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THE LOBBY

Where the Readers amdl the Editor Talk Things Out

(headligg by Miltbom Zhurws)

OME READERS

haven't liked my oc-

casional remarks to

the effect that, in

the long run, science

fiction showlld be

judged pretty much

on the same basis as

any other type of

fiction. They have

protested that this

puts science fiction on the same level
as western, sports, and detective sto-
ries—and how could I compare such
mundane, -and often worthless, ma-
terial with such soul-stirring prose as
8¢jence fiction? They have wondered
if I were getting tired of science fic-
tion, and were now out to debunk it.
Yet, these same readers might find
it somewhat ridiculous if I were to
write letters and articles teying to
prove that the “sea story” was really

1

a unique type of fiction, with possibil-
ities not to be found in stories situat-
ed on land, with different require-
ments for excellence than the latter
and somehow above and beyond it. If
I were to point out that the sea story,
at its best, must be written by some-
one who knows the sea and ships and
sailors—either through first-hand ex-
perience, or extensive vicarious expe-
rience—I doubt if there would be
much objection. But whea I claiimed,
if I did, that the sea story s “abeve”
the basic story-requirements for fie-
tion, because of Its uniqueness, then 1
could expect a falr amount of ribbing
from my readers.

And there is my point: granted that
the science fiction story, by nature,
does offer plot and background pos-
sibilities not to be found in other
fields (including that of the sea story)

[T To Page 81
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8 DYNAMIC Secience Fiction

there are still necessary elements for
good fiction in this genre, and these
are the same as in any other type of
fiction. And it has been this attitude
on the part of many readers and writ-
ers that science-fiction is somehow
“above” the mundane requirements of
good story-wreiting that has partly been
tesponsible for so mueh bad writing,
bad stery-making, bad characteriza-
tion, ete, 1n selence fiction.

You will find the “idea” story, the
“mood” story, the “chromology”, etc.,
in other forms of fiction, too; but
where the story is a good one, the au-
thor has taken pains to fulfill the es-
sentials of story-making. And this is
the case more often than not, outside
of selence-fiction; for the editors of
western, detective, sports, adventure,
ete., magazines are rarely so infatuat-
ed by the medlum ltself that they will

take a bad story just for the sake of a.

good idea, fine moed, interestlng,
ehronelegy, ete.

To restate it in another way: a
flawed story is none the less flawed
simply because it is labelled “science
fiction”, because it has some mind-
shattering formulation, because it has
a wonderfully strange mood about it,
or because it presents an interesting
slice of imaginative “future hostory™.
The best stories in the science fiction
fleld, the ones which are recognized
as excellent by nen-fans and occasion-
al readefs are those which eonform to
the basle standards of fietion-writing
elsewhere,

Writing stylles and approaches
change, but basic standards remain.
One can read H. G. Wells’ “When the
Sleeper Wakes” today (as I just did)
and smile at the picturizations which
have failed to forecast our ewn times,
let alone the future century—from our
own standpoint—in which the story
takes place. One can admire the vision
that Wells did show. One can feel a
guaintness about the wrlting at places
—ramembering that werthy straight
fletlon was alse written in the same

way at the time. But the basic excel-
lence of the novel remains, for all that
is outdated about it.

On the other hand, the many stories
which had little more than a fascinat-
ing idea, etc., but which presented
cardboard cutouts for characters, can-
not stand re-reading once the gimmick
is passe. Take the once-famous “Girl
in the Golden Atom”: now that there
is ne longer the slightest doubt about
the utter absurdity of the basic plet,
the charactets seem even more juves
fille than before. What remains fas-
elnating about this story Is what was
excellent to begln with: a vivid de-
sctlption of a person’s feelings, and of
the sights you might see around you,
if, in some manner, yeu eould be
reduced in size. The rest 1s burlesque.

CHARACTERIZATION, of course
A as Sprague de Camp, among
others, has pointed out—can be over-
stressed;: a faithful and painstaking
presentation of a dull- person can
make one yearn for Captain Future
and his friends. Yet, there’s no getting
away from the fact that characters—
human or non-human—are what make
or break a science fiction story in the
long run.

I'd say that one essential for char-
acterization is vividness, whether what
you have is a caricature—like the
Americans of the Gun Club in Verne’s
still-delightful “From the Earth to
the Moon"—or a believable person
with thoughts, feelings and conflicts—
like Graham in “When the Slegper
Wakes”. A good caricature, like Con-
an the Barbatian or Sherlock Holmes,
will suevive re-reading, where a card-
board eutout like Latry O’Keefs
(*The Moon Poo6l”) becomes more
tiresorne each tlme you return to him,
It he doesn’t disaffect you completely
the first time.

There’s certainly no onus in creat-
ing » viable caricature: Consider the
[Tarn Te Pag<s3]]
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“Look around you, Jorun of Fulkhis. This is Eanthh.

This is the old home of all mankind. You cannot

go off and forget it. Man cannot do so. It is in him,

in his blood and bones and soul; he will carry
Earth within him forever.”

THE CHAPTER ENDS

Novelet of Latter Years

by Poul Anderson

A \TT 8 ASAID the old man. Township, shook his head till the
N “Qy ou gon’t rea 1ze long, grizzled locks swirled around his
what it Hftan an'liga wide shoulders. “I have thought it

run “You EH’t' ﬂBWnéantga' through,” he said. His voice was deep
1n )‘OU Row ou’ re and slow and implacable. “You gave
}g man, uer me five years to think about it. And
AL @

&r my answer is no.”
er au 'S SOﬂ an er or
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12 DYNAMIC Science Fiction

Jorun felt a weariness rise within
him. It had been like this for days
now, weeks, and it as like trying to
knock down a mountain. You beat
on its rocky flanks till your hands
were bloody, and still the mountain
stood there, sunlight on its high snow-
fields and in the forests that rustled
up its slopes, and--it did not really
notice you. You were a brief thin
buzz between two long nights, but the
mountain was forever.

“You haven't thought at all,” he
said with a rudemess born of exhaus-
tion. “You've only reacted unthink-
ingly to a dead symbol. It’s not a
human reaction, even, it’s a verbal
reflex.

Kormt’s eyes, meshed in crow’s-
feet, were serene and steady under
the thick gray brows. He smiled a
little in his long beard, but made no
other reply. Had he simply let the
insult glide off him, or had he rot
undetstood it at all? There was no
feal talking to these peasants; too
many millennia lay between, and you
eouldn’t shout aeross that gulf.

“Well,” said Jorum, “the ships will
be here tomorrow or the next day,
and it'll take another day or so to
get all your people aboard. You have
that long to decide, but after that
it’ll be too late. Think about it, I beg
of you. As for me, I’ll be too busy to
atgue further.”

“You are a goodl man,” said
Kormt, “and a wise one in your fash-
ion. But you are blind. There is
something dead inside you.”

He waved one huge gnarled hand.
“Look around you, Jorun of Fulkhis.
This is Eamthz. This is the old home
of all humankind. You cannot go off
and forget it. Man cannot do so. It
is in him, in his blood and bones and
bones and soul; he will carry Earth
within him forever.”

Jorun’s eyes traveled along the arc

i

of the hand. He stood on the edge of
the town, Behind him were its
houses—low, white, half-timbered,
roofed with thatch or red tile, smoke
rising from the chimneys; carved gal-
leries overhung the narrow, cobbled,
crazily-twisting streets; he heard the
noise of wheels and wooden clogs, the
shouts of children at play. Beyond
that were treesVaadld thee iroredibbde
tuined walls of Sol City. In front of
him, the wooded hills were cleared
and a gentle landscape of neat fields
and orchards rolled down toward the
distant glitter of the sea: scattered
farm buildings, drowsy eattle, winding
gravel roads, fenece-walls of ancient
maeble and granite, all dreaming
under the sun,

He drew a deep breath. It was
pungent in his nostrils. It smelled of
leaf-mould, plowed earth baking in
the warmth, summery trees and gar-
dens, a remote ocean odor of salt and
kelp and fish., He thought that no
two planets ever had quite the same
smell, and that none was as rich as
Terra’s.

“This is a fair world,” he said
slowly.

“It is the only one,” said Kormt.
“Man came from here; and to this,
in the end, he must return.”

“I wonder—" Jorun sighed. “Take
me; not one atom of my body was
from this soil before I landed. My
people lived on Fulkhis for ages, and
changed to meet its conditions. They
would not be happy on Terra.”

“The atoms are nothing,” said
Kormt. “It is the form which mat-
ters, and that was given to you by
Earth.”

Jorun studied him for a moment.
Kormt was like most of this planet's
ten million or so people—a dark,
stocky folk, though there were more
blond and red-haired throwbacks here
than in the rest of the Galaxy. He
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was old for a primitive untreated by
medical science—he must be almost
two hundred years old—but his back
was straight, and his stride firm. The
coarse, jut-mosed face held an odd
strength, jorun was nearing his thou-
sandth birthday, but couldn’t help
feeling like a child in Kormt's pres-
ence.

That didn’t make sense, These few
dwellers on Terra were a backward
and impoverished race of peasants
and handicraftsmen; they were ignor-
ant and unadventurous; they had
been static for more thousands of
years than anyone knew. What could
they have to say to the ancient and
mighty civilization which had almost
forgotten their little planet?

Kormt looked at the declining sun.
“I must go now,” he said. “There are
the evening chores to do, I will be
in town tonight if you should wish to
see me.”

“I probably will,” said Jorun.
“There’s a lot to do, readying the
evacuation, and you're a big help.”

FF"HE OLD man bowed with grave

courtesy, turned, and walked off
down the road. He wore the common
costume of Terean men, as archaic in
style as in its woven-fabric material:
hat, jacket, loose trousers, a long
staff in his hand. Contrasting the
deab blue of Kormt’s dress, Jorun’s
vivid tumic of shifting rainbow hues
was like a flame.

The psychotechmician sighed again,
watching him go. He liked the old
fellow. It would be criminal to leave
him here alone, but the law forbade
force—physical or mental—and the
Integrator on Corazuno wasn't going
to care whether or not one aged man
stayed behind. The job was to get
the race off Terra.

A lowdly worldl. Jorun’s thin mobile
features, pale-skinned and large-eyed,

turned around the horizon., A fair
world we came [hawm.

There were more beautiful planets
in the Galaxy’s swarming myriads—
the indigo world-ocean of Loa, jew-
eled with islands; the heaven-defying
mountains of Sharang; the sky of
Jareb, that seemed to drip light—oh,
many and many, but there was only
one Earth.

Jorun remembered his first sight
of this world, hanging free in space
to watch it after the gruelling ten-day
run, thirty thousand light-years, from
Corazuno. It was blue as it turned
before his eyes, a burnmished tur-
quoise shield blazoned with the living
green and brown of its lands, and the
poles were crowned with a flimmer-
ing haze of aurora. The belts that
streaked its face and blureed the con-
tinents were cloud, wind and water
and the gray rush of rain, like a bene-
diction from heaven, Beyond the
planet hung its moon, a scarred gold-
en crescent, and he had wondered
how many generations of men . had
looked up te it, of watehed ks light
like a broken bridge aeress moving
waters. Against the enermous eold of
the sky—utter black out to the dis-
tant eolls of the nebulae, thronging
with a millien fresty peints of dia-
faend-hatd blaze that were the stars
=Eafth had steed as a sigR ef haven.
Te Jorun, whe eame from Galaetie
eenter and its unesuntable hests ef
§UAs, Reaven was Bare, this was the
guier fringe where the stars thinned
away teward Hidesus immensity. He
had shivered a litile, drawn the en-
velepe of air and warmih eloser abeut
Rim, with & eefivuisive mevement.
The silence drummed iR Ris head.
Then Be streaked for the nerth-pele
FeRdezvous 8F Ris Group:

Well, he thought now, we have a
pretiy rowftee job. Tz firsé expe-
dition here, fiwe yeavs ago, prepared
the natisss for the faut thepld have
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to go. Our pardy simply has to or-
gamizz these docile peasamts in time
for the shigs. But it had meant a lot
of hard work, and he was tired. It
would be good to finish the job and
get back home,

Or would it?

He thought of flying with Zarek,
his team-mate, from the rendezvous
to this area assigned as theirs. Plains
like oceans of grass, wind-rippled,
darkened with the herds of wild eat-
tle whose hoofbeats were a thunder
in the earth; forests, hundreds of
kilometers of old and mighty trees,
rivers piercing them in a long steel
gleam; lakes where fish leaped; spill-
ing sunshine like warm rain, radi-
ance so bright it hurt his eyes,
cloud-shadows swift across the land.
It had all been empty of man, but
still there was a vitality here which
was almost frightening to Jorun. His
own grim world of moors and crags
and spin:drift seas was a niggard be-
side this; here life covered the earth,
filled the oceans, and made the heav-
ens dlangerous around him, He
wondered if the driving energy with-
.in man, the force which had raised
him to the stars, made him half-god
and half-demon, if that was a leg-
acy of Terra.

Well—man had changed; over the
thousands of years, natural and con-
trolled adaptation had fitted him to
the worlds he had colonized, and most
of his many races could not now feel
at home here. Jorun thought of his
own party: round, amber-skinned
Chuli from a tropic world, complain-
ing bitterly about -the ecold and
dryness; gay young Cluthe, gangling
and  buige-chested;  sophisticated
Taliuvenna of the flowing dark hair
and the lustrous eyes—no, to them
Earth was only one more planet, out
of thousands they-had seen iIn their
long lives.

Amd I'm a sentincendb] fiod,

E COULD have

willed the wague

regret out of his
1 trained nervous sys-
‘ tem, but he didw’t
'want to. This was
the last time human
eyes would ever look
on Earth, and some-
how Jorun felt that
it should be more to
him than just another p:ychotechnic
job.

“Hello, good sir.”

He turmed at the voice and forced
his tired lips into a friendly smile.
“Hello, Julith,” he said. It was a wise
policy to learn the names of the towns-
people, at least, and she was a great-
great-granddaughter of the Speaker.

She was some thirteen or fourteen
years old, a freckle-faced child with a
shy smile, and steady greer eyes.
There was a certain awkward grace
about her, and she seemed more imag-
inative tham most of her stolid race.
She curtsied quaintly for him, her
bare foot reaching out under the long
smock which was daily female dress
here.

“Are you busy, good sir?"” she asked.

“Well, not too much,” said Jorun.
He was glad of a chance to talk; it
silenced his thoughts. “What can I do
for you?™

“I wondered—" She hesitated, then,
breathlessly: “I wonder if you could
give me a lift down to the beach? Only
for an hour or two. It’s too far to
walk there before I have to be home,
and I can’t borrow a car, or even a
horse. If it won't be any trouble, sir.”

“Mmmm—shouldn’t you be at home
now? Isn't there milking and so on to
do?”

“Oh, I don't live on a farm, good
sir, My father is a baker.”
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“Yes, yes, so he is. I should have
remembered.” Jorun considered for an
instant. There was enough to do in
town, and it wasn’t fair for him to play
hooky while Zarek worked alone.
“Why do you want to go to the beach,
Julith?”

“We'll be busy packing up,” she
said. “Starting tomorrow, I guess. This
is my last chance to see it.”

Jorun’s mouth twisted a little. “All
right,” he said; “I’ll take you.”

“You are very kind, good sir,” she
said gravely.

He didn't reply, but held out his
arm, and she clasped it with one hand
while her other arm gripped his waist.
The generator inside his skull respond-
ed to his will, reaching out and clawing
itself to the fabric of forces and ener-
gies which was physical space. They
rose quietly, and went so slowly sea-
ward that he didn't have to raise a
wind-screen.

“Will we be able to fly like this
when we get to the stars?” she asked.

“I'm afraid not, Julith,” he said.
“You see, the people of my civilization
are born this way. Thousands of years
ago, men learned how to control the
great basic forces of the cosmos with
only a small bit of energy. Finally
they used artificial mutation—that is,
they changed themselves, slowly, over
many generations, until their brains
grew a new part that could genmerate
this controlling force. We can now
even, fly between the stars, by this
power. But your people don't have
that brain, so we had to build space-
ships to take you away.”

“I see,” she said.

“Your gpeat-great-great-grandchil-
dren can be like us, if your people want
to be changed thus,” he said.

“They didn’t want to change be-
fore,” she answered. “I don’t think
they’ll do it now, even in their new
home.” Her voice held no bitterness;
it was an acceptance.

Privately, Jorun doubted it. The
psychic shock of this uprooting would
be bound to destroy the old traditions
of the Terrans; it would not take
many centuries before they were cul-
turally assimilated by Galactic civili-
zation.

Assimilated—nice euphemism. Why
not just say—eaten?

APHEY LANDED on the beach. It

was broad and white, running in
dunes from the thin, harsh, salt-
streaked grass to the roar and tumble
of surf. The sun was low over the
watery horizon, filling the damp, blow-
ing air with gold. Jorun could almost
look directly at its huge disc.

He sat down. The sand gritted tini-
ly under him, and the wind rumpled
his hair and filled his nostrils with its
sharp wet smell. He picked up a conch
and turned it oyer in his fingers, won-
dering at the intricate architecture of
it.

“If you hold it to your ear,” said
Julith, “you can hear the sea.” Her
childish voice was curiously tender
around the rough syllables of Earth’s
language.

He nodded and obeyed her hint, It
was only the small puise of blood with-
in him—you heard the same thing out
in the great hollow silence of space—
but it did-sing of restless immensities,
wind and foam, and the long waves
marching under the moon.

“I have two of them myself,” said
Julith, “I want them so I can always
remember this beach. And my children
and their children will hold them, too,
and hear our sea talking.” She folded
his fingers around the shell. “You keep
this one for yourself.”

“Thank you,” he said. “I will.”

The combers rolled in, booming and
spouting against the land. The Terrans
called them the horses of God. A thin
cloud in the west was turming rose and
gold.
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“Are there oceans on our new plan-
et?” asked Julith.

“Yes," he said. “It’s the most Earth-
like world we could find that wasn't
already inhabited. You'll be happy
there.”

Butt the trees and grasses, the soil
and the feuités thevaot/, the beasts of
the ficls! and the birds of the air end
the fish of the waters bemeath, firm
and color, smeW and sopmd, taste end
teutee, everpbhige 1is  dififreent. Is
alien. T difffecence is small, sabitle,
but it is the abysss of two- billiom years
of sepavate evollaioon, and no other
world can ever quitke be Ezavib.

Julith looked straight at him with
solemn eyes. “Are you folk afraid of
Hulduvians?” she asked.

“Why, no,” he said. “Of course not.”

“Them why are you giving Earth to
them?” It was a soft question, but it
trembled just a little.

“I thought all your people under-
stood the reason by now/™ said Jorun.
“Civilization—the civilization of man
and his .nonhuman allies—has moved
inward, toward the great star-clusters
of Galactie center. This part of space
means nothing to us any more; It’s al-
mest a desert. You haven’t seen star-
light till you’ve been by Sagititarius.
Now the Hulduvians are anothee civ-
fllzation. They are net the least bit
like us; they live on blg, peiseneus
worlds llke Jupitet and Saturn. I think
they would seem llke pretty niee mof-
sters if they weren’t s¢ alien to us that
Aeither side ean really understand the
pther. They use the eesmie energies
tee, but in a different way—and theif
way interferes with eurs just as eurs
{nterferes with theirs. Different
Braing, yeu see.

“Anyway, it was decided that the
two civilizations would get along best
by just staying away from each other.
If they divided up the Galaxy between
them, there would be no interference;
it would be too far from one civiliza-

tion to the other. The Hulduvians were,
really, very nice about it. They’re will-
ing to take the outer rim, even if there
are fewer stars, and let us have the
center.

“So by the agreement, we've got to
have all men and manlike beings out of
their territory - before they come to
settle it, just as they’ll move out of
ours. Their colonists won’t be coming
to Jupiter and Saturn for centuries
yet; but even so, we have to clear the
Sirius Sector now, because there’ll
be a lot of work to do elsewhere. For-
tunately, there are only a few people
living in this whole part of space. The
Sirius Sector has been an isolated,
primi—ah—quiiet region since the
First Empire fell, fifty thousand years
ago."”

Julith’s voice rose a little.
those people are "

“And the folk of Alpha Centauri and
Procyon and Sirius and—oh, hundreds
of other stars. Yet all of you together
are only one tiny drop in the quad-
rillions of the Galaxy. Don't you see,
Julith, you have to move for the good
of all of us?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, I know all
that.”

She got up, shaking herself. “Let’s
go Swimming.”

Jorun smiled and shook his head.
“No, I'll wait for you if you want to
go')l

“But

CHE NODDED and ran off down

the beach, sheltering behind a dune
to put on a bathing-suit. The Terrans
had a nudity taboo, in spite of the mild
interglacial climate; typical primitive
irrationality. Jorun lay back, folding
his arms behind his head, and looked
up at the darkening sky. The evening
star twinkled forth, low and white on
the dusk-blue horizon. Venus—or was
it Mercury? He wasn't sure. He wished
he knew more about the early history
of the Solar System, the first men to
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ride their thunderous rockets out to
die on unkmown hell-worlds—the first
clumsy steps toward the stars. He
could look it up in the archives of Cor-
azuno, but he knew he never would.
Too much else to do, too mueh to re-
member. Probably less than one per-
cent of mankind’s throngs even knew
where Earth was, today—though, for
a while, it had been quite a tourist-
center. But that was perhaps thirty
thousand years ago.

Bewausee this world, out of all the
bilions;, has certaiim physitall cherac-
tevistiss, he thought, my race has made
theme into stamdbrdds. Ouwr basic wmits
of lengtth and time and aqacebterdtion,
our comgamisomss by witichk we dllassify
the swarminge planels of the Cudley,
they all go back ultinaieljy to Hedtth.
We bear that unspakee: memaniad! to
our birtiglacee within our whole ciy-
ilizatityn, and will bear it foivesr. But
has she given us more them thalf? Are
eur own selwes, bodies and mindks and
dreamss, are tiey also e childien off
Banthe?

Now he was thinking like Kormt,
stubborn old Kormt who clung with
such a blind strength to this land
simply because it was his. When you
eonsidered all the races of this wan-
der-footed specles—how many of
them there were, hew fmany kinds of
frah between the stars! And yet they
all walked upright; they all had twe
eyes and a nese betweeh and a meuth
belew; they were all eells of that
gfeat aRd anelent eulture whieh had

ggun here, esns past, with the first
hatry half-man whe kindled a fife
against night. 1f Earth had net had
darkhess and eeld and prewling
Beasts, @xygen and eellulese and flint
Héﬁi eultute might never have gestai:
€d:

e gettiiny  unlogicall, Too timed,
newas work too thim, ppsydsonetic
contal! slippiey. Now Eartth is lecom-
ing some obscwic moliegrsymidlol for
me.

Or has ske alwaygs beem one, for the
whole race of us?

A seagull cried harshly overhead
and soared from view.

The sunset was smoldering away
and dusk rose like fog out of the
ground. Julith came running back to
him, her face indistinct in the gloom.
She was breathing hard, and he
couldn't tell if the catch in her voice
was laughter or weeping.

“I'd better be getting home,” she
said.

9 ——e—

HEY FLEW slowly
back. The town was
a yellow twinkle of
lights, warmth gleam-
ing frem windews
acress many empty
kilometets. Jorun set
the gifl dewn ouiside
fRer heme.

“Thank you, good
sir,” she said, curt-
seying. “Won't you come in to din-
ner?"”

6(Well_"

The door opened, etching the girl
black against the rudiness inside. Jo-
run’s luminous tunic made him like a
torch in the dark, “Why, it's the star-
man,” said a woman’s voice.

“I took your daughter for a swiim,”
he explained. “I hope you dom't
mind.”

“And if we did, what would it mat-
ter?” grumbled a bass tone. Jorun
recognized Kormt; the old man must
have come as a guest from his farm
on the outskirts. “What could we do
about itt?”

“Now, Granther, that’s no way to
talk to the gentleman,” said the wom-
an. “He’s been very kind. Won't you
come eat with us, good siir?”

Jorun refused twice, in case they
were only being polite, then accepted
gladly enough. He was tired of cook-
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ery at the inn where he and Zarek
boarded. “Thank you.”

He entered, ducking under the low
door. A single long, smoky-raftered
room was kitchen, diningroom, and
parlor; doors led off to the sleeping
quarters. It was furnished with a
clumsy elegance, skin rugs, oak wain-
scoting, carved pillars, glowing ornma-
ments of hammered copper. A radium
clock, which must be incredibly old,
stood on the stone mantel, above a
snapping fire; a chemical-powered
gun, obviously of local manufacture,
hung over It. Julith’s parents, a plain,
quiet peasant couple, conducted him
to the end of the wooden table, while
half a dozen children watched him
with large eyes. The younger children
were the only Tetrans who seemed to
find this remeval an adventure.

The meal was good and plentifuli
meat, vegetables, bread, beer, milk,
ice cream, coffee, all of it from the
farms hereabouts. There wasn’t much
trade between the few thousand com-
munities of Earth; they were practi-
cally self-sufficient. The company ate
in sllence, as was the custom here.
When they were finished, Jorun
wanted te go, but it would have been
fude te leave immediately. He went
ever te a ehalr by the fireplace,
acress frem the efie In whieh Kormt
sprawied.

The old man took out a big-bowled
pipe and began stuffing it. Shadows
wove across his seamed brown face,
his eyes were a gleam out of darkness.
“Ill go down to City Hall with you
soon,” he sald; “I imagine that's
whete the work is going om.”

“Yes,” said Jorun. “I can relieve
Zarek at it. I'd appreciate it if you
did come, good sir. Your influence is
very steadying on these people.”

