





























MISSION TO A DISTANT STAR 9

up and talk to the President, if
he felt so inclined—just a simple
phone call would get him past
the Secret Service barriers. Yet—

Jim Lawrence was remember-
ing: nothing on Earth was se-
curely entrenched, solid, massive,
or ever would be again. He was
no longer Jim Lawrence, expert
news gatherer; he was a member
of the human race and as such, a
tragically divided, inwardly tor-
mented man at the mercy of the

" Great Change. His lips tightened,
and he quickened his step.

A line from a very great poet
flashed across his mind. “No man
is an island, entire in himself.”
At one time he’d have scoffed at
the suggestion that he couldn’t

~ build walls around his own ego
high and broad and impregnable
enough to make him something
of an island, at least.

But now -he knew better. Just
thinking about the Great Change
now, just remembering it, drove
the blood in torrents from his
heart.

He knocked gently, then halted
with his hand on the door of the
Chief’s office, feeling as if some-
one were threatening his life, his
normally handsome face set in
haggard lines. How could he have
forgotten, even for an instant, the
coming of the Scorpions?

True, the Scorpion ships nes-
tled quietly enough in pleasant
green valleys all over the Earth.
And the Scorpions hadn’t com-

mitted a single hostile act. They
were friendly people—almost too
friendly—and it was difficult not

to like them. '

But the fact remained that the
Scorpions were everywhere the
conquerors, the overlords—no
matter how soft and considerate
their tread. Man now existed on
his own planet by sufferance only
and that fact alone could kill. In
a thousand insidious ways it could
diminish the human race and re-
duce the human individual to a
pawn.

How far in the past it all
seemed now—the beginning, the
first sighting of the Scorpion ships
in the new, 400-inch reflecting
telescope on Mount Palomar.
How far away still seemed the
Star Antares, blazing in solitary
splendor in the night sky—when
men still had the courage to stare
skyward—the seventeenth bright-
est star in the sky, with a diam-
eter almost five hundred times
that of the Sun.

Antares in the Constellation
Scorpius—eighth constellation in
the Zodiac, a Scorpion-shaped
spiral of fire weaving down the
sky. How far in the past it
seemed, that beginning, that first
sighting. An eternity had passed,
surely—an eternity of seven long
years. Seven years, a lifetime of
shock, bewilderment, slow ac-
ceptance as the Scorpion ships
“took up their stations on Earth.
A seven-year lifetime of bowing
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ment of your mind and body I
saw—exposed completely in a
way that you would not under-
stand—a capacity for light and
life and joy.”

“Every movement of my mind.
Surely—" :

“Wait, let me finish. Do you
know what joy is, in your con-
scious mind? Can you analyze it,
explain it. I doubt if you can. It
is something the human race fears,
and puts foolishly aside like some
frayed and tattered cloak that
only a fool would wear. The so-
called lower animals know joy.
Birds know it, as they mate and
burst into rapturous song. They
are hot-blooded, intense, eager—
tiny bundles of living flame.

“Only Man turns his face from
joy. He talks of other things . . .
peace, contentment, hard work,
duty. He does not even like to
think about joy. But joy alone
unites man with the Eternal. In
a deep and truly spiritual sense
joy is the only human value that
enriches human life at every
point, and makes intelligent life
everywhere in the universe mean-
ingful and—yes, and these are
words that I am unashamed to
use—noble and creatively justi-
fied.”

For a long moment there was
silence between them. Then the
girl said, “You know, you haven’t
told me your name.”

“D’Qy,” the Scorpion said.

“Dee-Kee? Dee—"
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“No—in English it would be
pronounced ‘Duke.’ That, at least,
would be a close approximation.
Whenever a man or woman asks
me, I say: ‘Duke.” But you asked

‘me and I said: ‘D’Qy.” Why, I

wonder?”’

“Perhaps I know why,” the girl
said.

“Perhaps you do. If vou truly
do, I am glad. A birth-name has
a very special meaning which one
likes to keep intact.”

The girl said, “I am Ruth
Fraser.”
“Yes . . .” the Scorpion said.

“Ruth—it would be Ruth. ‘She
stood in tears amidst the alien

grain . . Life has a strange
way of bestowing upon each of
us a profoundly meaningful
name.”

The girl’'s fingers tightened
around his hand. “You said just
now . . you said . you

could read my mind.”

“No, I said I was aware of the
movements of your thoughts.
There is a difference, at times
rather subtle, and difficult to ex-
plain. If you are at all withdrawn
from me, or if your thoughts are
very important to you and you
want to keep them secret, I could:
not pry if I wanted to. It would
go too deeply against the grain.”

“Then you are not reading my
mind now?”

“No, I am not even making
the attempt. If some great emer-
gency should arise Scorpions
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purple seeds, the unfolding of
" petals, the smell of newly-turned
earth. Far off the sea thundered,
its high bright surges loud in his
ears.

“l am quite all right now,
Duke,” she said. “I have begun—
to understand why I am as I am.
Deep down in my mind the guilt
feeling, the torment, is still there,
but it does not seem nearly so
bad now. I can endure it because
I know . . . there is hope for
me.”

“More than hope,” Duke said,
. his eyes very steady.

Ruth Fraser rose from the
couch. She was surprised by her
own calmness, the ease with
which she descended to the floor
and stood facing Duke and the
other Scorpion.

“I’'m quite all right,” she said.
“There is no dizziness.”

