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Only fear can
hold You back
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"There is a Time When Your Luck Will Changel"

Three years ago Marguerite Carter published this very true and,
at the time, unbelievable statemerit—"Russia is headed toward in-
ternal revolt and new leadership.” Since then, Stalin died and new
leaders have risen with rumblings of discord behind her Curtain!

Todkyy Misss Cavterr says, “Spaiim and Gevmaary willl be owr first Nine
off deffense-wewe will brimg fanttV: a new menstanyy pllan.

Marguerite Carter has studied many years, keeping records that
may be used to help mankind. She is sincerely earnest in her life's
purpose which is to give help where it is needed.

Wivitee to Mamgretite Cartiar todlmy. Dandt let fearr holltl your Denok!
Thee timee is NOOW.

MAIL MARGUERITE CARTER uU-m
COUFON 702 Jackson Bldg., Indianapo!is, Ind.
| enclose:
NOwW E] $2 for my SPECIAL forecast with motations

by Marguerite Carter,
You can also order the E] $1 for my forecast by Marguerite Carter.
forecast of any one near

and dear to you. Send
complete birth informa-
tion on separate sheet of

paper.

Adtét

City=
Moarguerite Carter
702 Jorkson Bldg. Place of Bintih_ -
Indianapolis, Ind. Dete of Birth

{Hour if known)
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not at all, new tests show?

EXPERT SAYS YOU CAN LEARN NEW TRICKS!

New tests, cited by an expert in news
stories, show that: your ability to think
increases with age; your powers of deduc-
tion are greater; your imd@mem ie

Your trained I C.S. counselor will appraisa
your abilities, help you plan for the future.
Listen to D.FK.* “Before enrolling, I was a
foundry laborer. Today I am a draftamai, ens
joying a % lncrease |n salary

T'S NEVER TOO LATE TO GET STARTED! You study

%la are tegémﬂ‘% f? £ase mm;;‘ggsi msa

and WemeR 6f every age. TRk sWeessses, their
prometions, their raises prave thai men and
women past school age can leafn! Listen fo
A.L.G.* “Up until I took the course, I did what
T was told, But nowv. . . I tell others what to da.*

with L. C. S. at home, In your spare time. There's
no interference with business or sacial activity.
Famous I. C. S. texts make learning easy. And
whatever your age, you'te more capable now
than you've ever been. But don't delay! Pick
your field from the coupon below. Mail the
coupon today' We'll send free “suceegs”

{.C.S. GIVES YOU EXPERT GUIDANCE FREE! Da yali Iiod’:}DtO

have the feeling you're “stuek” in yout job?
For Real" Job Seeurity—Get an .E. S. Diplomal

sul portunities ia your fild!
for r«ﬁebpﬁﬁd( “NimRaBanaEeR!
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IF you're that mam, here's something that will
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-fich-quick
scheme—but something more substamtial, mote
practical

Of course, you need something more than just
the desire to be an accountamt. You've got to pay
the price=be willing to study earnestly, nlnomughly

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to ucn

tistical Comtrol, Qrgamization, Management snd
Einance.

Yout progress is as speedy as you care to make
it—depending on your own eagermess to learn
and the time you spend in study.

Wil recogmition come? ‘the only answer, as
you know, is that success dees come to the man
who is really tamdde stposseble oprempleyesers
will notice your improvement in a very few weeks
or momths. Indeed, many LaSalle graduates have

fice some of your leisure in favor of ii 8
home study—orer a comg brief period?
Always provided that the rewards were good—a
§l|lry of $4,000 to $10,000?

An accountamt’s dugies are interestin vnned

d‘Dnl's] &

Do you feel that such things arent f@r yeu3
Welll. dom'r be too sure Very pessibly they can he!

Why net, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modearn Problem Methed of training for
an accountansy, position?

Just suppese you were permirted te work ina
large accounting house under the persomal super-
vision of an expert accoumtant. Suppese, with his
aid. you studied accounting principles and solved
probl day by day y ones at firsistthen
maore difficult ones. If you could do dhis—and
could turn to him for advice as the problems be
came complex—soon you'd master them al).

That's the training you follow in principle un-
der the LaSalle Problem Method.

You cover accountancy from the basic Prin-
ciples fight up through Accountancy Systems and
Income Tax Procedure. Then yow add C. P. A,
Training and prepare for the C. P. A. examina-
tions.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of
Aundiring, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Stax

paid for their training—with increased earnings
—betore they have pleted it! For ants,
who are trained in organization and management,
are the executives of the future.

AHIYIND/ Send For Free Sample Lasson

Eor vour own good, get a the facts. Write for our
free 48-page book, "A The Prof

That Pays”—also the free sample lesson so you can
prove to yourself that you can master 2coountancy
quickly. thoroly in spare time at home.

Over 4,000 Cortified Public Accounkants
among LaSalle alumnl

LASALLE EXTENSION UNINERSITY
A Carreppoadence Institution
Dopt. HB80I, 417 8; Dearborm €&, Chisnde &, i,
Send me without obligation, Free Sample Lesson

and “A The Profession That Pays.”
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With the temperature flitting
around the 100 degree mark it's a
little diffieult to concentrate on
writing an editorial. You resent
the fact that you're chained to your
typewriter while all around you
people are dashing off to swimming
pools, baseball pames, golf courses
of aireonditioned movies. You
fume and fret, and finally work
yourself inte sueh a meed that yeu
ehoese ene of yeur fhere vielent sei-
ence-fiction likes of dislikes and
write 4 Ist of het-headed (ne pun
intended) remarks that yeu'll preb-
ably regret later.

Swimming pools, baseball games
or golf courses seldom provide
topics for editorials, or facilities
for writing them. But air-eondi-
tioned movies—there’s an Idea 1
might be able to use. Not that I
expeet to pack up my typewriter
and paper and head for the nearest
movie—that might not werk out se
well. I've got to be a little more
praetieal, give it fhere theught.

There is, nearby, a little neigh-
borhood theater. It seldofa has
first-eun movies; in faet it’s any-
where from a month to a year af-
ter a movie comes out that it reach-

es this particular theater, But
consider the factors in its favor—
it's near at hand, air-conditioned,
has a smoking lounge, soft-drink
dispensors, and a refreshment
counter with a fabulous display of
candy and popcorn.

As yet, I'll admit, none of this is
in anyway connected with science-
fiction. But there is a tie-in, one
that. justifies my deserting the of-
fice and heading for the movies.

The other day I entered the air-
conditioned comfort of the theater,
purchased a supply of popcorn and
candy and settled back to watch
The Creattuee From The Bl La-
goom, This is one of the current
erop of Hollywood-type science-fic-
tion movies making the rounds.
Wandering in and out of the movie
were twe Dedicated Secientists (one
South Ameriean with heavy ae-
eent and one Awmeriean), twe
Handseme Seientists (ene Here and
ene Semi-villian), efe Beautiful
Girl Seientist, ene Menster (am-
phibious), and asseried  Sewth
Ameriean  natives  (frightened).
Basieally, this is the stery of the
diseevery, by ene 6f the Dedicated
Beientists, of 3 fossilized hand that
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isn't what it should be nor where it
should be. He persuades the rest
of the cast to join him in an expe-
dition to the Amazonian Backwoods
to seek more of these fossils. In-
stead of fossilized specimens they
runaetoss & living one—the Mon-
ster, no less. Then the fun begins.
One scientist wants to kill the Mon-
ster, while the rest of them want
to capture amnd study it} the Mon-
ster wants to kill the sciemtists
and capture the glrl; the natives
that haven’t been killed as yet want
to leave the Black Lagoon before
it's too late: and the girl divides
her time between swimming gally
in the dangerous lageon and mod-
eling the lstiest in jungle attire—
playsuits and switisuits.

This is a rather facetious
report of the movie, and in
all honesty, I'll have to admit that
my reactions were a little dif-
ferent while watching it. TIt's
easy enough to point out the
Hollywoodisms now, but at the
time not a few invelumtary shud-
ders trawelled along my spine as
the monster slithered in and out
of the seaweed or crept silently to-
ward an unsuspecting  vietim.
Those of you who used to enjoy
the old Boris Kadof or Bela Lu-
gosi movies will find some of the
nostalgie thrills and chills that
have been missing in reeent movies

present in The Monster Fhom The
Black: ILogoon.

So, if the temperature eamtinues
to soar, I'll return to my air-con-
ditioned haven (all in the line of
duty, of course) to view (Catwo-
wmen of the Moon, Themr, and Reck-
et Man. By that time the hest-
wave should have broken, of Hel-
Iywood will release a new bateh of
selence-fiction movies, of — meore
likely—Rap will be yelling for me
to mind to the magazine instead
of the movies—Bea

I keep telling Bea how cool it
is in Wiseonsin, and what a won-
derful place to live, but she just
keeps yakking about Cimeimmati.
Se, Bea old gifl, swelter if you
must; it's your fault! Begimning
next issue, Bea and I are going to
collaborate on this editorial. We
got a few eomments about editori-
als from readers, saying beauty
and brains should go together, so
from now on, I will supply the
beauty, and she will handle the
brains. This issue, these last few
lines are just te fill up the page,
as we are late going to press, and
an ad just came in and spoiled our
original plans for beginning on the
inside front cover as is our habit.
But there may net even be a page to
fill, in whieh ease, she can echuck
this where it belaigsl—Rap.



NO SPECIES ALONE____

By Tom Godwin

Theewe hawe bearn manyy stanides wmiitten of odlien
imeaicions andl Euttissdndng hewess, somee say #oo

marmy.

Im thits svaryy, howswerer, Eartvh is ocgsin

in dangeer, buir thaes’'s no hewo to go to the
rescone, wilithh leawees evary$ihgng wp to Subide . . ¢

asteoted by Lawvemoce

FT*HE morning was, to Jim Hart,

exactly like any other June
morning but for the presence of
Gwen—eight weeks was not yet
long enough for him to take her as
fully for granted as he would in
the months and years to come.
She hummed to herself as she fin-
ished wiping the breakfast dishes.

Out en the perch Susie and six
of her kittens, Raving just lapped
up theif ewn Breakfast, were en-*
gaged in the after-real praetice of
faking themselves neat and eleaf
as is the mmanner of eats. The
sky was a flawliess sapphire blue
with the toueh of the sun as warm
and gentle as a benedietion while
the meadowlarks filled the alf with
their soft melodies.

There was nothing about the
morning’s soft beauty to presage
sudden and vicious peril.

He checked to make sure he had
his surveying compass as he stood
in the doorway then glanced across
the brush-and-tiee-dotted flat that
extended to the mouth of the can-
yon a thousand feet away. There
the flat broke abruptly along the
high, steep bank, a teail leading
from the eabin to the break. There
was fio sign of the pup along the
trail whieh meant Flepper had gene
ef up the eanyen—he had made seo
fAany tFps te the uraRium pres-
peet that spring that Flepper knew
as well as he where they were ge-
ing fer the day.

Gwen wiped the last dish and



came over to stand beside him, her
head leaned against his shoulder.

“So it's off for the day you go
again.” She sighed. “I’'m glad
this is the last day of it.”

“Less than a day—UI'll be back
by noon. Also, from now on we're
all set—I found that uranium my-
self and it’s good. My comypany
will take it without a doubt and
then I'll be a well-to-do uranium

property owner rather than just
an employed mining engineer.
Doesn't that sound like a bright
and pleasant future for us?”

“It sounds wonderful,” she
agreed. “You can be home all
the time and every young wife
should have a man around the
place—preferably her husband.
And another thing—" She looked
at the eat and kittens., *If you
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had to go back to work and they
sent you off to South America or
somewhere—what would become of
them?”

“You gave yourselffi responsibili-
ties when you picked them up,”
“You shouldn't have been so soft-
hearted. “Poor little things—out
by this lonely road and it's raining
and theyre cold and hungey and
have no home.” That’s what you
sald, and now we have to buy
a case of canned milk every meith

for them. If I had my own way
“You did.” She pointed out
sweetly. “You said, ‘Don’t just

stand there—let’s load ’em in the
car and be going.' ”

“Well—" He considered his de-
fense. “I was weak that nigit.”

“And the pup, Flopper?” she de-
manded.

“Another weak spell—like the
day I finally consented to marry
you.”

“You consented?” She straight-

ened with indignation. "You con-
sented?”

“Mm-hmm.” He nodded with
grave seriousness. “I felt sorry
for you.”

“Why, you—you—" She stut-

tered, and tried again. “Yew con-
sented? You—"

“Please, Gwen, do you have to
keep repeating everything I tell

you, over and over?”

“You told me—I didn’t—I mean
—ohY” She struck a stnall fist
against his arm. “You’re just try-
ing to make me mad again—why
afe you always dolng that?”

‘“Practice,” he said succintly and
put his arm around her shoulders
to draw her close to him. “When
we have our first big fight, we
don't want to be amateurs, you
know.”

“Some of these days,” she said,
“you’re going to really make me
mad,” but the threat of her words
was belied by the way she once
again rested her head against his
shoulder. “Now, admit the truth
—you wanted to give Flopper a
home and you wanted to glve Susle
and the kittens a home, didn't
you?”

“0.K.—I admit it,” he said. “It
seems to be a human characteristic
to want pets around. Illogical—
but human nature.”

“Logic, foasmpl?” She turned her
head and made a face at him. “A
computing machine is infallably
logical, but do you think I'd ever
want to marry one?”

He raised his brows. “I cer-
tainly hope not, that would be ri-
diculous. Also, you'd get bored
with life-witlh-an-adding-machine.”

“I'd sue it for divorce on grounds
of mental cruelty. Imagine how
life would be if you had to always
be logical In everything you did
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and never did anything because
you wanted to, like going swim-
ming and playing games and giv-
ing homes to lost dogs and cats and
—and—" She broke off to stare
past him, toward the mouth of the
canyon. “leed’”  She pointed,
sudden excitement in her wvoice.
“There alongside the trail—the
spotted kitten. He wasn’t here
for breakfast—there he is nAow.
Susie got her fourth one yesterday
and new he’s found ene!”

He followed her gaze and saw
the half-grown spotted kitten some
three hundred away and perhaps
fifty feet to one side of the trail.
As he watched the kitten circled a
few steps, carefully keeping its
eyes on whatever it was circling
as it did so. It was, he saw, hold-
Ing something at bay In a small
area free of brush but was not yet
making an effort to kill it.

“It’s another one,” he said, turn-
ing back into the cabin. “I'll kill
it on my way to waork.”

He went into the bedroom and
came back with a .38 automatic
pistol in his hand. "I used to be
a pretty good shot with one of
these,” he remarked in explanation,
“A shovel would do just as well,
but I think I'll see if I've lest the
ability to hit the broad side of 4
baff.”

“Do a good job,” she said. “As
soon as I sweep and do a few

other things, I’m going up to the
creek to get some watercress for
salad. I hope—” She frowned
worriedly. “I hope this Is the last
one—I'm afraid of the things.”

“Susie would have had this one
by now 'if it hadn’t been for her
having to take time off to drink
her breakfast milk and wash her
face. The wind’s in the wrong di-
tection for her to smell it yet, dbut
she’d have spotted It before it got
faueh closer to the eabin.” He
stepped off the poreh and started
up the trail, “I'l be baek about
neen. Be eareful when yeu go af-
ter that watereress and don't wear
these idietic eutaway moeccasins.”

“I wom’t,” she answered, for once
not disputing his opinion of her
footwear.

He was still a hundred feet from
the spotted kitten when <he heard
the low, dry buzz. It was a rat-
tlesnake, as he had known it would
be. It was coiled, its head weav-
ing restlessly, and the kitten was
watching it with cold imtentness.
The rattlesnake turned away from
the kitten as he came up to them
and teied to slither away te the
eover of the nearest bush. The
kitten darted areund in frent of it,
just beyend striking range, and
eut off its retreat.

The snake stopped, to coil and
wait with its head poised to strike.
The kittea stood before it as mo-
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tionless as a little statue, only a
faint tremor to the end of its tail
te indieate any emetion. That, and
its eyes. They were, as Haft ob=
served on previeus sueh eeceasions,
guite wide and green and mereiless-
1%_ eold. There was always seme-
thing giffeseeds abeut the leek in a
eat's eyes when it watched a
Shake; & eencentration, a haif-trig-
g@f aleriness, and an ey, implaea-
le hatied. Yet, despiie the kit
ten’s alerthess, thHere was an air of
calmness 1A the way it walched {he
sRake, almest copiempt. i khew
instinctively that {he snake was
deadly danosrous BHt that instine-
five Knowledde was outwelghed By
tHe OHer [RSHAcHve XRowleage,
the Kpowledds that fhe shake was
atralg ot ?Hﬂ would Rever dae
{9 GeliBerately Eome WHHA §Eﬂsé:
iH% FQ%%%; s Hﬁ%ﬁﬂi & weid
ES & Gdte QBEFSEE {He KIHER: i
44 BUL QRE HENMFE—IQ &SCARE:

The two were motionless for a
few seconds with the snake wait-
ing to strike, its triangular head,
two-thirds as wide as Hart’s hand,
poised and ready. Then the snake
broke and tried to dart away from
the kitten. The kitten flashed in
front of it, still just out of strik-
ing range, and the snake stopped to
coll and squirm in indeeisien, its
ted tongue flickering in and out
and lts buzzing rising higher and
higher in pitch as its agitation in-

23
jusde N

creased.

Hart looked back toward the
cabin and saw that Susie and the
kittens were still on the porch. He
raised his voice and called to her:
“Susie—smake!™

He had taught her to recognize
the word and she was off the porch
at once, to come trotting up the
trail with the five kittens stringing
out behind her and Gwen standing
in the doorway, shading her eyes
against the sun with one hand as
she watched.

He turmed back to the snake.
It wouldn't be long »— not after
Susie got there.

The snake’s head was weaving
restlessly as it tried to evade the
stare of the kitten and find a way
to escape. It tried again to dart
away, and again the kitten flashed
in front of it to cut off its re-
treat. The snake stopped, unable
to reach the safety of the bush,
unable in*igs fear fo pass mear tie
kitten. Its fear was visibly increas-
ing and se was its hate; a vicious,
teptillan hatred for the half-grown
kitten that steed befere it. But,
greater than the hatred was the
fear; the old, eld instinetive fear
of a eat that was eemmen te all
sfakes.

It was stramge, the way smakes
feared cats. One strike with that
broad head and there would be
enough venom in the kitten’s body
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to kill a dozen like it, yet the
snake did not dare to strike.

Shetild the kitten eome within strik-
ing range, it weuld steike=but it
was afraid to approach the kitten
with the purpese of striking it.
Thetfe was something abotit the way
the kitten stared at it, the eold lack
of fear, that the snake could not
understand and feared. And the
longer the kitten stared at the
snake, the greater the snake’s fear
would become.

There were animals that enjoyed
an immunity from the bite of a
rattlesnake; a hog, protected by its
fat, could kill a rattlesnake; a
band of sheep, protected by their
wool, would blindly teample a rat-
tlesnake to death. Some animals
could kill rattlesnakes; a deer could,
some small, fast dogs eould. But the
rattesnake feared none of these,
would try to strike any of them.
Yet the kitten, eempletely vulner-
able with neither weel ner fat te
proteet it, did net fear the snake
and kaew the snake feared it. 1t
was sefething peeuliar te eats and
snakes; ah iARerent hatikd and en-
iy that Went Back to the dawh
gf ergatien.

Susie trotted up and took in the
scene with one swift glance. The
kitten relaxed as he turned the job
over to the more capable paws of
his mother and she stood a moment
just beyond striking range, study-

ing the smke. Tt coiled closer,
afraid to try to escape from her
for such an action would render it
vulnerable by forcing it to uneoil,
knowing In its tiny reptilian mind
that In the lean, wise old eat before
it was Death.

Susie paused only briefly in her
appraisal of it, then she stepped
forward with her eyes fixed on the
wide-jawed head and her body as
tense as a coiled spring. She calm-
ly, deliberately, ecame within sirik-
ing range and walted for It to
steike at her, ofie forepaw slightly
lifted. The snake sttuek, then; the
very thing Susie had lntended for
It to do. 1Its head flicked ferward
In a motion toe fast for Hakt to see
and at the same time, and even
faster, there was the flash ef Sus
sle’s paw. That, and hef backward
teap.

It was a blur of movement too
swift for human eyes to follow but
in that split-second the snake had
struck, its fangs had encountered
only thin air where Susie had been
and, simultaneously, it had felt
the sharp rip of her claws down its
venomous head. Then they were
poised agaln, as before, but this
time there were theee slashes dewd
the top of the snake’s head from
whieh bloed was begifnning te oeze.

She moved in on it again, her pu-
pils two razor-edge slits in eyes
that were like hard emeralds. She
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came within range and thp snake
struck again. It was the same as
before; the invisibly swift stab of
the white' fangs was ee slew te
gqual the speed of the slashing
elaws. There were mere Bigsdy
furrews dewn the snake's hesd
when the Blur ef mevement was
ever. The next time there weuld
be still more, and it weuld ge en
until the snake’s Head was half
torn from its body and it was dead.
It could end ne other way; it was
not the nature of a cat to permit
a snake to live.

There was insane fury, now, to
the quick coiling of the snake, the
high, shrill buzzing of its tail and
the frantic flickering of its head.
It was reaching the stage where its
rage and fear was nothing short of
madness and it would deliberately
attack anything in the werld—ex-
cept a cat. Hart theew a eariridge
into the chamber of the .38. He
had fie desire to see anything die
a slow death, net even a ratile-
snake, Altheugh, it seemed te him,
there was semeihing dewnright
splendid abeut the way Susie—
and all other eats—ecould put the
fear of Eternity inte man’s fradi-
tienal efemy, the serpent.

As Susie began easing back with-
in range of the snake Hart lined
the sights on its head and pulled
the trigger. The snake’s head
smashed to the ground at the im-

pact of the bullet and the cats
jumped back in startled surprise
at the crack of the pistol.

Susie looked at the dead, writh-
ing snake with, a sudden and com-
plete lack of interest, gave Hart
a look that seemed to contain def-
inite disgust and went over to sit
in the shade of a bush,

“Sorry, Susie—I know you didn’t
really need any help,” he apolo-
gized.

The kittens were crowding
around the snake, attacking it in
emulation of their mother’s fight
with it. They were only kiftens,
but they were learning. By the
time they were grown he and Gwen
would have a very efficient erew
to rid the place of rattlesnakes,
Susie, alone, had killed four if
the past twe moenths that he knew
of for eertain—and one of them had
erawled inte the eabin while Gwen
was gene, to lay eeiled under the
butane range. Had it net been fef
the vigilanee of Susie, it weuld still
have been there when Gwen re-
turned te prepare dinAer, Rer bare,
Brown legs the target for its strik-
ing-fangs: By that ene aet, alene,
Susie Had far mere than fepaid
them for giving her and her kit-
{ens a heme:

He picked the snake up on the
end of a stick and tossed it far
out in the brush. The kittens
watched it arc through the aif and
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fall from sight; with the snake
no longer there, they lost interest in
the past events and wandered over
to join their mother. He hefted the
pistol in his hand, wondering
whether to take it with him or take
it back to the cabin. Deciding
one was as much trouble as the
other, he waved to Gwen who was
still watching from the doorway
and started up the trail,

He was some distance up it when
he looked back' to see the ubiqui-
toas spotted kitten following him
—or following in so far as neces-
sary delays to inspect imteresting
scents and insects along the trail
would permit. The red kitten was
watching the spotted one, appar-
ently half a mind to go, too. He
went on—they wouldn't follew him
very far up the canyen, anyway.
Perhaps as far as the creek; per-
haps they'd change their minds*and
retgrn to the cabin.

At the edge of the sagebrush
flat the trail went down into the
canyon, following along the side
of the steep wall in a gentle grade.
He made his way along the nat-
row trail, which was sixty feet
above the floor of the canyon at
its highest point, and down to the
bottom of the canyon. It was as
he started up the canyon that he
first detected the odor. It was
very faint, so faint that he could
not place it. His thoughts were up-

on the survey he would make that
morning and he was hardly con-
scious of it, though a part of his
mind noted it and was vaguely
disturbed by it. He walked on,
past the place along the creek
where Gwen wotild gather the wa-
tereress, and there an almost im-
pereeptible breeze drifted down
from the up-eafnyen. It brought
the oder stronger and he stopped,
the vague uneasiness in his mind
suddenly awakening te wary alert-
Hess:

It was the odor of a snake.

He looked about him, but there
was nothing to be seen. He knew
he could not have gotten any of
the odor of the snake he had kill-
ed on his clothes, and the odor
coming down the canyon was not
qulte that of a rattlesnake; it was
fully as offensive and reptilian, but
difffuee:.

He shook his head, puzzled, and
walked on. Two hundred feet far-
ther on the canyon swung in a
bend and the trail took a shartcut
theough a thick growth of junipers.
Here the odor became definitely
stronger and a creepy feeling ran
up His splne, He kept his eyes
en the ground, watehing where he
was stepping as he went threugh
the heavy underbrush. Thete was
fie deubt abeut the eder; while
fet guite like that of a rattlesnake,
it was eertainly the eder of some
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kind of a snake. Or several snakes,
judging by the strength of it.

He stepped out of the thicket of
trees and brush to the sandy bed
of the canyon and looked up.
There, not over fifty feet in front
of him, was Flopper—and the thing
he had smelled.

The Slistian scout ship drift-
ed down through the darkmess, si-
lently, undetected. Sesnar watch-
ed the little that the viewscreen
could show in the darkmess, his
eighteen-foot snake-like body coiled
in the concave pilot’s chair before
the control board, and patiently
heard the thoughts that emanated
from the spherical device beside
him.

“Is there any evidence of intel-
ligent life in the immediate vicin-
ity?” the thought from the trans-
mitter sphere asked.

“None,” Sesnar’s own thought
replied. “I'm descending over an
isolated section of the western
part of the continent. The instru-
ments indicate considerable miner-
alization in this area under me, in-
cluding uranium. There are the
lights of some kind of a small city
in the far distance, but that is all.”

The sphere made no comment
and Sesnar asked, “Shall T sterilize
the area in which I gshall landi?”

It required the usual two sec-
onds for the sphere to project his
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thought through a hundred light-
years of space to his superior on
Slistia and another two seconds
for the reply to come back. “No.

Altheugh yeur ebservatiens Have
shewn 1RB8 great technelegieal
knewledge on the part of the na-
tives, they may pessess teans of
deteciing your Hse of the sterilizer
fay. They de pessess the atemie
afd hydigen Bembs, we kRew,
and the discovery Upen their planet
6f 3n alien spaceship eqHipped
With stch 2 weapen as the sterili-
26F tay would mest certatnly cause
ther 18 attempt {8 interfere with
YOHF PrelimInaky SHFVeYS R4 yeHF
Capiure of some OF the Ratives for
gxaminatian and study. When yeu
are near fhe shrface you shall pre-
ceed foward the areq the MRSHRY:
MERIS SHAW {8 coRtatn Faq]g-active
8F$§; fIYiRg 1ow aRd Watching fer
f—*‘ ghe f’ HQ%) a‘a%ﬁ; gﬂ&ﬂ 2 the
Ights 8 IRAIvIgHal qwenings

.5

Y
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Sesnar duly acknowledged the
order.

It did not seem strange to him
that he, alone, should have been
dispatched to make the prelimin-
ary survey of the new world while
the nine members of the psycholo-
gist-strategist board remained up-
on Slistla to direct his frost detall-
ed activities by rmeans of the
theught transmitter sphere. It was
merely eeldly legieal. Neo Slistian
eould foretell the degrees of éivi-
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lization, if any, on a world a hun-
dred lightyears away. Such a
world might pessess defensive
Wweapens unkhewh te ihe Skstians.
SHE QEHiH Had pever A SHSS
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i wsanm Helr swh 2B
aﬂ g 18F§E a0 seout: SHeR a8 ses:
Raf, praces s? Under fhe consiant
sHBervsion o ihe Righly learned,

VE ln

Very  systematic geﬁslsgﬁ{ﬁ
sirdlegists  oF the  ESIonizaign
Board. The scot ship was equlp:

ped Wi{H gvery needed device and
instrument {8 sSHfvey the new
werld, from Mmapping 1fs continents
{8 aﬂammg its alr and defermin-
ing what Barmful viruses might be
present. It earried repetic equip-
ment te mine and refine radieae-
tive ores for pewering the foree
field it weuld threw areund the
fineralized area; the area that

would become the Slistian head-
quarters for their Extermination
Force ships. It carried a well
equipped laboratory where the cap-
tuced native specimens could be
probed and questioned by Sestar’s
mind until thelr own minds were
drained dry of information. After
that, they would be placed on the
tables and the viewscreen overhead
would permit the Colonization
Board on Slistia, as well as the Ex=
termination Foree Board, to learn
the physieal structure of the na-
tives as Sesnat tmethodieally vivi-
seeted them.

It was all very logical and care-
fully planned. A scout ship re-
quired a considerable amount of
uranium-based fuel and the supply
still remaining upon Slistia and
the two worlds Slistia had cap-
tured was limited. Although
thought waves could be transmitted
aeress a4 hundred lightyears of
space in twe seconds, the material
bedy of the ship regquired eight
fieniths te travetse the same dis-
tance. One Slistian eould, with the
speeially-equipped ship, de as quiek
afd thorough a joB of surveying
a new planet as a erew of Shistians
eould de and additional Slhstians,

E}liﬁ additional feod f81f {BS Eight
hERS VoY 38%8 Bave te:
ey
the Emfmma%ﬂ Qe §Ei8§ &ﬁ
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would follow later. It was only nes-
essary to know that the new world
paassessed the radioactive ores and
to learn of what means of defense
the natives might have.

The latter was very impaontizmt;
upon the study of the specimens of
native life and their weapons would
depend the strategy of the Exter-
mination Force. They were quite
efficient in ridding a world of its
natives and their efficiency was
due to careful planning beforehand:
to equipping the Extermlination
Foree ships with the fmest suitably
destructive weapoens for the job.

Sesnar halted the descent of the
ship a few hundred feet above the
surface and let it travel slowly in
the direction of the uranium min-
eralization. He was almost to the
bulk of a motuntain when he saw
the yellow light. He notifled his su-
periors at ence.

“There is a yellow-white rectan-
gle of 1ght some distance away. It's
apparently artificial light from the
window of a native’s dwellimg.”

“Pass it by.” The command was
from Eska, head of the Coloniza-
tion Board. “Take no chanee of de-
tection at this time. Pasg it by
and conceal your ship near the
area of greatest mineralization.”

Sesnar continued on his way, ris-
ing as he did so to clear the foot-
hills of the mountain. He had gene
a relatively short distance, the ree-

tangle of light in the native’s dwell-
ing still visible behind him, when
the instruments told him he was
directly over the deposit of urani-
um. He descended to the ground,
letting the robotic control scan the
terrain under the ship with its
radar eyes and select a safe and
level spot. The ship settled to
earth and he notifled Eska of ‘the
faet,

There was a certain emotionless
satisfaction in Eska’s thought as
he said, “The nearness of the na-
tive’s dwelling to the uraniufa de-
posit simplifies things. Tomotrow
you can accomplish both the cap-
ture of natives for study and the
erection of the force field. In the
meantife, you shall remain 1a the
ship.”

The latter order was not with-
out sound reasons of caution; some
creatures could see excellently in
the dark and no Slistian could use
its hypnotic powers on an animal
it could not see.

Sesnar waited until dawn, then
he reached out with the two small
arms that were the only interrup-
tion of the snake-like form of his
body and pieked up his menta-
blaster, te snap it down 6k thee fbour
faetal studs set in the tough seales
of the top of his head. He teok
fie ether weapen with him as he
grawled forth frem the ship; he
needed ne ether weapen and enly



NO SPECIES ALONE ii

the most unexpected circumstances
could cause him to need it, the
hypnotic power of its mind serving
very well to force other creatures
to do as he willed.