“It should be,” said Kormt. “I've
been their Speaker for almost a hun-
dred years. And my father Gerlaug
was before me, and his father Kormt
was before him.” He took a hrand

from the fire and held it over his
pipe, puffing hard, looking up at jo-
run through tangled brows. “Who was
your great-gramdifiatier?”

“Why—I don't know. I imagine
he's still alive somewhere, but—"

“I thought so. No marriage. No
family. No home. No traditiom."
Kormt shook, his massive head, slowly;
“I pity you Galactics!™

“Now please, good sir—" Damn it
all, the old clodhopper could get as
irritating as a faulty computer. “We
have records that go back to before
man left this planet. Records of every-
thing. It is you who have forgotten.”

Kormt smiled and puffed blue
clouds at him. “That’s not what I
meant.”

“Do you mean you think it is good
for men to live a life that is unchang-
ing, that is just the same from cen-
tury to century—mo new dreams, no
new triumphs, always the same grub-
bing rounds of days? I cannot agree.”

ORUN’S mind flickered over his-
tory, trying to evaluate the basic
motivations of his opponent. Partly
cultural, partly biological, that must
be it. Once Terra had been the centet
of the civilized universe. But the long
migration starward, especlally after
the fall of the First Empite, drained
off the most ventutesome elements of
the population. That drain went on for
thousands of yeats. Sol was backward,
fuined and impeverished by the re-
forseless priee of empire, helpless be-
fore the storms of barbarian conguest
that swept back and forth between
the stars. Even after peace was fe-
stored, there was nothihg to held a
young man of woman of vitallty and
imagination here—net wheR yeu
could go toward Galattic eenter and
join the new eivilization building out
there. Space-traffic came ever less fre-
quently to Sel; eld maehines rusted
away and were not replaced; best to
get out while there was still time,
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Eventually there was a fixed psy-
chosomatic type, one which lived
close to the land, in primitive change-
less eommunities and isolated farm-
steads—a type content te gain its sim-
ple needs by the labor of hand, hotse,
or an oceaslonal batteted engine. A
eulture grew up whieh Inereased that
Figidity. Se few had visited Earth in
the last several theusand years—per-
haps ene eutsider a eentury, stepping
Briefly oft en his way e semewhere
else—that there was Ae ehallenge ef
enesuragement te alter. The Terrans
didh't want mere peeple, mere ma-
ehines. mere anything; ﬁaey wished
enly te remain as they were.

You couldn't call them stagnant.
Their life was too healthy, their civ-
ilization too rich in its own way—folk
art, folk music, ceremony, religion,
the intimacy of family life which the
Galactics had lost—for that term. But
to one who flew between the stream-
ing suns, it was a small existence.

IOomnmt's voice broke in on his rev-
erie, “Dreams, triumphs, work, deeds,
love and life and finally death and
the long sleep in the earth,” he said.
“Why should we want to change them?
They never grow old; they are new
for each child that is born.”

“Well,” said Jorun, and stopped.
You couldn’t really answer that kind
of logic. It wasn't logic at all, but
something deeper.

“Well,” he started over, after a
while, “as you know, this evacuation
was forced on us, too. We don’t want
to move you, but we must.”

“Oh, yes,” said Kormt. “You have
been very nice about it. It would have
been easier, in a way, if you'd come
with fire and gun and chains for us,
like the barbarians did long ago. We
could have undeestood you better
then,”

“At best, it will be hard for your
people,” said Jorun. “It will be a
shock, and they’ll need leaders to

guide them through it. You have a
duty to help them out there, good
sir.”

“Maybe.” Kormt blew a series of
smoke rings at his youngest descend-
ant, three years old, who crowed
with laughter and climbed up on his
knee. "But they’ll manage.”

“You can't seem to realize,” said
Jorum, “that you are the last man
on FEartth who refuses to go. You will
be alone. For the rest of your life!
We couldn't come back for you later
under any circumstamces, because
there’ll be Hulduvian colonies between
Sol and Sagittarius which we whnid
disturb in passage. You'll be alone,
I W!m

Kormt shrugged. “I'm too ofd to
change my ways; there can't be
many years left me, anyway. 1 can
live well, just off the food-stores
that’ll be left here.” He ruffled the
child’s hair, but his face drew into
a scowl. “Now, no more of that, good
sle, if you please; I'm tired of this
argument.”

ORUN nodded and fell into the si-

lence that held the rest. Terrans
would sometimes sit for hours with-
out talking, content to be in each
other’s nearness. He thought of
Kormt, Gerlaug’s son, last man on
Earth, altogether alone, living alone
and dylng alone; and yet, he re-
flected, was that solitude any great-
er than the ene in whieh all men
dwelt all thelr days?

Presently the Speaker set the child
down, knocked out his pipe, and rose.
“Come, good sir," he said, reaching for
his staff. “Let us go.”

They walked side by side down the
street, under the dim lamps and past
the yellow windows. The cobbles gave
back their footfalls in a dull clatter,
Once in a while they passed someone
else, a vague figure which bowed to
Kormt. Only one did not notice them,
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an old woman who walked crying
between the high walls.

“They say it is never night on your
worlds,” said Kormt.

Jorun threw him a sidelong glance.
His face was a strong jutting of high-
lights from sliding shadow. ‘‘Some
planets have been given luminous
skies,” said the technician, “and a few
still have cities, too, where it is always
light. But when every man can control
the cosmic energies, there is no real
reason for us to live together; most of
us dwell far apart. There are very dark
nights on my own world, and I cannot
see any other home from my own—just
the moors.”

“It must be a strange life,” said
Kormt. “Belonging to no ome.”

They came out on the market-
square, a broad paved space walled in
by houses. There was a fountain in its
middle, and a statue dug ¢t of the
ruins had been placed there. It was
broken, one arm gone—but still the
white slim figure of the dancing girl
stood with youth and laughter, forever
under the sky of Earth. Jorun knew
that lovers were wont to meet here,
and briefly, irrationally, he wondered
how lonely the gitl would be in all the
millions of years to come.

The City Hall lay at the farther end
of the square, big and dark, its eaves
carved with dragons, and the gables
topped with wing-spreading birds. It
was an old building; nobody knew how
many generations of men had gath-
ered here. A long, patient line of
folk stood outside it, shuffling in one
by one to the registry desk; emerging,
they went off quietly into the dark-
ness, toward the temporaty shelters
erected for them.

Walking by the line, Jorun picked
faces out of the shadows. There was
a young mother holding a crying child,
her head bent over it in a timeless
pose, murmuring to soothe it. There
was a mechanic, still sooty from his
work, smiling wearily at some tired
joke of the man behind him. There

was a scowling, black-browed peasant
who muttered a curse as Jorun went
by; the rest seemed to accept their
fate meekly enough. There was a priest,
his head bowed, alone with his God.
There was a younger man, his hands
clenching and unclenching, big help-
less hands, and Jorun heard him say-
ing to someone else: “—iff they could
have waited till after harvest. I hate
to let good grain stand in the field.”

ORUN WENT into the main room,
toward the desk at the head of the
line. Hulking hairless Zarek was pa-
tiently questioning each of the hun-
dreds who came hat in hand before
him: name, age, sex, occupation, de-
pendents, speclal needs or desires. He
punches the answers out on the re-
corder machine, half a million lives
were held in its electronie memory.

“Oh, there you are,” his bass rum-
bled. “Where've you beem?”

“I had to do some concy work,” said
Jorun. That was a private code term,
among others: concy, conciliiation,
anything to make the evacuation go
smoothly. “Sorry to be so late. I'll
take over now.”

“All right. I think we can wind the
whole thing up by midnight.” Zarek
smiled at Kormt. “Glad you came,
good sir, There are a few people I'd
like you to talk to.” He gestured at
half a dozen seated in the rear of the
room. Certain complaints were best
handled by native leaders.

Kormt nodded and strode over to
the folk. Jorun heard a man begin
some long-winded explanation: he
wanted to take his own plow along,
he'd made it himself and there was no
better plow in the universe, but the
star-man said there wouldn’t be room.

“They’ll furnish us with all the stuff
we need, son,” said Kormt.

“But it's my plowl" said the mai.
His fingers twisted his cap.

Kormt sat down and began soathing
him.

The head of the line waited a few
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meters off while Jorun took Zarek’s
place. “Been a long grind,” said the
latter. “About done now, though. And
will T be glad to see the last of this
planet!”

“I don't know,” said Jorun. “It's
a lovely world. I don’t think I've ever
seen a more beautiful one.”

Zarek snorted. “Me for Thonnvar!
I can't wait to sit on the terrace by the
Scarlet Sea, fern-trees and red grass
all around, a glass of oehl in my hand
and the crystal geysers in front of me.
You'te a funny one, Jorun.”

The Fulkhisian shrugged slender
shoulders. Zarek clapped him on the
back and went out for supper and sleep.
Jorum beckoned to the next Terran
and settled down to the long, almost
mindless routine of registration. He
was interrupted once by Kormt, who
yawned mightily and bade him good-
night; otherwise it was a steady, half-
conscious inteeval in which one anon-
yemous face after another passed by.
He was dimly surpeised when the last
one came up. This was a plump, cheer-
ful, middle-aged fellow with small
sheewd eyes, a little more colorfully
deessed than the others. He gave his
occupation as merchant—a minor
tradesman, he gxplained, dealing in the
little things it was more eonivenient for
the peasants te buy than te manufae-
ture themselves.

“I hope you haven't been waiting
too long,” said Jorun. Coney state-
ment.

“Oh, no.” The merchant grinned. “I
knew those dumb farmers would be
here for hours, so I just went to bed
and got up half an hour ago, when it
was about over.”

“Clever.” Jorun rose, sighed, and
stretched. The big room was cavern-
ously empty, its lights a harsh glare.
It was very quiet here.

“Well, sir, I'm a middling smart
chap, if I say it as shouldn't. And you
know, I'd like to express my appre-
ciation of all you're doing for us.”

“Can‘t say we’re doing much.” Jo-
run locked the machine.

“Oh, the apple-knockers may not
like it, but really, good sir, this hasn’t
been any place for a man of emterprise.
It’s dieat. I'd have got out long ago
if there'd been any transportation.
Now, when we’re getting back into
civilization, there’ll be some real op-
portunities. Il make my pile inside
of five years, you bet.”

Jorun smiled, but there was a bleak-
ness in him. What chance would this
barbarian have even to get near the
gigantic work of civilization—let alone
comprehend it or take part in it. He
hoped the little fellow wouldn’t break
his heart trying.

“Well,” he said, “goodnight, and
good luck to you.”

“Goodnight, sir. We'll meet again, 1
trust.”

Jorun switched off the lights and
went out into the square. It was com-
pletely deserted. The moon was up
now, almost full, and its cold radiance
dimmed the lamps. He heard a dog
howling far off. The dogs of Earthn-
such as weren't taken along—would
be lonely, too.

Well, he thought, the job's over. Te-
morvowy, or the newt day, the ships
come.

4 e

E FELT VERY

tired, but didn’t

want to sleep, and

willed himself back

to alertmess. There

i hada’t been much
chance to inspect

the rulas, and he

felt it would be ap-

propeiate to  see

them by moonlight,

Rising into the air, he ghosted
abore roofs and trees until he came
to the dead city. For a while he
hovered in a sky like dark velvet,
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a faint breeze murmured around him,
and he heard the remote noise of
crickets and the sea. But stillness
enveloped it all, there was no real
sound.

Sol City, capital of the legemdary
First Empire, had been enormous.

It must have sprawled over forty or
fifty thousand square kilometers
when it was in its prime, when .t
was the gay and wicked heart of hu-
man civilization and swollen with the
lifeblood of the stars. And yet those
who built it had been men of taste,
they had sought out genius to cre-
ate for them. The city was not a col-
lection of buildings; it was a bal-
anced whole, radiating from the
mighty peaks of the central palace,
through colonnades and parks and
leaping skyways, out to the temple-
like villas of the rulers. For all its
monstrous size, it had been a fairy
sight, a woven lace of polished metal
and white, black, red stone, colored
plastic, music and Jiglit—everywhere
light.

Bombarded from space; sacked
again and again by the barbarian
hordes who swarmed maggot-like
through the bones of the slain Em-
pire; weathered, shaken by the slow
sliding of Earth’s crust; pried apart by
patient, delicate roots; dug over by
hundreds of generations of archeol-
ogists, treasure-seekers, the idly cu-
flous; made a quarry of metal and
stone for the ignorant peasants wheo
finally huddled about it—still ts emp-
ty walls and blind windews, erumbling
arches and toppled pillars held a
ghest of beauty and magnificence
whieh was like a half-remembered
deeam. A dreaf the whele raee had
ehee had.

Al now we'se walking wp.

Jorun moved silently over the ruins.
Trees growing between tumbled
blocks dappled them with moonlight
and shadow; the marble was very
white and fair against darkmess. He

hovered by a broken caryatid, marvel-
ing at its exquisite leaping litheness;
that girl had borne tons of stone like
a flower in her hair. Eurther on, across
a street that was a lane of woods, be-
yond a park that was thick with for-
est, lay the nearly complete outline of
a house. Only its rain-blurred walls
stood, but he could trace the separate
rooms; here a noble had enmtertained
his friends, robes that were fluid rain-
bows, jewels dripping fire, swift cyn-
ical interplay of wits like sharpened
swords rising above music and the
clear sweet laughter of dancing-girls;
here people whose flesh was new dust
had slept and made leve and lain side-
by-side in darkness te watch the mev-
ing pageant of the city; here the slaves
had lived and worked and sowetimes
wept; here the children had played
their ageless games under willows, be:
tween Banks of roses: Oh, it had been
a hard and eruel time; it was well
gone but it had lived. It had em'aeﬁxeg
man, &l that was n,ebls and splends
and evil and merely wistiul ig the
Face, and new its late children had fer-
gotten:

A cat sprang up on eng of the walls
and flowed noiselessly aieng it, hunt-
ing. Jorun shook himself and flew te-
ward the center of the city, the imper:
ial palace. An owl hooted somewhere,
and a bat fluttered out of his way like
& small damped soul blackened by
hellfire. He didn't raise a wind-screen,
but let the air blew areund him, the
air of Earth.

TTHE PALACE was almost com-
* pletely wrecked, a mountain of
heaped rocks, bare bones of “eternal”
metal gnawed thin by steady ages of
wind and rain and frost, but once it
must have been gigantic. Men rarely
built that big nowadays, they didm't
need to; and the whole human spirit
had changed, become ever more ab-
stract, finding its treasutes within it-
self. But there had been an elemental
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magnificence about early man and the
works he raised to challenge the sky.

One tower still stood—a gutted
shell, white under the stars, rising in
a filigree of columns and arches which
seemed impossibly airy, as if it were
built of moonlight. Jorun settled on its
broken upper balcony, dizzily high
above the black-and-white fantasy of
the ruins. A hawk flew shrieking from
its nest, then there was" silence.

No—wait—another yell, ringing
down the star ways, a dark sfreak
across the moon's face. “Hai-glh!”
Jorun recognized the joyful sheut of
young Cluthe, rushing through heaven
like a demen on a broomstiek, and
scowled in annoyance. He didn't want
to be bothered now.

Well, they had as much right here
as he. He repressed the emotion, and
even managed a smile. After all, he
would have liked to feel gay and reck-
less at times, but he had never been
able to. Jorun was little older than
Cluthe—a few centuries at mest—but
he came of a melanchely folk; he had
been berh 6ld.

Another form pursued the first. As
they neared, Jorun recognized Taliu-
venna'3 supple outline. Those two had
been teamed up for one of the Afri-
can districts, but—

They sensed him and came wildly
out of the sky to perch on the bal-
cony railing and swing their legs above
the heights. “How‘'re you?” asked
Cluthe. His lean face laughed in the
moonlight. “Whoo-oo, what a fligtt!”

“m all right,” said Jorun. “You
through in your sector?”

“Uh-huh. So we thought we'd just
duck over and look in here. Last
chance anyone’ll ever have to do some
sight-seeing on Earth.”

Taliuvenna’s full ligs drooped a bit
as she looked over the ruins. She came
from Yunith, one of the few planets
where they still kept cities, and was as
much a child of their soaring arrogance
as Jorun of his hills and tundras and

great empty seas. “I thought it would
be bigger,” she said.

“Well, they were building this fifty
or sixty thousand years ago,” said
Cluthe. “Can’t expect too much.”

“There is good art left here,” said
Jorun. “Pieces which for one reason
or another weren’t carried off. But you
have to look around for it.”

“I’'we seen a lot of it already, in mu-
seums,"” said Taliuvenna. “Not bad.”

“C’'mon, Tally,” cried Cluthe. He
touched her shoulder and sprang into
the air, “Tag! You're it!"

She screamed with laughter and shot
off after him. They rushed across the
wilderness, weaving in and out of
empty windows and broken colon-
nades, and their shouts woke a clamor
of echoes.

Jorun sighed. I'd better go to hed,
he thought. [t latss,

TT'HE SPACESHIP was a steely
& pillar against a low gray sk
Now and then a fine rain would driz-
zle down, blureing it from sight; then
that would end, and the ship’s flanks
wotild glisten as if they were polished.
Clouds scudded overhead like flying
smoke, and the wind was loud in the
trees.

The line of Terrans moving slow-
ly into the vessel seemed to go on for-
ever, A couple of the ship’s crew flew
above them, throwing out a shield
against the rain. They shuffled with-
out much talk or expression, pushing
carts filled with their little possessions.
Jorun steod te one side, watching them
go by, one face after another—scored
and darkened by the sun ef Earth, the
winds of Earth, hands still grimy with
the sell of Earth.

Well, he thought, theve they ge.
They aren’t being as emofionall about
it as I thougtitt they would. I wondbar ¥f
they really do care.

Julith went past with her parents.
She saw him and darted from the
line and curtsied before him,
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“Goodbye, good sir,” she said. Look-
ing up, she showed him a small and
serious face, ‘Wiill I ever see you
again?”

“Well,” he lied, “I might look in on
you sometime.™

“Please do! In a few years, maybe,
when you cam.”

It taless mamy gemevatitons to raise
a peopliz like this to our stamdhnd!. In
a jfew years—too me—shedl! be in her
grave.

“I'm sure you'll be very happy,”
he said.

She gulped. “Yes,” she said, so low
he could barely hear her. “Yes, I know
I will.” She turned and ran back to her
mother., The raindrops -giistened in
het hair,

Zarek came up behind Jorun, “I
made a last-minute sweep of the whole
area,” he said. “Detected no sign of
human life. So it's all taken care of,
except your old man.”

“Geod,” said Jorun tonelessly.

“I wish you could do something
about him.”

“So do I.*

Zarek strolled off again.

A young man and woman, walking
hand in hand, turned out of the line
not far away and stood for a little
while. A spaceman zoomed over to
them. “Better get back,” he warned.
“Youwll get rained om.”

“That’s what we wanted,” said the
young man.

The spaceman shrugged and re-
sumed his hovering. Presently the
couple re-entered the line.

The tail of the procession went by
Jorun and the ship swallowed it fast.
The rain fell harder, bouncing off his
force-shield like silver spears. Light-
ning winked in the west, and he heard
the distant exuberance of thunder.

Kormt came walking slowly toward
him. Rain streamed off his clothes
and matted his long gray hair and
beard. His wooden shoes made a wet
gound in the mud. Jorun extended the
force-shield to cover him. “I hope

ou've changed your mind,” said the

ulkhisian,

“No, I haven’t,” said Kormt. “I
just stayed away till everybody was
aboard. Don't like goodbyes.”

“You don't know what you're do-
ing,” said Jorun for the—thousandth?
—time. “It’s plain madness to stay
here alome.”

“I told you I don't like goodityes,”
said Kormt harshly.

“I have to go advisa the captain of
the'ship,” said Jorun. “You have may-
be half an hour before she lifts. No-
body will laugh at you for changing
your mind."”

“I won’t.” Kormt smiled without
warmth. “You people are the future, I
guess. Why can't you leave the past
alone? I'm the past.” He looked to-
ward the far hills, hidden by the noisy
rain. “I like it here, Galactic. That
should be enough for youw.”

“Well, then—" Jorun held out his
hand in the archaic gesture of Earth.
“Goodbye.”

“Goodbye.” Kormt took the hand
with a brief, indifferent clasp. Then
he turned and walked off toward the
village. Jorun watched him till he was
out of sight.

The technician paused in the air-
lock door, looking over the gray land-
scape and the village from whose chim-
neys no smoke rose. Faveusii], my
motizr, he thought. And then, sur-
prising himself: Mapbe Kovmti is do-
ing the right thimy afier @il

He entered the ship and the door
closed behind him.

ARD evening, the clouds lift-

ed and the sky showed a clear
pale blue—as if it had been washed
clean—and the grass and leaves glis-
tened. Kormt came out of the house
to watch the sunset. It was a good one,
all flame and gold. A pity little Julith
wasn't here to see it; she'd always
liked sunsets. But Julith was so far
away now that if she sent g call to him,
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calling with the speed of light, it
would not come before he was dead.

Nothing would come to him. Not
ever again.

He tamped his pipe with a horny
thumb and lit it and drew a deep
cloud into his lungs. Hands in pockets,
he strolled down the wet streets. The
sound of his clogs was unexpectedly
loud.

Welll, son, he thought, now wmu've
got a wholz world all to yowsedt/, to do
witth just as yow like. Yowhee the rich-
est man who ever [lied.

There was no problem in keeping
alive. Enough food of all kinds was
stored in the town's freeze-vault to
support a hundred men for the ten or
twenty years remaining to him. But
he’d want to stay busy. He could may-
be keep three farms from going to
seed—watch over fields and orchards
and livestock, repair the buildings,
dust and wash and light up in the eve-
ning. A man ought to keep busy.

He came to the end of the street,
where it turmed into a graveled road
winding up toward a high hill, and fol-
lowed that. Dusk was creeping over
the fields, the sea was a metal streak
very far away and a few early stars
blinked forth. A wind was springing
up, a soft murmurous wind that talked
in the trees. But how quiet things
were!

On top of the hill stood the chapel, a
small steepled building of ancient
stone. He let himselff in the gate and
walked around to the graveyard be-
hind. There were many of the demure
white tombstones—thousamds of years
of Solis Township men and women who
had lived and worked and begotten,
laughed and wept and died. Someone
had put a wreath on one grave only
this morning; it brushed against his
leg as he went by. Tomorrow it would
be withered, and weeds would start
to grow. He'd have to tend the chapel
yard, too. Only fitting.

He found his family plot and stood
with feet spread apart, fists on hips,
smoking and looking down at the
markers Gerlaug Kormt’s son, Tarna
Huwan’s .daughter, these hundred
years had they lain in the earth. Hello,
Dad, hello, Mother. His fingers
reached out and stroked the head-
stone of his wife. And so many of his
children were here, too; sometimes he
found it hard to believe that tall Ger-
laug and laughing Stamm and shy,
gentle Huwan were gone. He'd out-
lived too many people.

I had to stay, he thought. TWiés is
my land, I am of it and I coufdirit go.
Someanec had to stay and keep the
land, if only for a litdk whitke. | cen
give it ten move yeavs befove the for-
est comes and talless L

Darkmess grew around him, The
woods beyond the hill loomed like a
wall. Once he started violently, he
thought he heard a child crying. No,
only a bird. He cursed himself for the
senseless pounding of his heart.

Gloomyy place here, he thought. Bet-
ter get back to the /nouse.

He groped slowly out of the yard,
toward the road. The stars were out
now. Kormt looked up,and thought he
had never seen them so bright. Too
bright; he didn't like it.

Go away, stavs, he thought. Wou
toolk my peoglkz, but I'm stagiing rere.
THiss is my land. He reached down to
touch it, but the grass was cold and
wet under his palm.

The gravel scrunched loudly as he
walked, and the wind mumbled in the
hedges, but there was no other sound.
Not a voice- called; not an engine
turned; not a dog barked. No, he
hadn’t thought it would be so quiet.

And dark. No lights. Have to tend
the street lamps himself—it was no
fun, not being able to see the town
from here, not being able to see any-
thing except the stars. Should have
remembered to bring a flashlight, but
he was old and absentminded, and
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there was no one to remind him. When
he died, there wouid be no one to hold
his hands; no one to close his eyes and
lay him in the earth—and the forests
would grow in over the land and wild
beasts would nuzzle his bomes,

But I kmew that. Whaat of it? Iim
touph emonph to take it

The stars flashed and flashed above
him. Looking up, against his own will,
Kormt saw how bright they were, how
bright and quiet. And how very far
away! He was seeing light that had
left its home before he was born.

He stopped, sucking in his breath
between his teeth. “No,” he whispered.
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This was his land. This was Earth,
the home of man; it was his and he
was its. This was the lamt/, and net a
single dust-mote, crazily reeling and
spinning through an endlesshess of
dark and silence, cold and immensity.
Earth could not be so alone!

Tthee last man alive. Thee last man in
all the worldlt

He screamed, then, and began to
run. His feet clattered loud on the
road; the small sound was quickly
swallowed by silence, and he cov-
ered his face against the relentless
blaze of the stars. But there was no
place to run to, no place at all.

E SPACE MERCHANTS by Freder-

ick Pohl and C. M. Kornbluth Eallan-
tine, 176 pp paperbound 35¢ 102 pp hard-
bound $1,50

When this came out in Galaxy as “Gravy
Planet”, it seemed to be merely an enter-
taining hunt-and-chase thriller, with the
background of advertising horrors for
laughs, a satire om the way things are
now. Since then I've taken a ecloser look
at the gruesomeness of the advertising we
have grown numb to and It begins to look
more like a trend than a joke,

If advertising is used to sell cigarettes,
chewing gum, labor unions, opinions of the
NAM, candidates for election, and movies,
why shouldn’t it make the smart deadly
move of selling itself? Self-preservation is
the business law that works every time.

