got the control tow-
er, or, movre accurately, un-
derground shelter, and the
latest poop. Then I signalled
Kibby and dictated a story to
him. While I was talking pri-
vately into the ‘com, Vechi
watched me in a disinterested
way. Raeburn, his assistant,
arrived and they wandered
off among the itbreboard
crates for a private conversa-
tion.

“Paragiraph, Kibby,” I said
into the mouthpiece. “ ‘The
vast rocket terminal at Mays-
port is wsoberly alive this
morning with preparations
for the giant rescue job await-
ing the jeint forces of the
U.F.S. Rocket Auxiliary, and
the DMartian disaster
crew ... ”

Pundra Doh, the Martian
premier, was in the lead ship,
Electra. But there wasn’t time
for an interview. Thin, elec-
tric-blue spits of exhaust
flickered all over the space-
port by the time I had finished
dictating. The high, keening
sound of the rockets revving
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really. Deborah! If it wasn’t
love it was something just as
insidious. I could get real
boiled up because of her.

Love, now there was a
fancy word! I toyed with it
for a minute and considered
it in relation to Deborah. And
all I came up with was a men-
tal picture of her mouth—
very soft, with the ingenuous,
upward curve of an eager kid.
It didn’t solve a damned
thing. I closed my gear pack
and looked at the other pas-
sengers.

Vechi and his boy, Raeburn,
were checking gear, too. They
spent a little time admiring
some scientific gadget Rae-
burn had fished out for
Vechi’s approval. Vechi push-
ed a pointer on a small black
dial and sighted us through
it; very cool. When they got
through playing, they leaned
back comfortable-like and
looked at us.

Since we were newsmen the
conversation was bound to be
a little formal.

Vechi must have known he
had a doubtful reputation. 1
guess he figured we were cu-
rious about his berth on the
Starfish; how come he was
riding with the press?

Raeburn was a pudagy, bald-
ing civil service sycophant.
He had little quick brown
eyes, a loose wide mouth filled
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with an unpleasantly self-
conscious smile—and practi-
cally no chin to balance the
naked shine of his brow. He
made bad jokes and thought
he was quite the boy.

Since I was never at the
head of the class for tact I
started the ball rolling down
the center alley. “What’s your
interest in this trip, Vechi?”
I said.

I heard Charley sigh re-
signedly.

“m a civil engineer,”
Vechi said. “It seems they
need technical people as well
as reporters. Technical people
to save as much as they can
and newsmen to dramatize
what hasn’t been saved.”

Score one, and not for us!
1 grinned at him. “Got any
ideas for the press on what
caused the power failure?”

Vechi smiled a gentle, pa-
tronizing smile. “Apparently,
the Martians use diranium as
a source of atomic power. But
since no one knows the char-
acteristics of diranium it
would be difficuit to imagine
the type of power installation
they employ. It scems evident
to me, also, that we will know
as little about diranium, later,
as we do now—with the
strong  security measures
taken to safeguard the secrets
of diranium,.

“Furthermore, the Marti-
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with a trembling hand, went
to the bar, drew a double
shot and ice.
Karen, Karen! Why did it
have to happen to you?
Forgive me, darling, for
what I am about to do.

CLIFTON watched the lard-
like flesh become suffused
with pink, saw the surge of
color in the lips, the catch of
breath and the resultant
swell of breast. Then the eye-
lids flickered.

A moment later Portia
Lavester was staring at him,
and even as she did so Clif-
ton could see she did not un-
derstand what had happened.
But when the wvacant eyes
came alive, the girl sat up,
crossed her hands to her bare,
hunched shoulders and look-
ed around frantically.

“Don’t be frightened,”
Clifton said, smiling. “You’re
still on the ship. You've just
been awakened.”

“Thanks,” she said without
gratitude, “but I wasn’t
frightened. I was looking for
something to put on.”

“Oh.” Clifton had forgot-
ten about that. Now he
blushed and opened a nearby
drawer and withdrew a white
gown. “Take this. It will
have to do unlil I get you
something else.”

She took it and held it to

DEATH IN TRANSIT

her nakedness, eying him
coldly. He turned, heard her
drop quietly to the floor.
“Where are the others?” she
asked, and he could hear the
rustle of the gown as she put
it around her. “And where
can I pick up my clothes?”

He turned to look at her,
found her at the side of the
room in front of its only mir-
ror, inspecting her face and
pushing her lush hair this
way and that and grimacing.
“How long ago did we land?
What’s Ostarpa like?”

She was lovely and not un-
like Karen in manner and it
was going to be harder for
him than he thought.