The ship had landed in the bot-
tom of a small canyon. There had
been something in the canyon very
recently, he saw, something that
had dug some nartow frenches
across what he presumed to be the
deposit of uranium ore. He re-
ported the fact to. Eska.

“The work of the natives, obvi-
ously,” Eska commented. *It
would not be advisable to lift the
ship at present. Recommeiier—there
should be some kind of a path the
natives have made and it will lead
to the dwelling. Follow the path
for a short distance and report
what you find.”

The thoughts of Eska, broad-
cast by the sphere inside the ship,
came clearly to Sesnar and he
obeyed the orders, pausing only
long enough to. try the menta-
blaster on a small bush beside the
path. It vanished in a puff of
dust.

The menta-blaster was a Slis-
tian achievement and one that
could be used only by Slistians.
It was eperated by eeriain theught
patterns, the type and intensity of
the beam regulated at will, Sinee
the thought pattern that eperated
it had te be very preeise, it was

useless to any warm-blooded ani-
mal; only a Slistian could produce
the necessary pattern with the nec-
essary - machine-like precision, It
was a characteristic of warm-blood-
ed animals to be emotional t6 a
certain extent and no emotional
animal, no njatter how intelligent,
could be sure of suppiessing its
emotions sufflciently to always
duplicate the rigld, preeise theught
pattern. Although it might seem te
the warfi-blooded, intelligent afi-
faal that its emetiens were eefi-
pletely in eheek and lts mind free
of all influenee frem them, the
emetional influence ever the pire,
eold legie weuld still be there i6
gome slight extent, eneugh te pre:
vent exaet duplication of the
theught pattern built inte the men-:
ta-Blaster.

The menta-blaster was, to the
Slistians, quite unnecessary proof
that cpld-blooded and logical life
forms were superior to warm-
blooded and emotional life forms.

The path was easily found and
he followed it. He had gone only
a short distance when the canyon
emptied into a much larger one; a
canyon that led in the general di-
rection of the native’s dwelling.
The path follewed the ereek bank
down the larger eanyen and there,
feeding on the green vegetation be-
side the path, he saw the first spec-
imen of the planet’s life,
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It was a small quadruped with
long ears and its sensitive ears de-
tected the whisper in the sand of
Sesnat’s coming at almost the
same moment he saw it. It sat-up
high on its hind legs to stare at
him, its nose twiiching, then it
wheeled to bound “away. He
brought 1t under hypmetic comtrol
and it fell limply te the ground.

It was, of course, still alive and
conscious; merely held helpless.
Sesnar crawled to it and searched
its mind. It’s mind held no in-
formation of any value, its intelli-
gence was of a very low order.
Obviously, it was not a member
of the planet’s intelligent form of
life,

He touched the rabbit with his
small, lizard-like hands, feeling the
fast flutter of its heart, then rip-
ped a sharp claw down its Jelly.
The entrails spilled out on -the
ground and he observed with inter-
est that the animal was strictly
herbiverous. He reported fhe fact
to Eska who then ordered him to
release the rabbit from hypnotic
control so that its reaction to pain
might be observed.

At the release of hypnotic con-
trol it leaped higl in the air with
a thin, shrill scream, then fell back
to lay flopping and kicking In the
sand, its bloody entrails trailing be-
hind it. It’s efforts to escape
quickly weakened and soon it could

do no more than lie and watch
Sesnar with intense fear in its eyes.

“A high degree of sensitivity to
pain, with no desire to destroy the

inflictor of the pain,” Eska re-
marked. “No revenge instincts
whatever, Should this characteris-

tic of complete non-aggressiveness
apply to the intelligent creatures,
our colonization program should
fieed relatively little aid from the
Extermination Force.”

Sesnar waited until the rabbit
died, reporting its resistance to
death. It took a remarkably long
time for it to die—that is, for a
warm-blooded animal. The charac-
teristic sensitivity to pain of warm-
blooded animals was usually one of
the factors that Hhastened their
death when badly Injured. When
it finally stopped panting he crawl-
ed on, both he and Eska feeling
well satistled on the whole, though
the high resistance to death was
fiet 6 be desired.

He had not crawled very far
down the canyon when he encount-
ered the next quadruped, coming
upon it suddenly where the trail
swung around a sharp bend in the
canyon. It was trotting up the
trail toward him, unable to scent
him with the breeze momentarily
blowing up the canyon and be
brought it under control the mo-
ment he saw it. He left it stand-
Ing on its four 4egs and went down
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to it. It was considerably larger
than the quadruped he had killed,
shorter of ear and a different spe-
cies altogether. He probed into its
mind and found its intelligence to
be of the third order; very high
for a non-reasoning animal.

“Does its mind contain any in-
formation concerning the domi-
nant form of life?” Eska asked.

“The dominant form is biped and
this animal lives with two of
them,” Sesnar replied. "It exhib-
its an odd regard for them; an il-
logical emotional regard.”

He went on to explain the af-
fection of the dog for its masters
and their affection for it as best
he could. Tt was not a new thing
to either Sesnar or Eska — they
had observed similar attachments
among other warm-blooded species
—but it was impossible for them
to comprehend the desire of two
creatures of different species to be
near each other and find pleasure
in each others company.

Eska dismissed it as of no impor-
tance. “Apparently the same as the
attachment between the natives of
Venda and the small animals they
used to keep around them before
our arrival. It might be termed a
symbiosis of the emotions—utterly
illogical and no more than another
example of thelt mental inferiotity.
What other infermation does the
quadruped’s mind comeim>’

“It isn't a mature specimen but
it's thoughts are quite clear. It
lives with two of these bipeds—a
male and a female—in the dwelling
near here. The male biped s to
pass this way very soon and the
quadruped has a strong desire for
the biped to make its appearance.
It’s afraid of me but it seems con-
fident the biped will either kill me
or frighten me away.”

“Tt has no doubt of the biped’s
ability to destroy you?” Eska
asked.

“None whatever. Although it
possesses no technical knowledge,
of course, and is unable to supply
me with any information concern-
ing the biped's weapons.”

“T think you will find the ani-
mal’s confidence in the imvincibility
of the biped is due to the regard
of the weaker for the stronger,”
Eska sald. “Since the actions and
abilities of the biped are beyond
the quadruped’s intelligence to
comprehend it assumes, having no
experience to the contrary, that
nothing can be supetior to the
biped it depends upon for protec-
tien.

“Now, if you have extracted all
the information of value in the an-
imal's mind, kill it and conceal
yourself near the path the biped
is to use. A search of the biped’s
mind will reveal if there are any
other bipeds in the vicinty, other
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than the biped’s mate. If not, you
will capture her, too, and return
with both of them to your ship.
You will then throw a force field
around that area and lift ship to
complete your mapping of the op-
posite hemisphere, The minds and
bodies of the biped and its mate
can be studied emroute.”

“The path goes through a dense
thicket of small trees a very short
‘distance ahead of me,” Sesnar said.
“They would afford perfect con-
ceahmemnt—"'

He stopped as he caught the
crunching of footsteps from with-
in the trees. He reported to Eska,
then watched the spot where the
trail emerged from the trees. In
a few moments the maker of the
sounds appeared.

“It is the biped.”

“If it shows no hostility toward
you, do not bring it under full
and immediate control,” Eska or-
dered. “Let it remain in a hyp-
notic semi-trange until you have
questioned it. It will eventually
realize you are searching its mind,
of course, and when that happens
you will bring it under full control
and proceed in the usual manner.
But, until it is aware of your puirt-
pose, you can exfract Information
from it with little difficuly.”

Hart thought at first sight that
the thing must be a boa coenstrictor

that had escaped from a circus.
Then he saw the hands. The two
arms sprouted from tiny shoulders
like two thick bullsnakes and ter-
minated in pale green lizard-like
hands, the size of a woman’s hands.
The forward pertion of the body
was erect with the belly a glazed
yellew. The head was bread and
slightly demed, swaylng in the air
fiearly six feet abeve the ground.
There was semething meunted en
the shakes head; a flat ebjeet with
a Shert tube prejesting a little in
frent of it. e neticed it enly
vaguely, his attention catght By the
shake’s eyes.

They seemed to possess an intel-
ligence, even at a distance, and
they fascinated him. He walked
forward to see them better, remem-
bering the pistol in his pocket as
something of casual importance.
The eyes were qulte large, dead
black in color with thin orange
rims. Thete was an intelligence
behind them, an intelligence as
great as his own, and he could
feel it studying him. Some instinct
within him was teying to warn him
—damger—it it was not until he
had stopped before the snake and
breathed the Heavy, nauseating
eder of it that the spell broke.

Snak#l/ Men did not walk up to
snakes as a hypnotized sparrow
might do—but he had just dowe so.

He saw the intelligence in the
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snake’s eyes for what it was, then;
a cold, alien appraisal of him with
the same objective detachment with
which an entomologist might in-
spect an insect. It had not moved
and there was no threat in its man-
fer, other than the alienness of it
and the way It had drawn him so
irresistibly to it, but that was waih-
ing enough. He let his hand slide
to his hip poecket and grasp the
hard butt of the pistol, net draw-
ing it but wanting it ready sheuld
he nieed it. Until, and if, the shake
fAade a threatening meve, he weuld
tfy to guestion it. It very ebvieus-
ly was net of Earth and te kill it
first then ask guestiens later
weuld be Beth uninfermative and
stupid. 1t might intend Rim ne
Ratm; he weuld wait and see and
keep his hand en the pistsl.

It would most likely be from an-
other planet of the solar system.
He could draw a diagram of the
solar system in the sand and—
theye were no humans near bwi
for Gwen at the cabin — in the
sand and find out which planet it
came from. Venus sheuld be the
ofie, the second frem the sun—
she showld be along in a W Min-
Wigs—

He stopped, suddenly aware of
the random thoughts. His mind
spoke another one: She would be
after wateveress and would not be
armed as he w@s—

He cut the thought off with the
chilling realization that the snake
was questioning him. It could be
nothing else. As the source of a
motor nerve, when touched In an
exposed brain, will make the cor-
tesponding musele twiteh, so the
snake was guestiening him; teueh-
ing with its mind at the proper
fhemery eells, exeiting the desired
fnemery respenses.

The snake-thing wanted both him
and Gwen. ~Wiky?

The implications of the queston
broke the hypnosis and the warn-
ing instinct screamed frantically:
Kill it—wiile you cam!

His arm jerked to whip the pis-
tol from his pocket—and froze.
His entire body was abruptly as
motionless and powerless as though
locked in a vice. He could not
move—he had heeded the warning
too late,

“The biped has an intelligence
of the first order,” Sesnar report-
ed. “It became aware of my con-
trol before I had completed the
questioning and attempted to kill
fme the moment it realized my in-
tentions. I put it under full con-
trel before it could harm me, of
eourse.”

“Determine its full resistance to
questioning while under muscular
control,” Eska ordered.
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His entire body from the neck
down was separated from the con-
trol of his brain. He was standing
before the snake and could see it
watching him, him smell the odor
of it; he was normal and the sensory
nerves were functioning as always.
He eould feel the weight of the pls-
tol in hils pocket and his fingers
could feel the butt of it as they
held it half drawn from the pocket,

The sensery nerves were funetish-
ing nermally But Ris eommands {8
his museles were B%m% et off: His
mind esuld formtiate ihe Eom:
fands and try 8 send them with
all its pawer But nething happened:
Semewhere iR his brain where the
pure thought was transformed inio
a2 Retral 1m€ui§s; fhe spake had
siezed contrel. At that relay sta-
tieR RiS gwh €ommands wefe Be-
iAg eyt off and fhe SHake's com:
Mands sthstituied:

He had made a grave mistake;
he had underestimated his oppo-
nent. He had reached for the pis-
tol with his mind wide open, with
his intention plain there for the
snake to read. He should have
kept the thought subdued, should
have covered it over with other,
stronger, thoughts. He had learned
a lessom—perhaps it would not be
too late. Physically he was help-
less but his mind was still his ewn,
His only reslstance te the snake
would have to be fental fer the

time being. In the end, if he made
no more mistakes, he might win
the game of wits and Kkill it before
it killed him and Gwen.

A question came from the
snake's mind, not the touching at
the memory cells as before but a
direct question.

“What is the percentage of ur-
anium in the ore samples at
your dwelliing?”

It was, he realized, a test of his
ability to withstand questioning.
The snake would not care what
the percentage might be—it was
a test, the first one.

“Why do you want to know?” he
asked.

The snake's answer was to touch
quickly at the memory cells where
the information lay and to repeat
over and over: The ppereeritogs—

the pperestizge—

Three point one four one five
nine, he thought rapidly, and mul-
tiply by the diameter and you have
the circumference. The circumfer-
ence is—the peveoetarge—thbe per-
centagz— The thought was insis-
tent, demanding an answer.—The
circumference is pi times the diam-
eter and how do you like those on-
jons?

The reply from the snake was
a greater insistence upon an an-
swer. The percetane—thbe per-
centage—tilee percantiagee— It ham-

mered at his mind and the answer
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was there, eager to respond to the
snake’s touch and make itself
heard. It was there, just below
the level of expression, and he
fought to keep it there, submerged,
while he covered it over with other
thoughts.

According to the semanticists, a
thought cannot be conceived clear-
ly without its conversion to words.
Not necessarily spoken, but the
thought conceived with the aid of
the semantic expressions to outline
it, to detail and clarify it. Forty-
one percent, expressed in words, is
a very definite part of the whole.
Forty-one pereent as a thought uh-
aeeompanied By the proper seman-
tie eguivalent is an indefinite min-
ot propertion. He eould net bleek
the snake from prebing at his mem-
efy eells But he esuld let the an-
swer the probing eveked remain
a werdless theught, an mpressien
in Ris mind that was net 6lear
even te himself, By keeping the an=
swer belew the level of semantie ex-
pressien and eevering it up with
other theughts ef his ewn making
and speken aleud.

The percemtuye—tide pexcentage
— It was coming hardef, with the
full force of the snake’s mind be-
hind it,- and he met it with every
evasion he could centrive. He re-
cited mathematical formulae to it,
he told it an Aesop fable, he gave
it portions of the federal minifg

laws. The question flicked relent-
lessly at his mind ~—~ the powent-
age—itle percemtare—amil his words
that kept the answer submerged
came more swiftly and louder as
the moments went by, his concen-
tration became more intense.

He was telling it of the crystal-
lographic structure of tourmaline
when it was abruply out of his
mind, to stand silently before him
as though meditating.

“Well,” he asked, his voice drop-
ping to normal pitch, “did you find
out anything?”

It gave no
heard him.

indication that it

“Its resistamce to question-
ing is unexpectedly high,” Sesnar
reported. “As with all warm-
blooded animals, its means of com-
munication s vocal and I left its
voecal organs uncontiolled that it
might aceompany its answet with
the sefiantie expressions that weuld
give the answer the greatest elar-
ity. 1t exhibited eensiderable 6uf-
fing By taking advantage ef the
freedem of its veeal ergans te use
them te speak eother theughis and
kesp EB% anewer I desired sub-
merged.”

“Paiin will break it§ resistance,”
Eska replied. “The combination
of pain plus control will quickly
destroy its ability to keep the an-
swer submerged. Use your menta-
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blaster with care, however—the
biped must not be so severely in-
jured that it will be unfit for com-
plete questioning and physical
study when you take it and its
mate to the ship. Use the Type 4
beam.”

He had won! The power of the
snake’s mind, great as it was, had
not been great enough to force him
to answer. It was only the first
victory—he was still held as pow-
erless as before—but it had been
a vietory There would be. other
tests but he knew, noew, that the
shake-thing was incapable of hyp-
netizihg a human. It eould only
assume eentrel of the bedy, net ef
the mind.

Flopper was standing fifteen feet
to one side of him, held by the
same control. Or even more so—
Flopper could not tura his head.
He could move his eyes but that
was all. Flopper was watching him
now, fear in his eyes and a look of
hepeful expectaney; a faith that
his master would destroy the thing
before them. 1t was pathetieally
Rumereus; he was the pup’s ged
and a pup khows that its ged ean
de anybiRg.

Then the snake was speaking to
his mind again, very concisely,
very menacingly.

“You will tell me the percent-
age of uranium in the ore samples.

You will tell me at once and with
no attempts to submerge the an-
swer.”

Well, here we go again, he
thought. He had an unpleasant pre-
monition that this time it would
not be so easy—but he would soon
find out.

“Go to hell,” he said.

The tube on the snake’s head
glowed a deep violet and semething
like the blades of incandescent
knives stabbed into his chest and
began to cut slowly across it. It was
a searing, burnlng palfi that ripped
dewn his stermaeh and up his neck,
to explode like a white light in his
brain. The guestion was eoming
again—the pereviAtee—tbhe poF-
eentage—lpstingg at his mind like a
whip through the glare ef paif.
The pereuniasse—tige percenigt—
The pain intensified and tere af
gvery nerve in Ris bedy while the
guestion geaded incessantly: The

Breas—thse pewmgie: He
?eagm against and the white glare
enghilfed s Brain untd the gHes-
tien was ne langer a guestion but
3 Knife EHFHEHHE_ 4¢3l and Again
1Rig fis mind while he was aw en-
Hty 88[5195%8?_88 8k patn and %fﬂ-qm;

4 Bell-HiE QF 298y, WA
IH an in %ss in me W
Eéﬁs w}?e @eges ian ;Eg%%éﬁ 3

C —the BEEAEe—he PEI-
cen e—

im, —h
celrﬂia e—
It was meaningless, as meaning-

=)
———
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less as, his own thought in return:
thirty-jiize peveett—tbiityfifive per-
cent— Meaningless. He had been
going to fight something—he could-
n't remember what it was. His
mind was blinded by the pain and
he couldn’t remember—nothing ex-
isted but pain, unbearable pain . . .

The chaos faded slowly and the
white glare melted away. The
knife was no longer in his brain
and the tube on the snake’s head
was crystal white agaln. He knew,
then, that he had lost.

His heart was pounding violent-
ly and his chest was an intolerable
aching and burning. He looked
down at it. Something like a row
of sharp knives had cut halfway
across it. The cuts were not
bleeding—the knives had cautet-
ized as they cut . ..

“The biped’s
greater than
said.

resistance was
expected,” Sesnar
“T was forced to cut and

burn it rather severely, but it will

still be able to serve our pu
“Proceed to the place where the
biped’s mate is to come,” Eska or-
dered. “If she is there, return
with both of them te your ship.
If not, continue on to the dwelling
and get her. Nothing is to be gain-
ed by walilag and there is always
the slight pessibility that ether bi-
peds might make an unexpeeted ap-
pearance, The soefier you €ah fe-

turn to the ship with the two na-
tives and erect the force field, the
better.”

There was a comumand.from the
snake to turn and step forward. He
started to turn, then, even as the
movement was begun, there came
another command from the snake:
Stop.

He stopped and stood motionless.
The snake was looking beyond him,
at something In the junipers behind
him. Its full atteation, but for
its conteal over him, seemed to be
on whatever it saw. The seconds
went silently by as the snake stared
and as they passed he felt an al-
fnest impereeptible lessening of the
eonirel; a faint tremor te his arm
and hand as he tried te foree them
te obey his will. Sewmewrng in the
junipers was leesening the shake’s
esnttel sver Him.

A brief pglow of dim red came
from the tube on the snake’s head,
existing barely long enough to be
seen and then vanishing. With its
vanishing the control weakened to
the point where he could meve his
arm. It was like fighting against
the drag of gquieksand, but he eould
feve it. He dropped his eyes 6
the farget, the glistening yellow
Belly where he eeuld Bring the pis-
tel up with the minimum ameunt
8t mevement.

The pistol was almost free of his
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pocket when the snake abruptly re-
turned its attemtion to him; seizing
control with a savagery that ripped
at his muscles like an electric
shock, His fingers flew open and
the pistol dropped back into his
pocket. His hand was jerked around
and slammed against his side.
The snake permitted his knetted
fiuseles te relax, then, but the
tightening of his ehest museles had
tefn at the wounds and fer what
seermed a leng time a sickness and
a blaekness swirled areund him, the
Bulging eyes of the snake seeming
te advanee and retreat threugh it.

The blackness dispersed, though
the sickness remained, and the diz-
ziness left him. The snake was
not moving and he could, for the
first time, sense vague thoughts im-
pinging upon its mind. Apparently
the thing in the junipers had so
disturbed the snake that it was un-
consclously letting some of its own
thoughts come ihrough with the
control. There was a distinet im-
pression that it was comwanicating
with anether of its kind but there
was 16 clue as to the identity of
the thing iR the junipers.

“A small animal suddenly appear-
ed in the trees behind the biped,”
Sesnar said. “That is, I think it
was an animzl.”

“You think it was an animal?
Eska's thought was a cold hiss.
“What is the meaning of this? You
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were not sent on this mission to
indulge in guessing—determine i
it’s an animal.”

“I tried to—and I coultirit!!™

“Explain yourself. I sense an
agitation in your mind. Explsiim!!”

“This animal is different to any
we've ever encounteredl—if it #s an
animal,” Sesnar said, his agitation
becoming motre evident as he spoke,
“I cannot determine what it is be-
cause I not only cannot control it
—V cannot entey its mimdl”

Eska was silent for a while.
“This is incredible,” he said at last,
“It cannot be! The mathematics
of Kal, as well as our own centuries
of colonization of alien worlds, have
irrefutably proven that no warm-
blooded creature can resist the
power of the Slistian mimdl!”

“This one did.”

“Perhaps,” suggested Eska, “it is

such a low form of life that it has
no mind to enter, existing solely by
instinet as the mollusks do.”
Wit is physieally far tee high
éﬁ' the EV@iH@iGHﬁfy geale 8 net
pessess  af intelligenee,® Sesnar
§ﬁi_9; 41t hag EB%_QBBEQE%%% of an
animal _BHE that s all 1 ean léﬁfﬁ
abeut it: I cannet contrel it, 1
cannet eAter its mind, and=> Ses:
RaF paused, as mqgi%n dreading 18
tevedl the fest. «Ib disturBs Ay
mingt®

“Impossible!” Eska stated flat-
ly. “No creature can disturb the
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mind of a Slistim.™

“This one did,” Sesnar repeated.
“Tt disturbs me so that I cannot
project the thought pattern into my
menta-blaster. I tried to kill it,
but despite my efforts to produce
a full-force blast I was able to ac-
tivate the menta-blaster for but a
moment and then at sueh low in-
tenslty that the ereature never felt
it»

“Your menta-blaster must have
developed a defect,” Eska said. “1
refuse to believe that any creature
could so affect a Slistian. Is the
creature still in view?”

“No. It vanished when I tried
to activate the menta-blaster and
is now watching me from the con-
cealment of the trees.”

“How do you know it is?”

“I can sense it watching meX

“Your menta-blaster has no
doubt become defective,” Eska said
again. “Test it. Lower your head
behind the protection of the biped
and test it.”

Sesnar dropped his head lower
and his eyes searched for a suitable
target. They fell on the quadriiped,
still motionless under his eontrol.
It would serve the purpese admir-
ably and it was of ne other use to
him. With the biped’s bedy be-
tween hiraself and the thing in the
trees the disturbanee was gene frem
his mind. He felt the familiar
theught patterns esme easily: Type

i, quarter fdocec—fine!

Confused thoughts swirled in
Hart’s mind, Why had the snake
not killed whatever it saw befiifif
him? It had started to do so—
there had been the first dim glow
from the tube on its head——and
then it had stopped? Why? The
snake had been disturbed by what
it saw—why hadn’t it eliminated it?

He turned his head as far as
he could but the trees were direct-
ly behind him and he could not
see them. Neither could he tell
what it might have been by Flop-
pet’s reaction; the pup’s back was
to the trees, {00.

The faith was still in Flopper's
eyes. He was afraid of the thing
before thern and.could not under-
stand the awful paralysis that held
him, but he knew with all his dog’s
heart that his master would help
him. Then the snake dropped its
head to the level of Hart’s chest
and looked direetly at the pup.
Frantie, imploring appeal flashed
inte Flopper's eyes as he sensed
what was eeming.

There was a blue-white flash
from the tube on the snake's head
and a crackling sound. A puff of
dust hid Flopper from view for
a moment. When it cleared he was
lying on the ground, broken and
gtill, a tiny teickle of blood stain-
ing his mouth.
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“The blaster functions perfectly,
the thought patterns are produced
without effort, when I am not un-
der the direct gaze of the thing in

trees,” Sesnar reported.

"Proceed with the biped toward
its dwelling,” Eska ordered. *“Per-
mit it to retain its weapon—should
the other thing appear again, force
the biped to kill it.”

It had killed Flopper!

Hart felt sick with the futility
of his hatred for the stinking, scaly
thing before him; he wanted, more
than he had ever wanted anything
in his life, to reach the pistol and
empty it into the glazed belly, to
watch the snake fall and then tramp
its head into a shapeless mass. He
wanted—but the command came to
turn and he was doing so.

He turned and began the walk-
ing back down the trail, the snake
slithering along beside him. They
passed the limp little bundle of
black and white fur that had been
Flopper and went on, bypassing the
shortcut through the junipers and
following the sandy canyon bed.
Was the thing still afraiit! of what
it had seem in the trees., His chest
was a sheet of fire and his heart
was slugging heavily, Then the
trees were behind them and they
were back en the trail again, pass-
ing by the place where Gwen had
intended te get the watercress.

Were they going to the cabin?
They came to the place where the
trail climbed out of the canyon and
his heart pounded harder as they
started up it. There was a limit to
the injury and pain a man could
stand, no matter how hard he
might fight to ignore it, and he had
withstood injury and pain to such
an extent that his body could take
little more of it.

They were climbing up the grade
and the snake could have but one
teason for going to the cabin. It
wanted Gwen; it wanted a
pair of specimens of the na-
tive life to study; specimens that
it would crush and examine as emo-
tionlessly as he would crush and
examine a specimen of ore. It had-
n’t told him, but he knew. It would
force him to stand there where the
teail came out on top of the bank
and motion to Gwen to come to
him. She might even now be start-
ing out to gather the wsstercress;
she wotld be able to see him easily
from the cabin and she would come
witheut guestion when he motioned
hef to de so. She had ne reason
to suspicien any danger.

He would have to do something
—what? His breath was coming
harsh and labored and a blur kept
teying to form before his eyes. It
was hard to think, yet he.had to
think. He had to do something,
and quickly. He was weakening
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and his time for action was running
short—

Stop.

He stopped, the snake heside
him, and wondered why they had
done so. It was looking up the
trail, up at the top of the climb,
and he shook his head to clear the
blur away from his eyes. There
was something grey there—

Kidll 7!

He saw what it was as his hand
obediently reached for the pistol.
It was one of the grey Kittens.
Why didn't the snake kill it? He
thought of the rattlesnake he had
killed, so long ago and he knew
what it was the snake-thing had
seen in the trees, knew why its
cold, merciless mind had been so
disturbed.

Kl @l

Kill it=he must kill the kitten
bezausee the snake was afvaiidl of at!
The snake couldm’ kill it! There
was a flooding of hope through
hiln. He had a plan, now; held
deep and vague in his mind as he
brought the sights of the pistol In
line with the kitten’s face. There
was 1o time to Inspect the plan, net
even the hazy sub-conversion in-
spection it would have te be. He
had been ordered e kill the kitten
and his museles were Ae lenger his
own: he eeuld net disebey. His
faind was his ewn, hewever, and he
eould—=

The front sight was on the Kkit-
ten's head, outlined in the rear
sight, and he made his thought
sharp and clear: TWis pistoll sshoois
low,; 1 must draw a coanse Hwed.
Another thought teied to make it-
self heard: No—mo—iir shools Aigh.
He drowned It out with the ene of
his own ereating: Shoeolts Aow—draw
a coarse bead. The front sight
eae up In obedienee te the
theught Re was making sharp and
elear, the snake unable te read the
theught he was keeping submerged.
The sight leemed high in the neteh
of the rear sight and he pressed the
trigger. The starthed kitten van-
jshed in the Brush beside the trail
as the bullet snapped an ineh ever
its head.

I did it! There was exultation
in the thought—it was difficult to
keep it hidden. There was a plan
that would werk—it would have to
Wotk—s

“Whatt is your Pen?”

The snake’s question came hard
and cold and the tentacles flicked
at his mind—the plam—ttiee jBlan—.

His hope  became despair. He
had let part of his thoughts get
through to the surface, and now
the snake knew of them.— #he
plan — the plan — The tube was
eoming in line with hls chest again.
He wetild, in the end, tell the snake
what it wanted te. knew—nhis mind
weuld be sent spinning inte- the
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glare of pain and it would no long-
er be his own. But if he could de-
lay it for a while . ..

“I'll tell you,” he said calmly.
The snake waited, the tube still in
line with his chest. “Cats — they
chase mice,” he went on, his mind
two things; a frenzied effort to
think and to talk calmly to the
snake with one part of it and a des-
perate planning in the darkness of
sub-conversion with the other part.
“Cats chase mice and I was going
to yell at thethemSsSimie SENAKE!"

At his shout he expected, with
the part of his mind he was keep-
ing hiddem from the snake, that
the tube would flash violet again
as the snake detected the subter-
fuge. But it had net—net for the
mement, at least. Susie would eomme
she had te—

“They always chase these mice
and the reason I sent for them—"
T, snake wouldhis let him talk
nonsense for long — Susie would
have to come spon— I sent for
them because the mice seared the
farmer's wife when the eclogk="
Whiais if ske had pone baek o ihe
eabin? Whakr if tere was sething
to hear him but e grey Adtien?
="gtruck efie. 1="

“Yau are hiding seonvtibing.”

.The tube flashed violet and his
mind went reeling into the white
glare where the tentacles lashed like
whips—tite plan—ibke plan— Some-

thing was saying: You are a snake
and snakes are afraid of cats. [
called Susie so yow couldwi use
the tube—soo I could kill you before
you coidd kWl Gwen and me .

His mind came out of the glare
again, out of the blinding intensi-
ty of pain. Vision returned and he
saw the snake before him, with the
tube onee again crystal white. It
knew, fnow, of his plan—he had
resisted the guestioning as leng as
he eould and all he estld de new
was hepe that Susie had heard him,
that she was eeming and had net
returned te the eabin, after all. The
eabin was tes far away for her e
have heard Rig eall frem thete . . .

The snake was watching the top
of the trail, its little hands fidget-
ing. He followed the snake’s gaze,
to find the trail empty., Swusde—
Susie—fhe thought,—don’t fail us
now. I% Gwen and | and waybe
every Bumam on Eavitk if this thing
isn killed. Huswy, Susie, and help
me=lrdry me so ¥ ean kil =

Then something appeared at the
top of the trail, something grey.
Susie/ She had heard him! She
came down the trail without paus-
ing, flowing aleng lew te the ground
with her eyes fixed on the shake,
She stopped eight feet shert of
them, her eyes stene-hard and un-
wavering in their stafe.

KW it.

There was a hint of emotion to
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the command this time; a touch of
urgency where, before, the com-
mands of the snatke had been as dis-
passionate as its own hard-scaled
face.