Duke looked at his companion,
and his voice was low when he
asked, “Would it be safe—to
show her Base Unit Seven? I
should like her to see a few pro-
jections, the general scope and
groundwork of our plans. I think it
will reassure her. There’s an
Earth expression I've always
rather liked. ‘At home.” I should
like her to feel completely at
home with us.”

The other Scorpion nodded.
“She may find it difficult to re-
member she is still on Earth. You
may have to keep reminding her
that nothing has changed—that

outside this building the cherry
trees of Washington are still in
bloom and that men and women
are still walking in and out of
the Government buildings carry-
ing briefcases.

“She knows nothing of large-
scale interstellar projection. She
has never seen Scorpions, moving
vehicles, vessels at sea, space-
ships in a thousand-foot vault—
a projection composed entirely of
light-transmitted energy and yet
as real in aspect, as three-dimen-
sional, as the objects themselves.
She has never moved in and out
of a light projection and become
a part of it, a woman of flesh
and blood moving ‘in another
world, another universe.

“She may become frightened,
stunned. She has never walked
through the rooms of a completely
transparent dwelling, descended a
flight of stairs as firm in structure
as the floor of this room, and
stared out through a pane of
glass-simulating energy at a land-
scape on another planet, pro-
jected across thousands of light
years.

“She will need to be reminded
that the building itself is no more
than a projection, matter-energy
in flux, and that the breeze which
is stirring the trees beyond the
window has never blown over the
green hills and valleys of Earth
and that the trees themselves
have not grown like an oak from
an acorn but have reproduced
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themselves by a process un-

known on Earth. The trees, rivers, -

valleys, cities will chill her with
their strangeness, terrify her per-
haps.

“Her mind has not been prop-
erly prepared, so it will be a
risk. Are you prepared to take it
—on your own responsibility? I
have no power to command you.
You are your own master. You
must decide for yourself. As your
friend I can only advise, urge
caution. Young and inexperi-
enced eyes have looked before
now on wonders too deep and
vast for the star’s cavern of young
minds to grasp.”

Duke said, “I think that she
will have the courage to look
calmly across space at our world
and accept what she sees there
without becoming in any way
disturbed. All life is strange.
That life should have come into
existence at all on a spinning
mote of mindless matter in space
is strange beyond belief. That it
should exist on ten thousand
planets throughout the universe of
stars is even stranger. The simple
fact of birth prepares every
human being for a life of ex-
ploration, of uncertainty, of fear-
ful risks undertaken with a stout
heart.

“If some of us recoil before the
challenge—others do not.”

He was looking at Ruth Fraser
now, an apprehensive expression
on his face. “Will you trust me

and take the risk? Scorpions are
completely human, even though
we have been called aliens, visi-
tors from beyond the stars, even
—invaders. Even though we have
been called creatures . . . we
are men in the fullest sense. We
take pride in the fact that we can
think, feel, act in such a com-
pletely human way ... and
that even our blood types are
similar to yours. Parallel evolu-
tion is no myth. Creative intelli-
gence has everywhere in the uni-
verse clothed itself in much the
same garments.

“The lower forms of life may
differ slightly, on every inhabited
planet throughout the universe of
stars, but the evolutionary pro-
cess has everywhere culminated
in a big-brained biped with al-
most godlike gifts of intelligence
—a fragile, almost hairless biped
with the lightning at his finger-
tips, and an ability to transcend
his immediate environment in
ways that are strange.”

Ruth’s hand crept into his. “I
am not afraid,” she said. “If you
have an unknown world to show
me, let us go and look at it to-
gether.”

VI

JIM LAWRENCE sat alone with
the Bureau Chief in the big
silent office, a gray light at his
back—the light of dusk, un-
doubtedly, but somehow more un-
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was not a natural part of the des-
olation. The shape was that of a
wildly rearing horse, its mane dis-
‘tended, its teeth exposed and
gleaming in the moonlight. Its
front hoofs were thrashing at the
empty air, frozen to immobility
and yet unmistakably thrashing,
precisely as a figure carved in
stone by a master sculptor may
convey an illusion of constant
motion despite its absolute rigid-
ity as an object of art.

There is a marble stillness that
lasts forever and yet is as short-
lived as a dropped heartbeat, for
the human imagination alone can
endow cold stone with sudden,
pulsing, vibrant life. But no imag-
inative effort was needed here,
for the horse was—or had been
—alive. _

It was impossible to believe
otherwise. Its straining flanks were
ridged with a rippling interplay
of muscles which no sculptor,
however great, could have hewn
from a block of stone with abso-
lute, camera-like accuracy—even
had he so desired. And what
sculptor who was not also a fool
would have attempted any such
thing? The function of art was to
interpret reality—not to copy it
line for line, displaced hair by
displaced hair.

All ‘that flashed across Jim
Lawrence’s mind as he stared
down at the rearing horse. Partly
it was a protective rationalization,
and effort to escape from the im-

mediate horror of the scene itself,
to blot from his consciousness, if
only for an instant, the spectacle
of a frenziedly trapped animal
frozen to immobility in a wholly
unnatural way.

The rationalization was logical
enough and almost certainly true.
But there was more to it than
that. He was experiencing in ad-
dition the quite ordinary shock
reaction which the human mind

-undergoes when it is unexpected-

ly confronted by an enigma, a
challenge, a mystery almost be-
yond sane belief.