Could the American public be sold on
the idea that advertising men are the aris-
toeracy of the Earth? Could thoy believe
that advertising is the foundation of Am-
erican business? Could they be convineed
that the first duty of a patriot and a man
of pflﬂeiﬁle is to buy things the advertis-
wments tell him to buy, whether he wants
them ef net?

It people can be muddled by pictures of
girls in bathing suits into buying some-
thing that they would not want if they
were left alone—(Amd they can be) why
sg?uldn't they be muddled into buying any-
thing.

“GLORIA GLAMIQURPUBS SMOQKES
BLMXES., * e milglar!” GLORIA
GLAMQURPUSS DRINKS PUKY. ‘Yi's
stramper!” GLORIA GLAWQIRPUSS

Réqain o

READS NOTHING BUT ADVERTISE-
MENTS. “Theyifee cextifing!”

Or the sententious voiee announcing.
“Doctors Say—Drink nutreteddd’’ *“Eeono-
mists say—Don’t save e MonRY,
thingad/”  “Investigating Senator Blan
s_aysy—Read Aderticeoeniats. Thagtee 4wef-
icanV”

Is there a dividing-line beyond which
people will stop believing anything pre-
sented by advertising methods, of isn’t
there? And, if so, where is it?

Two businessmen I have spoken with
since I read “Gravy Planet”, in
have told me solemnly. “American Busi-
ness Is Founded On Advertising.” Strange
ideas like that don't come by spentaneous
generation—at least, 1 don’t think they de.

The nuisance-value ad is a recognized
device on the radio. Ad ageneles don’t seem
to eare what they do to you if they can
only get you to buy something thereby.
Feom ads whieh irritate by loud squawk-
ing volees, whieh rely on yeu net to be
gulck enough to turn off the radio befere
you hear the piteh, to 3D ads whieh sguirt
a foul steneh at yeu and bellow “De You
Smell Like This?” is a shert step. And
from afehe-ana-ionv eaptive audienee of
a bus, uhable e turn eff the bus radie
wmsﬂnguﬁa § agvertisements at them, 8 a
law that i 1é 4 seditieys UnAreriean Re-
straint of gld aq@uf )
W éﬂ E{i@ g0deraht ads sgiirt tHe sweat:
iﬁl@ at ¥ou, ofF t8 turi 8 ?ﬁBHE fadie b
gt 948 Hot be el 8 Y exepiee
190 45 It scers at HEst glanee:

[Tuwrn To Page 361



He had but one embition, one desire: to pilot the first
manned rocket to the moon. And he was prépared
as no man hed ever prepared himself before . . :

by Algis Budrys

(iMbsttatedd by Miltlom lawres)

&

ifee no move tham to thy lot may

fall.
—Chaucer
E SMALL young man looked
at his father, and shook his
head.

“But you've got to learn a trade,”
his father said, exasperated. “I can’t
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afford to send you to college; you
know that.”

“I've got a trade,” he answered.

His father smiled thinly. “What?"
he asked patronizingly.

“I’m a rocket pilot,” the boy said,
his thin jaw stretching the skin of his
cheeks.

His father laughed in the way the
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boy had learned to anticipate and hate.
“Yeah,” he said, He leaned back in
his chair and laughed so hard that the
Sunday paper slipped off his wide lap
and fell to the floor with an unnoticed
stiff rustle.

“A roclkatt pilot!"” His father's deri-
sion hooted through the quiet parlor.
“A ro—oh, no'—aa rocket pplbatt”

The boy stared silently at the con-
vulsed figure in the chair. His lips
fell into a set white bar, and the cor-
ners of his jaws bulged with the ten-
sion in their muscles. Suddenly, he
turned on his heel and stalked out of
the parlor, through the hall, out the
front door, to the porch. He stopped
there, hesitating a little.

“Wearyy’/”’ - His father's: shout fol-
lowed him out of the parlor. It
seemed to act like a hand between the
shoulder-blades, because the boy al-
most ran as he got down the porch
stairs.

“What is it, Howard?” Marty’s
mother asked in a worried voice as
she came in from. the kitchen, her
damp hands rubbing themselves dry
against the sides of her housedress.

“Crazy kid,” Howard Isherwood
muttered. He stared at the figure of
his son as the boy reached the end of
the walk and turned off into the
steeet. “Camee back here!!”’ he shouted.
“A rockeit pilot,” he cursed under his
breath. “What’s the kid been reading?
Claiming he’s a rocket pilstt!”

Margaret Isherwood’s brow fur-
rowed into a faint, bewildered frown.
“But—isn’t he a little young? I know
they’re teaching some very odd things
in high schools these days, but it seems
to mes...”

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, Marge, there
aren’t even any rockets yet! Come
back here, yow idiott” Howard Isher-
wood was standing on his porch, his
clenched fists trembling at the ends
of his stiffly-held arms.

“Are you sure, Howard?” his wife
asked faintly.

“Yes, I'm swred't

“But, where's he goimg?”

"Stqp that! Get off that bus! ¥OU
fisar me? Martyd®

“"Homward! Stop acting like a child
and talik to mel Where is that boy go-
ing?"

Howard Isherwood, stocky, red-
faced, forty-seven, and deirated, turned
away from the retreating bus and
looked at his wife. “I don’t know,"” he
told her bitterly, between rushes of air
into his jerkily neaving lungs, “Maybe,
the moon,” he told her sarcastically.

Martin Isherwood, rocket pilot,
weight 102, height 4’, 11”, had come of
age at seventeen,

FE SMALL man looked at his

faculty advisor, “No,” he said. “I
am not interested in working for a
degree.”

“But—" The faculty advisor uncon-
sciously tapped the point of a yellow
pencil against the fresh green of his
desk blotter, leaving a rough arc of
black flecks. “Look, Ish, you've got to
either deliver or get off the basket.
This program is just like the others
you've followed for nine semesters,
nothing but math and engineering.
You’ve taken just about every under<
grad course there is in those fields,
H@;w long are you going to keep this
up 9

“I’m signed up for Astronomy 10®L*
Isherwood pointed out.

The faculty advisor snorted. “A
snap course. A breather, after you've
studied the same stuff in Celestial
Navigation. What’s the matter, Ish?
Scared of liberal arts?”

Isherwood shook his head. “Uh-unh.
Not interested. No time., And that
Astronomy course 1sn’t a breathet, Dif-
ferent slant from Cee Nav—they weon’t
be talking about stars as check points,
but as things In themselves.” Some-
thing seerned to flicker across his face
as he sald it.

The advisor missed it; he was too
engrossed in his argument. “Still a
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snap. What’s the difference, how you
look at a stzr®*

Isherwood almost winced, “Call it a
hobby,” he said. He looked down at his
watch. “Come on, Dave. You're not
going to convince me. You haven't
convinced me any of the other times,
either, so you might as well give up,
don’t you think? I've got a half hour
before I go on the job. Let's go get
some beer.”

The advisor, not much older than
Isthemwooadd, shrugged, defeated.
“Crazy,” he muttered. But it was a het
day, and he was as thirsty as the next
man.

The bar was air conditioned. The ad-
visor shivered, half grinned, and soft-
ly quoted:

“Though I go bare, take ye no
care,

I am nothing a-cold;

I stuff my skin so full within

Of jolly good ale and old.”

“Huh?” Ish was wearing the look
with which he always reacted to the
unfamiliar.

The advisor lifted two fingers to
the bartender and shrugged. “It’s a
poem; about four hundred years old,
as a matter of fact.”

“Oh-"

“Don’t you give a damn?" the ad-
visor asked, with some peevishness.

Ish laughed shortly, without embar-
rassment. “Sorry, Dave, but no. It's
not my racket.”

The advisor cramped his hand a lit-
tle too tightly around his glass.
“Strictlv a specialist, hul?”

Ish nodded. “Call it that.”

“But what, for Pete's sake? What
is this crazy specialty that blinds you
to. all the fine things that man has
done?”

Ish took a swallow of his beer.
“Well, now, if I was a poet, I'd say it
was the finest thing that man has ever
done.”

The advisor’s lips twisted in derd-

Isg n. “That’s pretty fanatical, ism't

““Uh-huh.” Ish waved to the bar-
tender for refills.

TIEE NAMIONY took a boiling ther-

mal under its right wing and
bucked upward suddenly, tilting at the
same time, so that the pretty brunette
giel in the other half of the side-by-
slde was thrown against him. Ish
laughed, a sound that came out of his
theeat as turbulently as that sudden
ust of heated alr had shot up out of
the Everglades, and corrected with a
tilt of the wheel.

“Relax, Nan,” he said, his words
colored by the lingering laughter. “It’s
only air; nasty old air.”

The girl patted her short hair back
into place. “I wish you wouldn't fly
this low,” she said, half-frightened.

“Uow? Call this low?” Ish teased.
“Here. Let's drop it a little, and you’ll
really get an idea of how fast we’re
going.” He nudged the wheel forward,
and the Namifov: dipped its nose in a
shallow dive, flattening out thirty feet
above the mangrove. The swamp
howled with the chug of the danecing
plstons and the claw of the propeller
at the pretesting alf, and, frem the
cockplt, the Everglades reselved into
a dirty-geeen blur that roeketed back-
ward ifite the slipstream.

“Marty!”

Ish chuckled again. He couldn’t
have held the ship down much longer,
anyway. He tugged back on the wheel
suddenly, targeting a cumulous bank
with his spinner. His lips peeled back
from his teeth, and his jaw set. The
Naviton went up at the clouds, her
engine tuening over as fast as it could,
her wings eushioned on the rising
theust of anether thermal.

And, suddenly, it was as if there
were no girl beside him, to be teased,
and no air to rock the wiings—there
were no wings. His face lost all ex-
pression, Faint beads of sweat broke
out above his eyes and under his nose.
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“Up,” he grunted through his clenched
teeth. His fists locked on the wheel.
“Upl”

The Nanor broke through the
cloud, kept going. “Up.” If he listened
closely, In just the right way, he ceuld
almost Fot

“Mar(cyh"‘

...the rumble of a louder, prouder
engine than the Earth had ever known.
He sighed, the breath whispering
through his parting teeth, and the air-
craft leveled off as he pushed at the
wheel with suddenly lax hands. Still
half-lost, he turned and looked at the
white-faced girl. “Seare you?’ he
asked gently. _

She nodded. Her fingertips were
trembling on his forearm,

“Me too,” he said. “Lost my head.
Sorry."”

«¥ OOK,” HE told the girl, “You

got any idea of what it costs to
maintain a racing-plane? Everything I
own is tied up in the Foo, my ground
crew, my teailer, and that scrummy old
Ryan that should have been salvaged
ten years age. I can’t get mateied. Sup-
pose I crack the Foo next week?
You're dead broke, a widew, and with
a funeral to pay for. The only smart
thing to do is wait a while.”

Nan’s eyes clouded, and her lips
trembled. “That’s what I've been try-
ing to say. Wiy do you have to win
the Vandenberg Cup next week? Why
can’t you sell the Foo and go into some
kind of business? You're a trained
pilot.”

He had been standing in front of
her with his body unconsciously tense
from the strain of trying to make her
understand. Now he relaxed—more—
he slumped—and something began to
die in his face, and the first faint lines
crept in to show that after it had died,
it would not return to life, but would
fossilize, leaving his features in the al-
most unreadable mask that the news-
papers would come to know.

“I’m a good bit more than a trained

pilot,” he said quietly. “The Foo is a
means to an end. After I win the Van-
denberg Cup, I can walk into any plant
in the States—Douglas, North Ameri-
can, Boeing—any of them—and pick
up the Chief Test Pilot's job for the
asking. A few of them have as good
as said so. After that—" His voice had
regained some of its former animation
from this -new source. Now he broke
off, and shrugged. “I've told you all
this before.”

The girl reached up, as if the physi-
cal touch could bring him back to her,
and put her fingers around his wrist.
“Dariing!” she said. “If it's that
rockatt pilot business agpinn..”

Somehow, his wrist was out of her
encircling fingers. “It’s always ‘that
rockett pilot business)” he said,
mimicking her voice. “Darmn it, I'm the
only trained rocket pilot in the world|
I weigh a hundred and fifteen pounds,
I'm five feet tall, and I know more
navigation and math than anybody the
Air Force or Navy have! I can use
words like brennschlus and mass-ratie
without running over te a eepy of
Collizs, and I—" He stopped himself,
half-smiled, and sheugged again.

“I guess I was kidding myself. After

.the Cup, there’ll be the test job, and

after that, there’ll be the rockets, You
would have had to wait a long time.”
All she could think of to say was,
“But, Darling, there arew' any mana
carrying rockets.”
“That’s not my fault,” he said, and
walked away from her.

A week later, he took his strippeds
down F-110 across the last line with
a scream like that of a hawk that
brings its prey safely to lis nest.

HEE BROUGHT the Mark VII out

of her orbit after two days ot
running rings around the spinning
Earth, and the world loved him, He
climbed out of the crackling, pinging
ship, bearded and dirty, with oil on
his face and in his hair, with food
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stains all over his whipcord, red-eyed,
and huskily quiet as he said his few
words into the network microphones.
And he was not satisfied. There was
no peace in his eyes, and his hands
moved even more sharply in their ex-
pressive gestures as he gave an im-
promptu report to the technicians who
were walking back to the personnel
bunker with him.

Nan could see that. Four years ago,
he had been different. Four years ago,
if she had only known the right
words, he wouldn't be so intent now
on throwing himselff away to the sky.

She was a woman scorned. She had
to lie to herself. She broke out of the
press section and ran over to him,
“Marty!” She brushed past a techni-
cian.

He looked at her with faint surprise
on his face. “Well, Nan!” he mumbled.
But he did not put his hand over her
own where it touched his shoulder,

“I’'m sorry, Marty,” she said in a
rush, “T didn’t understand. I couldn’t
see how much it all meant.” Her face
was flushed, and she spoke as rapidly
as she could, not noticing that Ish had
already gestured away the guards she
was afraid would interrupt her,

*“But it's all right, now. You got
rockets: You've done it. You trained
yourself for it, and now it's over,
You've flown your rodies”

He looked up at her face and shook
his head in quiet pity., One of the
shocked technicians was trying to pull
her away, and Ish made no move to
stog him,

uddenly, he was tired, there was
something in him that was trying to
break out against his will, and his re-
action was that of a child whose candy
is being taken away from him after
only one bite.

“Rocket!” he shouted intw* her ter-
rified face. “Rocket! Call that pile of
tin a rocket?” He pointed at the weary
Mark VII with a trembling arm, “Who
cares about the bloody machkiimsi! If 1
thought rollex-gkating would get me

there, I would have gone to work in a
rimé when I was seventeen! It's
gettiige thevee that counts! Who gives a
good goddam how it's done, or what
with!”

And he stood there, shaking like a
leaf, outraged, while the guards came
and got her.

UQIT DOWN, Ish,” the Flight Sur-
geon said.

They always begin that way, Isher-
wood thought. The standard medical
opening. Sit down. What for? Did
somebody really believe that anything
he might hear would make him faint?
He smiled with as much expression as
he ever did, and chose a comfortable
chair, rolling the white cylinder of a
cigarette between his fingers. He
glanced at his watch. Fourteea hours,
thirty-six minutes, and four days te

ge-

“How's it2" the F§ asked.

Ish grinned and shrugged. “All
Fight." But he didn't usually grin. The
realization disquieted him a little,

“Think you'll make it?"

Beliberately, rather than automatic-
ally, he fell baek into his usual re-
spense-pattern. “Den’t know. That's
what I'm being paid to find out.”

“Uh-fhr.” The FS tapped the eraser
ef his pencil against his teeth, “Look—
you want to talk to a man for a
while?"

“What man?” It didn’t really mat-
ter: He had a feeling that anything he
said or did now would have a bearing,
somehow. on the trip, If they wanted
him to de something for them, he was
bleedy well geing to do it.

“Fellow named MacKenzie. Big gun
in the head-thumping racket.” The
Flight Surgeon was trying t6 be a§
casual as he could. "Alr Fotee in-
sisted on it, as a mattet of faet,” he
said. “Can’t really blame them. After
all, it’s tieitr beast.”

“Don’t want any hole-heads denting
it up on them, huh?” Ish lit the ¢ig-
arette and flipped his lighter shut with
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a snap of the lid. “Sure. Bring him
°n|"

The FS smiled. “Good. He's—uh—
he’s in the next room. Okay to ask
him in right pow?” )

“Sure.” Semething flickered in Isher-
wood’s eyes, Amusement at the Flight
Surgeon’s discomfort was part ef it
Worry was some of the rest.

Ki[pacKENZIE didn't seem to be tak-

ing any notes, or paying any
speelal attention to the answers Ish
was giving to his casual questions. But
the guestions fell Into a pattern that
was far from easual, and Ish could see
the small button-rike of a portable
tapei-ree@rdet festling under the man’s
lapel.

“Been working your own way for
the last seventeen years, haven't youw?"
MacKenzie seemed to mumble in a
perfectly clear voice.

Ish nodded.

“How'’s thatt?™

The corners of Isherwood’s mouth
twitched, and he said “Yes” for the
recorder’s benefit,

“Odd jobs, first of all?”

“Something like that. Anything 1
could get, the first few months, After
I was halfway set up, I stuck to ga-
rages and repair shops.”

“Out at the airports around Miami,
mostly, wasn't it?*

“Ahuli.”

“Took some of your pay in flying
lessons.”

“Right."

MacKenzie’s face passed no judge-
ments—he simply hunched in his chair,
seemingly dwarfed by the shoulders
of his perfectly tailored suit, his stub-
by fingers twiddling a Phi Beta Kappa
key. He was a spare man—only a step
or two away from emaciation. Occa-
sionally, he pushed a tired strand of
ﬂlashed-out hair away from his fore-

ead.

Ish answered him teuthfully, with-
out more than ordinaty reservations.
This- was the man who could ground

him. He was dangerous—red-letter
dangerous—because of it.

“No family.”

Ish shrugged. “Not that I know of,
Cut out at seventeen. My father was
making good money. He had a pension
plan, insuramce policies. No need to
worry about them.”

Ish knew the normal reaction a
statement like that should have
brought. MacKenzie’s face did not go
into a blank of repression—but it still
passed no judgements.

“How’s things between you and the
opposite sex?”

“About normal.”

“No wife—no steady girl.”

“Not a very good idea, in my
racket.”

MacKenzie grunted. Suddenly, he
sat bolt upright in his chair, and swung
toward Ish. His lean arm shot out, and
his index finger was aimed between
Isherwood’s eyes. “You can’t go!”

Ish was on his feet, his fists
clenched, the blood throbbing in his
temple veins. “What!” he roared.

MacKenzie seemed to collapse in
his chair. The brief commanding burst
was over, and his face was apologetic.
“Sorry,” he said. He seemed genuinely
abashed. ‘“Shotgun therapy. Works
best, sometimes. You can go, all right;
I just wanted to get a fast check on
your reactions and drives.”

Ish could feel the anger that still
ran through him—anger, and more fear
than he wanted to admit. “I’m due at
a briefing,” he said tautly. “Yeu
through with me?”

MacKemnzie nodded,
rassed. “Sorry.”

Ish ignored the man’s obvious feel-
ings. He stopped at the door to send
a parting stroke at the thing that had
frightened him. “Big gun in the psy-
chiatry racket, huh? Well, your pro-
fessional lingo’s slipping, Doc. They
did put some learning in my head at
college, you know. Therapy, hell!
Testing maybe, but you sure dida’t do
anything to .help me)”

still embar-~
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“L don't know,” MacKemnzie said
softly. “I wish I did.”

Ish slammed the door behind him.
He stood in the corridor, jamming a
fresh cigarette in his mouth. He threw
a glance at his watch, Twelve hours,
twenty-two minutes, and four days to

ge: -
Damn! He was late for the briefing.
Odd=that feel psyehiatrist hadn't
g@@m@d to take up that mueh eof his
ime:
. He shrugged. What differense did
it make? As he strode dewp the hall,
he lest his momentary puzzlement up-
der the flood of realization that neth-
ing eould step him new, that the last
hurdle wias beaten. He was going. He
was going, and if there were faint
echees of "Marty!” ringing in the dark
background of his mind, they enly
served to push him faster, as they al-
ways had. Nething but death eould
stop him new,

TSH LOOKED up bitterly at the
Receptionist. “No,” he said.

“But everypbogdy fills out an applica-
tion,” she protested.

“No. I've got a job,” he said as he
had been saying for the last half hour.

The Receptionist sighed. “If you'll
onby read the literature I've given you,
you'll understand that all your previ-
ous commitments have been cancelled.”

“Look, Honey, I've seen company
poop sheets before. Now, let's cut this
nonsense. I've got to get back.”

“But noldadiy goes back.”

“Goddam it, I don't know what
kind of place this is, but—" He
stopped at the Receptionist’s wince,
and looked around, his moutfls open.
The reception desk was solid enough.
There were IN and OUT and HOLD
baskets on the desk, and the Recep-
tionist seemed to see nothing extra-
ordinary about it. But the room—a
big room, he realized—seemed to fade
out at the edges, rather than stop at
walls. The lighting, toma....

“Let’s see your back!"” he rapped
out, his voice high.

She sighed in exasperation. “Ifi you’d
read the litevatéume. . .” She swiveled
her chair slowly.

“No wings,” he said.

“Of course not!” she snapped. She
brushed her hair away from her fore-
head without his telling her to. “No
horns, eitiher.”

“Streamlined, huh?” he said bitter-
ly.
“It’s a little different for every-
body,” she said with unexpected gen-
tleness. “It would have to be, wouldn't
it?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” he admitted
slowly. Then he lost his momentary
awe, and his posture grew tense again.
He glanced down at his wrist. Six
hours, forty-seven minutes, and no
days to go.'

“Who do I see?”

She stared at him, bewildered at the
sudden change in his voice. “See?”

“About getting out of here! Come
on, come on,"” he barked, snapping his
fingers impatiently. “I haven't got
much time.”

She smiled sweetly. “Oh, but you
do."”

“Can it! Who’s your Section boss?
Get him down here. On the double,
Come on!"” His face was streaming
with perspiration, but his voice was
firm with the purpose that drove him.

Her lips closed into an angry line,
and she jabbed a finger at a desk
button. “Illl call the Personmel Manag-
er-”

“Thanks,” he said sarcastically, and
waited impatiently. Odd, the way the
Receptionist looked a little like Nan,

HE PERSONNEL Mamnager were

a perfectly-tailored suitt. He
strode actoss the lebby floer teward
Ish, his hand ewtstretehed.

“Mantiimn Isherwood!” he exclaimed
enthusiastically. “I'm veny glad te
meet you!™

“Il bet,” Ish said dryly, giving the
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Personnel Manager’s band a short
shake. “I’'ve got other ideas. I want
out.”

“That’s all he's been saying for the
past forty-five minutes, Sir,” the Re-
ceptionist said from behind her desk.

The Personnel Manager frowned.
“Um. Yes. Well, that’s not unprece-
dented.

“But hardly usual,” he added.

Ish found himself liking the man.
He had a job to do, and after the pre-
liminary formality of the greeting had
been passed, he was ready to buckle
down to it. Oh, he—shucks?—the Re-
ceptionist wasn’t such a bad girl, eith-
er. He smiled at her. “Sorry I lost my
head,” he said.

She smiled back. “It happens.”

He took time to give her one more
smile and a half-wink, and swung back
to the Personnel Manager.

“Now. Let’s get this thing straight-
ened out. I've got—" He stopped to
look at his watch. “Six hours and a
few minutes. They’re fueling the beast
right now.”

“Do yau know how much red tape
you’d have to cut?” .

Ish shook his head. “I don't want
to sound nasty, but that’s your prob-
lem.”

The Personnel Manager hesitated.
“Look—you feel you've got a job un-
finished. Or, anyway, that’s the way
youw'd put it. But, let's face it—that’s
not really what’s galling you. It’s not
really the job, is it? It’s just that you
think you've been cheated out of what
you devoted your life to.”

Ish could feel his jaw muscles buneh-
ing. “Don‘t put words in my meowh!”
he snapped. “Just get me back, and
we'll split hairs about it when I get
around this way again.” Suddealy, he
found himselff pleading. “All I need is
a week,” he said. “Itll be a rough
week—no picnic, no pleasutes of the
flesh. No smoking, no liguet. I eef-
tainly won't be breaking any laws. One
week. Get there, puttet around fer
two days, and back again. Then. yeu

can do anything you want to—as long.
as it doesn’t look like the trip's re-
sponsible, of course.”

The Personnel Mamager hesitated.
“Suppose—" he began, but Ish inter-
rupted him.

“Look, they need it, down there,
They've got to have a target, some-
place to go. We're built for it. People
have to have—but what am I telling
yow for. If you don't know, who does?*

The Personmel Mamager smiled. “I
was about to say somethimg.”

Ish stopped, abashed. “Sorry.”

He waved the apology away with a
short movement of his hand. “You've
got to understand that what you've
been saying isn’t-a valid claim. If it
were, human history would be very
different, wouldn’t it?

“Suppose I showed you samething,
first? Then, you could decide whether
you want to stay, after all.”

“How long's it going to take?” Ish
flushed under the memory of having
actually begged for something.

“Not long,” the Personnel Manager
said. He half-turned and pointed up
at the Earth, hanging just beyond the
wall of the crater in which they were
suddenly standing.

“Earth,” the" Personnel
said.

Somehow, Ish was not astonished.
He looked up at the Earth, touched
by cloud and sunlight, marked with
ocean and continent, crowned with ice.
The unblinking stars filled the night.

He looked around him. The Moon
was silent—quiet, patient, waiting.
Somewhere, a metal glint against the
planet above, if it were only large
enough to be seen, was the Station,
and the ship for which the Moon had
waited.