Again his hand brought up the
pistol, but this time his will was de-
laying it a little. Not much, but a
little. Susie was not a kitten; she
was a mature cat with a mature
cat’s contempt for snakes. A cat,
even a kitten, instinctively knows
the difference between a harmless
snake, such as a garter snake, and
a poisonous snake, suich as a rattle-
snake. A small kitten will kill a
garter snake but it will not tackle a
rattlesnake until it has acquired the
necessary strength, speed and ex-
perience. For all its size, the snake-
thing before Susie was still a snake;

4 shake withewt fangs: 1t could
Aet Rarm her exeept By %ygieai
foree and to s so it weuld Rave t8
move faster than she did: All her
experience had taught her that ne
snake eotld ever equal her ewn
hgmﬁmg eeordination. The effect
fer stare ypen the spake weuld
Be far sironger than that of a Kif-
ten; that it was stronger was made
gvident By the manner 1A whieh
Ris hand was Bﬂﬁgm HB m% pistel
$8 slowly: She egdld Aot Rarm the
shake, BH{ sHeh WBHiEi ot Be pee-
gssafy. Ste had onl E8 éﬁ Eﬂs&e,
and forment fs mind with Ber eold
§£§E%_iﬂ the &Rd fhE SHaKe: Eﬂiﬂg’é

mind and will would break, its fear
would become so complete that ‘it
would lose all control over him.
And then—he would kill the thing

Kl it

The command was more urgent
and he was raising the pistol faster
despite his efforts to hold it back.
It would take time for her stare
to fully affect the thing and it was
not going to permit that. The sights
were coming in line with Susie’s
face—all his will could not halt the
movement and he was going to kill
her. When he shot her, he would
desteoy the only hope for sur-
vival — when he pulled the trigger
he would be killing himself and
Gwen as sutrely as though the muz-
7Zle was against their own heads. He
tried the subterfuge of thinking the
gun shot low, but it failed. His
hand brought the front sight down
low in the notch of the rear sight
and his finger tightened on the
trigger. He concentrated on the
movement of the finger, forgetting
everything else in the effert to de-
lay the squeeze of the trigger. The
command eame again: KW — It
breke and he felt the eentrol less-
én,

It came once more, but different-
ly: Kil¥ téreml!

Them? The pistol had dropped
and was no longer in line with
Susie. He looked up the trail and
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saw why; the two grey kittens were
trotting down the trail. They stop-
ped beside their mother, one on
each side of her, and their eyes as
coldly intent upon the snake as
hers.

No further command came for
the time and the snake’s hands flut-
tered with greater nervousness. The
pistol was still in his hand but the
muzzle had dropped toward the
ground. There were six green eyes
watching the snake riew, and it was
getting worried.

It would try again—it would
have to try again, and soon. It took
a little time for the stare of a cat
to break a snake and the snake
knew-it. It was a snake and there
was something about the impene-
teable mind of a cat that it:feared
—but 1t was intelligent and it knew
it could still eseape It 1t acted
quiekly eneugh . . .

Gravel rattled down the face of
the cliff his back was against. He
twisted his neck to look up and saw
the yellow kitten making its way
along the ledge over his head. The
kitten stopped just over him and
there were eight cold eyes waiching
the sfake. Theee kittens to go, he
thought, and then someone 18 go-
ing to get hurt. There was another
yellow orie and the red one, and the
far-ranglng spotted one sheuld have
been the one the snake saw if the
tiees—it should be eeming up the

trail any moment. . . -

More gravel fell from the ledge
above him; the other yellow one.
The snake was darting its glance
from the kittens on the ledge to
Susie and the two beside her and
did not see the spotted one trot up
the trail and stop near the end of
its leng, thin tail. The red one
was at the spotted one’s heels and
stopped beside i,

There was a trembling to his
legs as the control lessened. The
snake was breaking—he could not
raise the gun to shoot the snake; it
could not force him to shoot the
cats. He felt an elation through
the slckness and pain. The snake
wotild break soon, would break and
tuen to flee, When it did the con-
teol would vanish and he would
kill it. He would empty the pistol
into the mottled green eolls of itt....

“Drop the weepon!”

His hand tried to spread open to
drop the pistol and he tried to force
it to clench the pistol tighter. If he
dropped the pistol, the snake would
scoop it up and use it to Kill the
cats—but his fingers were obeying
the command, they were spreading
apart.

He spoke quickly: “Did you
know there are two more at your
tail?”

It had the affect he had hoped
for; the snake flicked its glance
toward the two Kkittens, then there
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was a flurry of movement as it
whipped its tail away from them
and closer about its body.

His grip was firmer on the pistol
and for the first time he smiled at
the snake. *‘{Idscomerfimg, aren’t
they?” he asked.

“There are seven of the crea-
tures,” Sesnar reported. “I am
not sure whether or not they can
harm me physically—they display
a complete lack of fear as though
they might possess some power to
destroy me of which I am unaware,
The biped has now become a men-
ace; I am losing control of it and
when my control weakens suffi-
ciently it intends to kill me. It is
too strong for me to wrest the
weapon from its hand but it is rap-
idly weakening from the effects of
its injuries. As soon as it weak-
ens -sufficiently, I shall take the
weapon away from jt. Since the
biped’s primitive weapon operates
by manual control, I can use it to
kill the other creatures. I am now
going to release the biped of all
control but for the hand that holds
the weapon. This will cause it to
feel the full extent of its injuries
and reduce it to helplessness very
quickly. My control, itself, is
steadily deteriorating but the bi-
ped is so severely injured that I
have no doubt it will be helpless
long before my control over it is

completely gone.”

He was standing with his baek
to the cliff, his feet spread a little,
when the control over everything
but his hand suddenly vanished,
His knees turned to rubber and he
fell back against the cliff. He had
ot realized, while his mussiles were
untler e ghsolwie qomial of the

. snake, just how weak he was. His

back bumped against the cliff and
he braeced his feet, shoving as hard
a5 his weakmess would permit
against the eliff to keep himself
standing. It was not enough and
he began to drop, his backbone
seraping along the rough rock face,
Tor a mement 2 fold in fits shiirt
caught on a projection and suppert-
et i, ‘then it sslipped offf aaed Hee
dropped to the ground in a
squatting pesition. It seemed he
dropped with a terrible jar and
tire hell-fire nippled across lis chest,
Tie sickness flooded over him and
thre Blur clowsded tiis epes. e put
al his Wil inte eme theught:
Hold tight 4y e pistol

The blur faded away and he
could see the snake, its head now
above him. He was sitting with
his legs doubled under him and his
heart was a small fladifid within
him. He was sweating the cold
sweat of shock and the hand that
held the pistol was no longer tan
but an odd greyish color. He watch-
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ed it and waited, hoping the spell
would pass before the snake real-
ized how weak he was.

The worst of it did pass and a
little color came back to his hand.
His heart, relieved of the burden
of supplying his legs with blood,
began to beat a little stronger and
the blackness that had hovered
around him withdrew.

The snake was in a close coil a
few feet before him, the coils slid-
ing and slithering together and
the snake-like arms a succession of
nervous ripplings.

“Afraid, aren't you?” he asked.
“You need a dog—cats run jrom
dogs.” He kept his mind free of
information-giving surface thoughts
and went on to bait it. “You could
easily control .a dog and force it
to chase all these cats away.

The snake asked the question he
had expected. “What is a dog?”

“The amimal you killed was a
dog.”

He regretted that the snake’s ex-
pressionless face prevented his see-
ing the effect of the disclosure but
the thought would be galling bitter-
ly in the snake’s mind. It had no
emotions—but one. There was one
emotion it had to have; the fear
of death. Without that a species
would never survive. It was afrald,
now, and the greater its fear be-
came, the weakner its control over
him would become, He would have

no time to spare; the blackness had
merely withdrawn a little way and
it kept threatening to swoop back
over him. He would have to fight
it off as best he could and at the
some time do what he could to in-
crease the snake's fear.

“Cats,” he said to it. *“You're
afraid of them and they're not
afraid of you. Do you know why
they’re not afraid of youw?”

“Wing? The question was like
a quick hiss, intense in its desire
to know.

“Ask them,” he answered. *They
know; they can tell you. Ask them
—Ilook at them, go into their minds
and learn why they don't fear you.
Go ahead—go into their minds—"

A wisp of the darkmess reached
out to cloud his eyes and he wait-
ed for it to pass, holding tight to
the pistol. The darkness withdrew
and he repeated: “Go ahead—go
into their minds. Bum them like
you did me—make them tell you—
go ahead—ry it.” He smiled up at
the snake, twisted and mirthless.
“They know what’s going on in
your mind; they know how they’re
breaking you without ever touching
you. Why don’t you go into their
minds and learn why they hate you
and hold yeu in contempt? Look
inte thelr eyes—go deep inte their
minds and see what you find . . .”

The cloud came again and he
let his voice trail off to comcmntirate
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on holding to the pistol.

“The biped has not weakened
vet?” Eska asked.

“It is weakening very rapidly,
though not yet helpless,” Sesnar
replied.

“We dare take no risks—this ab-
surd situation must be remedied
at once,” Eska informed him. The
thought patteen of your menta-
blaster is on file and will be given
te myself and the other eight mem-
bers of the Colenizatien Beard pres=
ent here. The reecerding projester
is being set up new. AS §e6A as the
last eonnectiohs are made the pat-
tern of yeur Blaster will be pre-
jeeted 0 yeu with the pewer ef
the nine minds of the Beard behind
it. Sinee nene of 4s are uAder the
influence of the ereatures befors
yoY, the patiern projection will pe
8t Qh%SlH{% preciston and frresistible
PBWeF. YBHF GWA Mid Reed serve
8Rly as the carrigr. The final Eon:
HEEtioHs 4te _BSIHE fade Aow and
o will receive ie patierd prajec:
18R 3t 2Ry MoWaRL»

He shook his head, teying to
drive the darkmess away. It with-
drew, slowly and reluctantly, hov-
ering near to close in on him again.
His time was running out—all his
will and determination could not
much longer hold unconsciousness
at bay. Time—he needed more

time. Susie and the kittens were
doing the best they could but their
only weapan was the green stare of
their eyes. In the end they would
break the snake — but he would
have to be there to kill it when they
did so. If he lest eonseciousness
all weuld be lest; the snake weuld
use the pistel to kill the eats, it
wotild ge en te the eabin where
Gwen was . . .

He needed time and he could not
have it. He would have to bring
it all to a showdown fast—in the

little time he did have. Maybe if
the cats were closer . . .
He called to Susie. His voice

was a vague mutter and he ftried
again, making 1t clear. “Susie, come
here—snake, Susie—sngkel”

She came at his call, with the
same silent, flowing motion. She
stopped close beside him, so near
that her whiskers tickled the back
of his hand that held the pistol as
she stared up at the snake's head
and the writhing arms of it.

“The biped has called the larg-
est of the creatures to its sidef’
Sesnar reported. “I can see noth-
ing about the creature capable of
harming me but I sense a distinct
menace—an utter lack of fear. It
raust possess some means of harm-
ing me of which I am unaware,
otherwise it would not display this
complete lack of fear. The effect
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of its stare upon my control over
the biped is considerably greater
at this close range and I am afraid
to delay any longer. I am sure the
biped has now weakened sufficient-
ly for me to wrest the weapon from
its grasp. I cannot wait any long-
er or my control over it will be
completely gone. Project my men-
ta-blaster pattern as soon as pos-
sible but I must take the biped’s
weapon now and kill it and the
other creafiires.”

“The connections have been
made and the charge is building up
in the relay now,” Eska said. “The
moment it reaches full peotential
you will receive the pattern.”

The snake settled lower in its
coils until its head was barely a
foot higher than his own. *“I wish
to talk to you,” it said, leaning for-
ward a little toward him. "I intend
you no harm.”

Subterfiaged/ The foreknowledge
of the snake's intention was an
electric shock through the haze of
pain and sickness. Saulireorfuge—it
was trying to put him off guard
a little before it snatched the pistol
from his hand.

The showdown had coime.

He moved with all the desperate
quickness his weakness would pet-
mit, trying to bring his left hand
over in time to help his still-con-
trolled right hand hold onto the pls-

tol. The movement was hardly be-
gun when the hand of the snake
flashed out. At the same moment
it ordered with all the force at its
command: “Rlbasse the wagponl”

Susie reacted then, instinctively
and instantaneously. It was be-
yond her ability to understand that
the snake wanted only the pistol;
that it wanted no contact with her.
She had been waiting and watching,
her eyes and body coordinated like
a perfect machine and ready to act
at the lightning-fast instant of her
command. The snake-like arm
darted toward her, as a rattlesnake
wotild strike, and she replied to its
threat as she would ‘to the strike
of a rattlesnake. Its hand was yet
four Inches from the pistel when
her paw made Its invislbly swifi
slash and the razer-sharp €laws lald
the soft-scaled hand open in foufr
long gashes.

It flipped its body back at the
slash of her claws and the control
was suddenly gone, something like
a scream coming through the c¢han-
nel where it had been. It was
soundless but it was terror, com-
plete and absolute.

Nowi/ The glazed yellow belly
was before him and the control was
gone. He brought the plstel up,
spurred by the frantic fear that the
snake would resume control when
victory was only a split second
away. Up, where the sickening
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glaze was so near him—up and in
line — The pistol barked, vicious
and savage, and the snake lurched
from the impact, a small, round
hole in the glaze. Up and fire—
up and fire—Iit was as he had want-
gd it to be when the snake held him
helpless; as he raised the pistel and
fired, raised and fired, the little
blaek heles ran up the glazed belly
while the snake kept lurehing frem
the impaets and leaning farther
baekward, eut ever the edge of the
trafl. There were six ef the litle
Black heles in it when it toppled
?V@f and fell inte the eanyen be:
8W-

He heard the thump of it as it
hit the bottom and he crawled to
the rim of the trail to look down
at it. It was lying in the sand of
the canyon floor, twisting aimlessly,
sometimes the dark green back up
and sometimes the glistening yellow
belly up.

It was twisting and turning as
all dead snakes do; it was going
nowhere; it was no longer a men-
ace.

He turned away from it and saw
that Susie and all the kittens were
lined up beside him, looking down
at the thing they had helped kill.

“I think,” he said to them, “that
the hungry old cat and the scrawny
kittens we gave a home to one cold,
rainy night have repaid us.”

He was still in the hospital nine
months later—with release a month
away—when Earth’s first spaceship
was completed and the christening
ceremony held. The snake-thing’s
ship had possessed every conceiv-
able kind of weapon as well as the
hyper-space drive and the military
had been given orders, and unlimit-
ed priority, to create a Hyperspace
Inteiceptor Fleet. There had been
tapes and records Ia the ship that
had left fio doubt as te the snake-
thing’s misslen. Industry had coma
bined genius and mass-preduction
te de the ifmpessible; it had turned
et the first eomplete and fully
armed intereeptor in less than nine
menths.

Gwen made her daily wisit on
the afternoon of the day of the
ship’s christening.

“This one will be the flagship, 1
guess you'd call it,” she said. “Now
that they're tooled up for produc-
tion, they say they’ll be turning
out a ship a week”

“The things might try again,” he
said. “I don't think they will for
some time; when Susie struck the
snake it let its mind go wide open
to my own mind for a momemt—
not only its mind but I could sense
the thoughts of the other ones that
it was in eemmunieation with—and
they were afsaill. Even the others
were afraid, afraid because the one
here was tetiorized by semething it
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couldn’t control or understand, 1
think these snake-things got where
they are by pure, unemotional
logic; they happened to be an old-
er form of life than the ones on the
worlds they conquered and their
knowledge of physical things, such
as weapons, was greater, I suppose
they had plans for ultimately con-
quering every habitable world in
the galaxy. They were utterly with-
out mercy in their plans; they,
alone, were entitled to life because
they, alone, had developed meth-
ods of destroying all other forms of
life. They knew all about physical
laws and they made use of their
knowledge to devise weapons that
thade them invinelble., But they
overlooked what I like te think is
a law higher than any they knew:
the law that ne species alone, 1§
entitled to swrvival”

Gwen smiled at him. “The law
that causes people to feel sorry for
lost and hungry dogs and cats and
want to give them a home. It’s a
good law, and it doesn’t have to
be written down for people; it’s
just our nature like it was the na-
ture of that snake-thing to be cold
and logieal in everything it. did.”

“And its cold logie caused it to
die,” he said, “with it, even as it
died, still wondering at our illogical
affection for other creatures. And
speaking of other creatures; how is
Susie taking all the publicity and
fame?”

“She's completely unphotogenic,
and bewildered besides. She just
wants to keep on being a common
cat and she can't understand
why all those people keep coming
to see her and take her picture.”

“Well—after all, she can't know
just how important was the thing
she and the kittens did. That thing
was a snake and she was a cat; she
just did the usual, normal thing for
a cat to do.”

“She was wanted at the ship’s
christening today, too,” Gwen said.
“They wanted her there to go out
over all the television channels. I
had to put my foot down flat on
the idea, though.”

|¢Why?n

Gwen smiled again. “Because
she was too busy today doing some-
thing else that is the usual, normal
thing for a cat to do—she was hav-
ing kittens.”

The End -
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TTHEAIIM, babe. Glad you waited. light, on a white chair, at a white
I couldn’t do anything else. table, almost exactly centered in the

She smiled wryly. I'm glad I waited expanse of white-tiled floor. She
too. Hello. was wearing the green suit and the
grey-green scarf with the mnarrow

He saw her through the window, border of pink roses on it. Her
sitting alone in a pool of white back was toward him, but he knew

41
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beyond doubt it was she. Her hair,
over the scarf, was the same dark
mist that floated in his mind, cool
and caressing, tickling the fila-
ments of his hmagination.

He stood out there on the side-
walk in the chill city drizzle, star-
ing in through the plate-glass win-
dow of the cafeteria, waiting for
her to make some move, any move
that wotuld confirm of deny: to
tuen areund and shew her face,
leeking as he knew it must; or te
vanish as suddenly and cempletely
as the elusive fantasy he alse knew
she Rad te Be. He steed there
waiting, mestly, fer his ewn sheek
te give way te deeisien. 69 in? Go
BWay?

“Move along, Mac!”

Todd jerked his head around,
eyes wide and startled, then nar-
rowing in anger at the dough-faced
cop.

“Is that a new law?” he sneered.
“Something wrong with standing on
the stresi?”

“Not so you just stand there”
the policeman said; then, in a dif-
ferent tone: “Sorry, doc. It was
just the way you were looklng in
the windew.”

“Humngry, you mean?” Todd
didn't feel like being reasonable.
The apology was to his clothes,
anyhow; not to him. “Well, I am.
You know any better reasen to leok
in restaurant?” If the eep got mad

enough, there wouldn’t be any im-
possible decision to make. He'd be
in night court, paying a fine, in-
stead.

The cop didn't get mad. He
shook his head tiredly and wander-
ed off, muttering. Todd turned
back to the window, and the girl
had moved.

She was getting up. She had her
check in her hand, and she was
reaching for her raincoat on the
next chair. Immediately, urgently,
Todd wanted her net to go.

Sit stilf, he begged. You waited
this long, dom™ spoil it pow. I'm
coming, kid. I shouldhiis have stall-
ed like that;, but ' coming in R,
Just waik a mimdise . . .

He was walking fast up the
block toward the door, watching
her through the window all the
time, and he saw her change her
mind and settle back in the chair
again. She never tuened around.
He still hadn’t seen her face.

He pushed through the door into
warm dry air, struggling with the
corners of his mouth, keeping his
smile underneath his skin. He
couldn’t very well walk in on her
with a trlumphant smirk all ever
his face. There was no reasef to
assume that she Adwew.

She didn’t; he was sure of that
when he saw the baffled defeat in
the set of her shoulders as she
leaned back in her chair and pick-
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ed up the coffee cup again. The
cup was empty; ke knew that. She
realized it a moment later, and set
it down again, and looked up
straight ahead of her at the big
clock on the wall.

What: on earth am 1 sitiibgy here
for? She made a restless, irritable
motion toward her rainceat.

Hey, wait a mimatd! he pleaded.
Dontt ‘go now. Just give me time
to tiiné of seemwinimg.

What did she expect? To have
him walk over and say “Pardon
me, but aren’t you the girl in my
dreams?”

She didn’t expect anything. She
didn't even know who he was. But
she turned and looked out the
window while he crossed the big
room to the counter in back. At’s
still raining, she satisfied herself.
I wisghiiz as wel sit here. She plcked
up a folded newspaper, and Todd
stared across the perforated metal
drip-beard of the eounter, into a
dry, yellow-wrlnkled fagce.

“Coffee—black,” he said, and
waited while brown liquid flushed
slowly out of the urn.into a thick
tan mug. He tried to find her im-
age in the mirror on the side wall,
but the angle was distorting; all
he.could tell was that she was stlill
thete, waiting,

For what?

He wasn't even sure who asked
the question, let alone whether it

had an answer. He couldn’t trust
the certainty he felt. He hadn'’t
even seen her face yet.

The dry wrinkled face pushed a
mug at him across the counter.

“Sugarncream?”

Todd shook his head. “No,
thanks.” He fumbled in his pocket
for change, cursing his clumsy fin-
gers, suddenly sure she’d be gone
when he turned around. Then:

Dudits I say “black” before? he
wondered. He had to watch out.
Ever since this thing started, he’d
been worried about things like that.
How could you tell if you were just
going off your rocker? How could
you know whether you remembered
to say things out loud at all?

You did. [ heard yom

TVattds a big help? You heard me!
I cen hear you too, he snapped at
her, and you never said a word out
loudy Helll, I dor’t kmow if you
ever thought a wmrd!

He could just as easily be talk-
ing to himself. He was, anyhow.
Even if this was all real, actually
happening—even if he wasn’t just
tripping a light fantastic down the
path to a padded cell—he was still
just talking to himself, effectively,
until he was sure that she Awew.
And he was now almest sure she
didn’t.

Stop fightting it, mam! Rl recd,
all righn,

He had the dime in his hand fi-
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nally, flung it across the counmter,
picked up his mug, slopping coffee
over the sides, and headed toward
her table, with the familiar feeling
of her smile lingering in his head
after the words began.to fade.

The place was almost empty.
There was no excuse for sitting at
her table—except the obvious one,
that he had come in for just that
purpose. He saf down directly a-
cross from her, took one quick look
at her face, and it was all wrong.
It wasn’t the face that went with
the green sult. She wasn't smiling.
And she dldn’t seeh to be aware
that he was there.

Todd burned his tongue on his
coffee, and took another look over
the edge of the cup. This time he
caught her by surprise, and she
turned away swiftly when their
glances met. She was aware of him,
then; and she was frightened!

Scared stiff/ she assured him.
Youhe not real. I don't believe in
you. Get out of here, will you? God
dam it, get ewil

The vehemence of it almost con-
vinced him. He wouldn’t be shriek-
ing at himself that way—or would
he? What did he know about how
a person feels inside when he’s
slipping his gears? It fade sense
for her to feel just as seared and
mad Inside as he did. . . but if the
whole thihg was eriginating inside
his ewn mind, it made even #mere

sense for her to sound that way ...

He knew just where that train of
thought went: round and around
and all the way back round again.
He put down his coffee cup, made
a face over it, and looked straigit
at her.

“Would you pass the sugar
please?”’ he said, and waited, watch-
ing.

She was scared, all right. Scared,
or very tired, or both. He noticed,
now, that there were long deep
lines running down from the inside
corners of her eyes, along her nose,
outlining tight-bunched cheek mus-
cles; anothet set of lines striking
down from the edges of her mouth;
a taut set of deflance to het jaw.
And in the same Instant, he real-
jzed her eyes were grey-green
like the searf, as he knew they
ought te be, and her lipstick was
seft eeral-pink like the reses en the
seatf.

She was reaching for the jar of
sugar automatiically. Her face show-
ed no reaction, no memotry of what
he thought had happened a few
minutes earlier, at the counter. He
tded transposing her features in
his mlnd, setting them in the other
expresslon, the only one he'd “seen”
befere, relaxing all the tense mus-
€les, turning up the lips inte a smile
of warf aeeeptance. . .

“Here,” she said impatiently,
holding the jar under his nose. He
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looked from her face to her hand
and back again, wondering how
long she’d been holding it there
while he stared at her. If she was
the wrong girl—if theve was no
right gwl—

There was a very small smile on
her face now. Nothing like the look
he was used to, but enough so he
was certain it was the same face.

Well, do you want ¥ or dom’t

you?
She meant the sugar, he realized
after an instant’s shock. “Thanks.
I don’t usually use it,” he started
to explain, and watched the same
struggle on her face that he remem-
bered feeling on his own as he
walked into the place: the effort
to suppress apparently unwarranted
laughter. He let the explanation
drift off, and realized he’d done
what he’d been .worried about all
this time: answered aloud what he
had heard only inside his ears.

In that case, she could be laugh-
ing at him—or politely not laugh-
ing—just because of his confusion
and inianity. She could . . . she could
be anything or anyone, but she also
could be the girl who had haunted
his waking and sleeping dreams
for the last six months,

“Thanks,” he said again, and re-
lieved her of the sugar jar.

Yowlll have to thimi& up some-
thingg betier tham that. I can't just

keep sitfig here muctk longer . . .

You're welcome,” she said. ¥ towght
yow were . ... | imagiwedl a sort off
a fluentt character, Nat the fomgue-
tied Adnd!

I dowt uswallly Wave so mwmich
troudlle. Youbee not yowsellf ex-
actly, eithey . . . “Pardion me, miss,”
he asked courteously, “I wondet
if you happen to know whethet
there’s a postoffice open anywhere
near here? At this hour, I memmn?”
Pretyy feddily, I Fkmosy, babe, but
yowhee rustiing e,

“I don’t think . . . there’s one
that migtit be open, but I'm not
sure. It’s just about five blocks.
You turn left at the corner, and

»

He didn’t listen to the rest. He
didn't need a postoffice for any-
thing.

Ok, my God! her voice screamed
inside his head. Whai: am I doing
now? I'we never seen this mam be-
fore. I don’;, ¥ don*, ¥ dont know
who ke is or anyttfiing about !
He looks like . . . like like some-
body I irvenitell. Bait that’ss arn ac-
cident. It has to be! IDzydreeming
ismt so bad. Amglinstjy wio’s lovely
daydhearnss. Batr whem yow get it
mixed up witk reality . . .

Yeath, I kaow. RS time to look
up a good old-fasthifanset! posychia-
trist and confess all your guilts. I
kwvots. Domit: thing youhe the aowly
one, kid ....

He watched her eyes flick to the
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phone booth in the corner, and real-
ized he'd meant “in the directory,”
when he said, “look up.”

There was a way to find out
after all!

“I suppose I could call from here
and find out if they’re open,” he
said. Calm yowrsellf, fella, he told
himself. You could have thougiis a-
bout the direciory afier she looked
that way. I¢s hard to tell for sure
about subjpeidise tiwR-SRQuANESe . . .

The thing to do was to set it up
ahead of time, make sure she
knew what he was doing—or as
sure as he could be—and then see
what happened.

“That’s a good idea,” she said
flatly, and began making motions
at her handbag and raincoat again.
It took Todd a moment to untangle
his reactions. She was answering,
of course, his remark about calling
the post offiee.

“Nasty weather,” he said bright-
ly. “Hate to go wandering around
there for nothing.” Please, babe . ..
stice it out a fitdle bit longer . . .
[ ko T being dumth, but ¥
dor’t kmow muctk about picking up
dames. . .

Well, I dont get picked wp!

“Would you care for some more
coffec?” he said desperately, ris-
ing before she could get her things
together and stand up herself.
“Could I bring it back?” Listan, he
pleaded, Lisien: good now. If you

want to try a real test of this timg,
listem to me a mimatk . . .

She hesitated, holding the bag in
her hand, her arm half-extended to-
ward the next chair where her rain-
coat was draped over the back of
the seat.

Naw listem: if you want to find
out, once and for all, let me know
by puttibee your bag in your other
hand, and them puiibey it down on
the table. TWi isn’t the lest, now,
this 15 just a signal to let me know
You yndebsians . . . put your bag
i your othey hend, and them on
e el . . . okay?

“Welld-1 . . . thank you.” She
smiled nervously. And tramsferred
the purse form her right hand to
her left, then set it down, carefully,
as though any slightest extra jar-
fing might explode it.

Todd heard himself saying smooth-
ly, naturally, “Do you take cream
and sugar?’ It was startling that
his voice should behave so well,
when every nerve cell and fiber in
hien was vibrating with ineredulous
exultation. He wanted te reaeh out
and grab her, hold her face between
his twe Hands, pull her head te
test oA his sheulder, seethe, explain,
reassure, until the sharp-etehed lines
ot fear and tensien vanished fref
Rer faee, and he eeuld see Hher,
really her, net in a dream oF visied
8F in some UAknAWRA recepiive part
ot Ris mind, But see her in the
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flesh, smiling with her whole face
as she always had before.

And he couldn't do it.

Not yet.

He'd planned that first request
to be a signal, nothing more. It
wasn’t enough to go on. It could
be coincidence, accident; he might
even have anticipated from some
unconscious memory of an earlier
action of hers, that that move was
the one she'd make, and so have
set up the signal to get the answer
he wanted.

This time it wouldn’t be like that.

“I'll make that phone call, and
bring the coffee back with me,” he
told her slowly and distinctly. She
nodded, and then he thought as
clearly as he could:

Only if you hear me, baby, ¥f
you unddonmd and want to helieve
it like I do, dow: wait for we fo
bring it back. You get ke anffees
whie ' in the bootk. You weder-
stand? Do you, babe? You get the
eoffenss whil I go in e phone
bootk . . . tem PV ki For swwe.
You wouldnt: do thak for any ssher
reason, 3087 That way Il Awew.
You Rat do ek, and You éan
!@@Y@ B% F@% }9 e . e Mﬁﬁ@f:
stanite

She was nodding again AW gt
Go ahead. 1 undwstmed. But there
was a feeling of irritation—or im-
patience? He couldn't tell. Go am.

Hugny .

Impatience. He turned and walk-
ed across the white-tiled floor, his
heels sounding loud and hollow all
the way. He didn't look around. He
was sure she understood. He knew
she was somehow irritated. He didm’t
know what she would do. But what
he had to do was walk across the
endless rows of tiles to the phone-
booth, and not give himself any
chance to give her a signal of any
kind—in case he was wrong.

He didn’t trust himself to give
her enough time if he faked it, so
he looked up the postoffice in the
directory and stepped into the
booth, pulled the door shut, without
ever looking around, put his coin
into the slot, and let the number
ring twenty times before he hung
up again and stepped out.

He glanced at the counter, and
the wrinkle-faced man was leaning
back against the wall next to the
coffee urn, turning a racing form
over in his hand. He looked tmward
the table, then, and she was gone.

Handbag, raincoat, green suit,
scarf, and all. Gone,

You littke fool!

The thought was hopeless and
tender and the loneliest thought of
his life. He was at the door, look-
ing out, up and down the block,
but she was gone completely, van-
ished, like. . .

Like the illusion she was?

He went back to the table, or
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tried to. He couldn’t find it. He
wanted to see her coffee cup there;
he thought she might have left the
newspapet she was reading. Some-
thing, anything, to prove she'd been
there, flesh and blood, a real girl.
Not just an image his own mind
had made for him to live with and
talk to—and love.

Nothing. All the tables in the
center of the room were clear and
clean. There was a busboy dump-
ing cups and clattering silver in
the far corner. Todd strode over,
stood behind the boy, and couldin’t
think what to say.

“Did you take two cups off a

table over there?” It sounded
ridiculous.
The busboy looked around,

sleepy, stupid, glazed-eyed. “Huh?”

I said, “Did you take some cof-
fee cups off a table just now?”

“Sure, doc. That’s what they pay
me for.”

Todd shook his head impatiently,
like clicking a telephone receiver,
trying to clear the line. “Look,”
he said slowly. "Right about the
middle of the room there’s a table
I was sitting at. Then I went to
the phone booth. When I eame
back, the dishes were gone. Did
you just clear that table off?”

“Listen, Mister, if you wasn’t
done with your coffee, you shouldn’t
of left it there. All I know s, a
table is empty, I clear 1t off. How

should I know . .

“I was done.” He made himself
relax outwardly, realizing that his
stance, his voice, his eyes were all
threatening the youngster. “It’s all
right. I was finished. All I want
to know is, were there . , . did you
take a newspaper off of there?”

“A paper?” The boy looked
doubtfully at the bottom rack of
his pushwagon. “Lessee now . . .
there was a paper on one of them
tables. . . ” He reached and brought
forth a folded sheet. Todd gazed at
it helplessly. He hadn't noticed
which paper she was reading. He
couldn't tell if that was the one.

“Did you . . . was that on a
table with two coffez cups?”
“Gee, mister, I don't know . . .”

The boy was really trying to re-
member, Todd realized with sur-
prise. Trying hard. “Yeah, I guess
. . . listen, mister, if it's so imyport-
ant, I won’t kid you. I don't know,
that’s all, see?”