Was the horse still alive, or had
it died before the Scorpion re-
cording instrument had swept
down over the hillside? It was
difficult to tell. Possibly it was
merely paralyzed with shock, held
rigid by terror and might at any
moment recover from its fright
and go plunging on through the
woods.

Could a dead animal maintain
such a posture—upright, unmov-
ing, its forelimbs rigidly ex-
tended? Could a dead animal still
seem to be thrashing with its
hooves at the empty air? Could
rigor mortis be as sudden as that,
as profound and all-embracing,
all apart from the impossibility of
rigor overtaking a man or animal
in such a position?

It seemed impossible and yet
—not only was the horse unnat-
urally rigid and unmoving. From
its head to its tail it was enveloped
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in a glow—a bright, steady radi-

ance that clung to it like a
shroud.
The scene was starting to

flicker and grow dim, precisely as
the village street had done, when
Jordan spoke again.

“We’ve run that recording off at
least a hundred times,” he said.
“We’ve studied it from every an-
gle, speculated about it and
reached a conclusion which seems
inescapable. Something killed that
horse with an almost lightning-
like swiftness. Just before it
reared up it may have had its
neck bowed, pawing the earth.
Fright alone may have caused it
to rear up. But something more
than fright killed it.”

“Are you sure it’s dead?” Law-
rence heard himself asking. “For
a moment I thought—"

The Bureau- Chief gestured
impatiently., “Wait, let me finish.
There’s only one explanation
makes any kind of scientific
sense. Radiation. Not the kind of
radio-activity which would regis-
ter on a geiger counter, perhaps,
but radiation notwithstanding.
You saw the glow!” ’

It wasn’t a question, exactly,
but the Chief paused as if expect-
ing a reply. When none was forth-
coming he went on quickly, “A
strange, new, deadly kind of radi-
ation capable of paralyzing or
killing instantly, capable of turn-
ing a horse into a rigidly con-
torted, brightly glowing animal

mummy. Statue of stone might
be a better way of phrasing it.
Figuring it out will be a problem
for the experts . . . if it happens
again and we find the amimal.”

Jordan was suddenly intense.
“Do you realize what this could
mean? You know what happened .
to that South Pacific island seven
years ago. If what we suspect is
true, the Scorpions may be ex-
perimenting with an even more
dangerous kind of radiation—
something they can’t control—or
can’t be sure of controlling.

“It’s a possibility we can’t ig-
nore. . . . It seems extremely
likely that the horse was killed
accidentally—by some kind of
energy seepage from the wrecked
spaceship, during the course of
their experiments with a new fuel.
Adding it to what we already
know and suspect—the informa-
tion we've gathered, the Gillings
tragedy—we’d be justified, I
think, in reaching such a conclu- .
sion.” ,

The desktop scene had van-
ished completely now. The light
had gone, and the small Scorpion
projection instrument had again
become an object of simple
beauty with mirroring surfaces—
blue-enameled, intricately com-
pact.

The Chief’'s expression grew
more decisive. “Look at it this
way. That horse and the wrecked
Scorpion spaceship were in close
proximity—Iless than eight hun-
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entire conformity with the own-
er’s sharpness of perception as he
concentrated on some difficult
task.

He said, “Good afternoon, sir.
I don’t believe we’ve met, but I
do know who you are. Jim Law-
rence, isn't it?”

For an instant a disturbing
thought flashed across Lawrence’s
mind. Had the little antique man-
ufacturer been expecting him? It
seemed unlikely and Whitsun’s
next words dispelled all of his
doubts on that score.

“You can’t return to the town
where you were born without
creating something of a stir, par-
ticularly if you’ve been away for a
good many years. I've passed you
on the street perhaps a dozen
times but I doubt if you so much
as noticed me. I noticed you, how-
ever, because your name was on
everyone’s lips. You must have
been a very popular  youngster
and spent a very happy childhood
in this town.”

Despite the seriousness of his
mood Lawrence’s features relaxed
in a responsive smile. The little
man’s fricndliness scemed com-
pletely genuine and would have
been a difficult thing to counter-
feit.

“Well, I did spend a happy
childhood here,” Lawrence said.
“As for being popular—I’m not so
sure. I was a sensitive, rather
withdrawn youngster, although
perhaps you wouldn’t think so to

look at me now. I can still recall
a fight I had with the town bully.
I more than held my own, but I
didn’t enjoy it. I was a reader and
a brooder—a dyed-in-the-wool in-
trovert until I became a Washing-
ton newsman.”

“We all change,” Whitsun said,
his eyes sparkling as he returned
Lawrence’s smile. “When I was a
youngster antiques were dusty,
unpleasant objects stored away in
my aunt’s attic. 1 avoided the
slightest contact with them. I was
something of a hellion, I'm afraid.
Enjoyed getting into scraps and—
yes, scrapes. Took Dutch leave
from school whenever an urge to -
go fishing came upon me. Prob-
ably broke a half-dozen windows
with carelessly hurled baseballs.”

He nodded and the sparkle in his
eyes became a steady, bright
taper glow, as if just thinking back
was a joy and a solace to him.

Then, all at once, the sparkle
vanished and he looked at Law-
rence very earnestly and inquir-
ingly. “Just what did you wish to
see me about? If you're interested
in my reproductions I'd be de-
lightcd to show you through the
factory.”