Ish walked a short distance. He was
leaving no tracks in the pumice the
ages had sown. But it was the way he
had thought of it, nevertheless. It was
the way the image had slowly built
up in his mind, through the years,
through the training, through the

Manager
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work. It was what he had aimed the
WNagéov: at, that day over the Ever-
glades.

“It’s not the same,"” he said.

The Personnel Manager sighed.

“Don't you see,” Ish said, “It aam't
be the same. I didn’t push the beast
up here. There wasn’t any fest to it
There wasn’t any sound of reckets.”

The Personnel Manager sighed
again. “There wouldn't be, you know.
Taking off from the Station, landing
here—vacuum,”

Ish shook his head, “There’d still
be a sound. Maybe not for anybody
else to hear—and, maybe, wmaybe
there woui be. There’d be people,
back on Earth, who'd hear it.*

“All right,” the Personnel Manager
said. His face was grave, but his eyes
were shining a little.

«TSH! HEY, Ish, wake up, will

you!” There was a hand on his
shoulder. “Will you get a load of this
guy!” the voice said to someone else.
“An hour to go, and he's sleeping like
the dead.”

Ish willed his eyes to open. He felt
his heart begin to move again, felt the
blood sluggishly beginning to surge
into his veins. His hands and feet were
very cold.

“Come on, Ish,” the Crew Chief
said.

“All right,” he mumbled. “Okay. I'm
up.” He sat on the edge of his bunk,
looking down at his hands., They were
blue under the fingernails, He sighed,
feeling the air moving down into his
lungs.

Stiffly, he got to his feet and began
to climb into his G suit.

The Moon opened its face to him.
From where he lay, strapped into the
control seat in the forward bubble, he
looked at it emotionlessly, and began
to brake for a landing.

He looked for footprints in the cra-

ter, though he knew hle hadlh’t left
ﬁ&y;ﬁg@;ﬁko f.8 el sEht GV
1s right shoulder.

He brought the twin-bubble beast
back to the station. They threw spot-
lights on it, for the TV pickups, and
thrust microphones at him. He could
see broad grins behind the faceplates
of the suits the docking crew wore,
and they were pounding his back. The
interior of the Station was a babbling
of voices, a tumult of comgratulations.
He looked at it all, dead-faced, his eyes
empty.

“It was easy,” he said over a world-
wide network, and pushed the press
representatives out of his way.

N/T acKENZIE was waiting for him
1 in the crew section. Ish flicked
his stolid eyes at him, shrugged, and
stripped out of his clothes. He pulled
a coverall out of a locker and clinmbed
into it, then went over te his bunk and
lay down on his side, faelng the bulk-
head.

I!ISh."

It was MacKemzie, bending over
him.

Ish grunted.

“It wasn't any good, was it? You'd
done it all before; you'd been there.”
He was past emotions.. “Yealh?”

“We couldn't take the chance.” Mac-
Kenzie was trying desperately to ex-
plain. “You were the best there was—s
but you'd done something to yourself
by becoming the best. You shut yout-
self off from your family. You had no
close friends, no women. You had no
other interests. You were a rocket pi-
lot—nothing else. You've never read
an adult book that wasn't a text;
you've never listened to a symphony
except by accident. You don’t know
Rembrandt from Norman Rockwell.
Nothing. No ties, no props, nothing to
sustain you if something went wrong.
We couldhits take the chamem, 158V’

“SO?"

“There was too much at stake. If
we let you go, you might have for-
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gotten to come back. You might have
just kept going.”

He remembered the time with the
Neswion, and nodded. “I might have.”

“l hypnotized you,” MacKenzie
said. “You were never dead. I dom’t
know what the details of your hullu-
cination were, but the important part
came through, all right. You thought
you’d beem to the Moon before. It
took all the adventure out of the ac-
tual flight; it was just a workaday
trip.”

“I said it was easy,” Ish said.

“There was no other way to do it!
I had to cancel out the thrill that
comes from chalienging the umknown.
You knew what death was like, and

you knew what the Moon was like,
€an you understand why I had to do
itg"

“Yeah. Now get owt befoee I Adill
W »

He didn’t live too long after that,
He never entered a rocket agaim—he
died on the Station, and was buried
in space, while a grateful world
mourned him. I wonder what it was
like, in his mind, when he really died.
But he spent the days he had, after
the trip, just sitting at an observatory
port, cursing the traitor stats with his
dead and punposeless eyes.

%

READIN’ and WRITHIN’

In its revised form, “The Space Mer-
chants”, this novel is even smoother and
more entertaining in plot, but I have not
been able to read more than a few pages
:é a time before the background gives me

e w .

Will the Senator from Nutra-Cola please
take the floor?
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self in some kind of a deadly game as an

(comatinged ffom
page )

important piece; he has to apply his high-
powered brain3 to finding out what kind
of game it is and what side he wants t6
play on.

For a good puzzle-story, this puts the
reader on par with the hero and they are
equally surprised by whatever happens, and
ean solve the problems with the same evi-
dence. Fair play.

The hero is a likeable character, rather
human and pleasant, as are the other char-
acters, although they are only lightly pre-
sented. He gets a little superdooper to-
ward the end, but this is a small complaint
for a smooth and entertaining book.

The jacket design is a dull looking mish-
mash with no connection to the plot that
I could figure out, but don't let the dull-
ness of the outside deter you. In its rea-
sonable English way, this is essentially a
gaudy story, written to please.

ELLFLOWER, by George 0. Smith,
Doubleday, 265 pp $2.76

A busted and disgraced spaceman is
used as a decoy-duck to catch interplan-
itary drug-smugglers, trying to pull him-
self up by hia bootstraps back to self
respect and the respect of the world.
There's considerable romancing, and eeca-
sional shooting, It's not always plausible
toward the end, but k”ﬁ 8 the pace Toing,
and the suspense too tight for any leisure
to pause and criticize. The solution seemed
to me more of a rescue of the eharaeters
by George 0. Smith than anything they

[Turn To Bage 481



The “Proflessor” had brayed great perils to
reach Earth, end belleved he knew what he
was up agaimst. But he hadn’t counted on
the menace of Fatty Schultz and lrv Lece.

by Artthur Porges

(Mbettnoded by Miltam Ilsures)

N THAT fateful afternoon
OFatty Schultz and Irv Lece had
cut their last classes, and were
taking a gloomy walk together, scram-

bling through the scrubby brush well
behind the athletic field.

There were good reasons for their
unhappimess. Fatty was failing in
Calculus II with a velocity that varied
directly as the square of the number
of lectures attended. Irv’s math in-
structor had informed him, with a kind
of loathing respect, that his only sal-
vation lay in recommencing the study
of arithmetic—takiing five or ten years
in the process—and then retiring to
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a cave for perhaps another fifteem in
the vain hope of digesting, through
meditation and prayer, the multiplica-
tion table, After that, Irv might be
ready for elementary algebra, but net,
the professor hoped to a merciful God,
in this unfortunate institution of high-
er learning.

As a matter of fact, the whole of
their fraternity, Omega Pi Upsilon
(usually referred to on campus as
“Oh, P-Yu”) was in the same boat
regarding almost every subject offered
at Bateman College. Bateman had
courses that ranged from Adrdvark
Breeding to Zythum Brewing, but ne
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field of knowledge troubled them more
than mathematics.

Hence the long face on Irv Lece.
Fatty’s visage also strove to elangate,
but simply wasn’t built for such an
accomplishment. Instead, his piggy lit-
tle eyes, ordinarily glowing with a kind
of coarse good-humor, were now
smouldering with resemtment.

They had just seated themselves
in a small clearing, where Fatty, after
setting his calculus text on a grassy
mound, began to heave rocks at it,
when there was a whistling scream, a
jarring wiuinpp, and before their bulg-
ing eyes a small disc lay crumpled,
barely ten yards away.

A shrill creaking came from this
odd craft, which looked like a man-
hole-cover some eight feet in diameter
and twenty inches thick. Then, as they
stared in wonder, a - badly-sprung
port opened crazily, and a small rab-
bit flopped out. It may be stated here
that the creature was not actually a
rabbit, but that any difference between
the disc’s pilot and an erdinary cot-
tontail was imperceptible to the naked
eye.

For a moment the rabbit swayed
drunkenly, its big eyes cloudy, then
it hopped towards Fatty, preferring,
perhaps, his larger gravitational field
over Irv’s. Extending one snowy paw,
it squeaked: “Good afternoon, gentle-
men. Permit me to introduce myself.
I am a good-will ambassador from
Venus, and by your conventions
should be addressed as ‘Professor.’
My name,” he added a trifle pom-
pously, “is Iglowt P. Slakmak, and
I hold degrees comparable to your
PhD, LLD, and M. D.” All this in a
very British accent.

Fatty gave a hoarse croak; Irv’s
knees knocked together.

“Come,” the rabbit chirped, *chin
up, fellows! There’s nothing to be
afraid of. I speak English because
we've been monitoring your radio
broadcasts for years, Television 15 &
bit trickier, but we've seen a few, And

BYNAMIEN iSeienies FicHeni on

by listening to educational programs,
I've learned a great deal about ter-
restrial culture, which I notice is
based upon cigarettes, used cars—hut
never mind that, now. I must get to
Washington and present myself, A
rival of mine is about to comtact
Mars for the first time, and I hope
to send in my report on Earth first.”
He peered at them anxiously. “You
do understand me, chaps, don't you?
I learned the best English from
B. B. C., you know.”

Siﬂill&ﬁ@ that the two boys were
still dumb, the rabbit, with a
mighty effort, picked up the three-
pound calculus text, which was bound
in a revolting green. As he did so, a
paper fluttered out, and the professor
deftly scooped it up. He studied Fat-
ty’s messy scrawlings for a moment,
then said warmly: “Ah, I observe that
you chaps are beginning the study of
elementary mathematics.” He shook
a paw waggishly, “The limits are
wrong on this integration: they should
go from pi-over-two to pi-over-three
first, instead of to zero, There’s a
discontlnuity at pl-over-thiee, and
your result, that the center of grav-
ity of this six-lneh eulp is nine feet
itgl the right, looks semewhat implaus-

e:”

At this, Fatty finally found hig
voice. “A discontinuity?” he gulped.
“Whassat?"

“Aw, you know,” Irv rebuked him,
“Old Cusp’s been gassing about ’em
for days, now.”

“Has he? Well, what is it, if you'rs
SO Sumatt?™”

“I don’t remember,” Irv said bra-
zenly, “but at least I heard the name
before.”

“At pi-over-three,” the rabbit broke
in. with authority, “the denominator
of the integrand vanishes. To put it
}Oof.ely' the function becomes infifi-
te.

Fatty looked at Irv; Irv gaped at
Fatty. The piggy eyes lit up. “A rab-
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snotty millionaires and brave little
wronged chorus girls, Their lives were
no more glamorous than their readers.
They were the same mixture of greed
and fear and smelly sweat and deceit
and two-bit passion. My particular
prostitution was to transform their
peceadilloes into virtues, their stubbed
toes Inte teagedies and their fornica-
tiens inte refmance. And I'd been at it
§6 leng I eouldn’t stand the odor of
fy 6WR typewriter.

Of course, I was so thunderstruck at
being chosen as one of the 21-man crew
for the AWem: E. that I never got to
gloating over it much until we were
out in deep space. Yes, it was quite an
honot, to say nothing-of the pure luck
involved. Something like winning the
Lupa Sweepstakes, only twice as ex-
elusive.

We were the pioneers on the first
star-ship, the first to try out the
Lavsum Dviiee in deep space. At last,
man's travel would be measured in
parsecs, for our destination was 26
teillion miles down near the celestial
south pole. Not much more than a
parsec—but a parsec, nonetheless.

As a journalist, such distances and
the fabulous velocities involved were
quite meaningless to me. My appoint-
ment as official scribe for the expedi-
tion was not based on my galactic
know-how, but rather on my reputa;j
tion as a Nobel-winning columnist, the
lucky one out of fifty-six who entered
the Jottery.

Larson, himself, would keep me sup-
plied with the science data, and I was
to chronicle the events from the human
interest side as well as recording the
technical stuff fed to me.

Actually, I had’ no intentions of
writing a single word, To hell with
posterity and the immortality of a race
that couldn't read without moving its
lips. The square case I had carried
aboard so tenderly contained not my
portable typewriter, but six bottles of
forbidden rye whiskey, and I imtended
to drink every drop of it myself.

CQ®, AT LAST we were in space, after
weeks of partying, dedications and
speech-making and farewell dinners,
none of which aroused in me a damned
regret for my decision to forsake my
generation of fellowsarabblers.

Yes, we were all warned that, fast as
the Lawson Dviiee was, it would take us
over 42 years, earth-measured time, to
reach our destination. Even if we
found no planets to explore, turned
around and came right back, the
roundtrip would consume the lifetimes
of even the new babies we left behind.
To me-: this was a pervetsely comfort-
ing theught.

All T wanted to know was how they
expected me to live long enough to
complete the journey? I could think of
pleasanter ways to spend my last days
than cooped up in this sardine can with
a passel of fish-faced, st@r-happy
scientists.

I was 48 when we departed, which
would make me a lucky 90 if I was
still wiggling when we hove into our
celestial port. But the mathematicians
said to relax. Their space-time theory
provided, they claimed, a neat device
for survival on our high-velocity
journey.

The faster a body moves in reference
to another, the slower time appears to
act on the moving body. If, they said,
man could travel at the speed of light,
supposedly time would stand still for
him. This, I reflected, would mean hu-
man immortality—much too good for
people.

Anyway, since our average velocity
for the trip was planned to come out
around a tenth of the speed of light, to
us on the Aldatt E., only about five
months would seem to have elapsed
for the journey that would comsume
4212 years, earth-time.

It seemed to me they were laying a
hell of a lot of faith in a theory that
we were the first to test out. Our food,
water and air-supplies gave us a very
small safety margin, With strict ration~
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THEY BAKED A GAKE

by Winston Marks

(Mosttatsed by Tom Bysadiewm)

He was tired of people — @ “Hnumman interest" columnist, who

specializes in glamorizations of the commonplace and sor-

did is likely to get that way. So .. & this starship seemed to
offer the ideal escape from it all.

o get away from the boiling mess of humanity that stank up every in-
abitable rock on earth.

Not being the Damiel Boone type, this was my private qualification for
the joh—being fed up to here with people, with the smothering bureaucracy
of world government, with restrictions and rationing and synthetic diet
supplements and synthetic blondes and mass hypochondeia and pheny eme-
tions and standing in line to get into a pay toilet.

I hated my profession, trying to wring glamorous interviews out of bewil-
dered heroes and press-agents’ darlings and pompous politiclans and

L

S:IJRE, I was one of the tough guys who said it would be great, just great,
t
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his initial entry to the pages of Wander
with a future-war story, “The Heat De-
stroyers;” the tale didn’t overwhelm the
1933 s-f clientele. There were other short
stories of average interest by Arthur K.
Barnes and John Beynon Harris (John
Beynon or John Wyndham today), and
Sidney Patzer brought “The Lunaf Con-
sul” to an end. Represented in “The Read-
er Speaks” were Festus Pragnell and a

guthful Milten A Rethman. The flfst
Wo 1ssues 6f We under Charles D,
Hornig were guite medieere==but the Ma-
GH qf the sterles had undeubte ddi{ been
eeeste By his predesesser, David Lassef.

MAZING STORIES for November

(lsmall -size, 144 pﬁges) boasted a ﬁeeid
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The cover story of the December Awraz-
ing was "Time’s Mausoleum” by Neil R.

to the embryonic famdom. Hornig'a Fan-
Fam was becoming slan alm
conmpletely to the reader of Wewdl 7
and the last two issues 6f 1983 were of
little interest to the seienee fietign gf
The November issue 6f it
gest hewevef, Wag eha@i@{ull of in §£
ing iters. There was a Bi ﬁfﬁ %x: 8 ?f
Vineent; Aekerman l§ “ Ei H

-

Snag@hat&” F[ﬁﬂé§

his “Ardathia® s f18§ Af ?g 3!
M e 5 et
g & 3 é@?

SFD for Deeember led off with a belew-
par short story by L. A. Eshbaeh, “The
Beast Men.” Ackerman appeared with both

o

his sclentifilm eolumn (in whieh he if-
formed his 1933 readers that Parameunt
was about to produee "When Werlds €él-
lide”) and a Bie%ga ef new-geceased
Jee w. Skid mefe. he dsdal news eslufmns
ayrmend Pa m@r Ju ws @ﬁ&
a SF Weis)m ﬂH aﬂ ﬁ
fieks {%
l iR E§€6l a; s 1€;
Eﬁﬁiﬁﬁﬂ@ VEE %Ek
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gl‘. ke EB g
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The 1ssues discussed about brought 1933
to a conclusion. During this year, maga-
zine science fiction reached an all-time
low; but it was becoming increasingly evi¥
dent that the bottom had been touched, and
many improvements were in store for the
future. 1934 was to be the great “thought-
variant” year in Asttmmwidigg, and Charles
. Hornig was soon to inaugurate his “New
Plot" requisite for Wondes Stanidss. Old-
tire readers remember 1934 nostalgically,
for sﬁit wasdtgle yeageg} whieh “’“‘&3* tha
mest iderediBle § were grea an
these storles wﬂ? Be disevssed in fortheom.
ihg 188ues:

Jones, and was painted by Morey. In this
one, Professor Jameson and his immeartal
metal eompanions take to time-travelling
and studY the history of the earth for sev-
eral millions of years. Professor Jameson
was an extremely popular charaeter twefi-
ty years ago, and there are many today
whe weuld appreeiate reading an anthelo-

eg this series. Beb Olsen was represents
] wﬁh his elever “The Four Dimensional
Escape.” This 4 1s£e the eseape of a
ade 5@1 man frem e gallews v1a fha
{fhensien aa Rew he gfeve
1ajeee 68, @ er authers fhiﬁ were@
%@ 5 A gﬂ?e’maﬂ Frank
; 1=
Wﬁﬁ f Hﬂ Gﬁf&ﬁlﬂ 8
14, Ha a
iﬁ@lg§ SHS 8 FSBHH il “Diset

In the fan-world the two printed month-
lies continued to bring news and articles

Good lord! 1 never suipestsd them of belng
In the rsee,
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printed, this brochure of verse is obtain-
able from the author at 1062 Nerrimac
Read, Fairview, Camden 4, New Jersey.
Prlce 25¢.

Please note the following change in ad-
dress; all fan publications for review
should be sent to Robert A, Madle, 1825
Academy Street, Charlotte, North Carolina:

TWENTY YEARS AGO IN
SCIENCE FICTION

AST ISSUE we discussed the revival
of Asttmmidigg Stentées under the Street

Smith QQHHSE As mdaeaﬁaa, the first of
R HEW ASmmieingg fg 4 strange eeh-
glame.aten 6f weim ictien, Bht a
staries, and af Iﬁaiﬁhﬁ 13] yam
Hew editer, altheug t@d
A Tremaine. Many feaaefg wem qwts
isayed at the appearance and asseri:
ment of stories eentained in the
1933 issue; and, as seienee fiction fanﬁ
are went te do, they deluged Tremaine
With letiers of eritieism and Suggestion.
The November issue wasn't much of an
improvement. It contained 144 va ize
ages, with a cover by Howard rown
llustrating Murray Leinster's “Beyond the
Sphinxes’ Cave." The cover story was a
go-so novelette concerning a ian cave
which was replete with all of the crea-
tions of Greek mytholo%y This story could
hardly be included in the genre of seience
fiction. There were other welrd misﬁts
Wiith such titles as “The L %ﬂ "
“In the Shadow of the Tii," “The an rem
Cmcinnatl," and “M La dy of the Tunm-
nel.” The first three were by authers
never heard from again, but the latter wag
an Arthur J. Burks' “dream fantasy.
The remainin sterles weré seie 9 i
tion by Robert H. Leitfried l%lﬁ
son, arl Vmcent, and W&ha@@ West. The
¥ one_we recall as being of Jﬂg
Wallace West's story of the 5eeen m\eﬁ-

sion, “Plane People

Nat Schachner's ‘“Anees ral Vei%e#‘
copped Brown's cover on Becem gn
1933 issue. This stery was t ir %

termed a “theught variant," aﬁ @t
behind it—a th@ugh qmﬁg original m t’f 3
ment—can Rew be e
when compared te % g mere&

ics whie WQF; to appear In H HFE ;
sges of A gg §B i \AH !P o
stories. This one teld of the g Favele
who went back ée e ysar é -B: (’]
as the Roman gx IEG Fg t9 the
invadm Hun%) igﬂg : he dis-
gsed a Hun whe was his grgat aRd:

many times Femev ga

E;ea,iredy therefore, alegg Wi BP
housends of enﬁ Eg ﬁa§mue
as he (and they) Reye h}b

sted beeauise thens aneestor was killed Ee-
fore taking a m
This stery was a¥§e 8 blast at the “ra-

. replaced
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clal purity” myth, because varied indeed
are the nationalities of -the di ng
contemporary people. Other worthwhile
stories in this issue were “Terror Out of
Time” by Jack Williamson; “Farewell to
Earth” by Donald Wandrei (sequel to “A
Race Through Time” which appeared in
the Qctober number); and “The Demon of
the Flower” by Clark Ashton Smith. In
addition to the Smith story, there was but
one other non-science-fiction entry, and
this issue showed declded improvement over
the preceding two. Paul Orban penined sev-
eral of the Interlor illustrations, and the
rerainder were the work of Street & Smith
staff artists,

Wondiar Staniéss surprised many by re-
adopting the small pulp-size with its No-
vember issue, and increasing its pages from
96 to 128. (It had been pulp-size for 12
issues, November 1930 to Oectober 1931,
then returned to the large format.) It fea-
tured a ty%cal colorful Paul cover, illus-
trating “The Call of the Mech-Men” by
Laurenee Manning, the first of the “Stran-
ger Chib” serles. This one dealt with a
strange race of meehanieal beings resid-
ing in Nerthern Canada at the leeatien
of the magnetic pele. Sidney Patzer's twes=

aft Uteplan serial began: “The Lunar

9H§ul - eﬂ femembefea is “The End
gfmg waﬁ §a wmeg ? %{}5% §§§8
?E 13 Vi§i€§ E 8 9ffl€8§ Qf the eéi

iy
%f les gé o

nter.
The December Womr feahured another
“Earth Guard” story b, Harvey Hag-
gard, “Evolution Satelllte," and this one
éa two-part serial) copped Paul’s well-
one cover painting. (The first of the
“Earth Guard” stories appeared in tha
preceding issue, titled “Through the Ein-
stein Line.”) Like the preceding one, thii
was just faicly goed spaee-opera. “The In.
uisition of 6061" by Arthur Frederick
ones (who was never heard from again)
told of the era in which the deity had been
léy Electricity, and the wrath

dealt by God himself. This ecclesiastical
tale always struck us as being out of place
in a magazine so materialistic as was tha
Gernshaek Wondkn:. Clifton B. Kruse made
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RiOM gHE’ Worlldl of Books: Chlbﬁf-

7o §€ BFBGQ?E %@ 1§mm§‘h§ i '”‘f,;}f

aggeemisé % Shin:
ifé fs gase wﬂE]

1§EE§EE& E%%ﬁﬁi i eﬁé{u
§€ 850 steries. % Sﬁ?&é of M H
‘h umered tha
ﬁ% §€8f1€§ saseiumv
first nevel. E ﬂeve§ in £ g
Ef&&ﬂ@ﬂ stage are B " Garen DFUssat an
sslla 9f§€6 whe afe slanting ene  fer
that Bi 6’5@@ 5-f contest; Mark Cliften
and Alex Apest@h@e&, whe are wmug ene
for Ballantine Beeks; an iver,
whe has just eemmen@ea a 60, 000 W@Ed eg
ie, i@ﬂtatwel¥ tit @a U Commun ’
Finney's fameus hiGireus of Dr Laa" w111
be ineluded in Ray Bradbury's seeond eol-
fection of stories for Bantam Books,
-Reayaond F, Jenes’ “This 1sland Earth”
Ras been selected b Doubleday for their
book €lub. ...Donald A. Wollheim is the
latest to write a juvenile for Winston.

The next “Prize Science Fiction" will in-
clude Richard Matheson's “Miother by Pro-
test”. Derleth is now edltm%
new annual, “The Best of Fantasy.” The
initial one will include John Anthony’s
“The Hypnoglyph™. .Recent hargain-
buys are Jack Vance's “The Space Pirate”
(Toby Press) at 36%; also 35¢ are two
Ballantine Books: ““The Secret Masters”
by Gerald Kersh and an excellent Kuttner
antholtely, “Ahead of Time”; Poeketbook
#043 s "Planet of the Dreamers” (form-
erly “Wine of the Dreamers”) by Joha D.
MaeDonald; and, although net seienee fie-
tiont, we enthus&asﬁwly recomimend Edith
Hamilter’s “Mlythelegy,” a beautiful 50&
reprint from Menter

The Scignidiiiss: Fllm producer Jack
Seaman, whose “Project Moon Base”
(based on a Heinlein original) is about to
be released, is interested in E, Everett
Evans' unpublished novel, “Stairway to
Mars,”" for filming. ...Jim Nicholson, ac-
tive member of the first fandom and Vice-
President of the Boys' Scientifiction Club
in 1030, hrs co-authored “Tauget-Earth!”,
a science fiction film now in production.

- Another formerly active fan, Len Miof-
fatt, is co-author of a television pla?
“Father's Vampire,” which may star Bela

4;‘_{_ S

Lugosi. ..."Slan” may s06n appear 6n the
sereenl Lee Garmes, who recently WeR
an Oscar for his eamera preficieney, is
a member of a @greup mere thad 5@@%‘&!@
interested in it.