“Okay, kid. Thanks. Thanks a
lot.”” Todd fished a bill out of his
pocket, pushed it into the startled
boy’s hand, and turned and walked
out. Where to, he didn't know; but
he had to get out of there. The girl
wasn’'t coming back, that much he
was sure of. Thait is, if there was a
girl. T¢ ever there had been a girl
with a green suit and a mist of
dark halt, and a face that smiled
for him In his memory.
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It was cold and wet outside, and
that suited him fine. He paced the
sidewalk, out of lamplight into
shadow, and back into damp re-
flections of the light. Mica particles
in the grey cement flashed like tiny
distant stars or signalling fireflies
under his eyes. Unseen drops of
moisture chilled the back of his
neck, damped the edge of his collar.
He stepped off the curb, and a car
screeched, braking, around the of-
net, avolding him by inches.

All these things he perceived, but
without meaning. Perception was
suddenly a frightening thing, to be
examined and tested every time be-
fore you could trust it. What you
saw was_ not necessarily there at all.
What you wanted, you could not
see, or else you saw without reality.
He felt the cold rain on his skin,
but put no faith in it, because it
was all a patt of the girl and the
night and the illusion he had made
for himself,

He turned a corner, walking
faster. No sense trying to avoid
obstacles, or dodge moving objects)
if you didn't know for sure that
they were there. He crossed another
street and walked faster still. He
didn’t know where he was going,
and if he kaew It weouldn’t matter
because when he get te the end of
the journey he still wouldn’t khew
where he was,

The city flashed its distractions.

49

Sights and sounds and odors, moist-
ure, temperature, touch assailed him
and could not penetrate his isola-
tion.

A man lives all his life inside
the wall of his own skull, making
words into sentences, moving mus-
cles to form gestures, so that he
can make his existence and pur-
poses known to others; and in the
same way, absorbing his percep-
tions of the people and things a-
round him, téying to interpret as
best he can, 80 as to understand
gome part of thelr meaning for him-
self, But he never gets outside the
beny bateiers of his ewn head, ef
past the hardening defenses of
others. For every human being,
each word and gesture has some
slightly different eaning. Neo two
people ever meet completely, with-
eut seme slight of great distortion
of intent ef understanding eeceuf-
ing in the jangled eomplexity of
living eells that make up the ex-
pressive and interpretive meehan-
isms of a man.

Todd Harmacher made this dis-
covery, as most men do, when he
was very small. Each contact of the
thirty-odd years since had served
to confirm it. Each contact, that is,
until for a few beef minutes this
evening he had let himself believe
that He was teuly, entirely, In com-
fAunieation with anether hurman be-
ing, rather than with some strange-

-
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ly-shaped and ill-portented figure of
his own imagination.

Now he paced the city streets,
oblivious to rain and cold, defy-
img noise and light, aware of the un-
seeable far hotizon of his future
loneliness more sharply than he
had ever been aware of it before.

He crossed another street and
turned a corner, for no reason ex-
cept the inner urgency that said,
Turn! Heved! Now!

StopV/

He stopped.

Perception invaded him. He was
standing in front of an old stone
building, a relic of the city's first
peide in size and strength, grey and
massive and dirty. A Jamp-post
down the steeet thiew a flood of
light aleng the rain-soaked sidewalk,
but the doorway directly in front
of him was dark. And her smiling
face was in his head again, framed
by the soft scarf, the drifting mist
of her hair touehing gently against
the bitterness and anger A his
find.

I'm sorry, dear, she told him,
but I got so scaved)! I used to #hink
I made you up, then for a while I
thougt you were real. TVem 1

%

¥

told myself that was nonserse, end
¥ leavoed] to live with a dreamn . . .

I knoo, ¥ Renseol)

And them when | saw yow, I got
frigiteneell. And when J ssianted
dotmy things I dida't meam to do ...

Poor dariing!! I shouldh™ hace ...

NoV Dom’t you see? That’s wben
I knegw it was rexplt

But them .. .?

But them I knecy you still didn’t
belpaee it yoursdlf, and 1 tHuught,
if I did as you asked! eachh fiwe,
you'd never never knoww whick one
of us it was, or whetiar | was neglly
theve. So . ... so when you weren't
loodiing, I ran out, and came kere
and called you and waited. , .

He could see her in the dark-
ness of the doorway, but he Amew,
They both knew now. He knew, too,
what her face would look like if he
could see it at this moment, but,
knoeting, he didn't have to see it.

‘“Hi, babe,” he said, stepping for-
ward gladly into the dark doorway.
“I'm glad you wuaited.”

“I couldn't do anything else,” she
said wryly. Then he opened his arms
to her, and she said, “I'm glad I
waited, too. Hello.”

THE END

"
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¢ U™ a very busy man,” said
& the editor.

“I know,” said his visitor. “I
won't take long.”

“You can't,” said the editor. “I
have too much to do. Sit dowm.”

“Thank you,” said the visitor,
sitting down.

“Now,” said the editor. *“What
is it?”

“First,” said the visitor. “I'd
better tell you who L am. Doctor
Philip Lambert. Medical doctor.
And I've been to three psychia-
trists. They all said I was sane,
that I haven’t been having hallu-
cinations.”

“Okay,” said the editor. “What
haven't you been imagining?” He
looked at his watch.

Lambert? leaned forward. “Pat-
rick Henry is dead.”

The editor stared at him. Final-
ly: “This your idea of a joke?"

Lambert shook his head. *“No.
He died in my house at eight-sev-
en last nightt.”

The editor waved his hand be-
tween Lambert and himself, palm
out. “Wait a minute,” he said.
“The only Patrick Henry 1 know
lived during the Revalution.”

Lambert nodded. “That’s the
one.”

The editor stood up. “Three
psychiatrists said you weren’t
nuts?"”

“That’s rigint.”
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OR GIVE ME

DEATH

By Donald E. Westlake

ettetted by H. W. MdéCeuley

“Mheyry were nuts.”

“They talked to Patrick.”

The editor stood behind his
desk, staring at Lambert, and then
walked over to the door, hung a
home-made sign saying, ‘Go Away’
on It, closed it, and returhed to
his desk. He sat down. “Okay,” he
sald. "Tell me. I believe anything.”

Lambert smiled thinly. “He
came to me about four months
ago.

Of course, I didn't know then
who he was. To me, he was just
a bent old man, very thickly lined
of face, who came to me for re-
lief from a chronic headache. 1
couldn’t find any supetficial rea-
son for the headache, so 1 gave
him a thorough examination.

What I found was astonishing,
impossible. A bit of metal, prob-
ably a bullet, embedded in his
brain. A faint scar, caused by a
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deep wound years before, on his
heart. Other things. He should
have been dead a dozen times. Be-
sides, he was a lot older than any-
one I've ever examined before. He
should have long sinee been dead
of old age, if nothing else.

After I'd examined him, I sat
and- looked at him for a while,
trying to make some sense out of
it. Things that would kill any hu-
man belng hadn’t killed him. Why?
After a while, I asked him, “When
were you shei?”

He looked at me oddly. “Why?”

“Tt should have killed you.”

“Eighteen twenty three.”

He said it just like that, and it
was a minute before I caught it.
Eigitter twenty three!

“How old are you?” I asked
him.

“Two hundred and sevemteem,”
he said.
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I got to my feet, backed away
from him. “What are you? What
do you want from me?”

“The word to use is who, not
what,” he said calmly. “I'm Pat-
rick Henry, and I want you to do
something about this headache”

“Patrick Henry’s dead,” I said.

He shrugged. “They buried
him anyway. In 17§9.”

“Do you mean you're a spirit?”

“Hell, no,” he said. “I'm as
alive as you are. Probably more®

I sat down again, feeling wezk.
“I don't get it. How can you be
Patrick Henry? How can you be
alive at all, whoever you are?”

“I"ll tell you,” said Patrick. “Re-
member that speech I made, when
I said, ‘Give me liberty or give me
death’?”

I nodded.

“Somebody in the hereafter must
have been feeling prankish. That’s
the only way I can figure it out.
They decided I wanted one or the
other, that I was giving them the
choice. They gave me liberty.”

“You mean they refused to give
you deztin?™

“Right.”

“By golly,” I said. “That’s won-
derful. Immaentaliity!”

“Bah!” he snorted. “When a
man’s outlived his time, he should
stop living and quit cluttering up
the world. Living gets to be a bore
after a while,. Why, when I first

realized I couldn’t die, I was over-
joyed. I soon got sick of it, though.
So I tried to give the humorist a
hint. I got myself buried. For a
year and a half I lay six feet un-
der, with no air and no food, but
I didn’t dle. 1 got so hungry I
ate my clothes and the lining of
the eoffin, but I didn’t die.”

“How did you ever manage to
get out?” I asked him.

“Some damfool young medical
student dug me up to experiment
on. Huh. He almost needed a cof-
fin himself when I sat up and said
hello.”

“I can imagine,” I said. And it
was somehow funny. I could im-
agine the scene. Then I thought of
something else. “How is it nobody
knows about you?” I asked him.

“A few people do,” he said. “But
if T went before a whole crowd,
they’d think I was a vaudeville
act, or a television mimic, and if
I wrote to a magazine or a news-
paper, they’d put it in their letter
column as the gag of the month.
A couple of the people who knew
me tried, but they either wound up
in a padded cell, or were laughed
out of town. Besldes whe cares
about Patrick Henry any mere?”

“You could get a govemment
pension,” T said. “Live in a vine-
covered cottage outside Richmond
and write delicate little stories
about the Revolutiom.”
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“Young man,” said Patrick, ris-
ing to his feet and glowering, with
the old oratorical fire in his eye,
"do you realize that if you spell
the Revolution with a small r you
have something that one of your
politicians just recently said al-
ways leads to tyranny? Do you re-
alize that I, and all the others with
me were a bunah of subversives?

Men whe fefiused te de their duty
as eitizens and pay taxes for the
fAdtual seeurity and natienal de-
fense of the British empite, who
stored up loads of munitions in
hiding places, who plotes] 1o over--
oy the goveramani?? Meote than
that, they did overthcow the gov-
ernment. Dammit man, those are-
At your forebears, I think all those
men were sterile, and only the
Toties, the loyal, conforming
Toties, had any children. Bunch
of mealy-mouthed welfare statists!

Baht*

I was a little taken aback by
Patrick’s sudden blast, but I said,
“You're confused. It’s the welfare
statists who are trying to over-

throw the gowanmment.”

“Wiatf?” He actually got purple
in the face. "Social security, pub-
lic power, unemployment, insur-
ance, free eollege education, all the
cest of it, the stupid junk they've
been cramming down the Torles’
gullible gullets, and you try te tell
e its the welfare statists whe are
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trying to overthrow the govern-
ment? Hell, man, they are the gov-
ernment.”

“What’s wrong with Social Se-
curity and free college educa-
tions?” I asked. “They’re progres-
sive.”

‘Progressive! If I told you sui-
cide was progressive, you'd run out
and kill yourself. There’s nothing
wrong with government insurance.
But there’s everyiifgg wrong with
eompudbony government Insurance.
And glving everybody college edu-
eatiens. What are mest ef them
geifig te de with all that prefty
knewledge? All they're geing te de
is be unhappy all their lives be-
cause they were prepared for a
Better job thap the ene they get.
There aren't éﬂ@_ugh ;@B‘& needing
4 eollege edueation for all these
zeuﬂg BaBY Somebedy's geing 8

ave i dig the esal and make the
Hndershirts:”

He clutched his stomach in un-
fond reminiscence. “Oh, the stom-
ach ache I got when Social Security
went through! I couldn’t eat any-
thing but liquids for three weeks.”

“T don't get it,” I said. “What
did Social Security have to do with
your stomach?”

“Fvery time the United States
loses some of its liberty, I get
closer to death. They even off in
me all the time. My health and the
nation’s freedom. The Civil War
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conscription gave me a heart mur-
mur. The First World War con-
scription gave me high blood pres-
sure. This one gave me coronary
thrombosis. Execlse taxes lald me
lew for twe months,

“Of course, there’ve been times
when I was in worse shape than
I'm in right now. When the Alien
and Sedition Act was passed, I
went stone deaf, blind in the right
eye, and paralyzed from the waist
down. During prohibition, it was
my tight arm that was paralyzed.
Couldn’t bend my elbow to save
myself.”

“Wait a minute,” I said. *“Are
you doing anything special, got
any important engagements, any-
thing like that?”

He shook his head. “No. Why?”

“How would you like to live at
my house? I have plenty of room,
and all the privacy you want, I'd
like to examine you some more.”

He thought for a while. “All
right,” he said at last. “As long
as it's examine, not investigate.
I've had a beautiful set of ulcers
since that word took on its new
meaning.”

“By - the* way,” I said. “Your
headache. How long have you had
it?”

“About three weeks,” he said.

“You said your ills come from
lost liberties. What liberty did we
lose three weeks ago? I thought

for a minute. “Around the first of
the year. End of ’§4, beginning of
'§5. What liberty did we lose
then?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I
don’t know,” he said. “Sometimes
I get the ache before the thing be-
comes public. Whatevee 1t 1s, we'll
know about It seon enough. And,
whatevet It s, the Tories all over
the country will weleome it with
6pen arms, as long as semebody
tells them it’s progtessive. Baln!”

“Don’t be bitter,” I told him.
“You'd be murder in a political
discussion.”

“T can back up my statements
with diseases,” be said.

“I"l close the office now,” I said,
“and take you round to my house.”

I closed the office and brought
him home.

There was a long pause. Then,
the editor said, “Is that all?”

“Just about,” said Lambert. *“I
examined him some more, did what
I could for the headache. He
claimed it was getting worse. He
first came to me three months ago.
After a week, I went to see a4 psy-
chiateist. He suggested I go away
somewhere for a nice long rest, so
I brought him home to talk to Pat-
tiek. He went home dazed, but
convinced that I was sane and Pat-
tick was alive and, well, FRakid,
I got a written statement from him
and from two other psychiatrists,
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Just in case I ever wanted to tell
anyone about this without Patrick
around, for proof.” Lambert reach-
ed into his breast pocket, withdrew
a flat envelope. “Here they are”
he said.

The editor looked at the notes.
He knew the names signed to the
bottom of them. All three said that
Doctor Philip Lambert was sane,
that Patrick Henry lived, and that
Lambert’s account of him was cor-
rect.

“QOkay,” said the editor, drop-
ping the notes on his desk. *Say
I believe you. So what? Do you
want some free publicity for Pat-
tick, or wihai?”

Lambert shook his head. “1
told you. Patrick died last night,
at eight-sevem.”

“Then what do you wamt?”
asked the editor. ‘“Just an obitu-
ary notice?”

“No, no, no,” said Lambert im-
patiently. “Didn’t I tell you that
Patrick had received liberty in-
stead of death, that until all liber-
ty was gone from the United
States, ke could not die?”

“What are you trying to say?”
asked the editor.

“That at eight-seven last night,
we lost the last of our liberties.
I don’t know what it was, what
happened, anything about it. All
I know is that this is no longer
a free nation.”

“Now that’s enough,” said the
editor. “There I can check you up.
I run a paper here, and I put in it
anything I want to put in it. I say
whatever I feel like saying. If 1
couldi’t, then this wouldn't be a
free country. But I can, so your
Patrick Henry story is a lot of—"

The deor operied and two men
walked in,

THE END
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Kate and Mike had caused
the troadle, so the ppoféssor
reasordd that it was up to tivem
to do somathligge abouis st

MINOR
MIRACLE

By Richard O. Lewis

A/XAYOR Botley was relaxing in

*YA& his big leather chair beside
the table-model radio which was
playing something unpretentious
from one of the old masters. His
glasses were high upon his freckle-
blotched forehead, his eyes were
closed, the newspaper had fallen
across his ample stomach, and he
was snoring softly, almost apolo-
getically.

The closing of the back door
screen did not arouse him, nor
did the heavy footsteps of his
wife as she crossed the kitchen and
entered the livingroom.

Mrs. Botley surveyed her hus-
band briefly, then sat down in a
chair by the table and wiped the
glow from her florid face with a

torn bandana of blue.

“Mike and Kate have been at
it again,” she announced. Mrs.
Bittendlopfi just informed me.”

The mayor stirred but did not
quite open his eyes. “Burying
bones?” *

“Right in the middle of her cab-
bages. Xast time it was her tu-

lips. Now it's her cabbages. And
such big dogs, too! My, it's
warm.” She wiped her face
again.

The mayor drew a long and

thoughtful breath that moved the
newspaper, then let it out again.
“The dogs have got to go,” he

said judicially. “Their owners
were warned once before. Can’t
have such goings ons in Sprig-

ville. The dogs have got to go!
It has been so decreed! Probably
get a rain sometime this evenimg.”

Mrs. Botley pulled herself up
from her chair, lumbered out the
front door to the sidewalk, and
turned left. The great elms, in-
terlacing green branches high
above the street, made an avenue
of cool shade. But the shade less-
ened the flow of perspiration only
slightly.

Half way down the next block,
Mrs. Byde was mowing her bit of
lawn in front of her flowerhorder-
ed, white house. Mrs. Botley
paused long enough to catch her
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breath and deliver the ultimatum.
“The dogs have got to go,” she
whispered across the fence. “The
mayor has decreed so. Warm, is-
't we”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Byde.

She left the lawnmower where
it was, stepped gingerly over a
flower bed, and went hurriedly
along the little walk-way around
the house in the direction of the
alley which separated her back
yard from that belonging to her
neighbor, Mrs, Bittendopf,

The shade gave way to the glare
of the two-block-long business dis-
trict of Sprigville. Mrs. Botley
turned in at the postoffice, squint-
ed into her empty box, then paused
at the stamp window,

“The dogs have got to go,” she
told the postmaster. “The mayor
decreed so not two minutes ago.”

The postmaster rubbed the gray
stubble on his chin. “’Bout
time,” he admitted, reflectively.
“Dogs burying bones in gardens is
a nuisance.”

In the butcher's shop next door,
Mrs. Botley selected a pound of
oleo, a package of clothespins, and
the third loaf of bread she had
cautiously pinched for freshness,

“The dogs have got to go,” she
told the butcher as he wrote down
the purchases in her account book.
“The mayor has decreed it. He

said so just a few minutes ago.
Warm!"”

The butcher nodded.

He waited until Mrs. Botley left
the store, then he rolled up his
apron, tucked it carefully into the
top of his trousers, put on a straw
hat that had once been a dress-up
hat, and went out the back door.
He entered the back yard of the
berown house across the alley.

Mrs. Nillen opened the back
door to his second series of rap-
pings. She was dressed in a house
smock of gay print and, as was us-
ual with her, had a ready smile.
“Why, hello,” she said. *“What
brings you out on such a hot day?”

The butcher took off his hat
and wiped his brow with the back
of a moist hand, “Just hurried
over to tell you the news,” he said.
"Mes. Botley was in just a minute
ago. She said that the mayor had
definitely decided that you had to
get rid of Mike and Kate. Guess
old swanky-pants Bittendopf has
been complainin’ again.”

“Just look at this back yard!™
Mrs. Nillen invited. “The weeds
are taking it! And that ash pile
hasn’t been cleaned up since this
time last yearl”

“Maybe I could send one of the
boys over to help out . ..,

I pguess somebody’ll have to
do it. I can’t depend on Mr.
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Nillen. He’s so Interested in his
old books that he can't remember
from one day till the next anything
I tell him.>

The butcher nodded his under-
standing. He couldn’t quite visu-
alize the “Professor”, as the towns-
people called Mr. Nillen, doing
anything about the ashes even if
he did remember it. “Well, I just
thought. I’d come over and tell you
about the dogs ......”

“Il see what I can do. I'll
tell Mr. Nillen, but I doubt if he'll
get around to doing anything. You
know how he is .... ¥ She made
a gesture of heplessness with her
hands. “Certainly going to be a
hot day!”

“It’s a lot hotter now than it
was this time yesterday,” he
butcher admitted.

Feeling a bit sorry for Mrs. Nil-
len, he began retracing his steps
toward the back door of his shap.
Well, he’d done all ke could do.
Sueh a nice woman, too. Friendly.
Good talker. People liked her.
She wasn’t at all like the professor.
Good thing she was so well liked,
too, otherwise the school board
might have fired the professer
frem the lecal highsehool a year of
twe age. They still remembered
that peintiess and beting talk he
had given a eouple years age duf-
ing the graduaden exereises. Had

talked a full hour about some old
coot who had taken hemlock to
poison himself.

Not very many of the kids liked :
him, either, and he didn't mingle
at all with the townspeople. Could-
n’t even remember anyone’s name.

The buteher sheek his head sadly
and opefied his baek deer. And
there was that time when he had
hopped abeut in the front yard
in plaln daylight with a ball, play-
ing tess-and-eateh with himself
like a six-year-old. Ball wasn't
a regular ball, either. Sometimes
when he theew it up in the air it
would stay up there for neatly a
half minute before falling down
again. And when some people
stopped on the front sidewalk to
wateh him, he got so mad that he
theew the ball up in the air so
hard that it never did comeback
down—at least no one ever saw it
again. Yes, everyone liked Mrs.
Nillen—and felt just a little sor-
ry for her , ..

Professor Nillen didn’t look up
from his thick book when his wife
entered the livingroom and crossed
over to the windowed alcove that
setved him as reading room and
libraty. His high forehead, topped
by short-cropped hair of iron gray,
was ereased in its habitual thought
pattern. His deep-set, black eyes,
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unaided by glasses, were focused
upon the book with such weorld-
detaching intent that they seemed
to be looking through the pages
rather than at them.

“The dogs have got to go.”

Mrs. Nillen waited for the space
of a long breath, then said it again.
“The dogs have got to go. The
mayor decided it just a few min-
utes ago.”

Professor Nillen closed a long
finger into the book to mark his
place, raised his head slightly, and
gazed long and thoughtfully into
the space directly ahead of him,
The Greek title of the book, trans-
lated, was Miraclks, Mystwny, and
Mechanndigyy. 1t was one of several
he owned that had been wiitten
and eempiled by a group et Chin-
ese philesephers.

“Dog has been the benefactor
and protector of Man for untold
ages,” he reasoned, a note of bit-
terness in his low tones. “It is
extremely doubtful if humanity
could have survived without their
aid. And now the mayor has de-
clded to render them into extinc-
tlon.” He shook his head slowly.
"Whatever could possess hin?”

“I don’t mean ail dogs,” hasten-
ed his wife. “I mean Mike and
Kate. They’we got to go!!”

Professor Nillen looked relieved,
but annoyed.  He opened his book
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again and refocused his eyes. “But
why bother me about simple acts
of nature? If they've got to go,
they’ve got to go.”

“I don’t mean thef, eitined™

Professor Nillen’s annoyance
heightened visibly. He reclosed
his finger into the book. “One of

the many strange things about hu-
man beings,” he said, pointedly,
“is how they ean persist in distort-
ing the semanties of a reasonably
lueld language te the extent of con-
veying ldeas se remote from the
intended. Just what do you mean?”

Mrs. Nillen sat down upon the
arm of the davenport near him.
This, she guessed, might take some
little time. “I am speaking of
Mike and Kate,” she explained.
“They have been burying bones in
Mzss. Bittendopf’s garden, uproot-
ing her cabbages.”

Professor Nillen shook his head
and sighed. “I knew the race was
degenerating rapidly, but I didw’t
expect it to reach this low point
of decline for at least another fif-
teen of twenty vears ...... "

“Dogs!” shouted Mrs. Nillen.
“Mike and Kate are dogs! OQur
dogs!”

“But we have no dogs .....»

“Kate came to our door in the
middle of the winter, cold and half
starved. I fed her. A month or
so later, Mike came along and
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...well, fell in love with her
—or whatever dogs do—and
stayed. Now the two dogs are
burying bones in neighboring gar-
dens and the owners are complain-
ing. The mayor says that we have
to get rid of the dogs.”

Professor Nillen, knowing well
the limitations of the average hu-
man brain and ever alert to its
falacious reasoning, considered
carefully the purport of his wife’s
statements. “The presence of
bones presupposes the existance of
feat,” he reasoned. "Out daily
fenu, however, wholly denies that
assumption.”

“The butcher tosses the bones
to them out the back door of his
shop.”

Professor Nillen nodded his un-
derstanding and opened his book
again. “The usual faulty logic,”
he announced. “The typical Aemo
sagiarn  proclivity for teeating the
symptom instead of the cause. The
answer .is simple: eliminate the
butcher,”

Mrs. Nillen sprang from the arm
of the davenport. “I don't see
how you have brains enough to
teach schooll!” she eried In' exas-
peration.

“I don't, really,” he admitted,
after giving the switch In conver-
sation careful thought. “Ia faet,
no one does. The offspring of the

homw sagigen does not lend it-
self readily to instruction. After
twelve or thirteen years of nearly
constant proximity to various and
sundry bramches of knowledge, it
emerges from the painful ordeal
less fitted te its environment than
a day-eld annelld. In some cases
it ean neither read, wrlte, speak,
nor understand its native language
»

“And the lawn needs mowimg!®
she flung at him.

Raising his eyes slowly from the
book, Professor Nillen turned his
head questioningly toward his wife.
The thought-lines of his forehead
were deepened with perplexity. “I
experience grave difflculties in
following your discomiected
thought perocesses sufficiently to
gomprehend how the lawn became
invelved in the econversation. I fall
to recognize any possible sequence

»

“Dogs—on the lawn! Bones—

in the grass! Lawnmower—bump-
ing the bones! Lmum needds mow-
ingl.f"

The professor nodded his head
in slow comprehension. “Typical
of the human mind,” he affirmed.
“It toils mightily through the trivia
to arrive gloriously at the unim-
portant.”

“All the lawns in the block are
neatly trimmed. Ours is a mess!!”
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“The world is filled with mys-
tery and miracle,” mused the pro-
fessor, “and human beings wander
through it, oblivious. They live
and die, never quite understanding
—or even attempting to umderstand
—the miracle of Life itself. They
struggle through gravity and dis-
miss it with a Newtonian shrug.
They glance at the myriad stars of
pight and atteibute their existance
toe whatever divinlty happens to
be In pepular faver In thelf pars
ticular part of the world. Ignor-
Ing miraele, they eozen ttivia. They
speak of food, clothing, dogs, gar-
dens, lawns, the probable state of
the weather, and the progress of
the neighbot’s wife’s pregnancy
with no undetstanding of probing
of the greater mystery behind any
of it. Miracles occur beneath their
noses every hour of the day, but
their minds are so cluttered and
distorted with the over-load of
nonessentials that they cannot
grasp the presence of the miracles
without immediately becoming
side-tracked and hopelessly lost
again In the labyrinthian forests

»

Mrs. Nillen unclinched her
teeth sufficiently to grind out,
“You've got to do something!
Yourve go to do somaihbigg odowi
the ddgsy”

Professor Nillen’s dark eyes
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came slowly back from their so-
journ into the thought world to
focus agaln upon the present. “The
dogs? OR, yes. The degs.” He
allewed Hhimsit anether mement
oF deep theught. “i shall aftempt
E8 aftack E% E%'BH%EE with the
g, 18 R} IE 88§8f¥8 » HS
ec1
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denive Indivationsr @rel dgicthei atfiss
mativelainhpereiorenclogies diesates
dhete plaihbyithate theordogssdrather
thaming, tsleould bé consulted con-
cerning the ... "

“Oh . ... oh, hell!” Mrs. Nillen
strode out of the room. “Go ...
g0 talk te the dogs yourself!” she
erled. “Go . . . ” Wherever else
she might have told him to go was
lost in the noise of diattering
pots and pans.

Professor Nillen reviewed the
conversation animadversively from
its beginning to its ending. One by
one, he brought each successive
point into light for complete in-
spection, staying longest upon his
wife’'s last coherent statement,
Finally, he put a matker inte his
beek, laid it earefully upon the
table beside his ehair, arese, and
went eut inte the shade of the

l’l
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front porch. Several dogs were
playing a lethargic game of nip-
and-dodge in the deep grass.

“Mike! Kate!” he called. “Come
here. The rest of you fellows go
along home.”

Two dogs detached themselves
from the group and came to sit
quietly in front of the porch. The
others hesitated a moment, then
lowered their tails to half mast—
those that had tails—and went
dog-trotting away in as many direc-
tions as there were dogs.

The professor surveyed the two
dogs before him. One was quite
huge, broad of head and shoulder,
white and silky of pelt, and of an
unguessable genealogy. Its brown,
intelligent eyes were those of a
dreamer. The other was an Aire-
dale-Collie-Shepherd type with
dirty black and brown haif, a naf=
rew head, ¢lese-set eyes, and de-
jeeted ears.

“Which of you is Mike?” the
professor asked.

The white dog wagged its tail.

“And you fell in love with this
. . . this afittier?”

“She is not a critter,” said Mike.
“She js a dog! And a beautiful
one, at dheat!”

Kate lowered her head demiurely
until the tips of her long ears
dangled coyly abeut the dribbles
at the end of her peinted nose,

“Be that as it may,” resumed
the professor, “it has been brought
forcefully to my attention that;
you have been disturbing the im-,
digenous peace of his neigjhlbor-.
hood by burying bones in gar-
dens.”

“Bones make excellent fertiliza-
tion,” defended Mike. “Given
enough time.”

“True.” Professor Nillen nod-
ded his agreement. “But human
beings do not understand that.
They see only the obvious, per-
ceive only that which a limited in-
telligence permits.”

“We thought it was better to
bury them than to leave them lying
in the yard,” said Mike. ‘“Just in
case you might want to mow it

»

“Oh, vyes. The lawn.” The
dark eyes of the professor encom-
passed the situation at a glance.
“Please step up here on the porch
out of the way for a moment ™

A leap carried the dogs to his
side.

Professor Nillen made a casual
flip of the fingers toward the shag-
gy grass. A shimmering flame of
pastel blue rippled across the
front yard in the twinkle of an
eye, leaving behind it a well-irim-
med lawn.

“Couple of bones there you over-
looked,” he reprimanded.
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Mike nodded.
of them immediately, sir.
bury ... Oops! Samry.”

“You must realize,” the profes-
sor explained, “that, for your own
well-being, you must conform to
the existing decadence. Now talk
it over between you and try to
ateive at a logical solution that
will be illogical enough to meet
the requitements of an alogical
species.”

So saying, he returmed into the
house, sat down, picked up his
book, and resumed his interrupted
mystagoguery.

“We'll take care
We'll

Mrs. Botley entered her back
door a few minutes after the con-
clusion of a satisfying visit with
Mrs. Bittendopf. Mrs. Bitten-
dopf had agreed with her whole-
heartedly that it was the warmest
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day of the season. She crossed
the kitchen and entered the living-
room just as Mayor Botley turned
from closing the front door. “Vis-
itors?” she asked.

Mayor Botley nodded. “Mike
and Kate. They stopped by to tell
me that they wouldn’t bury any
more bones.” He let himself down
into the confines of his leather
chalr, “They’e going to plle them
up back of the butcher shop when
they have finished with them.
Seemed like purty smart dogs.”

Mrs. Botley sat down in the
straight chair besidle the table,
“That was real nice of them,” she
sald, wiping ineffectually at her
face with her overly-melst ban-
dana., "Coring by on sueh a het
day, tee ......"

“Probably get a rain sometime
this evening,” predicted the mayor.

rarzirr——
e

“Weell, decas ANYONE rentsmber filihsy the fosl tanks?
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CARAVAN
By H. A. Stucké

Hiwsteated by H. W. MiCemley

~JPHEIR origin was as much a

mystery as ever, even though
they had progressed from pony carts
to Cadillacs to spaceships. Dark-
skinned, laughable, wnscrupulous,
they sped across the Galaxy and oc-
casionally stopped to ply their an-
cient trades and leave amusement
or annoyance in their wake.

Completely unamaigamated with
civilization, they practised their
traditional way of life. Should they
land on a planet with a breathable
atmosphere, they moved out of
their spaceships, pitched their tésrs,
and hung their coeking pots over
open fires. Within the ships they
lived in a furor of children and
dogs.