Jim Lawrence shook his head.
“No, it isn’t that. Frankly, I don’t
know just how to begin. In some
ways I feel like a fool.”

The sparkle was back in Whit-
sun’s eyes again. “Don’t begin
then. Just tell me. Plunge right
into the middle of things. There’s
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a Latin phrase for it. In res media
—or something of the sort. I never
was much good at Latin.”

The little man’s amiability was
so contagious that Lawrence re-
laxed a little. “Okay,” he said.
“Perhaps that is the best way.
It concerns the Scorpions—their
influence in Quarry Hill, their
completely unpredictable behav-
ior. Bill Ragout told me you’re on
very friendly terms with them.
To put it bluntly—he told me you
know quite a few of them and feel
completely relaxed and at ease in
their presence.” _

Whitsun did not seem in the
least disconcerted by the state-
ment. “And why should I not feel
at ease,” he said. “I'm convinced
they wish us well. They are more
human and downright friendly
than most people realize. I've en-
joyed talking with them, getting to
know them better. They trust me
completely because they know
I’'ve no particular ax to grind.”

Lawrence hesitated for an in-
stant, as if fearful that Whitsun
might think that exactly the op-
posite was true in his own case.
The fact that he had a very sharp-
bladed ax to grind must, at all
costs, be kept carefully concealed.

“I suppose I may as well be
completely frank,” Lawrence said.
“I’'m such a curious-minded. jack-
ass that I could lose my job by
over-reaching myself. I didn’t
come  to Quarry Hill on. assign-
ment. I've no license to meddle.
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But just as a human being, as a
native son, I feel cheated, left
out of things. The Scorpions have

denied access to the wreck to ev- .

eryone—or almost everyone.

“Bill tells me you’ve actually
visited the ship in the company of
Scorpions. Quite obviously you
didn’t see anything there of a very
disturbing nature, or you would-
n’t be standing here now defend-
ing the Scorpions.

“Just what did you see—and
why did you go in the first place?
If you don’t want to tell me I’'ll
understand. I've no right to ask.
I'll say that again. No right at all.
No one in Washington is standing
behind me. But I would like to
know. Does that make any kind
of sense to you?”

Whitsun looked at him very
steadily for a moment, running his
fingers through his thinning hair,
disarranging the bang. Finally he
said, “It makes a great deal of
sense. Intellectual curiosity for its
own sake is the rarest of human
gifts. I admire a man in whom it
flames strongly and brightly.”

“Thanks,” Lawrence said. “I
am curious, believe me.”

“And experiencing . somethmg
very close to mental torment be-
cause there is a big, disturbing, un-
answered question in your mind.
Don’t imagine for a moment I
can’t understand that. I experi-
enced the same kind of inner tor-
ment myself until the Scorpions
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decided to be completely above-
board with me.” :
- “Then—"

Whitsun  nodded.  “You’ve
asked me a question. I’m going to
answer it in a very direct way—
without hedging or keeping any-
thing from you. There is nothing
in that wreck we need fear.”

Lawrence made no reply. He
merely waited, sensing what Whit-
sun had not finished, that he
would have to go on. If he failed
to do so he would lay himself
open to a charge of evasiveness,
the very charge he had taken
great pains to deny. He would be
in the position of a man who has
promised much, and in almost the
same breath refused to divulge
anything at all.

“You look disappointed,” Whit-
sun said, as if aware of Law-
rence’s thoughts. “I assure you
I’'ve no intention of misleading
you. You want proof and you
shall have it. Right now, this very
moment—if you’re prepared to
put aside certain misconceptions
you seem to have regarding the
Scorpions. If you can overcome
your perhaps  understandable
dread—or, at the very least, hold
it in abeyance—I'll take you to
the Scorpion ship. T'll take you
there and you can see for your-
self.”

“Good Lord!” Lawrence heard
his own stunned voice as though
from a distance, remote, incredu-
lous. “How can you take me

there? Everyone in Quarry Hill
has built up a great wall of mys-
tery about that ship—for two or
three weeks now. You mean . .
we’ll just walk up and go inside,
as though we were out for an af-
ternoon stroll?”

Whitsun nodded. “Exactly. A
stroll—or two glasses of nutbrown
ale at the Quarry Hill Inn, unless
you prefer whiskey-and-soda.
There’s a tang in the air, the foli-
age is at its best, and it’s a fine day
for a hike. It will be as simple as
that. The Scorpions will be most
unlikely to undermine a trust
they’ve built up with patience and
forbearance and a great deal of
give-and-take on both sides.

“They trust me and are justi-
fied in doing so. They’ll trust any-
one I may choose to bring with
me. And I—well, I happen to like
you, Jim Lawrence. I like the cut
of your jib. I like you and I be-
lieve in your basic integrity. I
know you wouldn’t lie to me.”

For an instant Lawrence had
an impulse to blurt out, But I am
lying to you. Damn it all, can’t
you see that? It goes against the
grain, but I've no alternative. The
security of our world is at stake. If
you knew you would understand.

He conquered the impulse be-
fore Whitsun made it a dead issue
by affirming in a matter-of-fact
voice, “I won’t be a  moment. I
don’t want to walk through the
village in this smock. They have
me tagged as pretty much of an
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cloth of his trousers seemed mold-
ed to his limbs, surpassing in their
skin-tight flexibility the tights
which athletes wore.