THE FAN PRESS

LTHOUGH very little was stated &of-
cerning fan magazines in previeus egi-

tiens of this d amne Wwe 2

a pesitien

Iﬂpldﬁ %—Fm igh %g EEi Ig Zg
ave HGW

readers alread

appears in Ful @g’h
sequently, we Have meqfe $pa é an W@
were dpfeweusly allgtied—th ﬁe {% §EE-
tien ted exelusively tg ]

A very attractive multi-lithed pu lisa-
tion is Torquestdan Timess- (258 a
from 1041 Cayuga Street, Santa Cris,
Californig). The current 1ssue, unferiu-
nately marks the demise of the TTimal,
but it is recommended nonetheless. It con-
tains 56 neatly made-up pages and a
pleasing assortment of material. There
18 an intriguing symposium on “Science
Fiction and Fascism” by Peter B. Klein
and Harvey Gibbs; David H. Keller speaks
of “The Plulosophy of Age,” and Russell
Watkins says, “Let’s Clean up Fandom.”
For those who like fiction in their fan-
zines, this issue contains no less than
five short-short stories.

A recent addition to the elready-over-
crowded fanzine field is Fan To Ses (10¢
from arrg' Touzinsky, 2911 Mimnesota
Avenue, St. Louis 18, Meo.)., This well-
mimeographed publication is more of the
“inner-circle” type as the m?onty of the
articles concern the ian world itself, How-
ever, there is engu%h to interest the ge
eral reader here. n fact, Harlan Eli-
son's “Dear Mr, Editor" reviews the lead
stories from the various protessmnal hag-
azines=—ana reviews of tne “prodines’ are
not overly-abundant in fanzines.

A publication which can be termed a
“serml- pro" (and which is heartil ay recom-
mended) is Fambedtic Werltss (30¢ from
Sam Sackett, 1449 Brockton Avenue, Les
Angeles 4b, California). Along with a short
story by A. Bertram Chandler, the cur-
rent (Summer) issue contains Robert
Bloch's “Calling Dy, Caligari,” a discus-
sion of horror and fantasy films, Plete
with scenes from such classics as The
Phantom of the Opera” and “Dracula.”
Give this one a whirl!

An mterestlng little publication is Covnet
Fises which, although printed several
years ago, has just been brought to our
attention. This is a collection ot poetry by
Marvin Edwards, many of which are in
the fantasy and science fiction category.
The contents inclydes “An Ode: 3063
AD.,” “The City of Tomorrow,” “Comet
Fire,” and many others. Profensionally
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SCIENCE FICTION SPOTLIGHT

EWSS AND VIBVBS: Higher educa-

tion’s recognition of contemporary

science fiction appears to be unlims
ited. The University of Michigan, on July
80th, held a«public lecture on Seience Fie-
tion—=with a panel consisting of a Pre-
fessor of Physies, Chairman of the Depart-
ment of Astronomy, Assistant Professer of
%H%li , and Dean MeLaughlin, profession:
al stk writer. .. .The University of Califer-
fia reeently had a menth-leng exhibitien of
seienee fictien Beeks bégsu@h wElters as
Kutther, €. L. Meere, Chad Oliver, Brad-
quf{_; Huxlgy, and ethers, ...And Drexel
fg itite oF Teehnelegy _(Pnnadejigm)
ers ah FSEEN@ eeurse T “hmaginative
Herature!)

Marvin J, Edwards (of Camden, N. J.)
writes us of a title which was triplicat-
ed—not simultaneously, however. “Full
Circle” by Hugh Raymond (John B.
Michel) appeared in the February, 1943
Fuitwee. H. B. Hickey’s offering wasjin the
initial issue of Howard Browne’s Huwntas-
tic, and it appeared again in Flaniisstic
Untecge (Issue No. 2) with a Richard
Matheson byline. ...Vernel Coriell, Edgar
Rice Burroughs fan extraordinary, had a
long letter in the 7/4 lssue of Cellllers
shewing Thomas Wood how inaceurate
wag his information for the latter’s 5/9
artiele, “He Tarzan—You Fan”.

How many readers are aware that
Boucher’s “discovery,” Idris Seabright, is
really Margaret St. Clair? York
fandom, many years divided, is now in the
process of unity. The actual mechanism of
unity is now being discussed by New
York fans chiefs. ...Julius Unger, s-f4

INUDE SetEkGR FICEMNOS
4 A Department For The Science Fictionist
by Rebert A. Madle

4

magazine dealer, tells us he received so
many requests for the magazine version of
“Skylark of Space” that he was compelled
to publish it himself in book form!
Science fiction was created at a recent
Philadelphia Science Fiction Society mest-
ing. Harold Lynch’ (along with assist~
ants Will Jenkins and Lyle Kesslef{ aets
ed out introductory secenes. A panel een=
sisting of¢ L. Sprague de Camp, Milion
A. Rothman, and Ben Ché¥ist then complet-
ed the stories. Steange -afid varied indeed
were the extensporgpecus scientifietion
plots ereated by this' imaginative trie,
Wm. D. Knapheide, of San Franeiseo,
queries: “I noticed in your eolumn in Dy
namiic Scienoee Fliciam, p, 128, you list Al-
len Glasser as editor of The Timms Thigwel-
ler, In “The Fantasy Fan,” Stianoss Fig-
tion, Qctober, 1939, p. 116, Julius Schwartz
is listed as editor. How come the diserep-
anecy?” The answer is that Sehwartz was
Asseclate Editor; Allen Glasser was Edit-
or. The author of the article in Seienss
Figiton may have been eenfused in that

Julius Sehwartz was Ediier of Sw?% Flg:
t%% 2 whieh appeared after f’hs

¥ Harold Lynch, who sold his first stery
to McComas and Boucher, ("Afrtists at
Work”—F&SF, April, 1952) has just eem:
pleted another short story, “Age eof Re:
tirement™, ...The following advertisement
appeared In a reeent issue 6f the New
Yorlk Timezs: “EDITOR, seience fiction
media, fully eomprehensive fer eemplets
magazine. Exeellent oppity.” We Hever
thought the day weuld arrive when s-
editors were sought through newspaper ad:
vertising.
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“Let’s get t'hell out of here,” he
grunted, “while your bunch is gome.”

“B-but my ship,” the professor
stammered, staring in bewildienment.
“It’s broken down, and those two aw-
ful boys will find me before I can fix
it.”

“Never mind; Il give you a lift
in mine. I'm heading for Washington,
then I'll have to report back on Mars.
I can drop you either place. I just
got word myself, only a few days ago,
that our two planets had finally made
contact. They asked me to find out
where you'd disappeared to, but I
never dreamed you were here. When
I heard you talking English—! But
we'd better scoot. I've spied out this
place long enough— I don’t think it's
quite represemtative.”

They had just reached the brush
behind the library, where the profes-

Humazity
was protected —
from violence,
from emotion,

from everything
else that might

be disturbing

or controversial.

don't miss this
bitimg Novella

Rx: Jupiter
Save Us

sor's passionate story was completed,
when Hotspur, looking back, saw
lights flash in the fraternity house
WiRdows: ) )
“Wait here,” he said eryptically.
“Be right back.” He sprang into the
brush, and vanished: A few moments
later, the anxious professer heard
some yells of ageny eoming from the
campus, and before long Hotspur ve
turned, panting. _
“I knew &,@u’ﬂ. get a sympathetie
hearing in Washington,” he gasped;
“and we Martians abhor veilence, but
there are times—" He rubbed epne paw
against his mouth. “I didn't like the
taste of Iry, but Fatty’s even wersel
I hope,” he added viciously, “they
have to take Pasteur treatments)™

“Me tool” Professor Slakma
agreed cheerfully. “And best of all,
they’ll flunk math=but geed!

Where’s your ship—Ral>”

You'll find it in the
Ienuary issue eof

by Ward Moore FUTURE
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by the athletic field. Go and—ah bot-
row him, will you?”” Mac left.

“What’s an abbitray oumdiay?”
the professor quavered.

“You’ll find out!” Fatty told him
grimly. “Don’t they teach pig-latin on
Venus?”

There was a strained silence, while
some members of the group whispered
protests. But there was no open resist-
ance. Fatty and Irv ran Omega Ph
Upsilon with an iron hand.

Then the door opened, and Mag,
tugging hard at the collar of a large
dog, lurched into the room. “Here’s
Hotspur,” he grinned, as the brute
strove to mangle the cowering profes-
SOf.

Hotspur was a canine melting pot.
The Spitz in his ancestry seemed to
predominate, but there were plain
traces of airdale, setter—and crown-
ing evidence of some mis-alliznce—
dachshund. Wthite teeth bared in a
slavering snarl, the dog glared at the
rabbit, lunging against his collar as
Mac held hard.

But the professor had collapsed, all

his courage gone. “A dog!” he gasped
in horror, and Hotspur seemed star-
tled at the human voice emerging
from a rabbit. A thin whimper came
from the professor. “Take that mon-
ster away,” he begged. “I’ll do any-
thing—anything!”

“That’s better,” Fatty chortled.
“But we need this good o)’ hound more
than the Delts do. Put him down in
the basement—just in case.” He eyed
the professor, who shrank into a furry,
abject heap.

“My new prof, Dr. Totient, is
tough,” Fatty said. “Bugs Bunny here
is gonna have plenty to do. We'll
clear out now and let him prepare
his assignments! See that you watch
those signs,” he jibed, handing out
what he had so long received. He
fastened the rabbit’s chain to its
stout staple in the wall. “Here.” He
fished an apple core from his jeans,
and tossed it at the professor, giving
him an oily smirk. “Just to show
there’s no hard feeling. Eat heautty!”
He stumped out, followed by his com-
pamions.

ﬂR@IDJ[MIlLY it grew dark, and

the deserted fraternity-house was
quiet. Ravenous, the professor finally
nerved himself to nibble the apple
core, which to his sensitive nostrils
reeked of Fatty. He had just downed
the last noisome fragment, when there
was a loud, inquisitive sniff at the
door. He grew rigid. Another sniff
and the shoulder thrust of a heavy
body.

Insecurely shut, the door swung
open, and .. huge, white form stalked
in The professor cringed, moaning
a little, the hot alien scent of dog in
his nose, prepared to meet a terrible
death.

“Ssst!” the big mongrel admonished
him. “I'm a friend,” he rumbled in
slow, thick English. Trotting over, he
took the slender chain in his great
teeth, theew his thirty pound body
into the wrench. The staple pulled free.
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although the average I. Q. of the fra-
ternity was seventy-six, a certain
amount of mathematics get through;
and it was almost midnight before the
unhappy ambassador found himself
lying in a dirty, fetid cage, formerly
the residence of the fraternity parrot,
whe had expired for lack of intelle-
gent dlalogue to eopy. Rabbits, even
Venusiah ones, eannet weep, But the
professer's seul was heavy within him.

And so it went, day after day,
week after week.

“I am quite amazed,” Professor
Cusp told a skeptical colleague to-
wards the end of the term, “at the
remarkabte way Schultz and his Oh
P-Yu bunch have improved. Their
homework these last six weeks has
been excalkot.”

“Somebody’s coaching them—or
doing it outright,” was the cynical re-
ply. “I find no improvement in their
zoology.”

“No, that’s what I suspected at
first, but it can't be true. For example,
on last week's extra credit problem—
a real stinker—they turned in over
a dozen correct solutions, all differ-
ent, Nobody would go to that much
trouble for the P-Yu crowd; they're
about as populat on campus as Mal-
enkov is with the D. A, R.”

Another colleague, who had been
listening, demanded: “But you wom't
let Fatty Schultz by, will yow?”

“I'll have to,” Cusp admitted. “Even
though "his exams are still horrible, I
give quite a bit of weight to good
homework, so—"

“You swine!” the other said sourly.
“Now I’ll get him.”

Cusp laughed. “Ah, but you're sup-
posed to be tough; they're afraid of
you.”

“They’d better be. It’s a pity the
biology lab has to experiment on poor
chimps while we give degrees to
anthropoids like Fatty!l”

TM‘I‘[‘ NIGHT Fatty told his unwill-
ing mascot the bad news. “I'm

sorry, Prof,” he said genially. “It's
only one more term, then I'll be done
with math, and yeu ean go back to
your diss: By m§ Jast seur§@ is with
old Fotient, and he's rough.”

“You promised!”
squealed angrily.

“This time I mean it, honest.™

“Hey, Fatty,” a fraternity brother
objected, “ain’t you gonna leave the
prof to our gang? Just cause ywu're
thraughh— Btke broke off in confusion
as Irv kicked his ankle, hard.

“Ignore the jerk,” Lece reassured
the crestfallen rabbit. “When FEatty
and I finish our math reguirement,
you're on your own again. Course,
you’ll have to promise not to tell the
President!” Over the professor’'s head
he winked broadly at his friends.

“T won't do it! It’s a cad’s triick!™
The rabbit’s brown eyes were bright
with rage.

Fatty pawed his soft fur with one
lardy hand. “C’mon, Prof, be a spaort,”
he urged, greasily affectionate. “We
like you a lot. You wouldn't let us
down now.”

“[—wrill—not—do—it! You prom-
ised—"

“You will, too!” Irv grunted.
“Don’t give us any backtaik. If I have

to twist your ears—"

“Use the cigarette lighter,” some-
body suggested, half ashamed. “He's
only bluffing agaim.”

“I'm not,” the professor said sturdi-
ly. “You can burn me, kill me, but 1
won't tutor this bunch of cretins any
more!"

“Where does he get those wandis??
a student wondered aloud. “What’s a
cretin?”

“Irv,” Fatty said in a sly, buttery
voice, “where’s that nasty pooch who
adopted the Delts last week? The one
that chased the chaplain into Tom
Paine Hall. I'll bet he's a first class
abbitray oundhay.”

“Mac,” Irv addressed a slender,
dark boy, “they keep him in that shed

the professer



bit that knows math!” Fatty breathed.

“Kmows it! He wrote the damn
book—a real brain!” Irv exulted.

Once again their eyes met mean-
ingly. “You always said,® Irv remark-
ed in an abstracted manner, “that you
could lick the guy who invented
calc.”

“I sure can,” Fatty asserted,
“but—" He paused; then with a
speed surprising in one of his bulk,
his thick hands shot out, and Profes-
sor Slakmak, the eminent Venusian sa-
vant, found himself dangling by the
ears from stubby, freckled fingers.
He kicked with a vigor shockingly
undignified.

“Let me down!” he squeaked fu-
tiously. “This is outrageous. A friend-
ly ambassador’s person is sacred
among all elvilized peoples; your na-
tiefial President shall hear of this in-
sult!”

Fatty looked at him, showing un-
even teeth in a loose grin. “Bugs Bun-
ny,” he gloated, “you are now the of-
ficial mascot of Omega Pi Upsilem!”

“I second the motion,” Irv said,
shuffling in excitiement.

“We'd better hide his ship, though,”
Fatty cried, full of ingenious intelli-
gence now that nobody was grading
him for it.

“It's too big, ain't it?"” Ifv replied
doubtfully. “Simmer down you!” he
ordered the writhing professor. “We
don’t wanna choke you, but—" The
captive Subsided, contenting himself
with little quivers of indignation.

“It’s awful light,” Fatty muttered,
shoving the damaged saucer with one
size eleven shoe. “We'll move it over
here, pile a lot of brush on top,
and—"

“—Sart a fire!” Iev interrupted
joyously.

The professor
squeal of protest.

“No, stupid,” Fatty told him, wink-
ing. “If the prof here helps us out
this semester, we'll give him back his
old disc, rigit»”

gave a piercing
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“Right,” Irv agreed, crossing two
fingers.

In fifteen minutes, even with Eat-
ty working one-handed, the ship van-
ished under a pile of stiff hbrush.
“That’s that,” Irv said, taking a deep
breath. “Now—"

“We can't take him like this,” Fat-
ty remarked, swinging the professor
by his ears and giving him a shake by
way of emphasis.

“Why not? We just been rabbit-
hunting, that’s all.”

“Too risky. Even if the professor
keeps quiet, some joker from another
frat might get nosy.”

“He’ll be quiet,” Irv said grimly.
“I know how to hit a rabbit on the
neck with the edge of my hand—"
Here the professor began to kick fran-
tically, and' Fatty snatched his hind
legs, holding him rigid from ears to
toes.

“There’s an old cardboard box
back there,” Fatty said. “Thatll do
the trick.”

A few seconds later the sullen cap-
tive was stuffed unceremomiously into
a damp, mouldy container, and the
two students returned to the campus,
their hearts free from mathematical
worries.

“The frat will owe us plenty for
this,” Fatty said darkly. “We’ve never
had anybody to coach us in math.”

“They’ll be licking our boots,” Irv
agreed. “But they always have, the

poor dopes!!”

ATHAT NIGHT the professor, poorly

refreshed by some wilted carrot
tops and water, found himself in a
circle of eager Omega Pi Upsilon’s,
delivering a detailed lectiure—mostly
problem-solving—om Sectien 45 of
Broota’s “Intioduction te the Ele-
mentaty Rudiments of the Differential
and Integral Calcuhus.”

He was a good teacher, and when
either his enthusiasm or expository art
faltered, Fatty revived it quickly with
& sharp pinch "or stinging slap. Seo,
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ing we would be self-sufficient for just
12 months.

That left us just two months to fool
around looking for a place to sit down.
I mentioned this item to Larson on the
second day out. I found him at coffee
mess sitting alone, staring at his ugly
big hairy hands. He was a tall Swede
with a slight stoop and the withdrawn
manner of a myopic scholar.

As commander of the ship he had
the right to keep aloof, but as scribe,
I had the privilege of chewing him for
information. I said, “Skipper, if it
took us generations to discover all the
planets in our own little solar system,
what do you figure the chances are of
our spotting a planet near our goal, in
the shorf time of two momtihs?*

TLYE WAS silent while I drew my ra-
tion of coffee and sugar, then
he opened his hands and seemed to find
words written on his palms. His eyes
never did come up from beneath his
shaggy eyebrows. “If they exist,” he
sald slowly, “we might find one. We
have better telescopes and our vantage
point in space will be superior.”

He was a sorry-looking specimen,
and I remembered that the fifty-year-
old scientist had left behind a youngish
wife who adored the ground he walked
on. The handsome, blonde woman had
stood heroically beside the ramp and
watched, dry-eyed, as her husband
ascended.

There had been no visible exchange
of farewells at the end, as he stood be-
side me in the air-lock. They just
stared into each other’s eyes oblivious
to all but the maudlin sorrow of their
separation,

Then the portal had closed and
widowed her, and I had the feeling that
Larson was going to tear at the great,
threaded door with his bare hands and
renounce the whole project. But he
just stood there breathing a little heavy
and clenching those tremendous hands
until it was time to take off. In a way
I envied him an emotion that was long

dead in me, dead of the slow corresive
poison of contempt for the whele hu-
man rage. Dead and pickled in the
formaldehyde of ten thousand eelumns
for which the syndicates had paid e
nothing but cold money.,

Here was a man whose heart could
still love, and I hated him for it. 1
said, “You look like you still have
regrets. Maybe this isn’t worth your
personal sacrifices, after all. If we
don't find an inhabitable planet we
won't have accomplished much.”

“You are wrong,” he said quickly.
“We have already served our purpose.”

“Testing the Drive, you mezm?”

He nodded. “This morning in our
last radio contact with earth I dis-
patched the word. The Lassows Driie is
successful. We have passed from our
solar system on schedule, and our
measurements of ship-objective time
check out with tke theory—toughly, at
least.”

He spread his hands out on the ta-
ble. “This was our primary goal. The
expedition ahead is subsidiary. Coloni-
zation may result from our exploration,
true; but now we have opened the uni-
verse.”

It was nice to know that things were
progressing as planned. I asked, “What
do you mean about things checking
‘roughly’? Is there some emrar?”

He nodded and swallowed the dregs
from the magnesium cup. “A consider-
able error, but it's on the safe side. Our
velocity checks perfectly, but our esti-
mate of the time-shrinkage factor is so
far off that Mr. Einstein’s formulaa
will take some major revision to recs
oncile what has happened.”

“We’ll arrive sooner than plamned?”

Larson nodded again. “According to
shipboard elapsed time we will arrive
in the vicinity of our destination in
just ninety-two hours from now—a
total of 122 hours since take-off. You
were worrying earlier about our scanty
supplies; this should put your mind at
rest.”

It didn't displease me. The lack of
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privacy on this tin bathtub was even
worse than I had anticipated. The news
came as sort of a reprieve.

I looked at Larson, and suddenly 1
knew why the long face. His Tina!

For her, ten years would already
have passed, and as we sat there talk-
ing, weeks of her existence were fading
into oblivion—and Hans Larson was
begrudging every second of it. Damned
fool, should have stayed at home.

I left him brooding into his empty
cup and went forward to the little con-
trol dome. One wonderful attribute of
the Lavsem Dviitee was that there was
no acceleration discomfort. Gravity
was nullified at the outset, and ship’s
gravity was kept at an comfortable
one-half “g”.

K\@AC HULBERT, chief navigator,

was alone up there, one foot
cocked up on the edge of the broad
instrument-board that looked like a
cluttered desk-top with handles, He
was staring out into the void.

Yes, void! They had said it would
be black in space, but not even a glim-
mer of light showed through the trans-
parent dome. As you looked to the side
and back, faint, violent specks seemed
to catch at your peripheral vision, but
it was impossible to focus on a single
heavenly body.

Mac didn't turm or greet me. His
face was no longer that of the carefree
adventurer with whom I had tied on
a fair binge less than a week ago.

“Getting you down, too, Mac?" I
asked. He was about the only one
aboard I could even tolerate. He
wasn't as sour on humanity as I, but
he granted me the right to my opinions,
which was something.

“God, yes!” he said. “Skipper tell
you about the time-eman?”

I said, “Yes, but what’s there to be
sad about? You don’t mind that part,
do you?” To my knowledge, Mac
hadn’t left anything behind but his
dirty laundry.

Hulbert was in his mid-thirties,

slender, balding and normally as cheer-
ful and stupidly optimistic -as they
come. Now he looked worse off than
Larson.

“Yeah, I mind that,” he said kind of
resentfully. “I thought we'd have more
time to—sort of get used to the idea of
—uwell, outgrowing our generation. But
think, by now many of my older bud-
dies will be dead. A dozen World
Series will be over. Who knows, may-
be there’s a war going on back there?”

Of all the morbid nonsense. Yearning
for the obituary column, the sports
page and the headlines. But then peo-
ple are rarely sensible when semething
disturbs their tidy little universe that
they take for granted.

It was a little terrifying, though,
staring out into that smothering lamp-
black. We were moving so fast and liv-
ing so slowly that even the light-waves
from the galaxies toward which we
moved had disappeated. We were re-
versing the “redshift” effect of reced-
ing light sources. We approached the
stars before us at sueh a veloeity that
their light impinged at a rate above the
visible vielet speetrum.

Mac blurted out, “It will never
work out.”

“What wan't?”

“Colonization. Not at these unholy
distances, even if we do find an earth-
type planet or two. People won't leave
everything behind them like this, I=]
feel cut off. Something’s gone, every-
thing, everybody we knew back there,
It’s terrible to comsiiten!™

T SAT DOWN beside him, stared out

into the India-ink and faced a few
over-due realities myself. Our chances
of finding a habitable planet were re-
mote. Finding intelligent life on it was
even more unlikely. That such life
would resemble men, was so improb-
able that the odds in favor were vir=
tually nonexistent.

So—what had I really to look fore
ward to? A quick survey of the star
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system in the company of these nin-
compoop ideo-savants, then a return to
a civilization of complete strangers—a
culture in which we would all be ana-
chronisms, almost a century behind the
times.

A parade of faces began peering at
me out of the darkmess. There was
Bess with the golden hair, and Carol
and petite Annette—and Cliff, my red-
headed old room-mate who knew how
to charcoal-broil a steak—and our
bachelor apartment with the battered
old teevee set and my collection of
books and pipes, and there was my out-
board jet up on lovely Lake Vermillion
where a man could still catch a fat
plke.

What would it be like when we got
back? More people, less food, tighter
rationing, crowding beyond conception.

Hell!

When the rest of the crew learned
of our sharply-revised estimated time
of arrival they came down with the
same emotional cramps afflicting Lar-
son and Hulbert. It was sickening, a
bunch of so-called mature technicians
and scientists moping around like a
barcacks full of drafted rookies,
matching miniature billfold photos of
cuties that were now approaching
crone-hood. The whole ventute had be-
come a tragic affair overnight, and for
the next few days all thoughts turned
backward.

So nobody was remotely prepared
for what happened. They were even
unprepared to think straight—with
their heads instead of their hearts. And
Larson was worst of all!

On the last day Larson eased off
our 1800-mile-per-second velocity, and
as the stars started showing again,
shifting from faint violet down into the
more cheerful spectrum, spirits aboard
began lifting a little.

T WAS IN the control-room with
4 Larson and Mac when we got our
first inkling. Mac was fooling with
the electronic search gear, sweeping

for planets, when he gave a ylp and
pointed a jabbing finger at the scope.

“Audio,” he stammered. “Look at
that!” He lenghtened the sweep and
the jumble of vertical lines spread out
like a picket fence made of rubber.

“A carrier wave with audio meodula-
tion,” he said with dishelief all over his
face.

Larson remained calm. “I hear you,
lad. Don't shout.” He studied the"sig-
nal and frowned deeply. “It's faint,
but you can get a fix.”

As they played with the instru-
ments I looked forward through the
green shield that protected us from
Alpha C’s heavy radiation. Our des-
tination star was now a brilliant blob
dominating our piece of heaven. It was
a difficult thing to grasp that we had
travelled almost 26 trillion miles—in
five days, ship’s time.

Mac said, “It's a planet,
enough, but that audio—"

Larson snapped, “Forget the audio!
Give me a bearing, and let's be get-
ting on course. That may be the only
planet in the system, and I don't want
to lose it.”