“Was I the first or the last?
Or was I in the middle? Just
like me to be in the middle.”
She laughed a little and he
was glad to hear her, though
her laughter was a little
lower in pitch than Karen’s.
And then her eyes found his
in the mirror and they
widened. She turned. “Why
don’t you say something? Is
anything wrong?” Now she
was frightened.

She was very young and he
was glad to hear her voice
and he wanted to tell her so,
but he knew she wouldn’t
understand. So he said only,
“I wanl to talk to you.”

“What’s happened?” Her
eyes were panicky.
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“My sighkron,” he squeak-
ed, “my sighkron, my sigh-
kron my sighkron—what have
you done with it, you filthy
little pickpocket?”

Which welcome didn’t pre-
dispose me to liking little
Pink-snake-egghead any more.
1 got on my bed.

“Flit off,” 1 said, feeling
very very nasty. “I'm quite
sober now, so I can’t see you
any more.”

“My sighkron,” he said,
jerking and perking around
the hole in the carpet like a
ballet-dancer with the shakes.
“You must have taken it, you
smelly barbarian. Return it
immediately!”’

I was getting tired. I could-
n’t see this Egghead turning
me in, And anyway I didn't
give a puce damn.

“If you mean your turnip-
watch—"’

“My sighkron!” he wailed.
“Without it, I must stay in
this hell-conceived era of time
for the rest of my natural ex-
istence.”

There were no witnesses, so
I said: “Look, chum. I took it,
tried to put it in hock. Not a
bite. So no money, no whiskey,
no turnip-watch. 1 heaved it
into Old Father Thames some-
where between Blackfriars
Bridge and Vauxhall Bridge.
Go take a two-mile stroll on
the bottom of the river.”

VARIETY AGENT

I was getting one or two
ideas about Egghead. I want-
ed his reaction.

He came and sat on the edge
of my bed. Or, shall we say, he
staggered over and flopped.

“This sighkron,” he said—
and I’'m quoting—*“is my sole
link along the entropic barb
with my own time. I should
not have stolen it. By stealing
it in turn, you have become
the instrument of a most un-
poetic justice. This, I do not
deserve,”—and he spread his
arms to take in my two-by-
four, the carpet with a hole in
it and the smoggy view from
the window on that November
day, with the yellow lights of
buses crawling over the river
bridges in the distance.

By now 1 was sober enough
to realize that this Egghead
was really real. From the fu-
ture? I didn’t care. But if he
had to stay around, he could
earn his keep and much more.

My percentage would equal
the much more.

“That head, those arms and
legs—they don’t unscrew ?”’ I
asked, sitting up on the bed
and taking a real interest in
something for the first time in
years.

“Pinch me, barbarian,” he
sighed. “You’re my night-
mare.”

I pinched the lobe of one of
the ears on that great hairless
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ures which Magnum had sup-
" plied us on his proposed re-
search reactor—and got back
the twin answers. Zirconium
in large quantities, the com-
puter reasoned, is at present
useful only for reactors. Any-
one buying the metal in the
limited quantities available on
the open market—as opposed
to someone being allocated
relatively unlimited amounts
by his government-—could be
building (a) one or two huge
reactors, or (b) a flock of
small ones. The huge reactors
predicted would be highly in-
efficient at any possible job a
reactor might be called upon
to do, at the present state of
the art. Ergo, small reactors
were involved.
Small reactors are bombs.
Q. E. D.

S0, SOMEBODY was buying
U. S. zirconium to make atom
bombs. By the time I had got-

ten this far into the protocol

the computer had handed me,
I was feeling pretty compla-
cent about the chances that
the government would pay
us a fat fee for Magnum’s
project.

“It is unlikely that the pur-
chasers of the metal are build-
ing these weapons inside the
continental United States, the
probability being below our
significant level by the chi-
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square test,” the protocol
went on. (ULTIMAC’s style
isn’t set for drama, only for
content.) “The immediate
buyer(s) in the United
States, therefore, ship(s) the
material  elsewhere. This
phase of the cperation could
be terminated by finding out
what operations in the gov-
ernment itself make the buy-
ing possible.

“After this problem is
solved, the significant prob-
abilities are that the pur-
chased material is leaving the
country disguised as sponge
platinum, which it resembles
and which is a normal item of
commerce, regularly exported
by the U. S. The market for
sponge platinum may be class-
ified into two categories: (1)
the chemical catalyst market,
and (2) the jewelry market.
Category 1 involves the larg-
est potential area of search,
embracing all industrialized
countries; but it may be ef-
fectively ruled out of the
problem, since in this cate-
gory platinum itself is a sub-
critical material and its ship-
ment is already policed by the
government. In category 2,
the two high probabilities are
the Netherlands and the Scan-
dinavian Peninsula, with the
latter again of lower proba-
bility, since it also falls in
category 1. Thus recovery of
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to do? Got any ideas, Joan?
Shall we undertake the big
job, now that the money is
here?”