The trousers, too, were of a
deep, midnight blue, and were set
off by a red-gold sash not unlike
a cummerbund. Such a_costume
‘might have evoked insulting innu-
endoes on Earth, but the dignity
and assurance with which it was
worn dispelled in advance any
doubt as to the Scorpion’s mascu-
line pride in the wearing of it.

“My name,” the Scorpion said,
“is D’Qy—Duke. It is always a
mistake to dwell with anger or
resentment upon the past. What
is done is done. We all make mis-
takes—and the past is a vast
graveyard of blunders that can
never be repaired. It is a shining
storehouse, too, pointing the way
to a future that can be changed.
Nothing in the universe is so un-
alterable as the past or so plastic
and bright with promise as the
future.”

“TI can believe that,” Jim Law-
rence said, with sudden, rising bit-
terness. “The future can be very
bright if you are in the saddle.
Right at the moment, I don’t hap-
pen to be.”

“You must not think of your-
self as a victim, or even as a pris-
oner,” Duke said. There was a
grave, almost pleading urgency in
his voice which gave Lawrence
pause, making him wonder if he
had not perhaps jumped to a pre-
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mature conclusion concerning the
Scorpion’s character and inten-
tions.

“I shall try to be brief,” Duke
went on, his expression so earnest
it seemed almost guileless, child-
like, in its probing intensity. “We
have taken you out into space
without securing your consent in
advance, and that is certainly an
encroachment on your integrity
as an individual. T shall be quite
frank. It is, in one sense, an act
of tyranny.

“But even an act of tyranny
can be redeemed by forgiveness
freely asked and freely given. 1
come to you now as a petioner.
I ask forbearance, understanding.
We need your help, desperately.
My race is facing almost certain
destruction—unless you will con-
sent to help us. For many weeks
now we have been observing vou,
studying you. We know you to be
a man of exceptional imagination
and intelligence.”

Lawrence was moved despite
himself—not so much by the
Scorpion’s actual words as by the
humility in his voice, his appar-
ent absolute sincerity.

“Let me put it this way. Our
race is facing a spiritual crisis.
A third of my people have lost—
all desire to go on living. And the
disease—for it is a disease, a mal-
ady of the mind and spirit—is
spreading. It is spreading so rap-
idly that in three or four years
those of us who find life glorious -
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more battles to be fought with
those who have set their faces
resolutely against change.

“We must be fearless in our
search and when joy exhausts it-
self and becomes an intolerable
burden we must put it aside,
knowing that you do not destroy
a shining garment when you take
it off and place it, neatly folded,
in a chest.

“There 1is another garment
which we must wear at times and
rejoice because we are privileged
to put it on. It is the garment of
social justice and social change,
and it must be spread wide
enough to cover everyone, to
cover all of the growing needs of
a growing society until we stand
together in complete solidarity
under the stars.” )

He turned to Jim Lawrence
then and said, quite simply, “You
are a very good diagnostician.
But I'm afraid that I cannot re-
pay you as you would repay a
wise physician on Earth. When
the services rendered are very
great . . . repayment becomes
impossible.” He nodded, standing
very still . . . very straight.

“I don’t think your hypotheti-
cal physician would mind at all,”
Lawrence said, warmed by the
radiance of Duke’s smile. “All 1
ask is to be taken back to Earth.”

Duke said, “Yes, I thought
you would make that request.

“Well . . . there is one who is
staying because she wants to

stay. I am hoping that she will
never change her mind.”

“I don’t think she will,” Law-
rence said.

EPILOGUE

THE SCORPION SHIP passed
slowly above the golden dome of
the Capitol, encircling the long
avenues of cherry trees in bloom
and the crowds who had assem-
bled without fear to watch its al-
most miraculously maneuvered
descent.

It came to rest on a level lawn
close to the Lincoln Memorial
and from the shining central port
a Scorpion and a man emerged
and stood quietly awaiting the
arrival of the delegates from the
Great Powers and the small na-
tions.

The long journey through space
had not even dulled the glimmer
on the smooth, cylindrical hull.
And the messages sent ahead
during the last stage of the jour- -
ney seemed to blend with that
glow and become a part of it .
so that no one doubted the
words that had come winging
through space a week before the
returning ship had been sighted
on Mount Palomar.

“We will share with you all of
our knowledge . . . all of our
gains. Before we depart your
technology will equal ours .and
there will be a free interchange of
ideas between us. All barriers
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ferent way it bothers Maury Peel,
who runs the Hot Lick Club and
complains we keep the customers
from coming. Only he gets us for
peanuts, so what right has he to
squawk? I'm the one who should
squawk. Making peanuts, and be-
ing, as you might say, on the bot-
tom of the ladder of fame, I
haven’t even dared pop the for-
mal query to Carla—though I
think she knows what’'s on my
mind about her. She’s a pineapple
blonde with blue eyes bigger
than Rajah’s jewels. She’s gone,
cool, terrif, sensational, and real,
man, real. '

So now Oliver pointed to this
silly-looking machine of his which
had a screen, like on television,
and said, “See? That’s what your
music is. Real good music—
it wouldn’t look all squiggled and
complicated like this.”

I snorted. Oliver couldn’t tell

Jascha Heifetz from Sidney Bech-
et, and couldn’t pronounce either
properly. The first triumph I ever
had over him when we were kids
was getting into the choir. He
couldn’t make it. The choirmaster
looked at him and said I heard of
people sing sharp, and people sing
flat, but you’re the first one I ever
heard of sings sideways.