The latter aroused great inter-
est beneath the bald plate of K. C.
Carter, owner of the Galactic Cir-
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cus. It was K. C.s boast that his
institution included every form of
animal life in the Galaxy. Until
recently that had been true; then
Digger, a rank monstrosity of hal-
itosis and mangy skin, had suc-
cumbed to Ms age, and K. C. no
longer had a dog.

K. C. had originally intended to
have Digger’s hide stuffed and dis-
played in the extinct animal sec-
tion. But to his chagrin, he had
learned that Digger was not one of
the last of the canine race. Besides
the dog belonging to the rival in-
stitution, Potterby’s Zoo, “they”,
had themn — the bilking Gypsies!
He hadn’t the falntest knewledge
as to the Romanmies’ whereabouts,
but if there was an available deg
in the Galaxy, it belenged te K. C.
Carter.



He pounded his buzzer, and a
slinky female answered the sum-
mons.

“Pauline! Where’s Casima?”

“Catching snakes on Vemus.”

“To Hell with snakes! I need a
dog! Tell Casino to get his tail
back here!”

“Yes siirl!”

Pauline smoothed her hips in
place and returned to the outer of-
fice. There was nothing she prefer-
red to having Fran Casino return
to Earth.

Within a week the trapper was
striding into the office. He was a
tall, heavily constructed man with
a vividly tanned skin, black hair
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and brown eyes. He wore leather
sandals, flapping blue slacks, a
bare chest, and a necklace consist-
ing of a sixteen foot, purple snake.
In Pauline’s refined opinion, there
was something about him that was
not quite civilized.

She withdrew to a safe distance
and pointed an accusing finger at
the colorful reptile.

“What’s the purpose of that?"

“My friend, Koko. He guards
me against impulsive females. Ev-
erytime I return from a trip, you
try to knock me down and splatter
that bug juice you call lipstick all
over me. This time I'm prepared.”

“I thought you liked mel”



68 UNIVERSE

“QOccasionally, but not all the
time.”

Without knocking, Fran entered
K. C.’s sanctum.

“Hello.” He helped himself to
one of K, C.'s imported cigarettes.

“Hielllo, yourself. Why don’t you
wear a shirt? Can't you decorate
yowrsellf with something more un-
usual than a Purple Burdoose?
We've got five of those.”

“OIf I wear a shirt, Koko crawls
under it. He gets warm and starts
exploring. When Koko explores,
he tickles. I am allergic to being
tickled. I prefer Koko hecause he
is pretty and doesn’t bite. Also
yowll not take him away from me
and put him In the snakehouse.
I caught a Silver Cueari, and vou
ewe me five thousand credits. Why
did you reeall me? I was on the
teall of a Mutar.”

“We have a Mutar. What we
don't have is a dog. Digger cashed
in his chips.”

“For the last two years the odor
of putifiization in the vicinity of
Digger’s cage led me to the con-
clusion that he was already dead.”

“We need a dog.”

“A pity, since, with exception of
Potterby’s, there are none.” Fran
collected another cigavette.

That’s where you're
The Gypsies have them.”

“Gypsies? They began living in
apartments and sending their off-

wrong.

spring to kindergarten years ago.
It was a defensive measure against
the infiltration of the Ryes. 1
should kmow. My grandfather mar-
tied one. She was fat and rich, and
my grandfather appreciated beth
gualities.”

“Fime, but I'm not interested in
your geneology. The other day I
had lunch with General Revere.
He was worrying about the antics
of a Gypsy caravan that was on
a rampage in the Galaxy. He said
they had dogs!”

“The only dog Revere ever saw
was Digger. If the Gypsy beasts
are similar to him, we don't wamt
em, It would cost a small fortune
in chlorophyll to keep the air a-
round the Circus breathable.” Fran
scratched Koko’s back, and the
snake twiched hixuriously.

“Since when do you pay the Cir-
cus’ overhead? You get me a dog,
Casino!”

Fran sighed. “Where are the
Gypsies these days?”

K. C. shrugged. “Somewhere in
the Galaxy. Try Kemlin in Orion.
Revere told me they’d raised hell
there. Maybe you can pick up the
trail. Don’t Gypsies usually mark
it—little, crossed sticks, or some-
thing?”

“If you're referring to a patteran,
I greatly doubt that I shall find
‘little, crossed sticks’ along the
spaceways. I have a feeling that
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this job is similar to the one where
I was sent to-Rigel IV to capture
the only extant Tundee Beetle.”

“So what? You caught it.”

“Luck, I assure you. It’s fond of
human beings. While I was trying
to sleep one night, it crawled up
and bit me. You have no idea how
close the Galaxy came to losing its
only Tundee Beetle!™

“I admire your self-camtrol.”

“Thank you. May I have my
five thousand crediits?™

“Do I owe you five housand
credits?”

“If you want a Silver Cucari,
you do.”

K. C. pondered. “I have one.”

“But it's a male. This one is a
female. Together, they will create
oodles of Silver Cucaris.”

“Still—"

“Come, Koko.” Fran slid off the
desk. “We’lll go work for Potter-
by’s Zoo.”

“Now, wait a minute, Casino! A
man can bargain, can't he?”

“Sure. Which reminds me—that
dog's going to cost you plenty, K.
C. I should think about ten thous-
and would be cheap on my part.”

“You're crazy! I'll give you six.”

“For six I should bather?”

“All right, sewen!™

Considering your poverty, I'll
take nine.”

“Eight, and I’'m not saying an-
other wandi’®

“All right, you miser. Now give
me that five.”

“Did I agree to five?”

“Im a voice loud enough to be
heard on Vemus!”

K, C. pulled out his chedkbook.
You'’re a hard man, Casinoe.”

“You’re no weakling yourself.”
Warm ashes from Fran’s cigarette
fell on Koko, who wriggled with
pleasure.

“Are you taking me to lunch,
Fran?” Pauline queried when he
left K. C.’s office.

“Why should I? Are you trying
to save money by beguiling me into
feeding youw?”

“Certainly not! I have plenty of
money!"”

“Then you can take me and Ko-
ko to lunch.?

“I'll take you, but not Koko.”

Fran shook his head. “Love me,
love my snake.” He walked on.

“Wihere are you goimg?”

“To Kemlin in Orion.”

K. C. wandered out of his office.
“My dear Pauline, if Casino is
being ungallant, I will take you to
lunch.”

“How very sweet of you, Mr.
Carter, I'd be delightied.”

She glanced venomously at Eran,
who emitted a peal of laughter that
made the building quiver.

Fran went to a nearby restmuramt
where his eccentricities were known
and ordered a steak for himself
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and a salad for Koko, who was a
strict vegetarian. During the meal
he consulted an astronomical
chart and selected a route that
would grant him convenient stop-
overs on the way to Kewmlin. After
luach he busied himself supplying
his ship and in a few days was
teady for the blasteff,

“General Revere!” the Com-
mandant of the Galactic Control
Forces barked. “What in hell have
you been doing? Taking a vaca-
tion?”

“Now, George,” Augustus Rev-
ere spread placid hands in a calm-
ing gesture, “remeraber your blood
pressure.”

“Damn my blood pressure! The
Council has been ripping me all
morning—alll because of those un-
speakable Gypsies you were sup-
posed to take care off!”

“I did! I told the Gypsy King
that if his people didn’t behave,
I'd take away every spaceman's
license in the outfit. He was ex-
tremely affable and promised they’d
behave.”

“Do you call this behaving? Lis-
ten to these complaimts!” The
Commandant pulled a sheaf of dis-
tinctly official documents from be-
neath a paperweight on his desk.

“The Rabs report that one of
their members was chased and fin-
ally driven to take refuge in a hole

in the ground by one of the can-
ines that form a part of every Gyp-
sy emtourage.”

“Now why should one of those
nice doggies chase a Rab?" Revere
wondered. “The Rabs are peaceful,
I might even say, timid citizems.”

“Who happen to resemble a Ter-
ran rodent. Centuries ago, when
dogs were Dplentiful, they were
trained to kill rodents. As a matter
of fact, they liked to.”

“Then there’s a simple explan-
ation for the imcidiemt.”

“Listen to the next one! On Bel-
den, where the intelligent life as-
sumes the form of a glowworm, the
Gypsy children stuffed a glass re-
ceptacle with Beldens, covered it,
and used it as a toy. Had the child-
ren not dropped the jae, nearly
fifty eltizens of Belden would have
suffocated. As it 1s, they've get
elaustrophobia.”

“Well, you know how children
are.”

The Commandant’s voice was
pure acid. “On Kao, adult Gypsies
kidnapped a citizen, chained him
to a post, and by means of sundry
indignities, taught him to dance’

“Let’s see now, Kaos—"

“Look like bears. But that ism't
all. Ever since the Gypsies began
their reign of terror, we've received
complaints of pilfering, fraud, kid-
napping, and so on. They stole
neatly a hundred Rhode Island
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Reds from Professor Buck’s ex-
perimental station 6 Ceres. How
would you feel if you'd spent your
life mutating chickens to the point
where they were fairly intelligent
and have someone steal them? The
Professor smelled them barbecuing
and went insane! Rufus Godolphin,
son of James Godolphin, the mil-
lionaite, was eonvineed that his
planet, Nira, was fhagieal. As a
fesult he was roeked eut of nearly
twenty theusahd eredits.”

“Godolphin’s a rather stupid
chap,” Revere said reminescently.
“I beat him at chess once.”

The Commandant glowered, but
he managed to control himself.

“Fwen if the Gypsies weren’t re-
sponsible for these outrages, they’d
still constitute a problem. Through-
out the Galaxy, the Council has
been trying to achieve a uniform
civilization, which necessitates a
scientific people. So what hap-
pens?” he bellowed. “A plenetary
repeesentative of the Council beats
his brains out and develops ulcers
In an effort te cleanse the citizens’
minds of retrogressive superstitions.
The Gypsies come along with their
eard teicks, theit palmistey, their
squealing vielins, their degs, eais,
rats—and the seeiety tags after
thef as if they were the Pied Pip-
ef of Hamlin. The representative
blasts himself—and def’t laugh—
it's happenedh”

“Well,” Revere brushed his eyes,
“ell, well.”

“Stop muttering to yourself, you
lump of senility! The Council sHys
to stop ‘em! So how are we going
to do it?”

“T don’t know.”

“Then it's a good thing I do! I
tossed the problem into the lap of
Cultural Administration, All you
have to do is lead those Gypsies,
by the necks if need be, to Gal-
lipago, which, in case you don’t
know, is Procyon’s second planet.”

“Why Gallipage?”

“You'll find out™

When the Gypsies discovered
what awaited them on Gallipago,
they literally sat down and bawled.

The planet was as barren as an
asteroid. The only thing it had was
gravity, but there was plenty of
that. Rising from the boulder strewn
surface was a splendid dome, which
sheltered a small city of cottages,
shops, public buildings, and even a
park. A delicious mixture of air
wafted theough the city; flowers
grew; at specified times, rain fell.

It was a charming model of ideal
living conditions, but the Gypsies
wept, for their ships were being
confiscated. Except for occasional
supply vessels, they were being
marooned on Gallipago. The pro-
ceedings were highly legal, since,
possessing no permanent residence
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and having paid no taxes, the Gyp-
sies were accused of vagabondage.

They watched with suffering
countenances as Revere and his
men departed. Huddled on one of
the cobbled streets, their bright
garfients a jatting note among the
pastel surroundings, the Gypsies
resembled lest ehildren. Even the
dogs flopped dejectedly, neses be-
toween their paws.

Constanza Serano riffled a greasy
deck of cards. “I guess I won’t be
needing these,” she moaned. She
shifted her ponderous weight, and
the steings of beads she wore click-
ed lugubriously.

“Nor shall I need my violin.”
Piero Gugli twanged a mournful
note.

Georgi Manasa, King of the
tribe, heaved himself to his feet.
“We—we must not be downheart-
ed,” he deelared with false eheer-
fulness, “The wind semetimes
blews eeldly. Let us prepare ouf
hefnes and start the fires.”

Thus encouraged, the women
struggled to their heaped belong-
ings which had been removed from
the ships and carried inte the eity.
Scorning the cottages, the Gypsies
pitched tents in the patk and filled
them with eushiens and rebes. The
joy they might Rave felt at raid-
ing the feed leekers was mitigated
By the knowledge that the frezen
ehiekens and pigs belenged e them.

A good round of buckshot, if it
had still exisited, would have cheer-
ed them immensely.

The men remained in the street
and listened to Georgi's words of
encouragement. Aroused from their
gloom, the children vanished into
the city’s interior to be recalled
only by the odors of the cooking
pots. They intended a full cam-
paign of vandalism. Having noth-
ing else to chase, the dogs yelped
after them.

Danila Manasa finished prepar-
ing the tent she shared with her
father, threw a hodge-podge of ed-
ibles into a kettle, added a silver
piece for luck, and hung the pot
above a low-burning fire. She sat
down, crosing her legs beneath her
long skirt, and considered the glass
heel of her pink slipper.

A simulated night began to
shroud the city and throw the fires
into relief. Danila’s dusky face
gleamed ruddily In the light of the
flames and her heavy eareings glit-
tered.

Georgi pushed through the sha-
dows and lowered himself to the
ground near het. He crammed an
evil smelling mixture of tabacee in-
te a clay pipe and elamped It be-
tween yellow teeth. Dutifully Das-
ila lighted a splinter in the fife ahd
held it te the pipe. Geergi's eheeks
Beeame eeneave as he sueked, Bt
gventually the air was tainted with
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a weedy smoke.

Danila wrapped small pats of
dough in leaves she plucked from
an overhead tree and thrust the
envelopes among the dying coals.
When the bread was baked,- she
used a green twig to remove it.
She set the kettle, containing its
homogenous mess, near Georgi and
withdrew to the tent while he ate.

“Damila! I'm finishedi"” he called
after awhile.

As she began her meal, he un-
corked a bottle of wine,

“This is a sad day,” he mur-
mured.

“Yes, Papa.”

“I have thought a great deal, and
I find no door through which we
may return to our freedom.”

Danila wiped her fingers on the
grass.

“Perhaps when the supply ship
comes, we could steal it.”

Georgi shook his head. “One
would not be enough for us. Be-
sides, a ship will not come for a
yeat. We’ll be dead by that time.”

Danila bowed her head beneath
the solemn threat. Georgi was right,
for if Gypsies were forced to aban-
don the trail of the patteran, they
died of heartbreak. If they volumta-
rily chose the life of the Rye, they
could be happy, but otherwise,
they were miserable. She rubbed the
chocolate ears of her dachshund,

= which had crept close to her as if

fearful of this strange, silent place.

“Gretal is going to have puppies.”
Danila stroked the dog's abdomen
with knowing fingers.

“Ah!” Georgi sipped his wine.
“That is interesting. I comgratulate
het. Motherhood is a fine thing.”
A tear slid down his cheek. “I
shall never have any grandchild-
fent!”

“Papa!” Danila patted his hand.
“We’'ll get away from this place.
Don’t worry. And I shall find a
young man—much better than
Fedo.”

“A M!!”

“Don’t blame him for loving
Susi more than me, Papa. She's a
plump girl, and I'm thin.”

“You should eat more.”

“I like being thin.” She girdled
her waist with her hands. “I feel
so free! I dance much better, too.
When Susi dances, she shakes too
much.”

“You could mate with Toni.”

“Bah! Toni is a sapling. I want
a tree—a big, strong mym.”

“There are none here.”

“He will come. Constanza read
my cards and saw him there. He
is in my hand, too. These things do
not lie”

“Perhaps Fedo is meant.”

“Besides Fedo another is showm,
Fedo was marked with an islknd,
but the other's symbol is a pyra-
mid.”
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Georgi nodded with satisfaction.
“Passibly, we will escagpe.”

They were silent as the darkness
beseiged the dying embers of the
fire. A communion of warmth ex-
tended between the old man, the
girl, and the dog.

It took Fran several weeks to
trace the Gypsies to Gallipago.

“By damn,” he swore as the ship
settled near the dome, “they’d
better be herel!”

Koko was stretched on top of the
instrument panel. The mechanisms
exuded a warmth that was immen-
sely satisfying to the purple snake.
It emitted a keening noise, compar-
able to the purring of a cat.

Fran caressed its back with a
large, brown hand.

“You want to come along, old
fellow? I suppose you may as well.”

Before putting on his helmet,
Fran coiled the snake around his
head in the semblance of a turban.
Accustomed to this position, Koko
refrained from wiggling and made
no effort to slither across the face-
plate. He had tried it once and
been properly pinched by Fran's
teeth.

Fran walked to the gate of the
domed city and signalled for ad-
mission. It opened immmediately,
and he stepped into a group of dus-
ky, gayly dreessed people who ex-
hibited expressions of Intense stif-

fering. Fran removed his helmet,
and the people, observing Koko,
scattered.

A crescendo of furious barking
hailed the arrival of a squad of
dogs. Having always considered
them as ferocious animals, Fran
drew his blaster and held it in read-
iness for any attack. From a safe
distance the Gypsies watched, their
woes forgotten in this new excite-
ment.

A girl ran into the street.

“Get away, you fool!” Fran ex-
horted. “These dogs are killars!”

He shuddered as the girl was sur-
rounded by the howling pack. He
tried to maneuver a shot, but he
was afraid of hitting her. The dogs
leaped towards her, catching at her
skirt and sleeves.

“Down, Tonzil!
self, Bruta! Dowm!”

To Fran’s astonishment, the dogs
dropped to their haunches and
ceased their medley. Quivering
pink tongues flowed between white
teeth. He had the momentaey im-
pression that he was being Jaugh-
ed at. Feeling somewhat foolish,
he lowered his blaster.

“Put it away,” the girl ordered.
“The dogs are harmless.”

He holstered the gun and dif-
fidently approached her and the
circle of wary dogs. She backed
away, and Fran, remembering Koko
still riding on his head, smiled and

Behave your-
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lowered the snake to his arm, which
it circled like a purple corkscrew.

“My pet is harmless, t0o,” Fran
said.

“It doesn’t look itt!”

“Neither do your dogs.”

She smiled faintly. “I’m Danila,
daughter of King Georgi.”

‘How do you do? I'm Fran
Casino. I've come to buy a dog.”

“A dog?”

She looked at the other Gypsies
and shouted in Romany. They be-
gan a whispering campaign, occas-
lonally regarding Fran with sly
eyes.

“You'd better talk with my fa-
ther,” Danila said. "Come along.
We're camped in the park.”

“The park! But why?” Fran
looked at the silent, cottage-lincd
streets. “You have all of these
houses.”

“Houses!”” They were crossing a
miniature bridge, and she stopped
to spit three times in the water
for luck. “Who wants to live in
houses?”’

Fran, who regarded the ritual
with interest, laughed. "Lots of
people live in houses.”

“They’re unhealthy, puny crea-
tures because of it, too. I was in a
house once. The air was stale, and
I felt the walls would crush me. It
was a tomb. There were even flow-
ers in lt—poor things! People who
live In houses never go anyplace.

I like to go places.”

“I live in a house; I go places.”

She regarded him with interest.
“Where do you go?”

“I came here, for instance, al-
though my house is on Earth. Be-
fore I came here, I was on Venus;
before that, one of Rigel's planets,
I've traveled as far as Lostland.
Of course, while I'm on these
places, 1 either eamp in the ship or
piteh a tent, depending en the
planet’s atmesphere.”

Danila clapped her hands joy-
fully. “You're just like a Gypsy;
and you're big and strong—a tree!l”
She caught the arm unoccupied by
Koko with an air of possession.

He looked at her askance. A
comely wench, he thought, with her
dusky skin and raven tresses bounc-
ing to her hips. He liked long hair
on a woman, even if it did have an
aggrevating hablt of getting in a
matil's way—a good body, too, full;
yet slender. She had a jaunty meth-
od of locometion that made her ap-
pear to be daneing always te a
naughty meledy.

She reached across him and
touched Koko with a tentative fing-
er,

“You like animals, don't you?”

“Sure. They’re my job. I work
for K. C. Carter’s Galactic Circus.”

She dropped his arm. “You mean
you catch animals and put them in
cages!”
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“That’s rignt.”

“I we sold you a dog, would
you put it in a cage?”

“Certainly. Even though your
dogs appear tame, the people who
visit the Circus don't kmow it.
They'd be scared stiff if the ani-
mals were on the loose. Dogs
have a rather vicious history, you
know. When they were plentiful,
they'd as soon bite a man as look
at him.”

“IL don't think we'll sell you a
dog,” she said coldly.

“Why not?”

“No Gypsy wants his dog put in
a cage. There's an ancient saying
that a man’s best friend is his
dog. It’s truel”

“Look, honey, just because you
Gypsies have managed to tame a
few hounds doesn't grant them that
concession. They're brutes as far as
the rest of the Galaxy is concemed.
Dogs are nearly extinct these days
because they raised so much hell
on Earth, the Terrans had to kill
,em.l!

“If you'd been kind to them—"

“Sure. I can see myself being
kind to a dog! Here, doggie! Nice
doggie!” He made patting motions
with his hand and jumped about
three feet when Gretal, heavy with
young, slunk from beneath a bush
and wagged her pudgy tail.

“That’s an odd one,” Fran re-
marked.

“Gretal is a dachshund, a very
ancient breed.”

“It’s awfully fat.”

“She’s going to have babies.
Oo's gonna be a wittle mommums,
isn’t 00?” Danila crooned.

Frail's eyes were speculative.
“How about letting me have iitt?”

“I should say not! Put my Gret-
al in a cage? Look at her. Does
she look ferocious?”

Fran inspected the long snout,
bristling with curling, black whisk-
ers and tipped with a damp, soft
nose, the languishing, black eyes;
the velvety, chocolate ears.

“No,” he conceded. “It looks
somehow lost—and lomely.”

Danila smiled. “Dachsies always
look that way. They’re sensitive.
If you don’t treat them well, you
can break their hearts. You can
pet her, if you want to.”

Fran removed his gloves and
laid a hand against the sleek fur.
He could feel an inward, timid
quivering.

“I suppose Gretal’s an excep-
tion.”

“No, she isn't. All dogs are like
Gretal. Oh, they have different per-
sonalities. But they're all loyal.
They'd die to protect their owners.
Should their masters die, they
mourn for them at the graveside.”

They had arrived at Georgi's
tent, and Fran observed a gray-
headed man squatting between the
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flaps. A spume of odoriferous
smoke coiled from his pipe.

“Papa,” Danila said in respect-
ful tones, “this is the man from
the ship. He wishes to buy a dog
for a circus, and he intends to put
It in a cage. He believes all dogs
are wild, but he likes Gretal.”

Georgi withdrew his pipe from
his mouth. “You should not carry
Gretal you might injure the pups.
Put her dowm.”

“Yes, Papa.” Danila laid the dog

gently on a cushion. “I was care-
ful.”
“Bring some wine. We will talk,

Sit down, Rye,” He gestured to a
patch of grass. * “You'd better re-
move that suit. You have a fine
snake. Once I had a snake, but
it was black.”

Fran deposited Koko on the
grass, where he twitched indigmant-
ly, not liking the coolness of the
ground. Some instinct led him to
the warm ashes of the fire, where
he coiled himself in a contented
coronet. The reptile began to purr
much to the astonishment of Dani-
la and Georgl. Gretal trembled
and waddled inte the tent, where
she buried her sleek head beneath
a pillew. It was eneugh strain en
her feek eeurage 6 observe a
shake en the premises, But when
the snake seunded like a eat, that
was geing tee far.

“It sings!” Danila cried.

Extraordinary!”  Georgi recov-
ered his composure with an effort.

“It’s a Purple Burdoose,” Eran
explained. “They’re native to Ven-
us and have some rather odd tal-
ents. When they’re young, they’re
inclined to be mischievous, but Ko-
ko, who's about theee hundeed now,
has attained the age of reasen. He’s
quite lazy, tee. Put him In a warm
place, and he'll stay thefe forever,
of, at least until he’s hungry. Of
eourse, if He figures there's a warm-
et plaee in the vieinity, he'll meve
en, If he's tee warm, he gels
frisky. Every night 1 put him in
his basket, and every night he
erawls iR with me. It didf’t mat
ter until he figured out the switehes
BR the elsctric blanket T was using.
I weke up ene night with the eer-
tain idea that 1 had been trams-
ported {8 Mereury. The blanket
was geing full blast; and Keke was
Fomping all over the place. Sinee
then Pve tsed 3 Fragged quilt 1
Swiped frem a musetm.”

Danila giggled. “I’d like a snake
like that.”

Georgi frowned at her and, re-
membering that she had no business
intruding on a male conversation,
she went into the tent and began
to comfort Gretal.

"*“You wish to buy a dog for your
circus?” Georgi queried. “I'm
afraid your trip is futile. We could
hardly sell one into skwvery.”
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“It isn't slavery. They’re sim-
ply put on exhibition.”

“What could be worse for a sen-
sitive animazl?”

“But Purple Burdeese are more
intelligent than dogs. They dom’t
mind. We have five of them in
the snakehouse,” Fran argued.

“But, as you've pointed out,
they're differemt. Give them a
place of warmth and they're happy.
Feed them and they require no
companionship. A dog s not like
that. It’s an animal requiring love
and security. Othefwise, 1t’s mis-
erable.”

“Are you trying to tell me that
those brutes which plagued Earth
needed love and securithy?”

“Why did they become wild? In
olden times man and dog were in-
separable. They needed each other
for mutual protection and com-
panionship. But society echanged.
Science gave man protection In
the form of mechanical gadgets
such as roguards; It inereased his
forms of entertainment; it gave
hif unusual pets in the ferm of
futant animals. Degs were 6ut-
meded when ehildien €lamered
for pet lions and elephanis. §e
eager was he to keep paee With
the trends, man everlesked the
value 6f degs—iheir loyalty and in-
telligenee. Witheut masters, dogs
Beeame strays. fn the eities the
were eonsidered 2 menaee and Kill-

ed. In the country, they reverted
to wild things. They needed food
for which they killed. Without
guidance, all creatures became their
enemies, even man. They were
hunted. The result was their ex-
tinction except for our own, for
what 1s a Gypsy without his dog?
He is an unstrung violin.”

“So you won't sell me a dog? Not
for any price?”

Georgi shrugged. “I suppose
there is a price for all things, Man
has been known to sell his children.
It a man iIs staeving, he will ex-
change his treasure house for a
piece of bread. We Gypsles would
give much to leave this place, for to
stay here is to die.”

"Why? The city’s attractive.
The air is good. You have food
and water and each other.”

“But our wings are clipped. The
way of a Gypsy is the trail of the
patteran. We can no longer follow
that trail. The government has
confiscated our ships because we
paid no taxes. To whom were we
to pay taxesP”

“Taxes are paid to your residen-
tial planet.”

“We had nome.”

“Unless you have an established
residence, you're guilty of vaga-
bondage.”

“Even Ryes wander among the
planets. You de!”

“At least once in every five years
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I must return to Earth, register
myself as a citizen, pay my taxes,
vote, and fill out a census form.
Everyone has to return to their res-
idential planet every five years. It's
a law of the Council.”

Georgi sighed. “DI’'m afraid we
don't pay much attention to laws.
Why should we? We'te a peaceful
people, and we have our own laws.
We've never bothered anyone.”

Fran hid a grin. “Let’s talk
about a price for a dog. I’ll pay
five hundred credits.”

Georgi shook his head. “We
wouldn’t sell a dog even for a
spaceship.” He knocked the ashes
from his pipe and got to his feet.
“All of us wouldn't fit into one
ship.

Fram also stood up and put on
his spacesuit.

“You're leawimg?”

“Not for awhile yet.” He grin-
ned. “I don't give up that easy.
Besides, I like it here, and I have-
n't had a vacation in six menths.
I have to collect my gear from the
ship. You won't mind a neighbor,
will youw?”

“I suppose not.™

Koko lifted his head and regard-
ed Fran with inquisitive, yellow
eyes.

“It’s all right, fellow. I'll be
back. Just relax.”

Reassured, the snake resumed its
somnolent position.

Within the ship Fran sent a mes-
sage to K. C.: “Case hopeless. The
only price they’d take would be a
score of spaceships. Love their
dogs. I'm going to take a vaca-
tion. Chatming wench. Your ador-
Ing Casine.”

He strapped his tent, blankets,
and a package of edibles to his
back and returned to the emcamp-
ment.

Next to Georgi's canvas manor,
he began to raise his tent. A troupe
of sniggering children collected to
observe his progress.

“What's the matter?” Fram de-
manded of them. “Am I doing it
wrong, or something? Come on,
speak up, or I'll paddle the lot of
you!”

The reply was more giggles.

“They don't understand Univer-
sal,” Damila said from where she
was preparing dinner on a new fire-
site, since Koko refused to move
from the old one. “They think it’s
funny for a man to work. Women
always prepare the tents.”

“Well, tell them in your gibber-
ish that I don't have a woman.”

“They know that.” Damila smiled
at her stew. “They think that's
funny, too. Men always have wo-
men to work for them. If not wives,
then mothees, sisters, aunts, or
cousins. If I were married, X
would werk for both my husband
and my father.”
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“Suppose you left the tribe?”

“My father would join my aunt’s
household, or he might marry
again. He'’s fond of Constanza
Serano, whose husband died last
spring.” She sighed. "I'll prob-
ably never marty. There’s no man
here for me, and we’ll peobably nev-
er leave.”

Because she knew her fortune to
be otherwise, Danmila did not be-
lieve the pessimism her words im-
plied, but there was no harm in
leading a man in the right direction.

“Oh, something will come along,”
Fran said cheerfully and added the
finishing touches to his tent.

He switched on his infra heater
and began to cook his dinner. Dan-
ila regarded his preparations critic-
ally, and Koko, realizing that it was
time to eat, slithered to Fran’s feet
and eyed his master plaintively.

Fran nudged the snake playfully
with his foot. "“Eat grass, you
cow!”

Koko coiled around Fran’s leg
and by a devious route attaimed his
shoulder.

“Here!” Fram extracted a head
of lettuce from his pack and teased
the snake with a leaf. Koko dart-
ed forward with a motion too swift
for the eye to follow and seized
the whole head.

“Not the fingers!” Fran begged.
“On the ground, ingrate!”

Pauline swayed into K. C.Js
office and said mincingly, “A mes-
sage from Casino, Mr, Carter.”

“Reporting success, I hope!!”
K. C. took the paper. “Thank you,
my dear. Uh—Jlunch as usual, to-
day?”

“'d love it, Mr. Carter.”

“Call me Kenneth, darling. Why
should we be formal?”

Half a minute after Pauline had
retired, he was exploding. *Space-
ships, they want! Twenty of them!
A caravel costs a million! That’s
twenty million eredits! They ean
damn well keep thelr flesbags!” He
hudled Fran’s message inte the dls-
posal as the buzzer burped.

“What is it?”

“Mr. Potterby’s on the screen,
sir. Shall I connect you?” the
switchboard operator inquired.

“How many times must I tell
you I won’t demean myself by
holding a conservation with that—
that keeper of a menagerie?”

“Must we go through this every
time Mr. Potterby calls, Mr. Car-
ter? You know very well you're
going to talk with him.”

“You're firedi!”

“I always am when Mr. Potter-
by calls. Myra, will you take over?
I've been fired again. I'll be in the
lady’s reom when the old boy sim-
mers dewn and rehires me.”

“Miss Miller!” K. C. howled.
“This is the most impertinent dem-
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onstration—"

“This is Miss Howland, Mr. Car-
ter,” a new voice informed him.
“Will you speak with Mr. Potter-
by?"

“Oh, hell, T suppose so!”

K. C. hastily smoothed his coun-
tenance into an expression of inef-
fable satisfaction as the videoscreen
glowed into life and revealed a man
as bald and smug as himself,

“How'r'ya, K. C.?” Potterby
asked.

“Just fine, and you, Pot, old
boy?”

“The same, the same. Beautiful
weather, isn't it?”