“We don’t dare,” Joan said.
“Sooner or later the account-
ing department up at Com-
merce is going to discover the
mistake—bear in mind that
Commerce isn’t authorized to
issue a nickel for any foreign
operation. At that point, the
checks will begin to bounce.”

“And whoever’s doing the
job would be stranded,” I
agreed glumly. “Well, we can
always go ahead and do what
we’ve been authorized to do,
and return the rest of the
money.”

“Wasteful,” Clark said
gravely. “If there is more
money available than what
we need, more will be spent.”

“If we keep a close eye on
it_,l

“More’ll be spent anyhow,”
Joan said. “Even with the
tightest bookkeeping, the
mere knowledge that the ex-
tra money is there will create
unconscious waste. Slightly
more expensive accommoda-
tions, slightly longer cab-
rides, a little more equipment
than is actually needed to pro-
duce a given piece of informa-
tion . .. it mounts up. And
our field operatives have nev-
er been trained to pinch pen-
nies. Sure they don’t pad

90

their expense accounts—at
least not beyond expectation
—but they’re never supposed
to be niggardly. It won’t do,”

“We'll be asked to account
for overage when the mistake
is discovered,” Cheyney add-
ed. “The only proper thing
to do is to return the money
back promptly, and resubmit
the proposals. Stapled togeth-
er, I would suggest.”

“And do nothing in the
meantime?’ [ said. “Where
would that leave Magnum?”

“Nowhere,” Joan said.
“But Clark’s right; it’s the
only course.”

I stood up. “That may well
be,” T said grimly. “You go
ahead and start the red tape
unwinding. But somewhere in
the world somebody is making
bombs out of that zirconium,
and we don’t know what they
plan to do with them. Over
here, one of our founders
can’t fulfill an obligation for
want of the stuff—which
means because of our inac-
tion. I won’t sit still for it.
It isn’t right.”

“What are you going to
do?’ Cheyney said.

“He’s going overseas him-
self,” Joan said. “What are
you going to use for money,
Peter?”’

“I'm going to draw on the
general fund,” I said. “And
keep drawing on it, until eith-
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Zirconium may be useful
in bombs, but it isn’t the in-
gredient that makes the bomb
go bang. For that, you need
fissionables. Brazil has a gov-
ernment atomic industry of
its own, capable of producing
plutonium in quantity; no-
body was going to be shipping
that much coal to Sao Paulo.
South Africa, on the other
hand, was still behind most
large nations in the nuclear
field; but it has gold, and
where there is gold there is
always some uranium, usually
cheek by jowl. Furthermore,
despite Apartheid and some
even more barbarous -cus-
toms, the Union is just as
industrialized as Brazil is,
and has just as much bush
where anything, of any size,
could be hidden. Somebody
there could well be building
bombs in secret.

Somebody was. It was easy
to find that out, once I was
reasonably sure what I was
looking for. I found it in the
Johannesburg phone book.
The Delft Company, Jewelry
Brokers. A dead giveaway,
for nobody deals in diamonds
in Africa but de Beers; no-
body sets any jewel but dia-
monds; and the legitimate
cutters, setters and traders,
Dutch though most of them
are in staff and ownership,
do not take Dutch names. The
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Union is too intensely nation-
alistic to make such names
good business.

A little prying, a little
pressure, a little money, and
I knew Roger Balim was my
man. He was a native Afri-
kander, white, university-
educated, highly skilled in
some very recondite branches
of engineering which could-
n’t have anything to do with
lapidary work or jewelry
brokerage. He was one of a
number of such men on
Delft’'s staff, but the rest
werc so closc-mouthed that I
didn’t dare even approach
them. Balim was different; I
had only to tell him that I
knew the “platinum” the firm
was signing for from Holland
wasn’t platinum at all, and he
was asking me how much I’d
take to keep my mouth shut.

Somebody changed the rec-
ord on the phonograph. Now
it was something pseudo-

'Hawaiian, complete with sea-

sick steel-guitar glissandoes.
The old man looked discom-
bobulated and sat down cross-
legged on the floor, where he
began to rock with steady,
hypnotic dignity. There was
a cadaverous dog being sick
right next to him, but he
didn’t seem to notice.

I had asked Balim how
much e would take to tell
me where the zirconium was
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“Yes.”

“And that what man can
be aware of, God is also aware
of ?7”

“It follows, if God is aware
at all.”