That’s an honest fact. He had
to be told my music wasn’t for the
ordinary ear, because by himself
he wouldn’t have known the dif-
ference. '
 This goofy machine he brought

along—he just did it to get a dig
in at me and impress Carla. I
wasn’t worried. I leaned back, no-
ticed a round little drunk stagger-
ing across the dance floor toward
our table, but didn’t pay much at-
tention to him right then.

I said to Oliver, “What do you
call that gadget again?”

“Oscilloscope,” he said. “It tests
traffic noises. Dr. Maveris from
the university lent it to us. And
you know what he says? It’s not
the actual volume of the noise
gets on your nerves. It’s the fre-
quencies . and overtones. For in-
stance, somebody scraping his nail
down a blackboard can bother
you more than a dynamite ex-
plosion.”

“A machine you need to find
that out,” I said contemptuously.

At this point the round little
drunk I'd noticed bumped into the
table. He blinked at the machine
and said, “Hey. Where’s Wyatt
Earp?”

“Beat it, chum,” said Oliver
mildly.

“Aw go ’head, get somethin’ on
the television. Better’n this crazy
music.” He hicced loudly.

“Friend,” said Oliver, taking a
badge out of his pocket, “kindly
scram.”

The drunk stared at the badge,
blinked again, then said, “Aw-
right. I know when I’'m being per-
secuted.” And staggered off. That
was all there was to it—right then.

So Oliver continued to explain
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the oscilloscope to Carla, shouting
over the noise of the band. when
he had to, and she sat there listen-
ing with her great big eyes like she
always does. And I sat scowling
and digesting worms. This went
on for exactly two and a half
choruses of “Bright Stars and
Goofbutts.” Now the band came
to the end of the thing, a fanning
out progression to an augmented
thirteenth chord with two suspen-
sion points, all in broken rhythm
against the long blast of the trum-
pets—V'rray! Bra! Bra!

Then that echoey silence the
instant after it all ends.

And in that silence a terrible,
sudden screaming. Terror, boiled
down. It was the little drunk. He
was staggering out of the corridor
that led to the washrooms, and
his face was a flat, dead gray. He
had his palms hard to his temples
and he kept screaming.

There were a few wild words
too. “The music! I hear it—the
music!”

He started a strange, clumsy
jitterbugging all by himself out
there on the dance floor. Like a
rat—crazed, running around in
its cage.

Oliver, of course, was the one
who took over while everybody
else was. still staring. He got up
slowly, ambled toward the little
guy, then got him in one of those
trick grips policemen always seem
to know. He called to the bar in
an easy voice. “Call an ambu-

lance.” And then he moved the
drunk—or maybe he wasn’t so
drunk now—into a corner and
held him there gently. .

I only half-noticed all of this.
I was staring at a lean guy with
sharp cheekbones I just this min-
ute saw at the bar. The lean guy
had an interested look in his eye.
And that figured, because he hap-
pened to be a reporter for the
City News Bureau that all the pa-
pers in town get their local news
from.

And so, the next morning, there
it was—on the front page. I sat
in pajamas in my little apartment
—about eleven-thirty, it was—
and stared at it. MODERN MUSIC
DRIVES LISTENERS MAD, was the
headline. Only, as I read on, I
saw that it wasn’t just me they
were picking on. The Munici-
pal Hospital had admitted six
cases of the same kind from vari-
ous places in the city the night
before! A truck driver hauling
produce—he’d had a radio in the
truck. A housewife. An engineer
at an all night radio station. A
bowling alley pin-boy. Always,
they’d been listening to music.
The hospital wouldn’t say much
about their condition, except some
gobbledygook about the symp-
toms resembling schizophrenia.

The doorbell rang, popping me
three feet out of the sofa. I an-
swered it and stared down at a
little, broad-shouldered guy with
a broken nose and an old-fash-
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ioned, handle-bar mustache. He
had a deep voice, and an almost-
English accent, like from Har-
vard. “Mr. Green? John Maveris
is my name. I'm in the physics de-
partment at the university.”

“Oh, sure,” I said. “You’re
helping with this anti-noise cam-
paign. My brother mentioned you.
Come on in, Doctor. Coffee?”

He said yes, quite—and I got
him some. Then we sat, facing
each other in the living room. He
supplied cigarettes. Turkish. He
took a deep drag, frowned, and
finally looked up. “Mr. Green,” he
said, “I perceive from your man-
ner of dressing, general demeanor
and so forth—no offense, now—
that you are of a type generally
regarded as cynical. At least out-
wardly.”

I said, “Yeah?” and looked at
him flatly, which, of course, was
exactly what he meant.

“Nevertheless,” he said, “you

are regarded as something of a
fine musician by some who should
be authorities. The head of our
music chair at the University, for
one. This would seem to indicate
that your outlook cannot be en-
tirely shallow.”

I still couldn’t tell if it was.com-
pliment or dig. I said, “Keep
talking.”

He did. He was the kind who
would. He thumbed his mustache
and went on. “For some time
I’'ve been interested in the effect
of the representation of energy we

call sound waves upon the human
mind. Since sound is, in effect,
movement of the air and air does
not reach the hearing centers of
the brain, nor does the brain itself
necessarily vibrate by conduction,
being well-insulated, damage can-
not in all cases be ascribed to
physical effect.