His arms pumped and his big hands
pawed at the controls as he brought
the inertialess drive into manual ma-
nipulations.

For the next few, tense hours we
stalked the planet at a discreetly low
velocity. When his navigation problem
was complete and we were on a slow
approach orbit, Mac began playing
with the communication rig again.

The ship’s intercom was cut in, and
we had to chase people out as excite-
ment -mounted over our discovery.
Finally, when his elbow had been jos-
tled once too often, Larson ordered
the control room cleared of all hands
but Hulbert and me.

When we were alone Larson said,
“This is fantastic.”

Mac’s face was tied into an amazed
scowl, too, as he studied the feeble lit-
tle patterns on his wave analyzer. “You
said it,” he breathed, “We've got our-

sure
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selves a sweet little earth-type planet,
if we can believe the spectro, and un-
less I'm stark space-happy, there’s
something or somebody down there
beaming a broadcast smack in our di-
rection, following us around like the
string on a yo-ye.”

“How do you figure that?” Larson
wanted to know.

Mac replied, “At this distance the
field strength is too strong for any-
thing but a beamed tramsmission. Mis-
ter, they have us bbaadetied.”

Mac swung to the panel on his left
and cut in the communication circuit.
“It’s strong enough to listen to, now.
Let's see what kind of gibberish we
can wring out of that carrier wave.”

He threw a couple of switches and
hunted for the exact frequency. A
whisper and a rustle of the carrier
brushed the speaker. Mac centered in
and turned up the volume,

Then even I sucked air. A voice Is-
sued from the sound-cone. A man’s
voice: “—lcome to New Columbia.
Welcome, Aldentz E. Come in, please,
Welcome to New Columbia. Welcome,
Attt E. Come in please.”

YT REPEATED over and over. Lar-
4 gon let his breath go first with a
nervous snort. Mac and Larson both
looked at me as if maybe I had some-
thing to do with it. Hands trembling,
Mac picked up the microphone and
reached for the transmitter switch.
Larson grabbed the mike from his
hand. “Not so fast, dammmmiit!”

“But they know we're up here,”
Mac protested. “They even know the
name of our ship!”

“And our language,” I added. I
wasn’t bored any more.

Larson nodded slowly. “What kind
of devilish intelligence have we run
into? I need time—to thimk.”

The way he said it sent a cold
draught down my spine, and then my
imagination started catching up to his.
At our rate of approach to the star
system, how could any living being

have had time to sense our presence,
pick our brains to learn our ship’s
name, our language, master our method
of communication, contrive a trans-
mitter and get on the air?

The magnitude of the accomplish-
ment sent the importance of our little
triumph of space travel tumbling into
a cocked limbo of insignificance,

For a moment I considered the old
curvature of space concept. Could we
have somehow doubled back—complet-
ing a mystic circle? Was that old Sol
up there burning through our green
shield? What a laugh that would be!
The mental giants of our times back-
tracking and circling like a tenderfoot
lost in the woods on Lake Minnetonka.

Mac cut off the transmitter reluc-
tantly, but he said, “Yeah, I guess 1
see what you mean, skipper.” Larson
got to his feet and paced the crowded
wedge of space, punching a fist into
his other hand with meaty slaps.

He stopped and listened to the soft
muttering of the speaker and shook
his head. “It makes no sense. It’s im-
possible, Utterly immpossipkl™

The man's voice from the planet im-
placably continued repeating the mes-
sage—no trace of an accent, nothing
to suggest an alien origin in its tone,
pitch or emunciation.

Perhaps that’s what threw Larson so
hard. If there had been the faintest
taint of other worldliness about it, T
think he'd have hauled stakes and got-
ten us out of there. But the song of the
siren was too powerful—the irrenistable
mental image of a fellow human out
here in the bottom of space was salt
in the bleeding wounds cf Larson’s
loniellness.

He stared out where the planet must
be, some million miles before us. Sud-
denly the temseness relaxed from his
face and he got the damndest expres-
sion of mixed incredulity, hopefulness
and sorrow, Tears began welling from
his eyes and streaming down the
fugged contours of his cheeks.

It didn't add. Nor could I reason a
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motive for his laconic command: “In-
tersection orbit, Mr. Hulbert. We’ll
take her down,” he said quietly. That
was all. He hunched over the comtrol
board - and moved things according to
Mac’s computations.

COON I COULD make out the plan-
»? et We came in from an obfuse
angle with its sun, se it showed first
as a crescent of pale, green silver,
Then 1t filled the viewlng defie, and
Mae began werking the herming equip-
ment. "May I acknowledge their mes:
sage new, skipper?”

Larson shook his head with com-
pressed lips.

“But if we are going in anyway—"
Mac argued.

“Nol” Larson exploded. Thea his
voice softened. “I think I know the
mystery of the voice,” he said, “It
must be, it must be! But if it isn't—
it I'm wrong-2-God alone knows, We
must chance it. I don’t want te know
differently—until 1t's teo late.”

This was just real great. Larson had
some fantastic notion, and he wanted
it to be true so damned badly that he
was taking 1B into blind jeopardy when
we had the means to probe it first.
Real scientific, that.

Humans! Men, and their so-called
sense of reason! Larson was a crown-
ing example of the sloppy-hearted
thing I was fleeing when I embarked
on this joy-ride, and now it would
ptobably be my undoing.

We were homing in on the transmis-
sion from “New Columbia”, easing
down into the atmosphere, and now
clouds and land and water formations
took shape. The beam led us to the
sunlit rim of dawn, and suddenly we
were hovering over a great forest, slit
at intervals with streaks of glittering
blue that looked like deep, wide rivers.

Now Mac touched a switch, and the
CW whistle gave us a tight audio beam
to follow to the source of the sigmal.
Larson switched to the micro landing
controls to ride in like a jet liner on

the Frisco-Shanghai run. We slanted
gently dowm until the forest became
trees, and the little blue-green splotch-
es were lush, grassy meadews,

And there was the tower, and the
low buildings—and the spaceshipll

Something happened to me inside
when I saw that. It was a kind of
tremolo feeling, like a note in a new
symphony, a note that springs free amd
alone, wavering uncertainly, and yoif
don’t know which way it will turn.

In seconds that seemed like hours,
we were on the ground, the ramp wad
jammed out and Larson was blunder-
ing down it crying like a baby.

T STOOD in the port breathing the

warm air redolent with exotic new
scents and yawped like an idiot, try-
ing to make sense of the huge banner
strung a hundred yards across one
whole side of the little village. The
banner read:

WELCOME, HANS! WELCOME
ALBERT E,

WE KNEW YOU WERE COM-
ING, SO—

And near the center of the banner
was the largest chocolate cake, or fac-
simile thereof, in all creation. It must
have been ten feet high and twenty
feet in diameter,

But Hans Larson wasn't amused by
the cosmic gag. He galloped off that
gang-plank like a love-sick, gorilla, And
I'm a comet’s uncle if Tina wasn’t
there, racing out to meet him. Larson
had guessed the truth, and no wonder
he hadn’t had the guts to test it be-
forehand!

By the time I got down, out and over
to where they were all wrapped UF
mingling tears, I had it pretty well
doped out myself.

I don’t know why we had figured
that all progress and improvement in
interstellar flight would cease just be-
cause we had left earth. The eternal,

[Ture To Page 96]






Was it a wild talent that MacReedy had, or was it
just prophetic genius that led him to figure out new,
improved ordnance weapons and make models of
them — before the armed forces had them? Which-
ever it was, MacReedy was both valuable and
dangerous — and when the general saw Mac-
Reedy’'s final figure, the weapons following the
mobile rocket A-missile laundiiesr. ...

Novelet of the Day After Tomorrow

by Sam Memwiin, Jr.

(Mosttraddd by Paul @ntem)

HE GENERAL was

in mufti. He stood

briefly within the en-

trance of Mandtds end

Y Mineadmezs, I nnc,

feeling a mild envy

of the civilians who

brushed past him,

coming and going.

TheyThoked so easy,

so relaxed, so casual

in posture and dress. He was wistfully

aware of the West Point ramrod that

was his spine, the razor-edged bandbox

neatness of his banker’s grey suit, the

Herbert Hoover four-squareness of his

homburg, the stiff- symmetry of his
dark-blue fore-in-hand.

He found compensation in visualiz-
ing some of these casual civilians in
uniform—then shuddered, and moved
on into the shop, poise and assurance
restored.

Save for the display-counters and
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wall-cases, the shop was softly light-
ed. And although it was well filled with
customers and lookers of all ages there
was about it the hushed quality of a
library—or a chapel. Even the children
talked softly as they pointed at and
discussed this 100-gauge Emglish loco-
motive or that working jet-model of a
Vought-Chance Cuidhsss, They were
well-aware of being in sight of wish
and dream-fulfillment.

He moved slowly toward the rear
of the shop, past the glass coumters
that displayed gaily-painted models of
carriages, coaches and early auto-
mobiles; past the fire-engines in red
and gold; past the railroads; past the
planes and past the tiny ships—from
Phoenician galleys and Viking vessels
with gaudily-deeorative salls and
shields te the latest bizarre-decked
atornie alreraft earrier.

He stood in front of the miniature
soldiers and, for a happy moment, re-
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captured the glamor of parades and
gay uniforms that had beckoned him
into a career whose color and band-
music had long since been worn off by
the nerve-wracking tragedy of battle
and the endless ulcerating paper-work
of peace.

Busmans’s  holidhyy, he thought.
Sailbrss in a rowdoatt in Cemtisd] PRk,
And he was glad he had not worn
his uniform.

Each miniature-soldier manufactur-
er had a glass shelff to his own wares,
labeled with a white-cardboard rec-
tangle upon which his name had been
neatly brushed with Iadia inkt Here
were the comparafively rude Britains,
mass-produced, work-hotses of toy
afmies throughout the Westetn World
sinee before his ewn beyheed.

Here were the heavy and magnifi-
cent Courtleys, specializing in medi-
eval knights and men-at-arms, beauti-
fully caparisoned in all the colors of
the rainbow. Here were the Barker
Napoleomics, the one-inch Staddens,
the incredible half-inch Emery Penn-
insulars—each a costly little work of
art that defied the enlarging of a mag-
nifying glass. Here were Comets in
khaki and grey, perfect models of the
guns, tanks and trucks of America,
England and Soviet Russia.

To his left along the counter a
chunky blond citizen, with wide cheek-
bones and a faint Slavic accent, was
discussing a sale with the clerk. The
general was only subconsciously aware
of him as he moved in that direction,
marveling a little at the painstaking
craftsmanship, the endless hours of
eye-destroying labor that had produced
such microscopic perfection—as well
as at some of the follies with which
men had atticed themselves in the
name of mattial glory~>

He recalled having read of an order,
issued at the time of the Mexican War,
that the collars of all officers in the
United States Army should rise to the
tips of the ears. It was scarcely sur-

prising, he thought, that the Seminoles
—clad virtually in nothing at alk-
should have been able to stalemate an
army thus uniformed in the steaming
swamps of Elorida.

“They’re great, aren’t they?"”

The voice came from a lower level,
and the General looked down to meet
the excited blue eyes of a curly-haired
male moppet who could scarcely have
been more than twelve. There was an
aura of friendliness about the leather-
jacketed-and-corduroyed youngstee, a
sharing of manifest interest, that
pierced the hide of the old soldier.

He smiled back and said, “Quite
wonderful,” and was briefly afraid his
words had been too comdescending.
But the quick answering smile on the
youngster’s face revealed that he had
said the right thing.

He followed the lad’s rapt gaze to
a shelf he had not yet studied. The
name on its cardboard label read
MariRedyly and as soon as he saw the
tiny figures it supported, his interest
became focused upon it to the exclu-
sion of all other shelves and their
fascinating displays.

MacReedy was very evidently a
specialist. His subject was American
soldiery, with its chief emphasis on
artillery—from early Colonial times to
the present. As one of the highest-
ranking officers in the Ordnance De-
partment of the United States Army,
the General’'s critical interest was
aroused.

Here were the demi-culverins of the
Manhattan Dutch, the brass field-
pieces and mortars of the French wars
and the Revolution, the light horse
artillery cannon of the Mexican and
Civil Wars, along with pear-shaped
Dahlgren and Parrot siege-guns, each
piece with its crew of aimers, loaders,
rammets and ammunition bearers.

Here were the crowbar-like dyma-
mite guns that protected New York
and Boston and Baltimore against
threatened British invasion during the
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Newfoundland fisheries disputes, back
in the 188Q's; and the complex dis-
appearing cannon that followed them.
Here was the old standard three-inch
fieldpiece on which the General had
cut his own eyeteeth; here the French
75 and 155, long and short, and the
mammoth railway guns of World War
One. Here was even a model of the
postwat Ameriean 75—the ill-fated
cannon that had peoved so accurate on
the firlng-range, and so uttetly useless
after a half-mile over a bumpy road.

Here were the weapons of World
War two, from M-7 105 self-propelled
howitzer to the 240-millimetre tractor-
borne cannon, And here were more
fecent weapons, the I20-milliumetre
tadar-aimed anti-aircraft cannon; its
newer automatic 75-millimetre cousin;
the new 90-millimetre turret-mount for
the Walket Bulldog, the 105-gpf in the
turret of lts new heavy tank.

FFHE GENERAL felt a stir of alarm.

There had been a leak some-
where; release on this model was not
scheduled for another month. He
would have to repert it, of ecourse.
Then he shrugged, inwardly. Leak or
not there was small cause for alarm;
They must long-since have managed to
scrounge test-run photographs, if not
copies of the blueprints themselves.

Still, a leak was bad business with
the country so precariously balanced in
a combustible world-situation, He
looked at the next weapon, the last in
the line,

And frages .. o
Here was the XT-101, with its rear-
mounted turret and twin dual-purpese
automatic 75-millimetre cannen. Here
was a weapon, complete, that had net
been completed in actuality—there
was trouble with the turret, of course,
there always wess...

It couldnt be—but it was. The
General discovered that his mouth had
slackened in surprise; he closed it
firmly. He eyed the turret of the mini-
ature, noted how the automatic range-
finding devices, that were causing
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trouble at Aberdeen, were incorporated
into the turret itself, in a neat armered
sheath.

He thought, Jlod 1/ wondky If that’s
the answer.... Then he thought that,
if it were, the whole world would swA
know it.

“A honey, isn't it?” said the curly-
headed lad. He added, wistfully, “It
costs twelve dollars and eighty-six
cents, with tax.”

“It’s a honey, all right,” said the
General automatically. Actually, he
was appalled—a possibly decisive
weapon on sale to all and sundry for
twelve dollars and eighty-six cents! Of
course the intricate inner workings
weren't there. But They knew enough
about radar and automatic cannon to
be able to figure it out from the model.

The General took direct action. He
went to the clerk and said, “How many
have you?” pointing to the subject of
his question.

“Neat—perfect workmanship,” said
the clerk, donning his selling clothes.

“How many?"” the General repeated.

“Only the one in the case left,” the
clerk replied. “I just sold the last one
in stock a moment ago. We've only
had four delivered so far.”

“I"ll take it," said the General in a
fever of impatience. He had to get :t
out of public view at omce—although
he had a sick sensation of already
being too late. He recalled the Slavic
appearance, the accent of the man who
had made the last purchase.

When the clerk had wrapped it up,
and he had paid for it, the General
asked to see the manager, who proved
to be a pleasantly tweedy individual.
He produced his card and said, “I'm
afraid this man MacReedy has vio-
lated sccurity-regulations. Where else
is his stuff marketed?”

The manager’s expression was not
friendly. He said, “Mr. MacReedy's
mimiatizress are marketed nowhere else;
he has an exclusive contract with us.”
He evidently resented the Gemeral's
gruff approach as much as the Gemeral
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resented not being addressed by title.

Cioilicurst/ the General thought. The
damneetl fools domY undeeistadd—tiey
havenitt the slightstt idedea, .

Aloud he said, “Where can I find
Mr. MacReedy? I'm afraid I'm going
to have to talk to him.”

“Uncle Angus? He lives next door.
I'm going home now— I can show
you.”

The General had forgotten the male
moppet. He looked down in surprise,
then up at the manager, who said,
“It’s quite true. This is Toby. He
helps Mr. MacReedy; he's a collector
himself in a small way.”

The General took Toby back with
him to the hotel. He knew he should
be burning up the wires to Washington
with news of his horrendous discovery,
but somehow he wanted to see it
through himself—as far as he was able,
Besides, there were certain puzzling
facets that would scarcely look plau-
sible in the dehydrated prose of an
official report to Security,

It smacked almost of the super-
natural. Eyeing his small guest, who
was happpily and rather messily de-
vouring a piece of French pastry,
accompanied by a bottle of ginger-ale
—sent up by room service—the Gen-
eral supptessed a chill that rose from
his coccyx to his cervical vertebrae,

Like most veteran men of action,
the General did not decry the super-
natural—such decrying was the prop-
erty of armchair logicians. In the
course of his long career he had seen
too many things that defied logic or
logical explanation. He said, “Ready
to take off, Toby?"

“Yes, sir,” said the lad. He was
properly impressed with the General's
rank—irevealed to him by the assistant
manager in the lobby. Then, with a
sudden shadow of anxiety, “You
aren't going to arrest Uncle Angus,
are you, sir?”

The General managed a chuckle. No
sense in getting the lad scared. *No,
I just want to talk to him.”
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“I'll go with you,” the lad offered.
“Most grownups have a hard time
talking to Uncle Angus. Even dbald ....™
Whatever was his father's problem
with the prophetic model-makee re-
mained unstated, as Toby managed to
wrap lips and teeth around a Jlarge
final piece of pastry. He then went to
the bathroora to wash his hands before
they went downstaits, to where the
General’s ear was waiting.

HE SIGHT of the

huge olive-drab Cad-

illac limousine with

its two-starred flag

and white trimmed

and be-fourragered

sergeant - chauffeur

seemed to awe Toby,

who lapsed into mere

-+ occasional monosyl-

lables durmg the drive through the

late afternoon to his Long Island

home. It was as if, sinee the General

was In muftl, the lad had net quite

been able te believe i his reality—

until official car and ehauffeur offered
proef.

This was quite all right with the
General, who was desperately trying to
rearrange the chaos of his thoughts
into some sort of order. He knew he
was being dangeroulsy imaginative for
a man in his position. But what if
this MacReedy actually could foresee
the future, at least in its military
manifestations?

Granting this impossibility, how
could the man be used? The General
shuddered at the thought of “sellimg”
anyone with such a gift to the Com-
bined Chiefs of Staff—those quiet-
eyed, low-voiced, strictly pragmatie
men on whom, perhaps, the future of
country and world depended. Even If
they by some wild ehance accepted
the impossibility, he knew full well
what would be the tener ef their
t?oughts—am therefore of their ques-
tions.
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One of them would be sure to say,
“Very well, General, but if we put
our planning in the hands of this
man—seeking a short route to deci-
sive superiority of armament—how do
we know he won't make a mistake, or
lead us up the garden path? How do
we know he hasn’t been planted for
this very purpose?”

How did he know? The General de-
cided he didn't. Yet how could any
man with such a private power be per-
mitted to exercise his rights of free
citizenship? He damned MacReedy,
the enemy, the world and himself, and
got resettled in his corner of the soft
rear seat.

They had left the sun behind them,
setting in a dust-pink mist behind the
soft-edged towers of Manhattan. By
the time they reached Flushing it had
begun to snow—big soft flakes whose
crystalline dissimilarities were almost
visible to the naked eye as they set-
tled against the car windows into wet
evanescence. Up ahead the twin wind-
shield-wipers ground them silently and
methodically into wet-rimmed circle
segments.

“I hope it lasts,” said Toby from
his window. “I got a sled for Christ-
mas. I haven't been able to use it.”

~"You'll get yeur ehanee,” said the
General. Damn it, he wendered, what
kind of man was Angus Mﬂ@R@éd¥=
it he was a man. Semehew the silent
snow, the waning traffie, the @ﬂ@@fﬂiﬁ%
twilight, combined inte a sense ©
ominous portent. It was as if the eaf
were standing still, while a perileus fu-
tuce rushed teward if.

“We turn left at the next traffic
light, sir,” said Toby.

They turned. They skirted a thinly-
settled swampy area on a nartow road,
against a background of scrubby pines.
The sprawling metropolis might have
been on some other eontinent, seme
other planet. They met ofily efe ear
—a long black sedan, that shithered
past them on the sklddy road-surface,
missing them by inehes.

The house where they pulled to a
halt at Toby’s direction was not large.
It had been put up early in the cen-
tury, and its motif was that of the
high-gabled Swiss chalet. Metelfully
the snow gave it a touch of quaintness,
almost of Tfiglitness, despite the ab-
sence of lowering alps. Toby pointed
to a similae structure about & hundred
yatds further down the road. “That’s
where 1 live,” he said.

KtFacREEDY answered the door. He

was a tall, angular man with a
long, angular face—from which small
blue eyes peered alertly. He wore &
grey glen-plaid reefer that was buts
toned wreng, a dark blue-flannel shirt
and eovert §iaek§ that needed a press.
He said, “Helle, Toby—youe brought
eompany, 1 see.”

“This is General Wales,” said the
lad very politely. “General—Uncle
Angus.”

The General had a ridiculous fugi-
tive memory—*/Allice, mutton—mut-
ton, Alice.” He shook hands with the
model-maker.

“Homored, General,” said Mac-
Reedy. He ushered them into a living
room, whose desk and tables and
mantel were literally covered with min-
iature American soldiery. He said,
“Sorty the place is such a mess’—
picking up the morning paper from
the carpet beside a worn but comfort-
able-looking easy-chair—"but I wasn'’t
expecting callers. I just had to boet
out seme sert of a mad Russian.”

“Whatl!” The general didn’t mean
to bark but couldn't help it.

MacReedy grinned quietly and said,
“This fellow said he was assistant mili-
tary attache, or something. Offered me
all kinds of money to do some wark
for him.”

“What did he look like?” the Gen-
eral asked.

MacReedy, filling a corn-cob pipe
that appeared to be near the close of
its short life, paused to say, “Like
nothing special—not nearly as distin-
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guished as you, General. Blond, chunky
fellow with a bit of accent. Not a lot,
but emough.”

The General exchanged glances with
Toby. He knew, without asking, that
the boy was thinking the same as him-
self; it was the man who had bought
the XT-101 model in the shop earlier
that afternoon.

MacReedy got his pipe going and
said through a small blue cloud of
smoke, “How does the exhibit look,
Toby? Have they got it right®”

“Pretty good, Uncle Angus,” said the
lad seriously. “They got the Mexican
and Black Hawk War units mixed up,
but I guess we can’t blame them for
that.”

“I guess we can't,” said MacReedy.
He turmed to the General, added,
“Now, sir, what can I do for you? Or
need I askp”

“I have a hunch you know pretty
well what I'm after,” said the Gen-
eral. “My predecessor must have giv-
en you some idea.”

“I've been afraid of this,"” said Mac-
Reedy with a sigh. “It’s what I deserve
for trying to show off to Toby.”

“I don't understand,” said the Gen-
eral.

“I was trying to show Toby how
good I was,” he said, ruffling the boy's
curly hair. “Then, when I got that
seventy-five AA-gun doped out ahead
of time—and it proved correct—I had
to go one step further. I should never
have let the model out of the house.”

“I'd like to see your warkshop,”
said the General.

Angus MacReedy removed his pipe
and said, “Come along.”

fPHE BASEMENT ran the length

and width of the house. Although
furnace and fuel-storage were walled
off in a separate room at one end it
still provided a sizable waorkroom,
enough for three long wooden tables.
On one of them MacReedy carved his
tiny figures and cannon and vehicle
patts from solid chunks of lead.-An-

other was used for painting, a third
for drying.

On this third table were a half-doz-
en more of the XT-101’s—szllomg with
a group of Confederate cannoneers and
their field-pieces, some Imdians, a
small group of knights in armor, and
what appeared to be Roman Legion-
aries.

The General pointed to these and
said, “I didn't know you went in for
them. I thought you were strictly an
American specialist.”

MacReedy puffed at his pipe, then
said, “I'm doing these for Toby—in
return for his services as delivery boy
and all-around helper. I'm teying to
teach him history in reverse.”

“Odd concept,” said the General.

“It works—doesn't it, Toby?"” Mac-
Reedy said to the lad.

“Uncle Angus says it will help me
when I take history in college,” Toby
said stoutly. “This is King Henry the
Fifth at Agincourt—just like Sir Law-
rence Olivier in the movie. And this is
Genghis Khan. And here is Tamer-

laine, ama Charles Martel, and
Caesarr...."
“T see,” said the General. He was a

little overwhelmed at so much evidence
of one man’s individual craftsmanship
and industry. He eyed the XT-101s
with malevolent interest, then studied
a nearly-finished weapon on the carv-
ing table. It looked likies...

It was!. One of the just-conceived,
self-reloading rocket-launchers on ar-
mored mobile carriage with amphibious
tractor-treads. He said, his voice dry
and tight, “Where’d you get this, Mac-
Reedy?”

MacReedy wandered over to stand
beside him. He said, “I didn't get it
anywhere; it just seems like the logical
next step in ordnance, General. I've
had pretty good luck in the past, fig-
uring things out this.way. I had the
Sherman tank plotted back in nine-
teen-forty—just before I was drafted.
I hadn't dared trust my hunches till



I saw my first one two years later at
Pine Camp.”

“You were in-the Armuy?™

“Six years,” said MacReedy. “Two
years here in camp and Officer’s
Candidate School, then two abroad—
Sicily, Anzio-and the Rhone Valley. 1
stopped-a piece of shell near Lyon,
and put in the rest of my time in hos-
pital.”