“If there is a God, then,
there wouldn’t be much
chance that He didn’t know
about such gross creatures as
the men of the Phoenix? Ex-
cuse me ... I've gone far
afield. You said the radiotele-
scope. Well, a few other doc-
tors and I have been working
on an instrument to measure
cellular action currents—in
hiving cells, of course; and I
had added an auxiliary com-
ponent which was supposed
to find out what became of
certain suspected possible
energy emissions not account-
ed for or required by chemical
processes in the cell. Where
there’s smoke there’s fire, you
know . . . and where there’s
energy there’s apt to be more
energy. And here was a nice
piece of fresh dying tissue in
beautiful condition.

“I put a tiny sliver into the
infrascope just as a young
child will put anything that
comes his way into his mouth
for analysis. .. and I saw the
scintillations on the plate
which I knew signalled the
ascent of the souls of the cells,
the binding energies . . . one
flash for each dying cell body,
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calculated later . .. one
quantum of binding energy,
one soul!”

“And so they were gone , ..
done . . . dissipated into your
machine . .. souls no longer.”
Father Phillip’s sigh was one
of infinite disappointment.

“Binding energy to light . ..
light to mass, maybe . . . and
mass to energy again . .. or
is there anything but energy
in the final analysis? You as-
tronomers profess to know
something of this. Why is it,
then, that when you bump
head-on into life you suppose
it to be mysteriously some-
thing else? Something capable
of complete extinction, of con-
tradicting the laws of the uni-
verse?

“But I digress again. I am
sorry. I have not said what
you are waiting to hear.”

Father Phillip drew in a
long breath.

“In a frenzy of spirit I
worked for months to refine
the instrument and to make
more precise the registering
and recording, daily trying
various tissues in the original
machine . . . getting re-
acquainted, too, with the per-
sonalities of various types of
cells in the big projecting
mike, Today I can show you,
or any interested person, the
endurance of personality in
the energy quanta after the
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Then I see the traffic on the
other side of the street is
startin’ to turn right in after
the tail-end o’ the mob. And
the same thing starts on my
side, ev’rybody tryin’ to go
down that side street at the
same time. And ev'rybody
punchin’ their horns like
crazy.

About four cars down from
where I’'m standin’, there’s a
taxi in the line. So, neat as
you please, I goes down, opens
his door and climbs in.

The cabby don’t even see
me. In his mirror, I can see
his face is red as a beet, and
he’s yellin’” and cussin’ and
beatin’ on his hornbutton.

Well, I pulls the door shut
and make myself comfy. Then,
all of a sudden, we start mov-
in’. As we cut around the cor-
ner, I see how we got our
break—there’s two cars lock-
ed bumpers in the other lane,
holdin’ up the whole line,

Now we're goin’ straight
crosstown at a pretty good
clip. At Amsterdam, we swing
uptown, up a big hill, and
when we get to the top, I can
see the crowd still racing
along like mad. '

‘Way uptown, somewhere
near a Hundred and Twenty-
fiftth, we turn west, run down
under the Express Highway,
and end up in front of a beat-
up old dock.

ROUND-UP TIME

There’s hundreds of cars
parked all over the place with
their doors open and their en-
gines runnin’, and ev’rybody’s
racin’ toward the river.

My driver was out before

the cab hardly stopped. It took

me a little while to get out.
Then I had to be real careful
navigatin’ that old wharf, It
was full of holes and big
cracks and piles of junk lyin’
around.

Slow goin’. 1 was pretty
beat by the time I reached the
mob near the end o’ the wharf.

They was two long lines of
’em, movin’ along slow. Up
ahead, they was all goin’ up a
big red ramp that went up
into the air off the dock and
into a great big thing that was
hangin’ in the air over the
river. The thing looked like a
big banana made outta glass.

When I got nearer, I could
see right into the thing.

Inside it, there was a lotta
little stalls, and people was all
crowdin’ into ’em, about four
or five to a stall. As soon as
they got in, a kinda door drop-
ped down and I couldn’t see no
way that they could get out.

But it didn’t look like any-
body was tryin’ to zet out.

There was a big round table
in each stall, with a lotta food
on ’em, and the people was
standin’ around just eatin’
like pigs in a sty.
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the childish follies so dear to
the hearts of the cretinic ele-
ment in favor of progress.
Science fiction has outgrown the
custom of having the hero jump
through space frome one space-
ship to another, holding his
nose, so common in the 1930’s.
In time it will graduate, like-
wise, from this modern school
of intellectual ineptitude with-
out having to pervert the sci-
ences, the universe or the
morals and the skin-color of the
dominant members of the hu-
man species to accomplish its

ends. — Allan Paul Steiger,
4684 Landchester Rd., Cleve-
land 9, Ohio.