“Besides there is too much evi-
dence—such as the tarantism of
the sixteenth century, when peo-
ple heard strange rhythms and.
danced to death—that other fac-
tors are at work. Simple fatigue
from everyday noises is itself more
than physical.”

He took a deep drag from the
Turkish job and in the pause I let
the meaning catch up with me.
Then he continued. “I won’t re-
cite my case histories for you now.
Later, perhaps. At any rate, for
many years I have been interested
in the propagation of sound waves
and their effect on the mind; I
call my own little corner of science
psychosonics. Now in the study of
this thing some curious evidence
has come my way. It’s startling
how many so-called normal peo-
ple become anything from neurot-
ic to downright mad from sound.
It's amazing how many mental
cases have auditory hallucinations
—much more than visual or tac-
tile. You follow me, Mr. Green?”

“I'm afraid I do,” I said, not
wishing to give him the satisfac-
tion of thinking otherwise.

He nodded. He leaned forward.
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Out on the stand the pian-
ist went bum-tee-dum-dum-dum,
which meant it was time for an-
other set.

So the next few sets went fine.
Just fine. You know how people
are; let them think everybody
else thinks something is good and
they’ll applaud and whistle and

stamp like crazy. That was what

the mob did. None of them out
there knew the difference between
Jellyroll Morton and Guy Lom-
bardo, but they danced, and
bought drinks, and listened, and
grinned and punched each other
and called for more.

Mid-evening now. We were just
starting to feel ourselves. There’s
this about progressive jazz: you
got to work up to it. “Let’s really
give ’em one, fellas,” I said to
the band. “Number forty-three—
‘Bright Stars and Goofbutts.”

We went into it. It starts with a
drumbeat, a kind of broken four-
four Goodman drive, and in the
last part of every fourth bar the
trumpets go blat blat! and the
reeds tag a funny little weird trill
on to it. This keeps up for a while.
Then a sudden chord knocks them
out of their seats, like in Haydn’s
Surprise =~ Symphony—only  of
course a lot different. Then that
pattern of four bars, blat blat
keeps up all through it, like in an
eight bar base Chaconne, which
they used to do way back in the
seventeenth century, and every-
body takes an alternating solo

chorus, with band choruses in be-
tween. It’s a pretty cool piece of

‘music, even if I say so myself.

Just before the last chorus the
trumpet takes his solo, and the
boy was really gone this evening
—he was hitting notes only the
dogs could hear.

That was when it happened.

Quickly, and all at once, so the
things I’'m telling you about took
maybe a second or less. A bunch
of people started that wild scream-
ing—just like the little drunk the
night before. Maybe as many as
a dozen out of the whole mob.
Somehow, on the jam-packed
dance floor they managed to start
to run around in circles. The
others kind of faded away back
to the tables. Their eyes were all
wild, these dozen people, and you
had the feeling that even though
they ran around in circles they
were looking for an exit—an exit
they couldn’t find.

There was just a momentary

_glimpse of them out there on

the dance floor, and also Maury’s
four new bouncers running to-
ward them. Then the real riot
started. A lot of the others
started yelling and screaming.
And pushing and running for
exits. Only not in quite the same
way as the first dozen—the rest
were getting just a regular rou-
tine panic. I saw one guy fall
and get trampled.

I whirled back toward the
band. “Over the Waves! Key of




































AROUND THE WORLDS WITH JULES VERNE

some for him to justify his father’s
-confidence.

The works of Edgar Allan Poe
provided Jules Verne with his ini-
tial inspiration. Though Poe’s
fame in the United States was
slight at the time, his short stories
and poems were widely read and
admired in France. Many of Poe’s
short stories are, even in a mod-
ern sense, works of science fiction,
particularly if we take into con-
sideration the limitations which
the science of the 1840 period
imposed.

Jules Verne, by his own ad-
mission, read Poe avidly and
with tremendous admiration. He
was profoundly impressed by the
precise, scientific details which
Poe introduced into even his
horror tales.

Poe’s plots, characters, and
settings seemed to him not only
startlingly original, but genius-
inspired. He never tired of re-
reading the tales of a scientific

nature. Mss. Found in a Bottle,

The Unparalleled Adventures of
One Hans Pfaall, A Descent Into
the Maelstrom, The Gold Bug,
A Tale of Ragged Mountain, The
Balloon Hoax, Mesmeric Revela-
tion, The Thousand-and-Second
Tale of Scheherazade, Mellonta
Tauta and The Narrative of
Arthur Gordon Pym.

Yet his decision to adopt the
methods of Poe resulted in a great
inner struggle for Verne, for his
early religious training made
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him see a conflict where none per-
haps existed and to look upon the
approach of Poe as too materialis-
tic. In an essay on Poe, written
shortly after the publication of his
first successful science fiction
story, Five Weeks In A Balloon,
Verne noted: “. . . in spite of
their other-worldly and super-
human beauty, The Tales of the
Grotesque remain materialistic in
their conclusions. One is never
aware of the intervention of Pro-
vidence. Poe even seems unwill-
ing to admit of its existence, and
claims to explain everything by
physical laws which, at a pinch,
he is even ready to invent. One
fails to detect in him an atom of
that faith which his unceasing
contemplation of the supernatural
should have endowed him.”