“Deligitfull!”

“I—uh—heard Digger
few weeks back.”

“Really? I don't know who
supplies you with your misinforma-
tion.”

“He isn’t deadi?”

“Certainly not.”

“Well, now, I'm glad to hear
that. My dog's doing fine, too.
‘Course, he's several years young-
er than Digger. The crowds find
him quite an attraction.”

llAh!"

“You should visit us sometime,
K. C. See some real animals for a
change.”

K. C. glowered. “I doubt that
such an incomplete collection would
interest me.”

“Imcomplete? K. C.! You dom't

died a

mean thati!!”

“I certainly do! Deog or no dog,
mine still has infinitely more at-
teactions than your so-called zos!™

“Digger is deadi!”

“I didn’t say that!”

“You don't have to. The truth’s
all over your face. So long, K. C.
If you ever need a loan, you know
who to come to0.”

Potterby’s image faded, leavimg-
K. C. in the throes of near apo-
plexy. He pounded the buzzer.

“What is it, Kenneth?”

“Pauline! Call General Space-
craft. Order twenty caravels to be
delivered to 'Gallipago immediate-
ly. By damn, I'm going to have
a dog that will make Potterby’s
look sidi!”

Fran lounged in the doorway of
his tent and watched Danila dance
in the firelight to the music of Pi-
ero Gugli's vielin. Her skirt whirl-
ed excitedly around het long, slen-
der legs, and her bleuse trembled
in an inteigutng fashien. Het hair
was a swirling, blaek whip; her
hands meved in graeeful, suggestive
patierhs. The gay, yet haunting,
refrain sank deeply inte Fran's
eenseigusness. A fine weneh, he
E%BHSHE and lighted a new eigar-
ette.

He applauded when the dance
was finished, and Danila sank
pantingly against the grass.
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She looked up at him happily.
“Do you think I dance welll?”

“Beautifully.”

“Am I too thim?*

“Just right.”

“Am 1 ugly?”

l(No-”

“I can make a good fishhead
stew—if I had fishheads.”

“I'm sure.”

“Do you like me?”

“Couldn’t say.” He ground his
cigarette into the grass with his
thumb.

“Why not?”

“I don’t know you.”

“Do you want: to?”

“I suppose so.”

She moved close to him, caught
his hand, and laid it against her
cheek.

“You're a tree,”” she said trem-
ulously, “big and strong—"

“Wonderfull I always did want
to be a tree.”

llIlJm a vime_))

“As one vegetable to another—
greetings!”

Fran stood up and, drawing
Danila to her feet, led her away
from the firelighted circle into the
cool parkland, where an artificlal
fnoon theew leafy shadows against
the ground.

Georgi watched them go with a
thoughtful mien. Piero raised an
eyebrow and twanged a questioning
note.

“It is against the law,” Georgi
intoned.

“So it is.”

“He has not offered a price for
her.”

“Perhaps he does not know our
ways. You should speak to him.”

Georgi grinned. “He’ll pay
more when he's propetly hooked.”

In the forest Danila withdrew
reluctantly from Fran’s embrace.

“You brute!” she sighed happily.
“You great, big, wonderful Houtes?™

“Ships!” The Gypsies ran to-
wards the city gate as a fleet of
twenty-one caravels landed near
the dome.

A snappy, little man in a space-
suit emblazoned with the slogan,
“Don't use a raft; get General
Spacecrafit,” entered the city.

“I'm looking fora Mr. Casino,”
he notified the crojwd, and Fran
edged his way to the front of the
ranks.

“I'm Fran Casino.”

“Will you sign this please. We
have a consignment of twenty car-
avels for you. Mr. Carter ordered
them delivered here.”

“Oh, no!” Fran doubted the
sanity of both himself and his em-
ployer. “Twenty caravels! Me and
my sense of humor. I was only
joking. Take ’em badk!”

“I'm sorry, sir, but our orders
were to deliver them to you. We
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can’t take them back.”

Fran tugged on his suit and dash-
ed to his own ship. A message lay
in the receiver, He thrust it into
the decoder and read: “Sending
ships. Make best deal possible. I
hate you. K. C.”

Returning to the city, Fran re-
moved his helmet. “All right,” he
said to the G. S. represemtative.
“I'll sign for them!”

Within an hour the G. S. men
entered the twenty-first ship and
departed. Fran regarded the car-
avels’ shining hulls gloomily.

“They’re beautiful!” Georgi join-
ed him, a rapt expression on his
face,

“You know why they're here?”
Fran told him in a few words.

Georgi frowned. “I didn't say
I'd sell you a dog for even twenty
spaceships.”

“T know it! I know it! No
sane man would exchange twenty
caravels for a dog either. But,
then, who wotuld call K. C. sane?”

“But you would do business on
that basis, if we agreed?”

“I 'wouldn’t be too sure about
that. To offer one dog for twenty
spaceships is robbery. Besides,
suppose you had the ships, youw'd
just get yourselves shoved back
hete by the Couneil, and I'd wind
up In jail for obstrueting justice.
So would K. C. for supplying the
damn things. I ean’t let that hap-

pen. After all, sane or not, he is
my bread and butter.”

“It’s true — a spualidlem ik in-
volved.”

“There must be a way to keep
both you and K. C. happy.” Fran
tortured his gray matter. “I‘ve got
it! The council gave you this
planet. It’s all yours—no strings
attached. It’s your permanent res-
idence—see? All you have to do
Is elect a gowanmment—"

“We have a government,” Georgi

interrupted haughtily. “I'm the
King!”
“That’s right. I forgot. So

you've got your government; you
have got your laws. Describe your
society to the Council. Enter a
list of all the citizens of Gallipago.
After that, all you have to do is
teturn here every five years and
send in a report te the Counell,
pay youlr taxes, et cetera. That way
you ean’t be accused of vagabond-
age, and, if you behave youtselves,
the Couneil won't bother you.”

“I like that.” Georgi scrubbed
his chin with his hands. “We’ll pay
taxes to ourselves.”

“We should make lots of money.”

“I'm sure you will,” Fran agreed.
“Just don’t forget that ten per-
cent of the haul goes to the Coun-
cil.”

“Now that these matters are
settled, will you exchange the ships
for a dog?”
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“I don't know. It depends on
the dog. I might do it for Gretal.”

“A sharp bargain, since Gretal's
with young.”

“Call it what you will. [I've de-
cided. Either I get Gretal, or you
don’t get the ships.”

Georgi mused. “Come to the

tent. We’'ll have some wine and
talk it over, Gretal belongs to
Damila.”

“No!” Damila stamped her pink-
shod foot. “Gretal’s not going to
be put in a cage! She would die
of humiliation and she would
mourn for me.”

Out of patience, Fran suggest-
ed, “You could come along and
stay in the cage with her. We could
label it, ‘Gypsy and Dog’'!” He got
to his feet. “I see there can be no
tramsaction. I'l inform my boss
to come and get his property.”

“If that’s the way you feel™
Damila told him, “you can take
your old snake out of my fireplace!
I'm tited of building a fire in a
new place ewamnydiny!”

“Iff you had any sense, you'd
rotate!” Fran dragged Koko from
the ashes and brushed him off,
while the snake writhed indigmant-
ly. “That’s the trouble with you
Gypsies,” he continued. “You ate-
n’t practical! You think mere of
your deg than yeu de of yeur fa-
ther of yeur people or anvthing.

They can die just so long as you
have your howmdl!”

Danila’s face was troubled. “Is
he right, Papa? Is there no other
way for us to be free?”

“Yes, and no.”

“You may have Gretal,” Danila
said and collapsed in tears, “My
poor doggie! They're gonna put
you in a cage!l”

“I'll see that she has a cage of
one-way glass,” Fran promised.

“What's that?"

“It’s a kind that lets people look
in and see the animal, but the ani-
mal can’t see out. The glass is
soundpteof and smellproof, No
animal’s aware of being watched.
Besides, the cage will be comfort-
able. D'l duplicate Geetal's en-
vironment as nearly as I can.”

“I don't care. Without me, Gret-
al will die. You think you’re being
clever, but you'lt see. Oh, Fran,
why worry about a dog? Forget
about your job and come with us!”

“Umless K. C. gets a dog, we'd be
stealing the ships,” Fran said gent-
ly:
“Se? What's wrong with steal-
ing?"

“A let, honey. I wouldn't real-
ly expect you to understand. But,
believe me, everything will be done
to insure Gretal’s happiness. Keep
her until you’re ready to leave. I
won't take her until them.”

Georgi  patted his daughter’s
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head. “You have done a fine thing,
Danila.”

“Thank you, Papa.”

“Were it possible, we would take
the ships and Gretal, too, but I
fear the long arm of the Council”

“Even if there were nothing to
fear, I couldn’t do it. Fran's a
good Rye. He wouldn't take Gret-
al unless he had to.”

Strolling through the empty city,
Fran felt wretched. But, dammit,
K. C. wasn’t a bad, old fellow, and
twenty million credits entitled him
to something. When Gretal had her
pups, he’d never have to worry
about a dog agaln. Fran discount-
ed Danila’s threats that the dog
would die. Sure, Gretal would miss
the girl; se weuld he, but they’d
survive, He returhed to his tent
and went to sleep.

It rained that night, and he
awakened to a cool, clean morning.
Dreading an encounter with Danila,
he remained for awhile between his
blankets. Gradually he became
consclous of a change in the general
atrosphere. It was teo qulet. Ko-
ke rustled agalnst the eoverings
and snuggled closer to him. Fran
pushed the shake aside and erawled
out of bed. He peered through the
tent flap. The park was bare; net
a tent remained; net a eeeking pet.

Fran ran to the city wall and
looked outside. Only his ship re-
mained. The Gypsies had packed

and gone. In their anxiety to re-
turn to the spaceways, they had
disregarded the rain. Gretal! Eran
clenched his fists. Had they taken
Gretal, too?

A happy yelp somewhere in the
shrubbery reassured him.

“Gretal!” He knelt on the
ground and clapped his hands.
“Here, doggie! Nice doggie!”

Resembling an overladen vessel,
the dachshund waddled into view
and condescended to touch his hand
with her pink tongue.

“Nice girl!” Fran stroked her
fur. “We’ll get along fine, womn't
we?”

Something agitated the bushes
behind Gretal, and Fran found
himself staring at two pink shoes.

“What the deuce are you doing
here?”

“You said I could come and live
in the cage with Gretal,” Danila
replied.

“T was joking. You camttl™

“That’s what I thought, so I de-
cided to persuade you to give only
Gretal’s pups to this K. C. man,
Since they won’t know any better,
they won't mind a cage.”

“What about Guetizl?”

“I'll keep her.”

“I think maybe I'll keep her my
self as a souvemir.”

“Oh, Fran, don’t be mean! Can't
I stay with Gretal, even though
she belongs to you? -I wouldn’t
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mind going from one planet to an-
other and looking for animals.”

Fran sat back on his heels and
extracted a cigarette from his
pocket.

“What does your father think of
this?”

She pulled a match from her
skirt, struck it against a stone, and
kneeling beside him, applied it to
his cigarette, while her free arm

stole insidiously around his neck

“Papa says it's all right as long
as we return to Gallipago every
five years so he can see his grand-
children.”

Fran tried to look properly angry
but with her soft lips nearly brush-
ing his cheek, he could only toss the
cigarette away and yield to the in-
evitable.

THE END

I
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When you have a door bell that goes ting ting thumk instead of
ringing properly, you get accustomed to unusual visitors. At least,
it seemed to Henry Mason that since his doorbell had taken to
misbehaving his visitors had been anything but run of the mill.
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HE doorbell chimed its fami-
liar one-two-three pattern, a
tinkling  tingtihgsthlinks. Henry
frowned at the unfinished sentence
In the typewriter and twisted a-
round to state thfough the win-
dow at the street. People were al-
ways anhoying him with that
broken-step ting-Whirthbnkk,; pers
haps if he had the Hawake fixed
they welld step ringing his bell.
He leaned a preearigus distanee
frem the edge of the ehair, trying t6
per aratind the edge of the windew.
g saw efly a ear parked eut in
frent.

Resigned to the temporary de-
feat, Henry got up from the desk
chair and padded into the adjoining
room and to the front door. As he
walked he buttoned the sleeves of
his shirt and tried to smooth
down his halr. It might be a woman
walting on the other side of the
deor—only last week a eharming
yeung fiss had steed there, sell-
ing pots and pans. He turned the
kneb and yanked it epen.

Two dull-looking gentlemen.

“Mr. Carew?”  the nearest
gentleman asked politely. “Cary
Carew?”

A pleased expression settled on
Henry’s face. “That’s my pen
name,” he replied pleasantly.

“Ah, yes. Henry Mason, is it
not?”
“That’s me.”

UNIVERSE

“I know you must be a busy
man, Mr. Mason, but may we
have a few moments with you? My
narme is Groves.”

Henry Mason raised his eye-
brows. “What is it?"”

Groves deftly reached into an
inner pocket and brought out his
wallet. Flipping it open with one
hand, he held up and exhibited
the silver shield pinned inside it.
“F. B. 1.” he sald politely. “I also
have eredentials.”

“Now, look,” Henry burst out—
“I can account for every penny!
I always keep my receipts and re-
cords and every penny spent was a
legitimate expense. I can show
you_"

“No, no,” Groves said, still po-
litely. “F. B. I, Mr. Mason. I'm
not with Treasury.”

Mason blinked at him. “Oh.”

“May we come in? Your neigh-
bors will be watching.” He smiled
a vacant little smile that meant
nothing.

Henry admitted the two of them,
the polite F. B. I. agent and his
companion who said nothing and
did nothing. He led the way into
his writing room because there
was an easy chair there and the
room was the most comfortable in
the house. The room was lined with
book shelves and filing cabinets
and stacks of typing paper, tools
of the writet’s trade. He invited the
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agent to (ke the easy chair,
brought in another for the second
man, and sat him down be-
side the desk to lean warily on the
typewriter. Henry ‘said, “My
neighbors are always watching me,
They think I'm ecosmtric.”
“Imdeed?” Still the politeness.

“Camouflage.” Henry waved a
casual hand. “It lends an aura of
glamor and mystery to my ac-
tivities and sometimes increases
the sale of my books. Besides—it
keeps them away from fme. Always
nesing around.”

“I see.’ The agent studied the
writer.

Without speaking, Henry held
out his hand to him. The agent
stared at the open palm and then
as if guessing his thoughts,
brought out the wallet a second
time, opened ik, and placed it in
Henry’s hand. Henry brought it
close to his eyes to read the id-
entify card. He read the agent’s
brief description, looked at the
name, carefully examined the small
photograph and then peered up at
the man, comparing the photograph
to the face. Yes—unless the whole
thing was a forgery, this was ac-
tually Arthur Groves of the F. B.
I. Henry laid his open palm a-
cross the silver badge to get the
feel of it. He saw the agent watch-
ing him.

“Testing

it,” Henry explain-

ed. “I once wrote a story in
which my protagonist discovered
a government agent was an im-
poster, by feeling the badge. A sil-
ver badge imparts a certain cool
gense to the touch, where an-
other metal will net.”

“I see. And are you satisfiedi?”

“Yeah, I guess so; you're F. B. 1.
all right. And this isn't about my
taxes, eh?”

“No indeed, but another mat-
ter entirely. Mr. Mason, we have
been reading some of your most
recent stories.”

Cary Carew beamed. “Did you
like themm?”

“I'm afraid I'm not a compet-
ent judge,” the agent told him.
“It ism’t their merit that we are
intecested in, Mr. Mason, but their
content. Some of your newer stor-
les have chromicled the adventures
of a government secret agent, and
their eentent has been. . . ah, In-
teresting to the extreme.”

Cary Carew fixed the agent
with a cold and beady eye.
“Thought-police!” he snapped.

“I beg your pardom?”

“T said, thought-police. You're
going to tell me what to think and
what to write! I knew the govern-
ment would come to this!™

Groves frowned ever so sligitly.
“But that isn’t true at all, Mr,
Mason. I have no intention of
telling you what to write. My
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only purpose here is to inquire
into the content of some stories
vou've already written and pub-
lished.”

Henry stared at the man for a
long moment or two, his memory
rushing back over the more re-
cent tales that had appeared . in
print. “Aha!” he said swddenly.
HI m-.”

What, may I ask?”

“Why you are here.
think!”

“I beg your pardom?”
“Crimethink. The crime of hav-

Crime-

ing thoughts not in sympathy
with those currently in Wash-
ington.” The  writer"s manner

was an odd mixture of frightened
Mason and defiant Carcw. Very
well—if he was being sent to The
Rock he would go with head
high. “I sometimes manage to in-
clude a bit of my personal philo-
sophy in my fiction. And now
Washington has discovered that
and descends upon me like a
cloud of locusts.” He looked a-
round at the second man and
thought to correct himself. “Two
locusts.”

Groves stared across the room
at his silent companion. The com-
panion broke his silence. “Eccen-
tric,” he muttered.

Groves -shook his head and
patiently began again. “Mr. Ma-
son, you persist in misunder-

standing me. I am not interested
in your thoughts or your philoso-
phy. I am interested only in cer-
tain phases of your stories deal-
ing with this government secret
agent, this fellow — What is his
name?”

“Dan Devlin,”
supplied promptly.

“Yes, Dan Devlin. This Mr. De-
vliin is a remarkable fellow. I
might say he has seen more ac-
tion in his brief carser than 1 have
in my entire life with the Bureaw.”

"“Thank you.”

“To get to the point of the mat-
ter, Mr. Mason, this Dan Devlin
chap knows a little more about
governmental secrets than we do
ourselves.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. For instance in one re-
cent story, you have him thwart
an enemy spy who is intent on
stealing plans for the atomic
bomb. As T recall, he does succeed
in trapping and capturing the spy
and in recovering the stolen doc-
uments. But Mr. Mason, you then
proceed to reveal the contents of
those documents by causing your
hero to read them, thus allowing
the readers to learn them. The
documents are read off in detail.
You point out that twenty-two
point seven pounds of U-23§5 are
necessary to critical mass, you de-
scribe the materials of which the

Cary Carew
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bomb casing is made, you draw a
verbal picture of the triggering
device which causes the bomb to
explode, and you then show the
exact amount of damage that
bomb will do to a given area.”

“Of course,” Cary Carew said
happily. He waved to the well-
filled bookshelves abeut him. “I
always do research.”

“That isn't public knowledge,”

the agent said. "“Or wasn't, until ,

you wrote it.” He seemed Dbitter.

“Well-documented research al-
ways lends an aura of authenti-
city,” Carew proudly expllained.

“Perhaps you didn't under-
stand me. I said, that wasn’t public
knowledge. It was classified.”

Henry stared at him, “What was
classifiied?”

“The entire data concerning the
bomb which you published in the
story.”

"“Nonsense,” the writer said.

The second man leaned forward
in his chair to fix Mason with a
probing glare. "It isn’t nonsense.
How do you explain it?”

“Who are you?” Henry de-
manted.

“Clark,” the other snapped.
HC. I_‘ C')‘”

“What’s attiha @’

“You should know,” Clark re-
torted with a suggestion of wry-
ness. “Your Devlin character works
for us.”

“Oh, you mean tihat. The Coun-
ter-imedlligence Corps. Say, I'll bet
you guys really get around. Do
you like to read my stories?”

“We've been reading them—
closely. What about it?”

“What about witat?”

“Where did you get the clas-

sified material on the atomic
bomb you published?”
“Research, I told you.”
“Research  my eye! That

hasn't been published.”

Henry sat up triumphantly. “I've
got you! It has.”

“Has not.”
“Has.” He pointed dramatically.
“Right there.” His triumphant

finger indicated an encyclopedia set-
The set was his pride and joy, a
veritable gold mine of informa-
tion on every subject under the
sun. Time and again it had come
to his rescue to provide an atith-
entic background, a tropical set-
ting, a concise history or a hidden
date or fact. That particula¢ en-
cyclopedia set had repaid him
many times its cost by giving him
the material to fabrlcate many
stories.

The C. I. C. operative glanced
at the set only long enough teo id-
entify it. “You'd better have a
good alibi.”

Cary Carew gave him a scorn-
ful glance. “I don't understand
how you made the Corps. You
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can’'t come to a rational conclu-
sion until you've examined the

evidence. Dan Devlin lives by
that rule.”
“Just between you and me,

buddy, Dan Derlin hasn't got
long to live. Wieye did you get
the classified data?”

“There!” Henry almost shriek-
ed.

“Oh, take a look and let’s get
on with it” Groves interposed.
He had lost a modicum of his po-

liteness. “We want to find out
about that rocket material, as
well.”

Cary Carew brightened “Oh
yes, my White Sands story. One
of my better ones, really. The
enemy spy gave Devlin a real
chase for his money in that one.”

Groves said wearily, “Between
the enemy spy and Dan Devlin,
several cats were let out of the
bag in that one. Where did you
obtain the classified information
on the fuel mixture used to fire
the rocket, and where did you gain
the data on the height it reached
and the meteorological matter it
obtained while up there, and how
did you learn of the alloy and
construction methods used in the
rocket? How did you know the ex-
act date it was fired and how long
it was aloft, and where it fell and
how much of it was recowsed?”

A casual Carew pointed to the

encyclopedia set, his expression
revealing his opinion of real gov-
ernment agents.

Clark was fingering the pages
of the first volume, leafing to-
ward the section headed o,
Henry watched him, inwardly grin-
ning. Clark finally reached o,
turned a few more pages to afomic
energy, and settled baek to read.
The reom was gulet except for a
solitary fly buzzing against the
windew, vaialy seeking an exit.
Henry glaneed areund his den,
examining Ris many beekshelves,
fendly eeniemplating he filing
gaBinets, feeling quite Efeua 6t it
all. Hie filing cabinets Bulged with
already - published storigs and
early Hrafts of ofhers waiting only
{8 Be polished and matled out. His
shelves coniatned H]&g}é feference
works 8t IRvalianle RatHEE:

Upon those few occasions when
he was called upon to lecture a
ladies club or a student-writer’s
meeting, he liked to say that a
successful writer 18 a well-read
writer. It was best te Instill in
those eager young fiinds there was
ne sherteut te literary fame, ne
easy way; oene must—

“Hey!” Clark’s startled yell
punctured his thoughie and the
silence of the room. “It is here!”

“Of course,” Cary Carew said
with simple dignity. Awthenticity
was the life-blood of fine fiction-

aD
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“What?"” an incredulous Groves
demanded.

“Every blasted word of it,”
Clark declared. “Word for ward!®

“Oh, come now,” Carew protest-
ed midly. “I'm not a plagarist. 1
always make it a point to rewrite
my soutce material.”

“But it can't be—it hasn’t been
released!”

“Has,” Henry, repeated.

“This is impossible! it ism’t
supposed to be in public primt.”

“Is,” Henry said.

“Ttere’s something wrong here—
something awfully wwong.”

“You,” Henry suggested.

Groves reached for the volume
and almost tore it from his com-
panion’s hand. Clark whirled to the
bookcase and searched rapidly a-
long the spines, checking the al-
phabetical keys. He was searching
for the matter on rocketry, es-
pecially those recent rockets fired
from White Sands, New Mexico.

“Volume twenity-mine,” Henry
said helpfully.

Clark muttered his thanks and
jetked at the volume. The period
of silence was repeated, and in due
time, the stunned exclamation of
disbelief. Groves meanwhile had
tead the article on atoeie energy
and was gaping at the wallpaper.
Thete, in print, was a eonelse sums-
maty of rilllons of seeret weords
new. lecked away 1A Washingten

vaults! It was fantastic. He look-
ed across the room to Clark’s face
and found a similar answer there.
Clark had just finished reading
another summary on the White
Sands experimental rockets, infor-
mation supposed to be known oinly
te White Sands and Washington.
Woenderingly, Groves tutned over
the velume in his hands and stared
at the spine. The eneyelepedia had
been published By an eld and
respested New Yerk firm.

“What else,” he asked, in some-
what of a daze, “has Dam Devlin
done? What more have you re-
leased?”

“Well,” Cary Carew said modest-
ly, “there was the adventure of the
atomic cannon, and some nasty bus-
iness involving plutonium hand
grenades, and right now a maga-
zine is preparing for publication
my latest story about biological
warfare. An enemy spy sneaks into
the Maryland—"

A suspicious Clark cut him off
short. “Is that in here too?”

Henry nodded. “Volume three,
I thimk®*

“ak, o

“Oh, yes,” Henry assured him.

Groves seemed to have recovered
his presence of mind. “Where did
you get this encyclopedia set?”

“From a peddler.”

“A peddler?”

“Yes. There’s always somebody
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stopping here, interrupting my
work. The doorbell is broken—well,
fiot broken altogether, but it goes
ting-ting-¥humé you see, and that
gets on my nerves after a while.
Only 1 didn’'t mind one day last
weel because a good-looking girl
stopped by, selling pots and pans,
and 1 said to her—

“The book peddler,” Groves re-
peated impatiently.

“He was just a peddler. I was
working on something or other
and the doorbell went #ing-ting-
thunk and there he stood. I really
didn’t mind after a while because
it s a good set, and I needed it.
Sixty-five dollars.”

“Sixty-five dollars!” Clark was
holding his head in his hands.
“More than ten years work, for six-
ty-five dollars.”

“What’s the matter with him?*
Henry asked.

Groves regarded Henry Mason
as he would a child.

“He’s upset,” he explained clear-
ly and slowly. ‘“He’s unhappy.
He’s a United States secret agemt.
For ten years or more he and hun-
deeds like him have labored long
and hard to keep our wartime sec-
rets secvelr to keep them from the
peying eyes of the world, and you
buy a sixty-five dellar set of books
whieh permits your Dan Devlin to
feveal everything. To be blunt, he's
disenchanted.”

Henry gazed at the bent head
of the other agent and said, “Oh.”

“Now listen carefully. I want
you to tell me about this peddler;
I want you to describe him in de-
tail, and repeat what he said to
you- I want to know the whole
thing.”

ﬂwhy?”

“Because it still might not be
too late. If only a few thousand
copies of this set have been sold,
may be able to gather them up
and burn them.”

“You expect me to remember a
casual transaction that happened a
year ago?”’ Henry demanded
petulently.

“You have a keen ear for dia-
logue,” Groves said.

The unfair blow found its mark.
“Certainly,” Henry declared.
“Wel now, let me think for a
minute—" He closed his eyes and
put his fingertips on them. “It was
like this. .. .”

The door bell chimed its familiar
one-two-three pattern, a tinkling
ting-ting-thumié. Henry frowned at
the galley proofs he was reading,
and twisted around in his chair to
stare through the window. One
irritating interruption after an-
other; it he didn’t finlsh correcting
the proofs and get them off in an-
other day they would be late In
teaehing the printer— and most
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likely - that would mean his book
would lose its scheduled press-
time, and so be late in reaching
the bindery and then the stores,
and wouldn't be published in time
for the Christmas trade after all.
And in addition to all those hor-
rible things, Miss Winston in his
publisher’s production department
would write him a scathing letter.

Henry sighed and pushed the
galleys aside, to get up from the
desk and go through the adjoining
room to the door. He opened it and
found an elderly gentleman wear-
ing a walrus moustache standing
there, beaming cheerily.

“Ah, good morning, Mr. Carew,
good morning, good morning. A fine
day for the creative Instinet, is it
not? And how Is your werk com-
ing?”

“Well . . .okay, I guess,” Cary
Carew told him. “But I don't want
any-”

“Mr. Carew, how can you say
that? No man may boast he is
well-read or well-informed without
a solid backgrounding in the Jiterary
treasure of the world, a repository of
the accumulated wealth and know-
ledge of the centuries. Mr. Carew,
a man of your reputation simply
can't afford to be without one.”

Cary Carew watched the walrus
moustache bouncing on the fellow’s
upper lip as lie talked. “Without
one withatt?”

“Mr. Carew, 1 was hoping you
would ask me that question! It
reveals you as a man of discern-
ment, & man of eager and mquir-
ing mind, a man who seeks truth
and light 1n an otherwise dark
and igherant werld. Mr. Carew, you
may well pride yeumselilf ef yeuf
advanced mental faeculties.” The
elderly gentleman blew steadily
en, Bewailing the Baekward ways
of the ouiside weHd and lewdly
admirng the tewering pillar of
strengih and light iR the persen
of Eary Carew. The mousiache
Wﬁ%%@ﬂ madly and the old
gefl EfHﬁB"WSFK%Ei Hp qute ﬁ"HSEH
gg éﬁ?&fﬁ; Yoy sif," he satd, “need

“Need one what?” Henry re-
peated.

“A modern and up-to-date world
encyclopedia in only thirty-six
magnificent volumes, a storehouse
of knowledge smartly and fully
covering the world of yesterday and
today. I happen to have in my hand
the initial volume. Notice the fine
binding and the delicate, expensive
goldleaf lettering; now let ws flip
open a few pages so that you may
see the expensive printing techni-
ques and the sturdy paper. This
set is quaranteed to last a lifetime,
Mr. Carew, and the life-times of
those children who will come after
you.”

“I'm not married.”
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“A man of your literary weorth
simply can't afford to be without
one.”

“How much?” Henry asked cau-
tiously.

“Only sixty-seven dollars and
fifty cents. A rare bargain in this
day of advancing prices and shoddy
materials.”

Henry fingered the volume. “Is
it new?” he asked suddenly. *I
don't want anything out of date—"

“New? My dear Mr. Carew, look
at this!” And the peddler opened
the front cover to turn a few pages,
stopping at last on a colored frontis-
plece facing the title page. He
turned the book about so that
Henry might see. Lithographed in
four beautiful colors was a picture
of a haimdsome and distinguished
man, while below it ran the printed
legend:

Dwight D. Eisenhower

President of the United States
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“Well, yes,” Henry agreed. “It's
new all right.” His practiced eye
ran down the title page, noting the
type arrangement and layout, the
names of the several editors and
the publisher, coming to rest at last
on the copyright date. The Roman
numerals caught his eye, and he
returned to them to read them a
second time, more slowly.

“Aha!” he crowed in the sales-
man’s face. “An emnrar!!”

“No!” The walrus moustache
shot high.

“Yes. It so happens I can read
Roman numerals. Look at this:
MCMLYV. Clearly, a typographi-
cal error. The proofreader was not
on the job.”

“Oh, my, my, my,” the salesman
said. “Tch, tch, tch. Mr- Carew,
I am most distressed at this flaw in
my offering. I am moved to make a
reduction. Sixty-five dollars.”

Henry grinned to himself, be-
lieving he had driven a hard bar-
gain. “I'll take it.”

The old gentleman scurried out
to an automobile standing at the
curb and returned with the re-
maining thirty-five volumes. He
accepted Henry"s check, bid him a
cheery farewell, and drove away.
Henry at once forgot about the
waiting galley proofs, to sit down
and thumb the volumes, searching
for information he might put into
the hands of Dan Devlin.

“And that’s all there was was to .
it,” he said to Groves.

Groves had followed the recital
by opening the first volume to the
lithographed picture and the title
page. Now he started at the copy-
right notice. “What does MCMLV
mean? Why is it an errow?”

Henty leaned over his shoulder.
“The MCM is nineteen hundred;
that first M indicates one thou-
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sand while the following CM indi-
cates nine hundred=— a hundred
less than a thousand- Had the C.
followed the M it would have in-
dicated one hundred plus a thou-
sand. So, nineteen hundred. The
L is fifty and the V, five. 1§55. It
sheuld have read 1§54, of course.”

Across the room, Clark was
rapidly pulling volumes from the
shelf to examine tte date in each.
After a while he looked up. “They
all have the same date.”

“Of course,” Henry agreed. “I
got two-fiifity off.”

He thought to add, “I'we had
only one disappointment with the
set. There's nothing in it about the
space statiom.”

Clark jerked around suddenly.
“Space statiom?”