A quick poll of the staff turns
up three firm opinions as to the
nature of the “dominant mem-
bers of the human species”: a)
science-fiction writers, b) sci-
ence-fiction fans, ¢) women. We
can’t see, though, what skin-
color has to do with any of these.
Care to clarify? —Ed.

I hope Mr. Knight will not
review in each issue books which
he considers “unique enough for
special consideration.” I hope
Mr. Knight knows English Eng-

lishly enough to consider
“unique” unique. — Fairly
uniquely  yours, Disgruntled
Uniquorn.

As the culprit who perpetrat-
ed unique enough, I must admit
that I am wounded by the sharp-
ly pointed quibbles hurled our
way. As science fictioneers vir-
tually all my critics should be
aware of (if mot disciples of)

FEEDBACK

Count Korzybski and Martin
Heiddeger. There is mo wunique
Quiddity, there are existents
which can be said to partake or
share in the quality of unique-
ness. This uniqueness, however,
18 obviously never total. There-
fore any books discussed by Mr.
Knight can be unique in one or
more aspects (of an infinite
number of aspects) or: the
work as @ whole can possess
enough of the quality of
uniqueness (as a totality) to
qualify it as unique. enough for
INFINITY’s pages. I meant what
I said, said Rivera.
(Signed by hand, 1.S.)

Congratulations. At last there
exists a periodical entirely de-
voted to S-F that can truthfully
be said to do justice to this up-

to-the-minute-and-beyond type
of literature. INFINITY is a
well-balanced and attractive

publication — well-balanced in
that it contains fine stories of
different types assembled so as
to lend the dignity of parallel
themes—and attractive in that
it is distinetly illustrated and
uniformly neat in format.

I have just finished the Feb-
ruary issuq and have found it a
most satisfying experience. Par-
ticularly enjoyed Halibut’s “The
Futile Flight of John Arthur
Benn.” The abrupt conclusion
has an immediately impressive
effect.

All of which causes me to
quote the lexicographers’ ver-
sions of the word infinity: “that
which is immeasurable (incap-
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able of being praised enough)
and unending.” I hope that ISF
will prove unending (and
monthly).

Seriously, I look forward to
future issues and extend to you
my sincerest best wishes for
your new magazine. —Gordon
V. Carr, 132 Elton St., Provi-
dence 6, R. 1.

I will not venture an opinion
on INFINITY until I have seen a
few more issues. I will say that
I am in favor of an expanded
letter column and I hope it be-
comes increasingly useful as
well as entertaining.

I would like to see it become
a trading post where items of
interest to fans are swapped
along with the opinions. I am
quite willing to lead out. Why
be bashful? I do have a sizable
collection of science-fiction items
for sale and I will send a price
list to anyone wno writes for it
and I do want you to print this.

And let's hope this is an
editor who appreciates frank-
ness in a demonstrative sort of
way. —John Courtois, 318 E.
Commercial St., Appleton, Wis.

Finished thie February issue
of InFINITY. 1 really believe we
have a well-balanced seience-fie-
tion publication.

This second issue was right
on the beam.

The novelets, “The Best of
Fences” and “Quarry,” were ex-
cellent, especially the former—
space adventure and battle are
my specialties.
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The short stories were also
delightful.

I think a few cartoons would
do the trick. They are always
good for a laugh.

You're doing great, with only
two issues at that.—W. C.
Brandt, Apt. N, 1725 Seminary,
Oakland 21, Cal.

Last week, I went to the local
book store to get some S-F to
read. All the pocket books I had
already read, so I turned to the
mag section thinking, ‘“Well,
here we go again.” I picked out
your Feb. issue because of the
cover (yes, I am one of those).
I took it home rather down-
heartedly, because I thought it
would be like all the rest of the
mags, you know, second-rate,
stupid stories.

Boy! was I in for a surprise,
and a very pleasant one at that.

You have undoubtedly got the
best S-F mag published. Some
of the stories were so possible
that they got right up and slap-
ped you in the face. I particular-
ly liked “Traumerei,”” then
“Glow Worm,” “The Best of
Fences,” and last but not least,
“Quarry.”

The drawings in your superla-
tive mag are, I think, the best I
have seen, particularly the
drawing heading the story
“Traumerei.”” What did Rem-
ington have when he drew it, a
hangover? But anyhow, it
shows good imagination, very
good in fact, but may I ask
what it is? —Denni Moore, 423
E. Olive #D, Monrovia, Cal.
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