Before the essay was ended,
Verne had obviously contradicted
his earlier criticism and mentally
resolved the emotional conflict for
he utilized Poe’s Balloon Hoax
as the model for his own remark-
able and completely scientific
story, Five Weeks In A Balloon—
which first appeared in 1863.
Thirty-four years later he was still
so much a disciple that he wrote
a sequel to Poe’s The Narrative of
Arthur Gordon Pym—Sphinx of
the Ice Fields which was pub-
lished in 1897.

Though in mood and style,
there was no great similarity be-
tween Verne and Poe, in their
approach to the mysterious and
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the unknown they were very close
indeed.

The influence of Poe is seen
frequently throughout the whole
range of Verne’s works. His
Mathias Sandorf contains epi-
sodes of hypnotism deeply sug-
gestive of Poe’s The Facts In the
-Case of M. Valdemar. Verne’s
From The Earth To The Moon
parallels to a considerable degree
Poe’s The Unparalleled Adven-
ture of One Hans Pfaall.

The maelstrom into which
Captain Nemo’s submarine, ‘The
Nautilus,” is drawn in Twenty
Thousand Leagues Beneath the
Sea, can be pinpointed to Poe’s
A Descent Into the Maelstrom.
The idea of losing a day in the
transit of -the world, a pivotal plot
device in Round the World in
Eighty Days, is drawn from a
story of Poe’s in which a suitor is
given the task of producing three
Sundays in one week in order to
win the hand of the girl he loves.
He accomplishes this seemingly
impossible task by having two
travelers arrive on a Sunday, one
from the east, for whom Sunday
was yesterday, and the other from
the west for whom Sunday will
be tomorrow.

Verne, an unsuccessful play-
wright seldom praised in re-
views, metamorphosed overnight
into one of the world’s brightest
literary stars. This triumph he
achieved simply by hitting upon
the idea of stressing speculative
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scientific adventure in full-length
novels which placed the strongest
possible emphasis upon credibility.

The fact that Verne consciously
set up and followed a pattern of
writing calculated to win him the
greatest possible popularity is no-
where better illustrated than in a
letter to a friend at the Paris
Stock Exchange, shortly after he
completed Five Weeks In a Bal-
loon.

“I have just written a novel in
a new form,” he wrote. “One that
is entirely my own. If it succeeds
I will have stumbled upon a gold
mine. In that case I shall go on
writing and  writing without
pause . . .” _

Though a novel about a thou-
sand-mile balloon voyage may not
seem very startling today, in 1863
the mere description of such a
voyage took readers as far ahead
of the accomplishments of the
times, as a story about a V-2
converted into an interplanetary
space ship would do in 1958.

If there was the slightest doubt
concerning the imaginative unique-
ness of Jules Verne, it was
dispelled by his second novel, A4
Journey To The Center of The
Earth, which appeared in 1864,
There has probably never been
a finer novel of subterranean ex-
ploration. Verne did not originate
the idea of another world at the
center of the Earth. Lewis Hol-
berg, writing three-quarters of a
century earlier, conceived a land
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THE WIFE IN THE FLYING SAUCER

Tiller smiled again, and added,
“I love you, darling. Don’t let
anything come between us, will
you?”

“I love you, too,” said John
Tiller. “No one claims to have
seen a flying saucer for weeks.”

“I expect the last one has
landed—should have,” said Mrs.
Tiller softly, closing her slanting
black eyes.

“What makes you say that?”

“Say what?” said Mrs. Tiller.

“What you just said. You said
that you expected the last one
had landed.”

“Did I1?” said Mrs. Tiller.

“It seemed a strange thing to
say.”

“I suppose it was,” said Selda
Tiller. “I don’t know what—what
I was thinking of.”

“Strange idea,” said John Tiller.
His hands moved the stick for-
ward slightly and the plane
dipped gently. In the same instant
the right wing crumpled and fell
away. The plane began tumbling
over and over, down, down, like
a gun-smashed bird. John Tiller
jiggled the stick, cried to his pretty
new wife, “Sorry, but it’s no use.”

“Oh, isn’t it,” said his wife, very
casually. “If you're completely
sure you’d better hand me that
suitcase under your seat.”

“If you wish,” he said, sur-
prised.

“You’d better hurry.
not much time left.”

Mrs. Tiller spread the suitcase

There’s
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on her lap. The ground was now
very near. Blue sky ‘and clouds,
fields and hedges were kaleidoscop-
ing past the windows.

Mrs. Tiller undid the suitcase.
She clicked something with her
fingers. Mr. Tiller suddenly saw
the sky and earth stop playing
their wild game of frog-catch-
frog past the windows. The sky
was above, the earth below, and
the plane was flying horizontally
in the centre of a shining silver
bubble.

There was almost complete
silence for a moment, while a
faint, not unpleasant humming

noise sounded in their ears. Mrs.
Tiller was controlling the silver
bubble with a gentle waving mo-
tion of her left hand, much like a
conductor taking an orchestra
without a stick.

Selda Tiller said smiling, “It
would have had to come out
sooner or later. I am a Sidonian
from the planet of that name.
And the object yonder’—she
pointed—"‘is a flying saucer.”

When Mrs. Tiller had repeated
her statement in various forms,
Mr. Tiller said, “But I still can’t
believe it! You are just like us.”

“Of course,” said Mrs. Tiller.
“Sidonia is—was—a planet much
like Earth. Its atmosphere is the
same. Only the climate is a little
hotter—or it was.”

“You keep saying ‘was’,”
Mr. Tiller.

said
“Does .that mean—”