“Yeah, you know. During the
last war, Germany had plans for a
space-platform to be anchored in
the sky—a thousand miles up. Fol-
lowing the war the United States
took over the plans. There has
been an awful lot of speculation in
the magazines about the space-sta-
tien, pletures and sueh; seme say it
will be a refueling station for
feekets going to the feen, and
other elalm it will make a military
observation pest as it eneireles the
eatth. It had oeeured te fe that
Dan Deviin esuld make an adven-
ture of it

“And there is nothing in these

books about it?” Clark demanded
anxiously. “Nothing about a space
station?”’

“Not a word. Quite a disap-
pointment, really.”

Clark looked at ‘Groves, closed
his eyes and sighed. Quite clesrly
and audibly he thanked his God.
When he had opened them again
he made a request of Henry.

“I want to use your telephome.”

“In there,” pointing.

Henry and Groves remained
silent, listening. They couldn't help
listening because the instrumient
was so near. Clark called his head-
quarters in Washington and des-
cribed the entire siuation; hold-
tng a volume In his hand, he read
oft the title page and then told of
the typogtaphical error that had
been diseovered, told the supposed-
ly-seeret infermation eeontained in
its pages, and teld hew Dam De-
viin had made free use of that
elassified information te win many
fietional battlles with an enemy Spy.
Thete fellowed a leng peried of
silenee. Clark walied, teying with
the phene, staring eut the windew,
IuERiRg araund te find the twe men
watehing him.

“They’re calling New York to
check with the publisher,” he ex-
plained to Groves. Groves nodded
and the silence went on. After sever-
al minutes the distant voice spoke
again and the C. L. C. agent ex-
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ploded violently.

“It is tooff I've got one right here
in my hand!” The voice camtinued
at a fast clip. Clark said, “Yes, he's
there with me. He'll verify it
Thirty-six volumes,” He listened
some more and his face became a
dull crimson. He said finally,
stiffly, “Yes sir,” and hung up.

Groves watched him expectantly.

“That edition doesn't exist,”
Clark said, waving his hand at the
book shelf, “The New York pub-
lisher hasn’t printed it yet.”

“Nonsense,” Henry exclaimed.

Clark stabbed a glance at the
writer. “The publisher said he
hasn’t issued an edition of that en-
cyclopedia since 1§49. He further
said they are considering a new
edltion in about a yeat, pending the
release of certain material by
Washingten. In shert, If Washing-
ton reveals enough to make a Hew
edition worthwhille, they’ll go to
pmg‘”

“Sixty-five dollars,” Henry re-
minded him, pointing to the
sprawled books. “I've used them
for months.”

“Yes, you have.” Clark brought
forth a wallet and carefully coumt-
ed out sixty-five d6llars. He hand-
ed the money to the writer. “I'l
need a receipt.”

“What's this for?”

“For an encyclopedia set which
doesn’t exist. My orders are to seize

the books.”

“You can’t do that!®

“I am doing it. The receipt,
please.”

“But I need that set™

“You can buy another down-
town,” Clark reminded him, and
then added bitterly, “And this time
buy a set that does exist. Buy some
that were printed a few years ago-”
He stooped and began picking up
books. Groves jumped to help him.

Henry watched them. “Big-bro-
thers!” he snarled suddenly.
They went on with their seizure.

The doorbell chimed its familiar
ont-two-three pattern, ting-ting-
thunk. Henry paused in the middle
of a sentence and comtemplated
stuffing the chimes with rags to
prevent the constant mmterruptions.
It had been difficult going the last
few days without the familiar vol-
urmes to encourage him, and at the
mement Dan Devlin was Involved in
a plet with eounterfeitors that was
dewnright stupld.

He growled aloud and pushed
back the chair to go to the door.
A shiny new car stood at the curb,
a car he had not seen on the
streets before. It seemed to resemble
those experimental models found
only at Automobile shows, a hint
of things to come. The car was
very low and sleek* and futuristic.
He stared in wonder.
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A voice below the level of his
eyes sang out a cheery greeting.
“Ah, good morning, Mr. Carew,
good morning, good morning! A
striking day for the creative urge
of an author, is it not? And how
is your good work progressimg?”

Cary Carew dropped his gaze
from the remarkable automobile to
stare at the elderly gentleman
wearing a walrus moustache. “Bad.”
he said. “I lost my encyclopedia
set and can't do research.”

“Indieed, sir?” the old man ex-
claimed. “How very fortunate that
I happened along. I happen to have
in my hand the initial volume of a
brand new edition, fresh from the
presses, Let youtr fingers feel the
fine texture of the eloth, examine
it veu will the streng, white paper
and the large easy-te-read type. I
assure yeu, Mr. Carew, this few
edition will surplant in every way
all other encyelepedias, Bringing t6
the fere as it dees the latest deve:
ispements the werld sver! And at
the same amazing lew price of sixty-
seven dellars and fifty cents”

Henry regarded him closely.
“Does it tell all about the space
platform?”

“Of course, of course, my 'diear
sir. The very latest reports about
the entire matter, plus, of course,
allied fields. This new edition is
years ahead of all others. But wait
a moment and see for yourselfl.”

The old fellow turned and hurried
to the shining new car. From the
trunk he brought forth an encyclo-
pedia set and in three trips thad
carried the thirty-six volumes to
the door. “I invite your closest in-
spection, Mr: Carew. A man of your
outstanding intelligence wants only
the best.”

Cary Carew reached down for
the volumes keyed Soci-Sudde and
riffled the pages, seeking out the
desired subject matter. His eyes
opened wide in delight. There it
was, some three and a half columns
concerning  space-stations, space
platforms, orbits, military advan-
tages and the like. “Sold!” he de-
clared imstantly.

“A most discerning gentlemzm,”
the peddler said.

Hurriedly, Henry had a belated
second thought and turmed back to
title page to read the copyright
date. His accusing eyes lifted to
the old gentleman’s face and he
thought to wag a reproving finger
beneath the moustache.

“Ich, tch,” he said. “The same
error.”

“Really?” the peddled asked. He
peered at the offending date. “This
is most unfortunate.”

“MCMLVIL"” Cary read aloud.
“That’s 19§57. Your proofreaders
aren’t very alert.”

“ T admire your vast knowledge,
sir!” the peddler said. “You wits
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are as as sharp as your eyes. Sup-
pose I reduce the price by two dol-
lars and a halff?”

“Sold,” Henry repeated, and
wrote out a check. He carried the
thirty-six volumes inside the door,
and then waited there to watch
the old gentleman drive away. That
was certainly a spectacular car—
something you wouldn’t expect to
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find on the streets for five or ten
years yet.

Henry selected the one prized
volume and retired to his den. He
drew from the typewriter the coun-
terfeiting story and threw it in
the wastebasket, settled baek fo
read up on space station data in
preparation for Dan Devlin’s next
exploit.

THE END

What's Waiting For Russia
- = = Or Mars!

EPICTED on the front
Dcover of this issue is a
scene that is unusual for

a science fiction magazine—be-
cause it’s a photo, it’s retouched,
and it isn't in color. It represents
a milestone in science fiction
whidh will take the ripest (?)
viewpoint in science fiction to
explain (and by that we mean
in terms of years of experience.)
First, science fiction has just
gone through its “maturity”
throes,  wherein it graduated
from short pants, and really came
of age. Mentally of age. You
see, science fiction has just en-
joyed its big “boom” where it

left the domain of the “fan” and
entered the realm of “fair com-
petition,” the general public re-
servation. On this reservation
there are Indians, all of them
dead, having died there when
Indian stories and Western ex-
perienced the same “boom’” many
years ago. In short, science fic-
tion grew up—and fell dead! Of
age. Very briefly, the public ac-
ceptance was short—and Dbitter.
Nobody liked the stuff. Not that
we blame them, because it has
been lousy. People Wiho knew
nothing about science - fiction
were disseminating it in reams.
They thought sclence fiction was
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“case . histories from a psychia-
trists filee;” “off-beat  descrip-
tions of insane people;” “some-
thing screwy”; “something not
containing a story about people,
but an incident in a bawdy
house:” ‘“‘monsters;” “Ray Brad-
bury.” Well, they were wrong.
But they did their dirty work,
then fran, thelf tails between
their legs.

We had to do something. The
type of cover previously used
was now a ‘“‘tag” labeling science
fiction “that crud.” So. we
changed tihe cover completely. It
looks slightly like TIME in its
early days. It looks almost like
+ « - well, it looks differemt. We
hope it will be accepted behind
its new face, will not suffer from
the herrible nightmare science
fietion has gene through. And
we think yeu will like the new,
mature appearance: We're aim-
ing at vealistic, cemmen sense
pesple; like seiense FHetion read:
gfs Were befere the “losney bin
stampede”  began. We are ty-
ing to hint, via the eover, that
the inside content is geed, selid
stuff, fit for aﬂﬁbeéy and eare:
fully planned through years of
experiense: Yeu wen't be sick-
ened by the utterly incongruous
and the utterly ridiculous; nor
by the ineptness and tihe feeble
atterapt at ‘“sheeking” yeu inte
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buying by sensationalissa (which
today is linked with sex crimes
and psychiantry.)

Next, we are presenting the
best science fiction aobtainable,
and not much is being written.
We hope the new cover, the new
(how old!) treatment of stor-
ies, will once again attract com-
petent writers Who won't stoop
to (or reach up for, kmowing no
better) cheap sensationalism, and
will write what we'd like to
call real literature, Yes, real
literature ean be wrltten with a
science fictlon baeckground. And
thus, we want eur stories 16 be
important. Basie, abeut people,
and abeut the things seienee really
stands fof.

« The third thing to explain about
this month’s cover is what it
porteays. And herein we have
a few theories to ptopound WhHich
might serve te make yeu think,

This cover, a composite be-
tween a photo and a drawing,
shows the new “Nike"” rocket,
homing on a “flying saucer.”
Actually it wouldn’t work this
way, because we had to “fore-
shorten” the scene to get it all im,
The saucer would actually be far
beyond the horizon, still out of
sight, The rockets would be
homing on it by electronics and
net by visual aiming as it seems

{(Congliseided or Page 12§)



XX7HEN I'm in Los Angeles

% my favorite newspaper is
the Mirror, and my favorite col-
umn in that paper is Paul Koats’
column. I seldom read columns,
but what attracted me to it in
the first place was the fact 1
used to know a fellow by the
name of Jim Koats in Spokane
years ago. One day I met Jim
Koats on the street and he bor-
rowed ten bucks from me. Two
days later he was arrested for
having mutdeted his wife a couple
of months before that, weighting
het body down and dropping it in
the Little Spokane River near a
cabin he owned. He was never
brought to trial because he died
of T. B. complicated by yellow
jaundice before the case eame up
In court, I never got my ten bueks
back. Se natwrally Paul Keats’
column In the Mirror caught my
eye. Paul has an intriguing style
In his eelumn. Abeut enee a week
he devetes his eelumn te exeerpts
from letters, with wenderful ene
line feplies under he exeerpis,
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& By [Hadls

calculated to getting up the dan-
der of those who wrote.

I have a couple of letters from
more or less incensed people over
my first column two issues ago,
and I don’t quite know what to
do with them. One of them is two
thousand words long, double
spaced, for publication. The other
is about eight hundred words.

Both of them demanded to be
published.
The way Paul Koats would

handle it, he would take the open-
ing sentence of the first letter
and give a two word comment —
like this:

Dear Rog:
I'd call you a liar if I didn't
know you‘re a pretty nice guy. . .
Joe Gibson
24 Kensington Ave.
Jersey City 4, N. J.
Thanks, Joe. — Rog

Cute, huh? I kind of like it. It
has a certain touail). Besides mak-
ing Joe boiling mad and filled
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with frustration it should evoke
chuckles galore. And it is pure
Koatsiana.

The second letter is a little
tougher to handle because it
wasn't sent to me but was turned
over to me for an . answer. But
anyway, here goes:

Dear B:

- . what prompts me to wuite
and wish this letter to see print
was Rog Piifilljps lively report
and write-up on conventions,
fandom, et al.; though however
interesting it may appear in print,
it, nevertheless, is subject to the
following flaws of the true facts
whigh were stated. . .

Calvin Thos. Beck
Box 467
Hackensack, N. J.
Et al, — Rog

That “et al” is more Koat-
sian than something like “Pardon
me for listening” which would be
a shade childish and a shade
smart aleck, or something like
“I'th more interested in untrue
facts, Cal” or "Your remarks
are completely unparsable, Cal,”
which  although  quite wiitty,
overstress the obvious.

So you see, I could do that to
those two letters, then more irate
letters would come in, and I
could do the saime to them. Event-
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ually I could build up a sort of
a half of a reputation as a wit —
at the expense of the dignity of a
never ending string of nice guys.
They weuld Be at my merey so
lshg as 1 lasted, which weuld-
't Be te8 leng, beeause Ray and
Bea aren’t geing te let Universe
Beeeme a magazine, ene part of
which is the €luB Heuse, the
gther part ef whieh is feud lst:
fers and ariicles direeted at the
€lup House. A stery oF twe has
{8 Be squeezed inte every issue
for ‘these whe like seienee fictien.

There is the alternative of ig-
noring those letters -— giving peo-
ple who disagree with me no voice
whatever. That’s even more un-
fair than holding them up to ridi-
cule.

But I can't publish the entire
contents of those two letters. Mr,
Beek's letter is twoe theusand
werds, and brings in names that
would lead te more letters de-
fmanhding te be published. In ad-
dition it eontains statements
whish My, Beek thinks are faets
but whieh definitely aren’t, sueh
as his statement that the Queens
greup, Q. §. F. L., has net been
iR existenee “fer seme feur years,”
When 1 myself speke befere that
greup thee years age and feund
it-te be very mueh alive and with
fe sighs ef dying se leng as Mrs.
Sykera's ability as a eeek eentin-
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ties undiminished.
And Joe Gibson's strongly

worded letter (he privately insist-
ed,) was mbre for the purpose of
starting an interesting contro-
versy than anything else. So,
getting back to where I started,
what do I do with ‘em? (Before I
go Inte that, let me mention that
Joe Gibson also stuck s neck
out with statements that aren't
faets. of, as Calvin Beek so aptly
put i, “tiue faets.”)

My puepose in writing the ex-
pose of what happened at Chic-
ago was constructive. I think
ninety percent of you know that.
Se what I want te de is lift eut
the eenstruetive parts of joe's
and Cal's letters and present
thefm.

Calvin Tihos. Beck says, “It is
suggested, therefore, that at all
world conventions from now on,
any city wishing to put in its bid
as a site for the next yeat’s con-
vention must present a record of
its recent ‘history, covering a
twelve-moniith period, and listing
its various accomplshments af-
fairs, etc . . Clties proving greater
merlt 1n this direction would take
precedence over those which do
not, whieh would disqualify infef-
lef ‘runners-up.” Carried on frem
thete, the veote must go te the 6ity
that has been knewn te have aeh-
leved the mest in leeal affairs of
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recent date.”

Joe Gibson says, “And as for
the plan‘you suggest to solve all
these troubles, it wouldn’t work.
You said, ‘It would make tie lo-
cal non-fans who attend every
convention a negligible factor as
a voting bloc.” It wouldn’t. They
pay their dollars and are con-
vention members just as much as
any active fan. A plan that could
work Is a rotation plan. Maybe
you don't know about this, either,
but a nufmbet of fans who do are
working on It. The Feiseo Com-
faittee is supposed te have one
teady for fandem to vote on.

There are plenty of headaches ih-
velved: BUi fahs aren’t ignering
His swation.”

Joe, fans “haven't been ignor-
ing” this problem for several years.

What abeut the plahs diseussed
and veted down ef etherwise fe-
jeeted iR 1§32 and 1§53? ¢Fis-
€0 i§ suppesed te have ene ready”
in 19%4. As I write this en July
6ih, T have heard of seme seFt ef
Bulletin Frises is suppesed (e
have sent eut. 1 paid my deliar fer
fembership last fall and havew't
feeeived my membership eard 6F
anytping else. Therg are others
that navewt.

It won’t work to have “a few of
the boys gather ‘round” some
evening the week before the con-
vention and say, “Oh- yes,
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(yawnnn), we are supposed to
have some sort of (yawnnn,
pard’n me) plan ready to correct
the evils of how we pick the next
convention site. We must think
of something. .

The, only thing that will work
is a plan that gains momentum
and popular support.

One last thing I would like to
mention is this: most fans who
know they aren't going to be able
to attend the world convention
don’t waste a dollar on it. If that
dollar bought them the right to
vote on the site for the next con-
vention, giving them the hope that
they might help to bring it close
enough so they could afford the
teain ticket, they would send in
their buck in order to have a
vote. That would bring in from
a hundred to maybe five hundred
extra dollars for the convention
each year— and that aln’t in Ven-
usian linoleums, either!

Using the Koats Method on the
next letter in the staok . . .

Dear Rog:

I seem to recall from some-
where that the Club House was
dedicated to the S-F club; and
from my general observations, it
has degenerated into just another
column on general crifanac —
with clubs seldom belng men-
tioned. It s just a guess, but I

HOUSE

165

think that this can be laid to
the door of lack of material and
little or no meat on the bones of
what you do know.

Project Fan Club

Orville W. Mosher

1728 Mayfair

Emporia, Kansas

I’ll bone up Orv. — Rog ‘

Orville 'is conducting research
with the objective of writing and
publishing a booklet on “the for-
mation, care, and improvement of
local fan clubs.” Later on in his
letter he says, “I can not use all
the material I have here, unless I
wanted to write several volumes
on the history of each club. I
don't, so most of the material
will go to waste . ... I would be
willing to tuen over some of this
material to you. . .”

Sorry, Orville, I can’t use it. I
can use only live material. Clubs
freak up and are formed all the
time, and there are so many that
to publish even their names and
locations in a complete list would
require several pages. The primary
putpese of the Club House I8 to
Introduce the nen-fan newcomer
to selenee fiction te the fanzines
that have been published duting
the past twe or thiee months and
whieh are still available. That in-
troduees the newesmer te the ae-
tivities of fandem. Thiough the
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fanzines he can find out about the
other activities of fandom, and in
a short time learn where his fan
neighbors live and get in touch
with them.

In reading your letter, Orv,
an idea struck me, and I can’t
see anything wrong with it. A lo-
cal club that wants new members
could wmimeo a brief note giving
data on the next meeting, and go
around to the local newstands
and slip it in each eopy of a pro-
zine on the racks so that whoever
bought that copy would see and
read it. It wouldnt take mueh
work and sheuld bring geed re=
sults. Certainly ne one would
ebjeet. Of — hew abeut yeu pre-
viding the infermatien foer new-
eomers, Ofv? ARy of yeu writ-
ing te him te find eut wWhere yeur
leeal fan elub ipeets, be SURE
te enelose a self-addressed and
stamped efvelepes fer Ris eonven-
ienee in giving yeu that infer-
fatieR. A small eard for him {8
write the infermatien weuld help
tee: Then he weuld enly have {8
leek it up and jet it down.

This doesn’t mean thist I won't
mention local clubs from time to
time. In the last issue I mentioned
some of them. But, primarily, the
Club House will confine itself to
things that are of universal rather
than local interest and availability.
fThe non-fan reader living in St.
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Louis isn’t going to get actively
curious about the Little Mon-
sters club in West Berrydale, Al-
berta, umkzss the L. M.s  spend
their  evenings  stenciling and
cranking stuff out of a mimeo
that will be availablle t6 him. Se
why do I eall @y colump the
Club House? I like the name and
everyone knows it and what is is
by new. And it is abeut the mest
remarkable elub ever to exist —
st fandem, which has ne &harter
no officers, fe membership eef:
tifieate, and whieh you join simply
by deeiding you are a fan, and
whieh you quit simply By desiding
you are thiough. (OF eouIse,
sefetimes in order 8 quit fan-
do you Have te meve 8 anether
eity and leave ne ferwarding ad:
dress, and perhaps ehange yeuF
name. But usually quitting fan-
dom is simple, and in almest an
eity you ean find ex-fans @
years standing, whe wrile pre-
lifieally for the fanzings, make
lengthy speeches at varieus fan
eluBs on why they quit fandsm,

etc. — I mean et al.
* % %k ¥

And now at long last, you pat-
ient newcomers to stfandem, I'll
review the fanzines, With each,
I give the name, the priee, and
where to send for It. Over the
years I have placed fy persenal
guarantee that yeu will get yeur
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money’s worth in satisfaction
from each one or I will person-
ally refund the money you send
its editor. So far no one has ever
taken me up on that even
though now and then a fanzine
stops publishing before my re-
view hits the stands and the ed-
itor sends nothing for the money
given him, But the offer tholds,
I'm all for these fan editors who
put in moest of thelr spare time
on their magazines, They are the
backbone of fandom and without
the fanzines there would soon be
no active fandom at all.

DEVIANT: No. 2; 26¢; Carol
McKinney, Sta. i, Box §i4, Provo,
Utah. I went through the stack
and picked this one to review
first for a special reason. I'm in
a nostalgic mood. Eanzines to re-
view again. I've reviewed hun-
dreds of them in the past, and
gained a panoramic view of the
field. Out of that panorama grew
a concept of a fanzine that is
typical of fandom and all it
stands for and tries to reach for.
By lts very nature, that ideal
fanzine is neither the worst nor
the best, being alive rather than
perfect. And Deviant merely hap-
pens to approximate that nos-
talgic ideal more closely tham the
others on hand for review this
time.

HOUSE 105t

It has plenty of art work. It
has poems. It has cartoons. It has
stories. It @as .artiicles. It even
has an open letter to Lyle Kes-
sler by Rick Sneary. And its mi-
meography and the way it's put
together show the loving Care and
skill of a true fan publisher.
Thirty twe pages. Circulatien for
this issue, twe hHundred and ten.

BREVIZINE: ifc; bimamthly;
Erwin Hughmont editor; 5360
W. 8§th St., Oak Lawn, Illinois.
Slip-sheeting  would make the
mimeography neater, but the con-
tent Is top quality amateur fiction,
Take “A Ceoffin Fer Mike” by
Heward Barien, fef EBEQH{BIE it
starts gyt with EWB E'HQEQEE%E% ﬁig
Mike and jake, &[y,mg 19 fent 4
ESﬁiH for sne Higﬂ ahd steceed:-
iH What B3 %B§ after that
§H8W§ why it 1§ﬂ£ 8§§¥ i Fent &
EQffiR. therés  “Hew
éhaéuy She E88ks» B¥ Elmer

kit (Eimer, why he Heek
88H[ 8'd sefl thdt Elﬂ% {8 §Bi'f1'
3983 natural  foF RimY)
?Ii & £8 §E8F¥r COREEHS
w

8?%5 E8 tﬂ% ta§
18 EO%gE pakt 8 2

;j%% g§88§
e @&,

mn
searcnin
ings one In a I.Vg I' -
0! 1nds € m a Vi I‘ -
essor snou even pe a
€ssor Se ou VE € '
€
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wench. “She smiled, and her upper
plate dropped exposing toothless
gums. . .” Not only that, she had a
crush on the prof — and a jeal-
ous husband.

Those two stories are just two
samples out of six stories in the
July issue, and are neither the
best nor the worst. They're good,
and you’lll be glad you sent for
the fanzine.

IT: i§c; Walter W. Lee, Jr.,
126§ S. 16th St., Coos Bay, Ore-
gon. It’s volume I number 4,
Summer, nineteen fifty — WHAT?

= 18337 You eap't fell, theugh.
Walt ‘ahd Ris c0-parinet 1A Erime,
BB Ehambers, preudly 2nneunee
that they have an irregular puB-
lishi sehedule, se that date
fMay be a gag. The pages arem't
yellewed with age; But there’s a
fikn review of War of {he
Werlds. Still, H. G. Wells mevie-
might net Rave shewn at Cees
Bay until this year.

It d&as an wunusual cover of
black paiper with yellow and green
air-brushed on to form an almost
3-d effect — I’ll take that back. 1
looked closer. It's a paste job,
and a very good one. A well bal-
anced contents; two storles, two
fmovie reviews, two meei-the-fan
articles, an article abeut pege
with seme nice and gquite auth-
entie loeking pege eartoens, an
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article (di rocket fuels, two book
reviews, and a couple of poems.
The pogo article is the best item
in the zine.

From summer 1§53 we jump to
fall, 1654 in the up-to-date.

SPACEWAYS: i§c; Ralph
Stapenhorst 409 W. Lexington
Dr., Glendale 3, Calif., who is a
good artist, judging from his
cover. This Is a dittoed job. Dit-
toing is easier and neate¢ than
mimeographing, but the machine
costs a little more. There is
guite a bit of artwork in the 34
pages, which always makes for an
entertaining magazine. My old
friend Ray Claney has a peem,
“Fishetmen of Space,” and Terry
Carr has sefe eute eartoons eal-
led “Face Critturs.”

One of the five articles in the
zine is about the canals of Mars,
giving the history of astronomical
thought on the subject. I wonder
what those *canals” will turn out
to be when we land there and
look? Maybe they're a super-
highway system connecting eclties.
Maybe they're glant sand ridges
formed by constant winds similar
to the tradewinds of our twe big
oceans, along great circles of the
planet.

Couple of short stories and the
last part of a four part serial con-
plete the issue.
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INSIDE: 2§5c; Ronald Smith,
546 E. i6th St., San Jose, Calif.
A professional phete-effset print
joB, 32 pages. The kind the edi-
ioF might Break even ef with
the printer's Bill if he seld a theu-
sand espies — whih he seldem
dees. The advantage ef phete-
pffset is that yeu get geed re:
production of phetes. In the is-
sue oA hand, the May 1§54 ene,
is a pieture of Forry Ackerman,
and ene ef FHannes Bek, and alse
gne of Sam Sacket, whe edits
Fantastie Worlds, a similar Fheﬁ&
offset zing deveted ie publishing
the Best of Fan Fietion.

SFANZINE; 1§c; Sam John-
son, 1§i7 Penny Dr. Edgewood,
Elizabeth City, N. C. This is a
last issue, and not available, so
I won’t review it except to say
that it is an unusually good fan-
zine. Sam is bringing out a fan-
zine about now which will be even
better. Its name has not been,
decided upon, but I recommend it
for this reason: in Sam's editorial
page he states, “If you want
something published in this mag
it had better be GOOD. If the
stuff wouldn't sell in a promag
I'm not going to use it unless it’s
strictly of a fannish nature. This
may sound a bit high hattish to
some of you, but If I ean't get
some really good entertalnment
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for the readers what would be
the use of wasting my time?” And
he has what he believes to be
some really good stuff lined up for
at least the first issue of the new.
mag, so it's worth a try,

PSYCHOTIC No. 13: Rich-
ard E. Geis, 2631 N. Mississippi,
Portland 12, Oregon; 16c, 3 for a
quarter. A dittoed zine and very
typically fannish, on the humor
side with Harlan Ellison, Boy
Genius, leading the pack with a

story called, “Tihe Little Boy
Who Loved Cats.” J
FOG: §c, April issue No. 3;

Don Wegars, 2444 Valley St., Ber-
keley 2, Calif. Circulation, fifty
copies. In this zine we get closer to
the real fan element and its purely
fan activity. Fan names and ad-
dresses and what they are doing.
Yeu ge dewn inte the basement
fanzine faetery and make yeur-
self at heme. A guiek way (8
get aeguainted and - see what's
deing.

KAYMAR No. 83: 16c or 4
25c; K. Martin Carlson, 1628
Third Ave. So., Moorhead, Min-
nesota. This is for people with
back issue prozines, stf books, etc.,
to sell or wanted to buy. It’s been
published for as long as I've known
of fanzines, which is over nine
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years. It’s bigger than it used to be,
so the woods must be full of collec-
tors of science fiction and fan-
tasy. In looking over the dozens
of ads in this issue I find the
prices of most of the books and
back issue magazines consider-
ably lower than they were three
yeats ago. By the way, does any-
one have coples of two of my
pocket novels, “Time Teap,” and
“Worlds Within” they would sell
me?

XENERN INDEX: 6c; Wm.
D. Knapiiffde, §62 Oak St., No. C.
San Framgisco 17, Calif. These
are something new, and for the
dyed in the wool fan. Numbers i
and 2 are card indexes of various
fanzines, listing all the profes-
sional reviews. For example; the
card for Burroughs Bulletin lists
six issues and page numbers of
Amazing Stories of reviews I gave
that fanzine in Amazing Stories,
from June f£d4B to Jan. 1§56,
plus ten other reviews it had in
other magazines. This could de-
velop into an invaluable set of
cards In time. Nine of them, stap-
led together at one cornef. Re-
move the staple and they’re ready
for filing.

ISFANNISH: §c for a sample
copy. (I stated that price on my
own responsibility.) Published by
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the Indiana Science Fiction Asso-
ciation, editor Lee Anne Trem-
por, 1622 N. Tuxedo St., Indiana-
polis i, Ind. This is a live club,
holding meetings every other week.
Out of town membership Is $1.50
a year and gives you the fanzine
It’s called a newszine, but is much
more fannish and homey than that.

Along with it is a first issue of
ISFA, a bi-monthly fanzine spon-
sored by the club. i§c a copy.
Edward McNulty, 5643 N. Win-
throp St., Indiamapolis. It's a
good first issue, with some en-
tertaining articles and stories in
its ‘19 pages. But ISFANNISH
will give you a much better idea
of the club and its members.

From the same city, and some-
what at odds with ISFA is:

GALACTIC POST: ié6c; “of-
ficial organ of the Galactic Glee
and Perloo Stf Society.” They
price it at 2§c, but it's only
worth a dime. Ray Beam, 646
W. Tenth St., Apt. i Indiana-
polis, Ind., The editorial takes
some pot shots at ISFA and it's
“isolationist” officers. Altogether,
it's an enjoyable insurgent fan-
zine and reminds me of the good
old days of Les Angeles when
LASFS was agin Amazing Stories,
and the Insurgents sided with Ama-
zing agalnst the “comemon enemny”
in a delightful feud. Get this, and
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also the May ntth issue of ISFAN-
NISH for both sides of the schism.

SCIENTIFICTION STORIES
No. 2: June 1§54; 5c and worth
three times that much; Joha D.
Walston, 1044-88th N. E. Belle-
vue, Washington. It lacks a con-
tents page, but you'll read it
right on through anyway, so who
cares. It leads off with a short-
short story by David H. Keller,
M. D., which is of course quite
good. Even better Is the next,
"Sen Yat Foo,” by Don Wag-
ers. Other stories too. The letter
column is called "The Verdict,”
which Is new to me. (Seieone
ought to make a list of all the
names that letter eolumns have
been ealled.) And there’'s a big
ad for Goof-Off brand Cigareties,
peeferred 78-1 by Matktians. Don't
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irritate your gills.

That completes the fanzine re-
views. Are you a newcomer? Then
I'd say, send for them all. You’'ll
have hours of real fannish plea-
stire and get a good cross section
of fandom. And you'll subscribe to
at least a couple after that. Sci-
ence fictlon fandom is the eighth
wonder of the world, and you're
in for a delightful time when you
get acquainted.

And you fan eds, get your fan-
zines in to me for review. Don’t
send me any more 1953 editions
though without some explanation.
The readers want live stuff from
live fans.

You can send your zines to me
at Apt. 368, 66i3 S. Normal,
Chicago 21, Illinois. Bye now. . .

—ROG PHILLIPS

THE METROCON

New York's Greatest Convention In Years, For The
Convenience Of Those Who Couldn’t Attend
The World Convention

Werdermam‘s Hall — 3rd Awe. and 16th St. — New York City
October 23 and 24, 1954

Festured as a part of the program will be top celebrities, pro-
fessionals and fans of the scienvefliction field: giamt euction of
books, magazines, and original illusirations: and a masquerade.

Send membership dollar to:

AMERICAN SCIENCE FANTASY SOCIETY
Box 497 — Hackensack, New Jersey



MY
ENCHANTED

AUNT
By Len Gutiridge

Awnt Lucyy had alwayps beem ratterr emvesiivic,
yould haee to admit! that, but this was goiny a
litie too fam:. WMbthidrer shrickkdd, fathleer ssomre
and Mwnt Lwyy — well/, read on and see.