“Rough,” said the General though
he had neither the time nor the in-
terest for sympathy. “Tell me how you
‘figure’ these things out. The Sherman
tank, if you wish.”

MacReedy wagged his head modest-
ly. “It wasn't too difficult, once I'd
seen the General Grant. That one ob-
viously wouldn’t do; it was too high,
needed - a full-pivot turret. Yet the
basic design was there—anyone who’d
thought about it could ‘have-done the
same. But it was a pleasant shock to
learn I'd been rigiot.”

“I see,” said the General. “And you
did the others by the same process—
and you're always right®*

“Not always,” replied MacReedy.
“I fluffed badly on the atomic cannon.
I expected a longer barrel for greater
muzzle-velocity and range; -here, I'll
show you.” He led the way to a dusty
wall shelf where imperfect and broken
models crowded together. There was
the A-cannon—not as it had appeared,
but as the General knew it was going
to look in two years, when certain need-
ed changes were made.

He said, “An. understandable error.
Unfortunately, mobility had to be con-
sidered.” He paused, looked MacReedy
straight in the eye. “I hope you didn’t
show- any of this. to . your—previous
visitor.”

MacReedy laughed. “Hardly,” he
replied. “I’'m American, never fear, I'm
just one of the lticky few who has
been able to make a good living out
of my hobby; I have no axes to
grind.”

“We may have an axe to grind with
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m iigase ovedddmannt tt,hceautomanc
machinery outside the turret?”

“That wasn’t too difficult—if I'm
right; and I gather I am,” said Mac-
Reedy. “There’s simply too much stuff
to put inside a tank-turret; you've got
to mount it outside. And that means
plenty of protection,- which means an
extra armored sleeve. S...”

rrxm

HE GEMERAL
saiid, “MacReedy,
why are you showing
me this? I could be
| an imposter, a spy.”
| “With that official
limousine?”’ the mod-
el-maker countered.
“I doubt it. Besides,
Toby vouches for
you.”
“Risky,” said the General.
“Besides,” said MacReedy with the
suggestion of a smile, “I've seen your
picture in. Ldfc magazine.” He, paused,
added, “After all, in my humble way
I’m a bit of an ordnance nut myself.”
“T don’t believe you,” said the Gen-
eral. flatly— “I mean about working
these things out- through logic and
guesses. But however you do lt surel
you can appreciate that you’re muc
too dangerous to be walking around
loose, Especially since” Thmy know
about you. I'm afraid I'm gomg to
have to take you back with me.”

“Nothing doing,” said MacReedy:
“I can take care of myself, Besides,
this is my home. I like it here.*

“You're being close to treasenable,”
said the General.

“Not I—you are," came the ingred:
ible reply. “Ysu, not |, are attempting
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to deny a citizen his rights under the
Constitution,”

“Damn it, manl” the General back-
pedaled quickly, “Can’t you under-
stand? Suppose Tksy got held of
you— Tikspdd have you dishing up eur
innermost secrets to them ahead of
time. I don't need to tell yeu what
that could mean in the present werld
situation.” . )

“You don't, General,” said Mae-
Reedy. “But I don't think Tihsptid get
much out of me—much that was use-
ful, I mean, I can’t think clearly un-
der drugs or torture; I'd be more of a
menace than a help. I explained that
to my visitor before you came. He
seemed to believe me.”

“Maybe he did,” said the baffied
General, “but don't bet en his_ su-
periors. You've been an Army efficer,
MacReedy; I can have yeu called baek
into service.” ) )

“With a permanent medical dis-
charge?” MacReedy countered.
vThe General sighed. He knew when
he was beaten. He said, “You'll have
to stand for a guard then—twenty-four
hours. Wl keep them out of sight as
much as possible.” He wished the
whole business were rationally ex-
plicable to his own superiers. As it
was he knew his hands were tied when
it came to drastic aetion. )

“I suppose it's necessary,” daid
MacReedy sadly, but net defiantly;
“I should never have tried to shew
oft™

“It’s too late for that sert of
thing,” said the General: “I'm going
to have to take some of your medels
with me—it's too late te do mueh
about the new tamk, but I'll have to
have the rocket-launcher and the A:
gun. And I'll want your premise net
to indulge in anIy more Such experi-
ments except as [ request.”

“That I am glad to give you,” said
MacReedy and there was no doubting
the sincerity of his words,

“I’ll pay you for them,” offered the
General.

“Of course,” replied the model-
maker; “my name isn’t MacReedy
for nothing.”

As he handed over a couple of hun-
dred dollars the General found himself
almost liking the man. Damm fhese
screadiadlés, he thought. He wondered
when he was going to wake up and
find it hadn’t happened. It eoubdhits be
happening, any of {t. But the perilous-
ly-perfect models, of weapens that
were yet to be, felt terribly real to his
touch,

He said, “Toby, run upstairs and
tell Sergeant Riley to come down here
and take some stuff out to the car.”
And, when the boy was gone, “Mae-
Reedy, will you do some work for us?”

“Of course,” said the other. “A man
gets feeling a bit useless making toy
soldiers in times like these.”

“The pay won't be mudch...” the
General began.

“I can afford it,” said MacReedy
with the unexpected generosity of the
true Scotsman. “What do you want
me to do?”

“Ihkyy have a new weapon build-
ing,” said the General. “All we've got
are a few spy-photographs—mot very
good, I'm afraid.”

“What sort of weapon?” the model-
maker asked.

“That’s just it—we don’t know,”
replied the General. “I'm going to
send you what we have on it tomor-
row; I'm hoping you can give us a
line on its purpose.” He paused, add-
ed grimly, “As it is we don’t know how
to meet it. We haven’t an inkling. It’s
given the Chief a whole new patch of
grey hairs.”

“Ill do what I can,” said Mac-
Reedy. “But don't expect the moan.”

“All I want is-the nature and pur-
pose of that weapon—iff it is a weap-
on,” was the General's reply. Then
Toby and Sergeant Riley came clump-
ing down the stairs and the conference
was at an end.

Before he left the General gave
Toby five dollars. “That’s for bring-
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Ing me here,” he told the lad. “You'll
be seeing me again.”

“Yes, sir,” said Toby. He didn’t

sound at all surprised.
w N HE got back In the car
alone, the general counted the
models on the seat beside him—one
rocket-launchee, one A-gun. He said,
“Rilley, how are we fixed for gas?”

“Pretty good, sir,” came the reply.
“We can make the city okay, sir.”

“Fill up before you get there,” the
General told him. “We're going right
on through to Washington tomigiht.”

“But, sir, I haven't notified the
motor pool at Governor’s Island,” the
Sergeant protested.

‘“Damn the motor pool!” the Gen-
eral exploded. “I’ll take care of them.
Now get going; we've got a long drive
ahead.”

The big car gathered speed through
the thickening night snow.

The General slept most of the way,
after he and the Sergeant stopped for
dinner at a Howard Johnson restaurant
on Route One, just north of New
Brunswick. After a shower, a change
into uniform and breakfast, he was
in sound operating-shape when he
reached his office at the Pemttagmmn'the
next morning.

He arranged for a round-the-clock
guard of Angus MacReedy’s house, or-
dered investigation of the model-
maker's record, had a copy of the com-
plete file on the possible enemy weap-
on forwarded to Long Island by spe-
cial messenger. Then he summoned a
special meeting of top-echelon Ord-
nance brass and produced the models
of the XT-~101, the self-reloading rock-
et launcher and the Improved A-gun.

If such a Broadway-Haolllywood term
as semsatfional! could be used in any
connection with a Pentagon confer-
ence, the General’s meeting with his
colleagues might have qualified for it.
Experts were quick fo understand the
practicability of the models, quick to
recast their plans accordingly.
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Within the week, he was jummoned
before the Combined Chiefs and eom-
mended by that body for his €leass
sightedness in cutting Gordian knets
of the most baffling order. There was
talk of a third star and appeintment
as Chief of Ordnance orice the somes
what-doddering incumbent was retired,
come June. He was a sort of brown-
haired white-haired boy. He was in-
terviewed by representatives of three
national newsweeklies,

Though he wore his new honors
gracefully, actually the General was
thoroughly uncomfortable, He was far
more concerned with the safety of the
country than with his own advames:
ment; and his ego was much too solid-
ly-based to permit him enjoyment of
honors that were not rightfully his.

The worst of it was that he couldm’t
explain. If he told his superiors that
his “inspirations” came from the in-
tuitive head of a toy-soldier maker on
Long Island who even denied his in-
tuition in the name of logic—not only
would his own career be permanently
damaged, but the value of MacReedy’s
models would be suspected. So much so
that they might be disregarded entire-
ly—thus retying the Gordian knots
that were stymying the armament pro-
gram.

MacReedy’s file was laid on his
desk one morning by a plump WAC
secretary. It was exactly as the model-
maker had stated: he was American-
born, only child of a Scottish engineer
and a German-American woman from
Wisconsin. He held an engineering de-
gree from a small polytechmical insti-
tute in upstate New York.

His war-record was exemplary, At
the time of his wound in Central
France, MacReedy had been a captain
in the Combat Engineers, wearer of a
silver star won at Anzio. There was a
complete medical-report on the wound
and treatment, whose technical jargon
was too much for the General. All he
could gather was that it was a head-
wound and brain injury, which had
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rendered the model-maker unfit for
Army duty.

He took the report to his opposite
number in the Medical Corps, a man
whose abilities in brain-surgery were
mentioned in hushed voices at Johns
Hopkins. Over a highball he told the
whole story for the first time, hoping
it wouldn’t be received with hoots.

It wasn't. The white-haired surgeon
looked long and meditatively at his
drink. Then he said, “Kermit, I can’t
begin to account for it; I have mud-
dled around in the human brain
enough to know that what we like to
call our scientific knowledge is at best
emplrical. You say this man had his
ability befenee he was wowmnded?”

“He built a Sherman tank two years
before we did,” said the General.
“Yet he claims the whole process is
purely logiczl.”

“Logic!” exclaimed the brain-man
with a scorn that matched the Gener-
al's own on the subject. “Logic is
hindsight, Kermit. When our brains,
by some intuitive process of progres-
sive thought, reach a desired point,
our egos reach backward to give the
process a sort of order we call logic.
Actually we seldom know how we get
where we do; but we’re too damned
conceited to admit it.

“What in hell do we know about the
brain?” he went on. “I knew a per-
fectly healthy young girl once, who
was killed when she was standing be-
side her horse—the horse sneezed,
jerked his head up, and jolted the side
of her jaw. Yet back in seventeen
eighty-one, whea Arnold ordeted the
massacte at Fort Griswold, one old
rebel was bayonetted, had his skull
smashed open so that his brains were
gozing out en the ground. He recov-
ered and lived for forty years after-
ward, sane as you please. And they
didn't have fellows llke me, not then.
If they had, he’d probably have died
oh the operating table.”

“In other words you don't know,”
said the General.
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“T don't kmow, Kermit,” replied the
other. “Another drimk?"

HHE NEXT day the imternational

situation showed signs of serious
deterioration, and the General took a
plane to New York. All the way up he
thought of something else the Surgeon-
General had said to him— “One thing
I have learned. it isn’t exactly in my
province, but I've fun Inte It enough
to make an observation.

“Whenever I've met anyone with
what might be called a special giif+-
psychic or what have you—I've
found them scared to death of it.
Damned if I know whyy...”

He ruminated a little before con-
tinuing. “You'd think they'd be de-
lighted—but they aren't. They either
run to religion, and try to drown it in
ritual—or they try to explain it away
by some rationalization. Like your
friend.”

“Then you're willing to accept the
fact he has a supernatural gift?” the
General asked.

The brain-man shrugged and said,
“Supernatural—supemonmal—ihe’s got
something, if what you tell me is true.
Can you think of a better ’ole?”

4

HEN HE was driv-
en up to the Long
Island chalet early
that afternoon, the
General was pleased
to see a command
car parked unob-
trusively o ff the
road, a sentry sit-
ting in an impromp-
tu sentry-box made
of pine bows, that commanded a good
view of the approaches. At least, he
thought, They wouldn't find Mac-
Reedy easy to get at. According to the
reports he had seen there had been no
further attempts.
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Toby opened the door. He said,
“Heflo, General, this is fine. We were
going to send you a message tonigiht.”

The General shook hands and said,
“Progress?”’ and, when the boy nod-
ded excitedly, “Why aren't you in
school?”

“It’s after three o'clock,” was the
devastating reply, as Toby led him to-
ward the cellar stairs. The General
wondered briefly how much he had
managed to forget in his fifty-two
years.

Angus MacReedy was working at
his carving table with a blow-up of the
spy-pictures tacked to the cellar wall
in front of him, a pile of rough-
sketched plans on the table. He rose
and said, "I was just doing a little pol-
ishing, General. But you hit it about
f!ght."

“Good,” said the General. “Got it
solved?”

“T think so,” said the model-maker.
“Take a look.”

It was an eerie-looking item—a sort
of stove-pipe mounted on a disc, sur-
rounded by a flock of flying buttresses.
Frowning the General peered at it,
then looked at the blow-ups on the
walls. From the correct angle, the sim-
ilarity was eminously unmistakable.
He said, "What in hell is it, Captain?”

MacReedy grinned. “Looks weird,
doesn’t it? 1t had me stumped for the
better part of a week. There’s only
one thing it could be and that's what
it is. Lonkk...”

He picked up a sort of miniature
torpedo from the work-table, dropped
it down the stove-pipe. The thing
worked like a trench-mortar. Some
spring in the base of the tube sent the
rocket flying in a high arc to smack
the opposite wall and drop to the
floor.

“It’s a mobile rocket-launcher,” he
said needlessly. “I’d lay odds it can
be used for atomic warheads.”

“Good Lord!" cried the General.
His mind was in a racing turmoil. The
problem with the Nazi V-1 and V-2

weapons during World War Two had
been the immobility of their launching
platforms. If Ty had managed to get
around itt....

He thought of an insuperable ob-
stacle, said, “But what about back-
blast? Don't tell me they've found a
metal able to stand up under the heat
of launching.”

“I doubt it,” replied MacReedy se-
riously. “They use this barrel to give
her a boost like a trench-mortal shell.
My hunch is the rocket doesn't fire
until she's well off the ground.”

“Is it accurate?" the General asked,
thunderstruck.

“Is a trench-mortar accurate?” the
model-maker countered. ‘“Ask any-
body who's been in Korea.”

It was a wallop for the General.
Atomic rocket-launchers, mobile rock-
et-launchers that could function as ar-
tillery, could outrange the A-gun per-
haps by hundreds of miles. And if the
missiles thus fired could be guided—e
he could see no reason why not—the
A-gun was already obsolete.

He sat down on a pack'mg box and
mopped his brow although the cellar
was far from hot. He said and his voice
was unsteady, “Thanks, MacReedy, I
think maybe you have done it.”

“I think so,” said the model-maker.
He wasn't boasting, but he was sure
of himself. “You want to take it along
with you? It should be quite simple to
make. I've got a few improvements
over TWeiir supports, I thimk.”

“If it's the last thing I do,” said
the General, rising, “I'm going to see
you get credit for what you've done.”

MacReedy made a gesture of dis-
missal. “Don’t let it bother you, Gen-
eral,” he said. “[ like my work. May-
be you could arramge for me to make
some models for the War College.”

“Hell, why not the Smidhsaripmn?*
said the General. “Why not both? We
ought to have a historical ordnance-
exhibit somewhere. And you're the
man, no doubt about it.”

As he left with the precious model
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MacReedy asked, “By the way, Gen-
eral, what do you want me to work on
next?”’

The General hesitated, then said,
“Follow your hunches—fogic if you
will. Let’s see what the next weapon
after this one is going to be. You've
been ahead of us the rest of the way."”

“I'll see what I can do,” said Mac-
Reedy with his quiet smile, “Let me
know how things come out.”

“That I will,” said the General.
Toby walked with him to the car and
the General gave him another five dol-
lars. He wished he could do something
more for both of them; but at the mo-
ment it was out of the question.

TT WAS ALMOST six months before
% the General got back to the Long
Island chalet. Thanks to his now fully-
established reputation as an inventive
genius, he was able to get a full speed
ahead order on the new-type mobile
rocket-launcher. MacReedy’s improve-
ments were valid, and the Department
experts came up with further sim-
plifications. By the time they were
ready to go into production they ac-
tually had the weapon self-propelled,
were well ahead of TWerm on mobility,
range and accuracy. It promised to be
a military revolution.

Then the General had to make a
flying trip around the world—to visit
American military installations in
Western Europe, in Italy and Spain,
in Africa, Foemosa, Japan and Korea.
He got back to Washington, a thor-
oughly tired man, and walked into
beth his promised third star and the
Chlefshlp of the Department. Also
iAte an international situation werse
than any sinee September, 1939—
when the Nazis ifvaded Peland.

TWayy were pushing aggressively in
both Europe and Asia, pushing with
an arrogance that suggested they felt
they could win in a walk if the free
nations of the world offered large-
scale military defiance. Rumors of a
terrible secret weapon were being

bruited about—mot only in hush-hush
military circles but in the public prints
as well. One picture magazine of na-
tional circulation had actually pub-
lished an article stating that Theyy had
masteted pushbutton warfare,

The General, and the Combined
Chiefs made a hurried and secret trip
to Aberdeen the day after his return,
There, on the proving ground, they
watched a big transport-plane land on
a makeshift airstrip. They saw a small
group of soldiers unload from the plane
an odd-looking teactor-mounted weap-
on that resembled an immense stove-
pipe with certain refinements.

They saw a lean sausage of a rocket
rolled into a door near the base of the
tube, watched a trifle nervously while
it was elevated almost vertically. An
order was barked, a button was
pushed—and the rocket rose rapidly
from the tube with a dullish report,
rose to a height of perhaps a hundred
yaeds,

Then, suddenly, its tail blossomed
smoke and flame; it rose with a new
lease on life, to disappear into the
heavens, leaving a trail of smoke be-
hind it. Pointing to a prefabricated
building that stood alone, a mile away,
the General said, “Watch that target,
gentlemen,” and lifted his field glass-
es to his eyes.

A minute later—fifty-eight seconds
was the exact time—the structure was
suddenly obliterated by a tremendous
explosion. The General sighed and said
quietly, “That was TNT. We have a
stockpile of atomic weapons ready.”

“But the accuracy!” exclaimed a
weathered full admiral. “With the
wind and the earth’s rotation to cen-
sidl....” He hesitated, then said, “Oh,
a guided missile’*

The General nodded, and said, “We
can put batteries of these new missile-
launchers, completly-mobile and with
atomic heads, anywhere in the world
within twenty-four hours by plane.
They have a reasonably effective
range of small targets of just over
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two hundred miles—with air-guidance,
of course, over target. Gentlemen, I
think TWey are in for a surprise.”

Ty got it two days later—in an-
other special test of thé new weapon.
The General didn't even bother to
watch it. His attention was focussed
upon a stocky blond man who wore
the gaudy shoulder-boards of a lieu-
tenant colonel, and was present as as-
sistant military-attache and qualified
observer. His face remained impas-
sive, save for a slight twitch of the
lips, when the target was obliterated.

Which was enough to satisfy the
General.

TRBNHID a sure-thing victory Tikey

were forced to call off Tidir war
—with violent internal results. It be-
came quickly evident that Ty were
going to be busy for a long time keep-
ing order within their own boundaries.
The international situation became
easier and happier than at any time
since Locarno.

The General, who was due shortly
to receive his fourth star, played &n
active role in the military portion of
the peace-making. He had little time
even to think of Angus MacReedy and
little Toby and the miracle-workroom
on Long Island. When he did think of
them it was with an inner warmth
that was almost devout, with a re-
solve to see that the model-maker re-
ceived a satisfactory reward.

Then one morning, while skimming
through a stack of reports, a phrase
caught his eye. It read—

...and in accord with aumrent
fiscall retvenatimeon-bgiadictes, all
personnedl on  special duty were
called in for termined! asssigmsns,
These indhededed. .

The report was from Second Dis-
trict HQ at Governor's Island. With
a sinking sensation he scanned the list.
There it was—special sentry-detail to
guard house of Captain Angus Mac-
Reedy (ret). He picked up a tele-

67

phone and called Governot’s Island
direct.

Yes, the detail had been withdrawn
more than a week earliext... . No, there
had been no report of trouble.... Hold
on, there was something in the mern-
ing paperc...

The General made it in less than
two hours. Angus MacReedy had been
shot in the back of his head the pre-
vious evening, while building medel
soldiers in his cellar workrootm. A bey
who lived next doer and heatd the shet
while on his way to pay MaeReedy a
visit, had seen the mMutdeter drive
away in a black sedan. He had given
the alarm and leeal eenstabulaty had
pleked up the teail and given ehase. 1g-
fnering a red light, their quarry had
been killed when his sedan was Bit By
a truek. He had ne identifieatien on
Rif Byt appeared te be a steeky blend
man ot aBeut forty. AR alien pistel, re:
eetly discharged, had Besn feund in
the Wreekage:

The General and Toby stood alone
in the strangely empty workroom.
Only an ugly, dark stain on the floor
remained to mark the recent violence
that had occurred there. The General
looked at the table, then at the boy.
He said, “Toby, do you know; what
your Uncle Angus was working on re-
cently?” He felt a little ashamed thus
to try te plek the brains of a muf-
dered man through a ehild.

“He’d been pretty busy with orders
from the shop,” said Toby thought-
fully. “And he'd just finished that.”
He nodded toward an unpainted lead
miniature on the wark-table.

The General looked at it closely,
and felt the blood drain from his face.
He had told MacReedy to try to work
out the next weapon after the guided-
missile Yaunochieer...

“Are you sick, General?” Toby
asked, breaking in on liis abstraction.
“You mustn't take it so hard, sir.”

“Pm—all right, Toby,” he said.
“It’s been a bit of a shock, that’s alL®

“It's been horrible.” sald Toby, his
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voice quite steady. “Uncle Angus was
a great man, I’ll never be able to be
as greatt.”

“You'll never know till you try,”
said the General. He thought that
Tiegy had not forgotten— TWey had
killed him for losing Tem TWsiir war.
It was up to him, the General, to see
that Angus MacReedy’s final prophecy
proved false.

Well, he had the power now to carry
a little weight—thanks to the mur-
dered man. Standing there in the cel-
lar, the General made a vow to see
that during his lifetime the peace was
kept, to help set up some sort of or-
ganization that would keep the peace
when he was gone.

“Will it be okay for me to take
this?” Toby had picked up the final
figure, and was regarding it reverently.

“What? Oh, I don't see why not."

He said goodby to the boy outside

Look for the
November isyae of

and got into his car for the drive back’
to the airfield. Hence, he didn’t see
Toby place it earefully at the end of
hundied yards te his heuse, didn’t see
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0" even more primitive conquerors.

“Gee," said Toby to himself, “I'm
sorry Uncle Angus had to be killed.
But if he had to be killed, I'm glad he
got my historical set just about fin-
ished. I can paint this cave-man my-
self.”

A few minutes later his mother
called him to supper.
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story of the American who was set
upon by hoodlums in Paris; he backed
against a wall, raised his fist, and sent
his attackers into panic by sheuting,
“lbe swits Merk Carbeed

Can you tell a viable character, or
caricature, whenever you see one?- No,
not always. A story may impress you
despite, rather than because of, the
characters; even if thousands hail a
story this year, these same might
change their mind a few years hence
upon re-examination. It takes time
and re-reading to tell whether a char-
acter will survive, and an unfavorable
or mixed reaction at first report might
pot be final. Take the novel we ran a
couple of issues back; I’we had just
about every possible kind of comment
on that story and on the characters.
Some readers think the story a classic
and the - characters immortal; others
think the story very good, but weak
in characterization; others think the
characters all right, but the story not
too interesting; still others say “PU”.

I don't know. I read “The Duplicat-
ed Man” several more times than
many of you, and I still like it. Ten
years from now—who knows?

We see a great deal of sham
“depth” in characters these days, and
this kind of phony is almost as ir-
ritating as the pure good Hero and
sheer black Villyun. This represents,
I think, the author’s desire and intent
to make vivid characters, and dem-
onstrates his inability to achieve
them—in a particular story, at least.
But how does  a writer deliver the
goods?

Sorry, I can't answer that. If I
could, I wouldn't tell you now; I'd
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(condinued from page 8)

make a fortune doing it, first, then
reveal the secret in my memoirs.

"HE ‘AUTHORS, whe have striven
~ to write steries youMl remembef,
this tire, are;

POUL ANDERSON, whe, for mmy
money, made the grade with outstand-
ing novelets such as “The Double-
Dyed Villains”, and “Sentiment,
Inc.”; he's been making hits since
1947.

SAM MERWIN, JR. whose first
science-fiction appearamce was “The
Scourge Below” in the October 1939
issue of Timilliag Waniler SStotiss;
who’s remembered for his fine editing
of this magazine, and other in the
same company’s ehain, for a AuMbBer
of years; and whese nevel, “The
House of Many Worlds” has seen
both Ratdreover and peckei-magazing
feprint.

WINSTON MARKS, who first ap-
peared in the May 1940 issue of Ua-
koww, with “Mad Hatter”, then in
the October 1941 Asttmwditize with
“Mamic Perverse”. He’s made a re-
appearance this year,

ALGIS BUDRYS, whose two cover
stories for . Fattwee and Dbymamic,
“Stand Watch in The Sky"”, and
“Snail’'s Pace”, made definite impres-
sions upon our readers.