E were living in Wales and

I was-ten when my Aunt
Luey changed inte a horse. 1In
faet, eafly symptoms appeared op
fy birthday. Surface indications,
you might say. For all we knew,
mm% were already happening to
her But eut et sight.

There it was then, my birthday
party and, as usual, father had
established himselff as life and soul
of it. He had supervised a gamut
of child party games until the
floor was litteted with our ftiny,
panting bodies, while about us sat
an assortment of callously beaming
elders,

Then the Life and Soul of the
party told theee funny stories.
Perhaps more elusive than funny.

The first was received with baf-
fled silence. The second ended in
loud guffaws—father’s. To - the
third we responded more gener-
ously, with only a traee of puzzle-
ment. That is, we all tittered—ex-
cept Aunt Lucy. She neighed.
Abruptly silenced, we stared at
her. She continued neighing. Then,
with an odd little squeak, she
stopped. Well. If you had seen us
children. Wec rolled on our backs,
our faces crimson. Had father
told a hundred jokes he could
never have produced such mirth.
He sensed this, and -resented the
competition. Icily he said, “Lucy,
we weren't aware that you could

perform animal impersomstions.”

“I c-cam't,” stammered my
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aunt, desperate to withdraw from
the sensation she had caused. “I
can't. It . ... it just came out.”

To this father was speechless.
We knew from his frequent out-
bursts that he had never beeeme
accustorned te the eccenteielties of
his wife’s eousin. For some mefments
he studied hef with a 1eek of neat-
angelic patience. When Hhis Bu-
Risrous fmenelegues were resumed
they failed dismally. After Aunt
Luey’s herse-laugh they were apti-
elimaetie. For the first time iR his
eareer as Life and Seul of the pat-
ty, father had sort of Been de-
threned.

Next morning there was fresh
gxcifement whed ARt Euey was
8B§%W§ﬁ at fhe Breakfast faple

vioeting 0 hold het knife and
f8fi§ Wi{ W H88f§ which E%
fraded froMm Her sleeves  Mother

m fl fgmsﬂ I&{ﬂs | ;z}
“ ,ms%g %ﬁy né% 2HRt 8hoglzs

! f}:%gﬁ ” 535

onsternahonn as™ they say,
rej r?é’&terwtb‘é’i‘/eloﬁﬁ]emtheﬁf 8Ys
Feigned- is Aaifrelomentse of  dits
Batire | §cypoundy taFauseasa bt
vk Lugy, |satadalligrsafasinmeet
HRSEE- f&hﬁhé%k@n@@ﬁselehﬂ’é hex

Feomyf fofe thsustisraceammiaie wis
ggqta@{ophe household trembled with

agitation,
I grant you, this was Wales,
where magic still rules among the

Eﬂ%i & mS 8 1

COU e WS

-listened earefutly,

corps % er 8§ {
ﬁﬁg\a’vﬁ v % . : r ezrrms er
iy %}E gml ?g, g0
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mountains. And Auft Luey was
a firm bellever In it. Many were
the nights when she read -te my
sister Glynis and me frem her
fausty old beeks. Besks full ef
woender and fear whese coRients
Bewitehed the very pages .s8 that
they seemed fe turh wAteHehed.
Despite the glewing peat fire we
weuld shiver. Semetimes, i we
we catild hear
Ewn ARAwA, [he lsmely spiil
HBHHH.% IB%H% at the mesA:

1aier 10 BHE BSHESBH{
W8Hiﬁ Ea} E {8 glance EHF8HH
Eﬂsw W a& Qudh We were
{e18Us % £ :in 82&8 We &

i

E&‘f ed tﬁ% ‘W?fﬁlok1
‘g gylwthgr&s t&ﬁér 383
wardubs 0y ogreaby and mengsaus
measyie. oHoshstoyld ) sughy king-
ﬁréﬁnbbp deppgnstrpieda HROTse &R
wembst, ydheprcopddnitc g seem
Well, nléaﬁ/oavl@rfrhgth@ kitchen sleap
and neatheovarmghbnijer yéhemeso
play igothensarmowhileeroy|slepd,
¥ewtesdortupes pracdd abpohlesses:
Moreso if you placed a portion of
food in the corner for them,

Of course, our kitchen was al-
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ways spic-and-span, anyway. AS
for leaving food out, father
wouldn’t hear of it. Why Y Tyl-
wyth Teg allowed him to live on,
in obvious dishelief of their very
existence, remains a mystery to
me, .

Poor father. He was so proud
of his ability to cope with any de-
viation from the household norm,
no matter how sudden and unfore-
seen, It was under heavy strain
right now. He sat scratching his
head futilely while his chidren
huddled solemnly in a corner. Old
Doetor Llewellyn was busy with
.mother whese repeated faintings
were beginning te diseourage him.

Suddenly, the door flew open
and a great brown mare trotted in.

Mother shrieked and swooned
again. This time the doctor seem-
ed about to join her.

The animal staggered nervously,
its flanks barging with some force
into our oaken grandfather clock.
Then it waltzed over to the far
wall and sent father's magnifi-
cently carved pipe crashing to
the floor. He let out an anguished

hewl, "ORh, my meerschaums. Oh,
Diawl,” he swore, “my meer-
sehayms.”

. « . And the dock set up a
frantic chiming, although it was
nowhere near the hour, and slid to
silence like a tired gramophone.
The scene froze for a minute into
a fantastic tableau, Mother pros-
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trate, the doctor aghast, furniture
displaced, .the floor strewn with
pipes and china ornaments. And
dazed but unbowed amid the
wreckage—my - father. With a
horse glaneing shyly over his
shoulder,

Thus Aunt Lucy’s equine de-
but. She had always been a trifle
clumsy of course. But now she had
precipitated a domestic crisis which
presented father with unheard—of
problems. Modifications in her
diet and living conditions were es-
sentlal; obviously, she could no
longer sleep in the pink and gold
bedroom which was hers ever since
she came te our valley.

Enlisting our aid, father got to
work on the toolshed in the back
garden and within half a day it
was a respectable looking stable.
Aunt Lucy was affably grazing in
the cabbage pateh. After we pushed
and prodded a little she moved in-
to her new home, turhed, and sut-
veyed us with a smug expression
fiet unlike that with whieh she
used to anAouRce seme personal
triumph at the Ystrad Sewing
Guild. Father pendered her then
ehuekled a eemfent abeut the imm-
provement in her appearamee. Hef
SMugness vanished. She aimed a
vieigus kiek. He yelped and jump-
ed Backwards. His subsequent re-
marks were 3R #p{eresting—alas
HApHRARMR=RIeAd 6f English an
Welsh prefanity
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Inevitably the neighbors grew
curious. ‘Soon our village buzzed
with peculiar stories which few be-
lieved but all repeated. Snatehes
of weird gossip floated along the
streets,

“ ..... Do tell old Dai Jenkins
has got rid of his wife’s cousin
and bought him a horse instead

»

“ ..... and she's turmmed into a
horse . ... a horse, mind you . . .
devil's work, it is , ... ”

“ ..... it's not proper . .. Vicar
should be told . . . .”

“ . ... Government ought to step
in...”

% . .... ah, well, Jenkins' were

always a queer lot ... "”

The stories reached even unto
our chapel where, from the pulpit
and with hottee-than-uswal elo-
quence, old Goronwy ap Jones
kindled a very special hellfire for
such who would dabble with dark
powers. There was no mistaking
his import, especially when his
flerce eye struck the only member
of the Jenkins family present. Me,
And as many mere glanees were
directed at me, My cheeks already
felt the breath of Vieat ap jones’
fiery furnaee,

A week later the first newspa-
per reporters arrived. A confer-
ence in Paris, an earthquake in
Peru and two sex-murders in High
Wycombe were elbowed off the
front page. Our village became the
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target for four scientists and an
array of cranks and inquisitive
wanderers who eame to seoff and
stayed—to seoff.

For who would belleve the
truth? And eventually they all
went away again, feeling cheated.
The nlne-day oddity became one
of those half-forgeften myths with
whieh histery is peppered. Like
the talking mmongoese and Mrs,
Guppy's nightgewn flight over
Lenden. And the eminent Viete-
fiah whe slid upstairs en a staif-
way bantster.

Then Mr. Frett arrived. A
stout, check-suited man who
smoked cigars and talked from the
side of his mouth as if every word
he uttered were In confidence. It
transpired that he had been one
of the early apostles of skepticism
but, following a beief and furtive
examination of Aunt Luey stolen
during an afternoon’s canter
thiough Madee Meadew, his dls-
pelief in her rumored origins was
replaced by an interest in her pres-
ent petentials:

For K. W. Frett was a highly
successful race-horse owner with
an oft-boasted ability to “recog-
nize speedy horseflesh the moment
I see it.” Aunt Lucy showed no
displeasure at the reference to
het speedy horseflesh though she
did bare her teeth at being called
a musedlar mare. Frett and fa-
ther engaged in  several secret
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meetings. One evening over sup-
per father dropped his bombshell.

“T intend,” announced father
importantly, “to train Lucy for
the races. Mr. Frett has con-

vinced me that she possesses all
the—ah—features of a fast horse.
Furtheimmore, he has offered me
the use of his racing stables in
Sussex. Next week I shall have
her shipped there and her training
will eomimence.”

“Dai,” mother’s voice was hor-
ror-filled. “Dai, you can't ...
why, it's . . . it's not decent. 1
won’t allow it . . . Lucy, a race-
horse . . . No, I won't have it.”

Lucy arrived in Sussex a week
later.

Frett was right. Her speed was
phenomenal. She won several small
events and father accumulated
wealth so rapidly the sorrowful
shakes of mothet’s head became en-
couraging nods. Finally, father de-
cided to stake everything on the
Detby.

“Do you think Lucy is that
good”? said mother doubtfully.

“Never look a gift-horse in the
mouth,” father said, and roared
with laughter. We shuddered.

Some days later, a sniffling cold
kept me home from school. Mother
was in the village, shopping. Father
was somewhere in Sussex, I had
the house te myself, I don’t know
what Impulse sent me to my

aunt’s old room. Perhaps a fear
that the room might have magical
powers had kept us from it since
her transformation. Bt ‘how, in
the quiet of the - fading day, 1
pushed the deer and tip-toed in.

It was a pretty little room and
neat, with a large window looking
out across the valley to Craig Y
Cefyl, crowned with rainclouds.
On a chair beside the bed lay a
book. Thete was a pink feather
marking the page where, half-
scared, 1 opened it. The pages
were like rust flakes, the print
tiny and here and there a word
cheeked me but I woeuld ignore its
challenge and skip te the next.

I learned that Aunt Lucy had
not been the first to lose human
form. Twm Shon Catti, a moun-
tain scamp, had preceded her by
a couple of centuries though it
wasn’t clear just what he had
tuened inte. I read of Blodwen-
wedd whe changed into an owl.
And of Gilvaethwy who was frans-
formed first inte a deer, then a
heg, then a welf, then a snake,
then forgot what He had started
eut as.

Dusk rolled down from Craig
Y Cefyl, flooded the valley and
dimmed the room. I found a
match, put flame to an oil lamp’s
wick and read on. My young eyes
ached and I risked a fearful scold-
ing from my mother, But ne one
disturbed.
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My Lips mumbled aloud the dif-
ficult words and the house crouch-
ed about me, listening and clear-
ing its throat. with wind gusts in
the chimney. Bditame in ¥ Tyl-
wyth Teg all your life, the book
told me, belizte: and move, give
tihenn clean shelwr and. good fieod.
Then would they reward you with
the adventure of Change. To a
lion for its great strength. To a
bird for Its superior flight. To a
horse for its fleetness of hoof. To
a rabbit for its . . . for its . . .
the word defied me. But I wished
Aunt Lucy had changed into a
rabbit.

Kindness to Y Tylwyth Teg
was not sufficiemt. The gift await-
ed a sign. And the sign was the
eating of the fruit that grew from
the grave of Wyn Ab Nudd, the
King of all the Little People. If

you wished for another shape
while you so ate . . . then I heard
the approaching voices of my

mother and sister and I shut the
book, put out the lamp and ran
downstairs, my poor mind a riot.

At supper, mother read aloud a
letter from father. It bubbled
with optimism for my aunt’s
chances in the Derby and was
most descriptive of her improved
steide. Much of the letter seemed
designed to show off father’s
knowledge of race-track jargon
and was therefore meaningless.
Less mysterious were a couple of
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words of paternal solicitude ab-
sently tagged on to the end. When
she finished reading, mother eyed
us helplessly.

“Mam,” 1 asked, thinking of
Y Tylwyth Teg and rabbits, “what
is feck . . . fedk-ond-diity?”

She was unmoved by the ques-
tion, but her expression of resig-
nation deepened.

Doubtless she felt that father’s
zealous preoccupation with her
cousin (never displayed before it
happened) might be at the ex-
pense of his children’s upbringing.
She said, “Come to something, it
has. What ideas you'll get into
your heads . .."™ She closed her
eyes then opened them. “How can
your own father watch you from
stables in silly old Sussex®”

But I was wondering about
Wyn Ab Nudd’s grave.

Next afternoon I stood timidly
before Mr. Morris and heard him
ask “Why are you so interested in
Wyn Ab'Nudhi?™ Bald and beak-
nosed, Mr. Morris was our history
teacher ‘and having come up from
Cardiff, was widely regarded as
possessing superior knowledge. If
anybody could tell me where Ab
Nudd was buried it was Mr. Mor-
ris. Once I krmew, who could tell
but that one day I might become
a . . . well, anything I wanted?
A giraffe, maybe? But I had bet-
ter watch old Morris.

“I was reading about him,” 1
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said truthfully.

“Well, child,” his nose hooked
down at me pointing to my very
heart. I had the awful fear that
he knew and had eaten and was
changing inte an eagle. “Nobody
knows for sure where King Ab
Nudd is buried. Seme say be-
fieath Bala Lake. Others say on
top of Craig Y Cefyl. He ehuek-
led ahd breatmessly 1 awaited
thick feathered wings te sprout,
elaws ie Burst threugh his blaek
olished Beets. “And 1've even
gard that he is Buried near here.
Perhaps . . . perhaps the meund
B8R Farmer Hugh's 1apd."

“The mound sir?”

“The mound, child.” Again the
beak, the smooth shiny head, the
piercing eyes. Perhaps he had eat-
en but wasn't quite kind enough.
So he was only half an eagle. “In
the old times they burned the bod-
les of the kings and put the ashes
In pots and raised heaps of earth
and stones over them. There are
fany such mounds which we take
to be natural hills, There is one
In Farmer Hugh's apple orchard.”

“In Farmer Hugh's apple or-
chard, sir?” My voice wavered.

In the dark of his study he
loomed over me. His eyes gleam-
ed down that huge comma of a
nose,

“In Farmer Hugh's apple or-
chard,” he repeated gravely.

The sun had vanished behind

Craig Y Cefyl when I reached the
orchard. The apple trees whisper-
ed together and scraped their
branches on the surrounding wall.
Not a soul was In sight for the
spot was bleak and the school road
leading hemeward was a distant
grey ribben. 1 knew my late ar-
fival weuld earn e an angry
word of even a euff bBehind the
eaf. But the aweseme thought
that right here, en Faemer Hugh's
land, agie apples might grew
fade me linger, hugging myself
ii & seeret eestasy Of erfer.

Because of the high wall, 1
could not see the mound within.
If T were farther tp the moeuntain-
side . ..

My infant years in this valley
were as a scattering of small seeds
in the safe palm of a stern but
friendly ploughman.. Bala Lake
and the eternal streams which fed
It, the rolling foothllls and their
loftier black-hiowed brothers, all
knew me and I was of them. But
in this dying aftecnoon they seem-
ed alien and none mefre s6 than
old Craig Y Cefyl himself,

Although the sweat of fright
was on me now, I trudged upward.
Oncoming night hung a shapeless
drapery of blue mist all over the
pitted mountain. Heartbeats shook
my whole frame. I stopped and
turned.

Below me were the walls and I
saw beyond them into the trees.



MY ENCHANTED AUNT

I saw that the orchard was sparser
in the center .fiar, there stoed tihe
mound, a great grave crowned with
a group of trees like petrified high
priests. And the trees about the
mound were its sentinels.

The wind blew harder up here
and I felt exposed to an unname-
able sorcery. Overhead the wheel-
ing rooks cawed their defiance.
My stare swept up to them wildly
and fell back no less wildly to the
lonely orchard. Far off, a million
miles far off, a tiny light gleamed.
The Hugh farmhouse, But it was
no match for the primitive force
which I felt pulling me back into
lost ages, back to the revels and
rituals of the cromlechs, erags and
citcles.

I cried out against the spell of
old ghosts and ran headlong down
the hill. Oh, I had truly gazed
upon the grave of Wyn Ab Nudd
and ne mistake. And I kaew now
that Craig Y Cefyl was no protee-
tor of mine but the erumbling
shield of the sleeping king.

There was magic there all right
but I wanted to taste none of it.
And T don‘t think Aunt Lucy had
really wanted to either. She had
eaten (not knowing the nature of
the apple) and wished. That was
all. That was enough. But, oh,
little Will Jenkins was going to
stay as he was with just his two
little legs, the same frantic, pound-
ing -things which now carried him
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down to the road and along it,
not slowing until the house rose
up to gather him into its safe light
and the arms of a scolding moth-
er and an optimistic father, just
aceived to take us to Epsom for
the Derby.

Long before we reached the
track I had given up teying to
tell father that I knew why Aunt
Lucy changed Into a horse. Each
time I tugged his jacket he testily
tapped my hand away. Each time
I opened my mouth his glower
scared the words on my lips and
they crawled back in te be silently
swallowed. And mother, having
caught some of father’s enthusi-
asm, was similarly inaceessible.

So I shrugged and was soon my-
self absorbed with the gaudily
painted gypsies, the bright green
turf, the gay. noisy crowds and the
tic-tac boys. Even Aunt Lucy
seemed pleased. We recalled she
had often wished to attend the
Derby—thougth not, of course, in
such an active role as now.

We were introduced to the jock-
ey, a copper-headed man about my
size, called Sharpe. He had a small
vocabularly but filled in the
blanks with unlimited use of the
word ‘strike’ and its derivatives.

When colleagues warned him of
Aunt Lucy's doubtful pedigree he
jeeringly boasted that he could
ride any striking thing. He did-
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n't give a strike if Aunt Lucy had
been a woman or a striking ele-
phant even, she was a horse now,
wasn’t she and strike him happy
he would ride it.

The crowd roared “They’re off”,
the sun hurried behind a slab of
cloud and the horses leapt for-
ward.

They thundered past us, stream-
ing down the track in a lengthen-
ing bunch, my aunt leading. Fa-
ther exploded with glee. *Wheess"
he screeched and flung his hat
skyward. Really, he was more fas-
clnating to wateh than the race.

The thinning cluster of horses
drifted down the course and be-
came indistinct. Father lifted
fieldglasses to his eyes and made
a strange remark. “Still leading,
she is. Knew a drop of cider
wouldn’t harm.”

Mother turned on him. “Cider,
Dai? You've been drinking?”

“Not me, woman. Lucy out
there,” and he grinned. “Brought
a pot of old Farmer Hugh’s cider
down with me. Dropped a spit or
two into Lucy’s pail just before
the race. Glve her more spirit, it
will.”

“Dai Jenkins,” mother cried,
“You know Lucy never touches
strong drink.”

He lowered the field glasses and
gestured at the distant horses. “Is-
n't slowing her, Is it. Freit said a
little spit was all right. No harm
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done.” He gazed around with a look
of jovial innocence. “Just a spit,
that’s all. Little spit of Farmer
Hugh’s cider.”

I caught the glasses which swung
from ‘his shoulder and peered
through them. The horses which
had survived the perils of Tatten-
ham Corner flashed past my vision,
one by one. But not Aunt Lucy.

“Father.” My voice foundered in
the clamor about me. I raised it.
“Father, whére’s Aunt Lucy?”

“Is my son daft?” father shout-
ed, addressing a nearby stranger
who prompitily edged away.
“Where’s Aunt Lucy, indeed.” He
wheeled on me and grabbed the
glasses. "Out In fromt, that’s where
sheis. Ouwtt...In... » he fingered
the adjusting serew, hastily. “Dam#
glasses. Bit blurred they are ... ”

His voice trailed away.

“Not there, is she?” I said.

A small vague figure speeding
towards us assumed clarity and was
identified as Sharpe. His face was
like chalk and his hair was wiite,
too. He was running madly and
gasping every few paces, "Strike . ...
Oh, strike me happy.”

Angrily, father steppetl forward.
“Sharpe,” he bellowed, “what’s
the matter with you, man. Where’s
your mount, sir?”

“Oh, strike,” replied Sharpe and
continued running. He dodged
smartly and disappeated over the
fields and Into the dusk.
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I looked at father. His jaw
sagged and his eyes widened. We
stared in silence at Aunt Lucy ad-
vancing self-consciously across the
tuef. She carried a saddle and
trailed haemess. She wasn’t a horse
anymore.

All it had needed was a wish.
And the little spit of Farmer
Hugh’s cider. Give her more spirit,
said father. Ttust father.

Well. Public reaction to the strange
affairs at Epsom suggested that fa-
ther was suspected of some attempt
at trickery. There were several
demands for erimlinal prosecution
whieh, te our herror, he prepared
to meet aggressively. Feortunately,
they died when an Inguify con-
dueted by the Reyal Racing Com-
fRissien gave up in despair. A
elear judament eeuld enly be
Based en the testimeny ef the
joekey. Sharpe was found after
4 natien wide Hunt But elese éx-
amination of his statemrns reveal-
ed nething fmere lueid than the
woerd ‘stiike’. When the Inquiry
ghded Sharpe immediately retired
ftem racing and  shertly after
gpened 2 whelk and mussel shep
i Ealing:

As for father, he stormed sul-
lenly about the house for days
mutteting. ‘“Every penny I had
was on her. Every penny. She
had the race, had it, mind you.
And picks that very minute to . . .
to...7”

2t

As if it were my aunt’s fault.

Certainly she was embarrassed
by a sense of guilt but handsomely
rescued us from penury by marry-
ing a wealthy man indeed, whose
wealth we helped her share. For
the remaining years of Its llife as
a ufit, the Jenkins family wanted
fer nething.

The man she married? K. W.
Frett, well-‘known horse fancier.
Frett, who could recognize speedy
horseflesh the moment he saw it.
We all agreed it was plainly a case
of love at first sight.

THE END
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Dear Bea,

I've been contemplating writing
to you for several months — ever
since you left Evanston, in fact—
but something always seemed -to
push the actual deed farther into
the future. But the latest UNI-
VERSE has finally spurted me to
write: that, and your last letter to
Kemp, which he let me read.

Ed Hamilton’s novel was every-
thing I expected it to be: stereo-
typed, hackneyed, enthralling, ex-
citing, and gorgeously written! Be-
tween the two of them, Hamilton
and his wife have done this same
plot at least half a dozen times,
but they never fail to come up with
a new twist, or somehow give the
story a fresh shot of adrenalin
that makes it astonishingly pleas-
urable to read. Although STAR-
MAN COME HOME is net quite in
the top-bracket tradiition (no pun
intended), it still suffers very lig-
tle by comparizon with THE STAR
KINGS, STARMEN OF LLYR-
DIS, and others of the same seheel

LETTERS

Address:

Letters Depl.
UNIVERSE
Amherst, Wise.

of space-opera. For what it was,
and for what it intended to be, an
immensely enjoyable story.

As for the McCauley illlustra-
tions, having seen the ariginals,
the printers’ proofs, the final pub-
lished versions, my original judg-
ment still holds—the frontispiece
(p- 7) is one of the most abomin-
ably bad drawings he has ever
done, and the wonderful partrait
of Rolf on p. 28 is one of the best
he has ever tutmed out. Sumith’s
cover was bad enough In the erig-
inal SCIENCE STORIES format,
but eut down as it 18 1n present
appeaianee, It i1s miserable.

As for the three suppaorting
short stories, MeGregor's “The
Crazy Man” was the only decent one
in the lot. The other twe would
have been better left unpublished.

I join my voice to the (I hope)
loud and extensive cheering”at the
reappearamce of the letter eollunin
and feature in UNIVERSE. Es-
pecially Rog Phillips’ CLUB
HOUSE, which was always one of
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the most enjoyable parts of the old
Amazing — indeed, the only enjoy-
able part for the last couple of
years of its existence. He gets in
a nice plug for the Chicago SP
Club in his review of DESTINY,
for which we are duly grateful.
We had as fany as thiee new
members at the last meeting—one
of whom was none other than Dave
Ish, who is in the Chicago area for
the summer.

Well, I won’'t bother you any
more. May UNIVERSE survive
for many issues to come ... And
for heaven's sake, print those Fin-
lay cowars!!

Sincerely,
Bob Briney
2687 Orrington Avenue
Evanston, Illinois

Serryy to disappeiikt yow, Bolb, kst
these Finlbyy covers willl not be
used for some time—sevewalal iksauves,
at least, We'tes trgiiy out tt new cov-
er fonrnedt with thits issdce. How do
you like 862 I knoay, you stll weit
the Filtyy coversd! Welll, stay with
us, and youwlll evenitwedllly see tHwm.
In the wewsitine, welll see what
ean be done abouit getidgy some
mayy initgiiens., Howss tHitem

Dear Rap,,

The last time I wrote you was to
AMAZING in the mid 1940*s. A lot
of water has passed under the
bridge since then. I have stuck with
you through 31 issues of OTHER
WORLDS (yea, 1 know the first
couple of them said the editor was
Robert N, Webster), four issues
of SCIENCE STORIES, and six
issues of UNIVERSE that have
come out. Having enjoyed seienee
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to avoid disappeintment.
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fiction for more than fifteen years,
as long as I am able to read and
you are able to edit I will still be
with yeu.

OKLACON 1II is to be held Sep-
tember 4th this year and all fans
from near-by states that are un-
able to make the FRISCON are
invited to attend. It will take
place in Oklahoma City. Fot res-
ervations $1.00 is te be sent te my
address. If yeu could find reem
for this infermabion i the next

UNIVERSE

I have an apology and a weord
of thamks. In going through the
stuff left over from last year's OK-
LACON, I found a certificate that
should have been sent you after the
Con in thanks for your help of the
art werk from UNIVERSE. The
art was dlﬁglw with the issue
6f UNIVERSE from which it eame
and later auetioned off. I was one
of the lueky ones and ended up
i o7 1R O

e L

issue of UNIVERSE it will be ef members 6f ¢ :
greatly appreciated. Would it be possible for you to
R ————

“Weil], let me put it this way, sir .
They ain"t fricotijp?”
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send us. art work again this year?
It would be displayed with the is-
sues from which it came and then
auctioned as was done last year.

A copy of my famzine NITE
CRY has been sent to Rog Phillips.
I hope that the CLUB HOUSE,
along with the Letters and Persom-
als are to continue. Rap, you, per-
haps more tham any other editor
have been the editor of the science-
fietion fan. You have cemtinued
to be personal to us and not draw
away. Carrying on the fan fea-
tuies 18 an indieation of this.

The above comments are beth
personal opinions and the opinions
of the O.S.F.C. for which I speak
as president and may be published
in the Letter section.

Thanking you in advamee, I hope
you are able to get the notice of
OKLACON 1II in the coming issue
of UNIVERSE

Donald A. Chappell
5921 East 4th Place
Tulsa, Oklzhoma

The avpskn has abally Besn
500t 10 you, Don, and We're gl io
be abl: 0 help oub. BUpy bi-
worbhly, It Was e Febe fige 4R
WHiER W eould got a hedtse of dhe
OKIMLODN 1i, but powiwps it will
Yardy sl and nealrby flens

B Mine Wor i 1o aWeoRd. Best
BF luet Wiltn ihe con, hepr Ks 8
blg sibssss—Bea

Dear Rap,

T read every stfmag I get my
hands on, cover to cover. I get the
feeling that stf is8 a fich man's
hobby everytime 1 fead the letters.
I sufe eouldn’t afferd to spend the
mefiey on it that sefe guys de. It
geems that nine-tenths of these
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This is one of the pictures (32 pages of
them in all) contained In the amazing
book

TNE COMING
of the
SAUCERS

by
Kenneth Arnold & Ray Palmer

The ORIGINAL flying saucer book,
privately published by the two men who
started it all! Everything in this book is
authentic, the result of PERJSONAL in-
vestigation. It was the only book which
dared to tell the whole known truth, and
to present the proof, the photos which
were kept from the American public.

Price $4.00
Order From

Ray Palmer
Amherst, Wisconsin
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who write (especially in the Per-
Jonals) are bent on getting every
issue of every prozine put out.
Despite this obvious failing, 1
think I can still qualify as a fan,
for without spending too much
money 1 read, talk, defend and live
science-fiction. From what T've
seen here 1n Minnesota it seems
that we lowly, run-of-the-mill fans
are the ones that do most of the
“defending” while the aristoecrats
of the field enjoy stf together on
some lofty peak. Fellowing this,
it sure seems that we innocents
and ufninitiated in the finer arts
of fandem are pretty hmpertant
peeple (eonsidering we alse 66M:
prise 4 Ruge buying greup) te the

UNIVERSE

know what I expect done about it,
but it sure makes me feel that at
least I've got my foot in a door
that’s been shut pretty tight by a
feeling of exclusiveness on the part
of all you “full-time” fans. I'm
pretty sure there are lots of otthers
that agree with me,
Mike Barnes
Bovey, Minnesota
Yauitee got a problerm thens, bt
1 think youlll findl it's prettyy eapsy
to solve it. So some of the “Jull-
time”’ fanss are excligived? It ey
seemn thatt way because tHwy've
Jonmeed elose fhitewidblops and Itwe
knoarn each other fonr
sonallly or by eorresplessee. But
thenee ave WaRly weofanes M the

stf magazine business. 1 den't FRli today, and wmere enwitgy all
—e—————
———

|

L ]

“NVeyy strangge. Accorting to my calevhiiions it shbuldn't
hove detaonrdtdd for anottir five mivutes”
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RUSSIA-OR MARS!

(Contirmued. from Page 101)
here. But the principle would be
the same.

Let us assume these craft are
Russian, coming in to attack with
H-bombs. They are over the North
Pole when our radar warns us of
their apptoach. Immediately our
ting of Nike defenders gees inte
actton, and befere the invaders
progress 560 miles from the pele,
they will ke met Bg the reekets
whieh will ae.s,ifay § peregnt of
them fhan andl dhak
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But what about the 1§ per-
cent, Tihey are enough to destroy
many of us. Will they get through?
The answer te this-is prebably
yes. We will lose imaiy ¢itles.
But it is euF last lass. Fer at the
same instant the Nikes are de-
stroying 8% pereent of the Rus-
sian planes, eur ewn leng-¥ange
eraft (they may be flying sau-
cers!) will be speeding out from
a hundred different points, some
of them astonishingly close {0
Russia. It is doubtful if Russian
leaders will ever learn juSt how
many of our cities they destroyed,
because they will themselves be
dead. Science fiction predicts it:
American sclence is incalculably
far ahead of imagination! The
invader courts nothing but doom
from an attack.

Now let’s assume it isn't an in-
vader. Let’s say it is a flying
saucer from Mars, and let's even
say it is friendly. This is regret-
table, because unless they are
far superlor to us scientifically,
and unless they read this article,
they will be destroyed just as
were the Russians. The reasem;
Beeause Asmefiea has at l1ast sei
up the ‘“push-bButten” warfrent
we've talked abeut in seienee
fietion for thirty years. And te
th@ HAReralded (invader ef other-

Wise) fhere is adiematic disaster
awaﬂmg R. A Palmer
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and enroll me as a member of the Science-Fiction Bo
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Selection price in Canada $1.10 plus shipping. Address Science-Fiction Club 105 Boad St., Toronto 2.
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Now—TIH'e Cream of New
Science-Fiction Books —
For Only $1 Each!

The SCIENCE-FICTION
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month the best new Science-
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