ARTHUR PORGES, who, as nearly
as I can make out, was first intro-
duced to science fiction readers in the
December 1951 issue of Rargziiee of
Fanmbsyy, with a story entitled, “The
Rats”. I hope you find the predica-
ment of the unwilling professor as
amusiog as I did.
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CHALLENGE
by Conrad Pavellas

Dear Mr. Lowndes:

It is more in sorrow than in angei{that
I comment upon L. Sprague de Camp's
“Modern Merlin” in the June issue of Dy-
namitc Seinose Fiatiton, Have we not enough
mudslingers in this sorry world without
intruding that unlovely art into a sclence
fiction publieation? de Camp must have
eulled his little pile of dirt frem all the
yellow journal stories Bpfiﬁtea about The-
asephy, Madame H. P. Blavatsky and C. W.
Leadbeater.

While the rest of the issue was of sur-
prisingly high caliber—and one of the
stories, “Never Trust an Intellectual,” I
consider one of the all-time gems of SF-
satire—de Camp’s article was a piece of
lurid and Ineongruous journalism. This is
the type of thing that went Inte the old-
time Sunday supplements and was not ex-
pested te be aeccurate.

There seems to be a trend today toward
wholesale character assassination; but in
de Camp's article it is even more despicable
than wusual, because the author is safe
from lawsuits—his victims are dead. But
there are other implications.

To be the type of man who can care-
lessly dispose of reputations and life works
as he sees fit (to make a saleable article),
to hold them up to scorn; to use semantic-
ally leading words to suggest even worse
unsaid things—such a man must have a
God-complex. He must be a ruthless, non-
empathic type who could say, for example,
“this fat Russian h ..” He must be
so sure of his own perfection, physically
and morally, that the adage about living
in glass houses‘does not apply to him.

I am not a Theosophist myself, but am
acquainted with the movement. I base mg
opinion of de Camp’s article on a studle
and carefulllrdocumented answer by a
Theosophical group published in answer to

a de Camp diatribe in another science fie-
tion magazine.

The Theosophical movement may have
had its trials and errors, but en the €ef-
structive side it broke ground for a vaBt
wpsurge of public interest in the mental,
the metaphysical and—yes, for everyday
themes of science fiction stories, such as
extra-sensory perception, telekinesis, paral-
lel worlds, wild talents, and all the ethers,
This is building for the future when man
will enter inte his great mental heritage.

Contrast this with the destructive thinks
ing in de Camp’s article, which tears down
the work and reputation of others, Evi-
dently his creative faculty has run dry
and hisr groveling for money has led hif
into this strange morass.

To get on to pleasanter subjects, I am
glad to see DSF take its place as a worth=
while SF magazine. I read all in the field
and can’t get enough. The trimmed edges
are nice, except when the cutter eomes g@ﬁ
close to the type In some plaees, Tell the
pressmen to keep thelr ink-feuntains filled,
or else it's the makeready. The eover was
more symbelie than erude, the inside illes
fair to good except for the stack euts
whieh are laughable, Keep up the Impreve:
ments, and eongratulations 6n the steries

—50284 Hillagasss Awe.

and artieles (but oneé).
Berkasttay, Cedifornia

Before calling on Sir Sprague to
buckle on his armor, and sally forth
to meet this challenger, let’s look at
another comtestant.

SECOND CHALLENGE

by Editors, Theosophical Notes

Dear Mr. Lowndes:

We wish to put in a few words regard-
ing Mr. de Camp’s article on “A Modern
Merlin,” in your June issue. The material
on C. W, Leadbeater is quite accurate.
Having been engaged for many ﬁfvea.fs,
along with others, in trylng to straighten
out the mess he made of the reputatien
of Theosophy, we are in a position to
know, In faet, we could add gquite a few
ftems, though it weuld do ne particular
Smil. We add a hearty “Amen” to de

amp’s closing wish.

However, de Camp’s introduction to the
theme by using the old set of exploded
slanders against the moral character of
H. P. Blavatsky, founder of the Theosophi-
cal Mevement, Is quite another matter.
Leadbeater’s payehie, scientific and phile-
sophical lunaecles are a matter of reeord in
yolumineus beoks. His moral delinguencies
stand ever his ewn signature in confessien.



THE LOBBY 83

De Camp's statements about him are docu-
mented to the hili. But, as we pointed out
in Other Worlde for Apml 19563, when one
of the most powerful newspapers of Amer-
iea was called Inte court for making
charges of immorality against H. P. Bla-
vatsky, it was unable to mest the issue

with @ shred of evidence. There i8 IR ex-
isteﬂ@e net ene statement an eye-wit-
ness, net ene leneseme affidavit, net ene
91866 9 ewdeﬂeﬁeemer than pure QQ&SIB,

%gab%ae%m% E} §8¥U§l Immeralities
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The ethics of the modern literary world,
we suppose, can include almost un¥thing.
The ethics of Theosophy insist, first, that
one should not credit any damaging state-
ment against anyone whatsoever Wwithout
thorougn proof; second, that no such state-
ment—true or untrue—should be passed on
unless for good reasons; reasons in the m=
terest of the public good, such as warning
the innocent of danger from malefactors,
de Camp apparently thinks that, in his
“exposures” of Madame Blavat: and
others, he is following the second half of
the above ethic. But when he uses ma-
terial factually unsupported, damagm
the reputation of a woman scknowle %
as great by many men of standmg who
not agree with her teachings, damagin,
the relputatlons and the feelings of t ose
who ally themselves with those teachi
he is merely cashing in on glorified ba
yard gossip.

His use of facts is curious, He is quite
meticulous and accurate in collecting and
setting forth such of them as may dang
a cause that he dislikes; if they run in the
other direction, he sets them aside, and
any irresponsible statement that goes his
way Is regarded as fact. That is accepted
practiee in polities and religion; but since
when is it suppesed to be science? The
faets abeut Leadbeatef are dsmsqmg to

Theesophy; da Camp uses them ably. The
faets abeut Blava are not. He uses
something else instead, and beeause of the
AUmbBer 6f facts that he does assemble in
Vﬁ;leus other lines, unwary readers take

ranted that aﬁythmg he puts eut
is eqiially well pased.

We have had occasion over a good many
years to iwe some thought to what makes
people tick in the de Camp manner, Why
does a fellow like this keep on stubbornly
distributing these unfounded stories, even
when he has been shown the evidence, and
been unable to answer it? It seems to us
to derive from a common kind of reaction,
though one might have expected de Camp

to be above common reactions. The one in
question is that of judging ewverything
about somebody by some one point oia
which one agrees or disagiees violently,
Sacco and Vanzetti were executed, not
for the murder they didn’t commit, but for
olitical views which those who held their
ives in hand considered weorse than mur=
der. H, P. has been hanged again and
gain " not far the moral infirmities she
didn’t have, but for having eommitted The-
esephg whieh the hidepound ameng the
churches thought slapped Ged in the faes,
and whieh the hidebeund in seienee regard:
ed as Stﬂk!ﬂﬁ t éVQE saered materia l§{l
law reeogh f’ them. Lets ef ﬁeege
6@ it lmﬂni ] 6§ iB %\? ﬁ
QFG j 5 By Blavatsky 3
EGH& and st al fact,
§eem§ 9

gga Qa;Ee gg g ﬂ@@é@zgm % ee {h@ ;g-
i3 %@y % LY lHHSEEH% EWEQ&F
Seeris 19 &ﬁq qa m% é%%%% ji
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In other words, we thimk that such a
philosophy as Theosophy is sueh a self-
evident horror to de Camp, that in his book
anybody who ecould believe.it is a fool, and
anybody who started it necessarily a crook
of whom any dellnquency Is probably, true
whether there is any objective evidenee
for it or not. We can see no other plausible
reason for an otherwise admirable éitizen
to aet in this manner,

Sir Sprague now rides forth.

RESPONSE
by L. Sprague de Camp

t

Deﬁ' B;ng dit f ThessopHiced! Not

s the editors o i e
have been so kind as to answer Mr, Pavel-
las on the subject of my article on Lead-
beater, 1 need not do so:

As for their complaints about my hos-
tility, well, bless their credulous little
hearts—I'm not hostile at all, except in the
sease that I regard them as legitimate
prey. I have devoted some time to the study
of magic and occultism. I have, in the last
fifteen years, read about ten million words
on these subjeets These inelude over thir-
ty-five books on Theosophy: the werks of
Madame Blavatsky, fafy biegraphies of
het, and other Wefkﬁ by her suceessers. 1
Rave knewn essultiﬁts of various persua-
§1eﬂ§, have aftended their reetjngs, and

Rave sat gﬁ Eh et of asseried swamls,
yegis, and other shamans.

Having done this, I have been compelled
to conclude that the doctrines of my anony-
mous friends of are

Wmmg;dﬁmeu Natbss
mistaken, being founded upon a body of
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error, misinterpretatiiom, falsification, hoax,
ana swindle. 1 do not regard it as a “self-
evident horror” (for the errors are of a
comparatively hammless sort), nor do I
dislike H. P. B., or even begrudge her her
lovers. Why shouldn't she have had fun?
I should describe her as a vivid and pic-
turesgue personality, with many entertain-
ing auci even endearing qualities, ut I
don't thims her virtues included honesty,
trutthfivimess, or scholarly responsibility. 1
don't believe in the tramscendental wisdom
sue claimed, or in the past history she nar-
rated, wherein she was a persecuted virgin
wanaermg the world in search of occult
wisdom, or m the Mahatmas with whom
sue claimed to be on familiar terms. And
§0 behevm% it seems to me perfectly prop-
er to set the record, as 1 see it, straight in
my writings.

Nor do 1 doubt that many present-day
Theosophists are good people, wnatever the
errors and frauds of the founder of their
faith, But the same might be said of al-
most any cult, sect, or other body of be-
lievers in supernatural decirine.

As for the famous certificate of sterility,
the facts, as nearly as I can ascertain, are
these: when, late in H. P. B.s life, her
follower, Alfred Percy Sinnett, undertook
to write her blography, he asked about the
erippled and short-lived child Yuri who at
one time had been taken around Eurepe by
H.P.B, and whe Madame's “defractors”
said was her ehild either by Baren Nieh-

olas M yeﬂd@fﬂ, oF the slnger Maﬁr@w

With w om she was mtm te. H

said she haa a g t% 3@ and 9 &
Sg%g @aP : %QQE ’ % g EEQHH
a& §ns HSE Bsar i eﬂ‘ Gealse 8

Now m the flrst place thls is nonsense,
medlcally speaking; a tipped womb does
not prevent conception and gwmg birth, In
the seeond, H. P. B.'s biegrapher, Bechefer-
Reberts, ehéeked the reeerds of Wu@fibhlf
faf the peried in ? uestion aﬁla found fe

Leen Oppen ed;m isted a avm% ﬁf§§££eed

i%m%éfq%%ﬁs" E%es 9:?{ o &
T A vl

1A
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Being in the middle of this kind of
situation doesn't make Pierre very
lucky. However, I'd inquire, were I on
the outside: granted for the sake of
argument that the ‘“eertifieate” in
question s a forgery, dees this preve
that H. P. B. forged it herself, oF was
aware that the “eertificate” was
spurious?

NO ACID TODAY

by Sieldon J. Deretchin

Dear Mr. Lowndes:

As many of my friends know, my let-
ters are usually tinged with acid when I
write to a magazime. This is not the r:se
today, however.

Today I finished ic No. 4, and 1
consider it to be the finest issue that you
have ever turned out. Blish's and Sher-
man's “The Duplicated Man” is the finest
story that I have read in quite a long time.
1 prediet that it will become a classie in
the annals of science-fietion.

In second place, I put White's *“No
Greater Glory”. In its own way, it is as
much a masterpiece as the lead novel.

And in last place is “The Winning
Losers”.

Let's logk at the Blish-Sherman story,
though As a work of plotting, it is a mas-

Fieee I doubt whether Van Vogt him-
self could do such a job of plot and coun-
terplot.

The dustbowl theory was necessary for
the story, of course, but I wonder if it
wouldn't be possible to change Venus' at-
mosphere through the use of plants. It
should be comparatively simple.

According to theory, Venus has a
formaldehyde atmosphere. Now, all plants
store sugae in the form of formaldehyde.
Therefore, it should be a simple matter to
develop a plant that can utilize the formal-
dehyde in the atmosphere, instead of hav-
ing te transform it feom CO? and water.
It eould probably be done right now.

After such a plant had been developed,
it would be dropped, in suitable comtain-
ers, on the surface of the planet; a suit-
able time would be let elapse, and then an
exploratory ship would be dropped to the
surface to see if the plants had taken hold.

Alas—even into a letter of commenda-
tion a little acid must fall. While the cover
was superb, you spoiled it by your overly-
large banner. The inside artwork was also
quite a bit insipid and unimaginative.

One final addition: I forget to put *“The
Last Man in ths Moon” in last place,
along with “The Winning Lo-ers”.

—1234 Uucar AAvenue,

Braoitypi: 8, NY

Well...hdrahily any acid, eh? Ore
nice thing about science fiction, as
others have noted, is that experiments
can always be sucessful, and theories
correct. So, in another story Venus’
atmosphere can very likely be altered
just as you suggest. So far as the ac-
tual facts go, we won't know until we
get there; after all, the formaldehyde
theory is just the latest explanation
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for the evidence, such a3 we have; it
ain’t necessarily so, but it will have to
do, as the best theory, until other evi-
dence is found—either from improved
observatiom or first-hand reports from
someone who goes there.

WATCH THAT BASKET

by R. R. Anger

Dear Mr. Lowndes:

Well, there's no doubt that the August
issue depended completely on the suecess
of “The Du{;lncated Man,” by James Blish
and Michael Sherman. Dynamiics  famous
non-fiction features were ruthlessly 6ut, oF
omitted, and only three short stories
rounded out the mag. It just goes te show
that putting all your eggs in one basket i§
Il right—as leng as yeu den't drep the
aﬁl@ FBE my ﬁieﬂe the 1§§ue was a fe-
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“The'Winning Losers”, by Gene L. Hen-
derson, was a good second. A truly funny
“situation type” story. Add thls to thé
emalil row of stf stories which have urbane
RumouF,

W. Malcolm White's refugee from the
comic books, “No Greater Glory”, was
neatly dme———somethmg which could not
be said for Charles Dye's last-placer, ““The
Last Man in the Moon”. The Alex Schom-
burg eover was really a beauty, so it’'s un-
fortunate that you felt obli to print a
poor story just because it “illustrated” the
eovef The surptise ending has been used

a great deal in stf; Henry Kuttner is a
master_at it. H@W@V@E, it takes a master
t@ ds it aceeptably and Dye J §t ain‘t it

f readsr FHH t Aceept SWeR arbitrary
§hi tm%§ 6f plot-direction and meed as are

e
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thing became farcical. I think you would
have rejected it it it hadn't fitted the
cover.

Paul Orban did a magnificent job illus=
trating the novel. I'm glad you let him do
80 many. Luros had two fine pleces, too—
althou the one for “The Last Man in
the Moon” was really only a eepy of tha
cover. I thought hia ple for “The Winnin
Losers” was very amusing. 1 wonder i
the military will ever really use ehairs
like that? Your artwork really is sefie=
thing of a peak for stf magazines.

. Hoping for the return of trimmed edges,
go.

—23 Dondlifffe Dr,,
Tovontty, Ontaniéy, “Canada

Ye Ed confesses to rocks in the
head in reference to “The Last Man
in the Moon”; it should have been
sent back for working-over on the end-
ing. Sometimes readets second-guess
me, sometimes I second-guess myself,
where no reader complains. This time
I reread the story in proof and
thought: Oh-oh; I'm going to hear
about this, and Charley will take it
for my boner.

Of course, second-guessers are nev-
er wrong—and isn’t it a wonderful
feeling? Sometime I must tell you how
I won the World Series for the Dodg-
ers in 1951,

UNCUT NOVELS PREFERRED
by Jack Marsh

Dear Sirs:

Trimmed edges help a magazine's ap-
pearance, of course, but I cannot see why
50 many fans place so much importance on
the matter. After all, it's the quality of
your stories that really counts. To me,
anyway.

Congratulations on “The ?hcated
Man”. Too many so-called *“novels” these
days are being cut down until they seem
to leave out far too much.

—hl{ton  S3teet,
Jomesilarm, Akfkonsas

The response to “The Duplicated
Man® was 3 to 2 in favor; the fol-
lowing two letters are as representa-
tive of the opposition as these three
above have been representative of
readers pleased with it,
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# Uses ARG

by W. E. Pearson

New Kensingten, Penna.
iTired of the reutine ef my elerieal
f6b; | decidsd that Speedwriting
would help me ebtain a better
pesition. WiMhin a few weeks of -EEMENEE:
sparetime study, | easily mastered the ABG pringiples
of Speedwriting, With this simple, natural sherthan
systom, | can take distation quickly, read it bs
essily. As a result, | hare been premeted s a fine
position. | resommend Spesdwriting to anysne inter:
ested in their future sueeess.”

Sample Lesson Enables

YQU to Test § iting at” bome—
ABSOLUTELY FREE!

Because Bgeedwrltlng Shorthand uses the ABC's
ou_have known since your childhood—it is by
F the simplest and ciulckest shorthamd to learn,

1; why we invi eEgau to mail the coupon
of both our FR booklet and a FREE
sson. We want you to see for yourself
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womén who have found Speedwriting a shortcut
to a better job and more pa_ry in business, in-
dustry or Civil Service positions. You learn at
home in your leisure time or through classroom
instruetion. The cost is low, terms arran g
8uit your eonveniemnee. Typiﬂgh_also available,
ou are anxious to do something Row to pav_?
to. a und, EY stantial gﬁfééf=m. al
héag 1A over 350 eities in

@ way
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Please sand full details and FREE sample lesson
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COLD WAR STQRIES
UNWANTED

by Val Walker

Mr. Lowndes:

I had great hopes for the Aug. Dpynanie.,
A terrific cover by Alex Schomburg—a full
length novel by James Blish ete.

Then the letdown—and what a letdown.
I believe, in your eagerness to publish a
full-length novel, you must have grabbed
the first one that came along. As a rule I
do not like to gripe about a magazine, but
the June lssue of Dynammdc showed such
?Eamise, and the August issue was sueh a
lop that 1 feel that I must say something.

“The Duplicated Man”: if I want to
read stories: about the cold war between
Russia and the United States, I will read
the headline stories in the newspapers. For
that was all the novel was. The iron cur-
tain was in the dust clouds around Venus;
the pro-earth party only duplicated the
Communist Party.

There has been a trend in science-fiction
of late to stories of thig type, just as, dur-
ing the war, many science fiction stories
were, glorified war stories.

The only readable story was the short
by Gene Henderson. Charles Dye jt
seems to me is working too fast. His story,
lacked that certain readable spark.

There were three good things about D){-
namic; the cover, “Inside Science Fiction”,
which is a wonderful feature, and “The
Lobby”, which is one of the best editorials
being written in s-f.

With the June issue I had hoped that
Dyixmwio was. going the way of Fruiture—
up

Nevertheless’ I await the next issue, if
for no other reason that to read Robert
A. Madle's column.

By all means get the trimmed edges
back; and while were on the subject of
mag makeup—only one staple—really are
they that expensive? This last issue came
apart before I could finish reading it.

I will probably be the only person that
kicks about the Blish and Sherman novel—
but there it is.

Here's hoping the Oct. issue is better—
much better; even Madle's column will not
draw my 25¢ forever.

—6438 E. 4t Place,
Tulk, Hdhoma.

Among the many things that science
fiction writers can do is to project
more-or-less current situations into the
future where they cam be manipulated
and solved by methods unawailable to-
day. Stories of this type, as long as I
can remerber, have usually been con-

[T To Page 881
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Want the thrill of making someone do exactly what ¥ou
order? Try hypnotism! This amazing technique gives full
sonal satisfaction. You'll find it entertaining and gratifying.
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ot 30 simply, anyone can follow it. And there are 24 reveal-
ng photographs for your guidance. Includes complete
tions for party and stage hypnotism.
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send the coupon today. We will ship you our copy by return
mail, in ‘zlain wrapper. If not delighted with results, return
it in 10 days and your money will be refunded, Stravon Pub-
lishers, Dept HISSID 113 West 57th St., New York 19, N. Y.

STRAVOM PUBKISHERS, Dept: WSSI00 ]
119 West 671k St M. Y. 10, N. V.

Send HOW TO NYPNOTIZE fo plain wrapper.

Send C.O0.D. 1 wilt postman $L.98 phis postage,
[} :nemt $1.98. Send’;&wﬂ P

not delighted, 1 may retum W i 10 days and get my
money back.
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troversial, and some readers have ob-
jected in principle, as you do.

You weren't alone in not caring for
“The Duplicated MaY”, although you
were the only reader to specify dislike
on the grounds you did; others just
said “phooey”, without stating why.

Frankly, I'll stand by my guns on
this one, without prejudice agalnst any-
one's right to lambast e for deing s6.
That doesn’t mean that yeu’ll see fre-
quent stories of this “eurtent event
projection” type; while 1 like one,
now and then, I feel it ean enly be
dene rarely.

Reminds me of the gent at a concert
who murmured to his companien,
while the violinist was sawing through
a cadenza, “This is very hard to do—
fiendishly difficuls.”

“Huh!” responded the other, “I
wish it were impossitiit?”

YOU DONT KNOW?

by Carol McKinney

Dear Bob:

You know, I really counted on reading
and enjoying “The Duplieated Man” in the
Aug. Dynamiéc after it was played up 86
much and everything. It was disappeint-
ing, actually to get into the story. I sup-
pose there will still be lots of raves
though—you can’t please everyone all the
time, nor even most of the time!

Se, the ratings eome out like this:

1. “The Winning Losers” (amn untheught-
of-before theme that really turned out
good!)

2. “The Last Man In The Moon” (This
started out better than it ended).

3. “No Greater Glory” (Egad!) Ne com-
ment).

4. “The Duplicated Man”
to say the lemsi).
“Inside Science-Fiction™ (vigorous dis-

play of enthusiasm) 3 the best feature

Kou've had in any of your mags! Hope You

eep it up, and even add to it from time
to time!

You mean that you don’t know that we
prefer trimmed edges? By all means—let’s
get rid of these “‘mechanical difficulties”
and dress up the old qlfl! Fire the print-
ers—do something!/ All they have to do is
print i?i“ fag—you have to tear your hair
over

(disappointing,
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And how about a cover, minus the Words

on the pic?
—885 N. Bth Egat S,
Prsiis» l(}f&ﬁ

I kmow well enough that many, if
not most, readers prefer and de-
sire trimmed edges, just as I do my-
self. However, the editor’s testimony
and opinion is net enough; the imside
pffice wanted corraboration frem the
vocal readers, which is why we %an
that squib asking for statements frem
you-all,

Incidentally, just to keep the ree-
ords straight, let it be kmown to all
and sundry—even J. Athelstane Sun-
dry of Kobold Korners—that Michael
8herman is nat Lester del Rey.

PS: Sherman isn’t Henry Kuttner,
either.

THE BATTLE’'S ON
by Al Lewis

Dear Mir. Lowndes:

It there is such a thing as damnmg with
faint praise, then Mr. Van Riper's J;pre-
giation of Doc Smith has succeede
mirably. Riper, like the bulk of Smith
arities, has missed the point completely.

I realize my line of argument is going
to sound a bit like the weird position taken
by the defense in the recent Los Angeles
eontroversy who insisted that “UNESCO
{8 not subversive because it does not ad-
voecate world government.” My position is
geiﬂ to be that Smith’s stories are not

ecaluse they are not space opera.

“Space opera,” by connotation if not by
definition 13 a limited term, much more
analogous in usage to ‘“soap opera" than
to “horse opera,” which is a fairl respect-
able generic synonym for ern.’
“Spaee opera,” originally, meant the sort
of story that was laid against a cosmic
baekground and one or more extra-
terrestrial planets. Latterly it has come
to be synenymous with “thud and blunder.

If Smith's stories are space opera in
the former sense, which is undeniable,
they ecertainly are not so in the latter
sense. They are far too competently han-
dg‘ed and meticulously thought out for
that.

In all of science fiction there are only
three or four ty%s of faster-than-li ht
Spaceshlp drlve he first type is the

dmm used In something like
9.99% of all stfl%res laid against an inter-

m Fige]
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stellar background. It comes in two forms:
the aubspace type, best exemplified by
Murray Leinster’s overdrive; and the
“fourth dimensional shorteut” most ade-
quately worked out by Asimov. The second
type is the “mathematical drive” of Caimp-
bell’s “Mightlest Maehine” and its sequel,
The third type 18 the spaeedrive 6f
Smith’s Lenamen stories, which strikes at
fgeﬁlligaft of the problem by neuwtralizing

C

For Campbell, the drive is an end in it-
self; he is interested in the mechanism. For
Leinster, and the bulk of writers, the drive
is a means to an end: a way to get from
planet to planet in a short enough length 6f
time to tell a compaet story witheut run-
ning afoul of ene of the eonsequences of
Emstem’i relativity,

Only Asimov and Smith have develeped
their theories and portrayed them in op-
eration In their societies; and of the two,
Smith’s development is the fuller. Inertia
can be cut off, but when it is restored the
original velaeity of the ship 1s also re-
itefed this has all serts of conseguences,

ﬁiﬁfé is ne resistamee to motion, ex=
Eloswei are miserably useless as weapens;
herefore the impertanee of a traeter fi@la.
At high veleeities the density of matter in
space builds up eensiderable frietien an
§ féﬁmllﬂiﬁﬂ is enee again impertant. AA
% w of conservation ef energy i maifs
taé?e ﬂbesauga it takes pewer to fun the

The problem of space warfare is de-
veloped; its chief difficulty is seen to be
one of coordination and a solution is pro-
posed.

Subspace is exploited for weapon pos-
sibilities, and the key to their successful
employment is found in the psychology of
the defenders.

Unattached status is a perfect excuse for
Smith’s hero ‘to be both high brass and a
personal operative.

Smith’s universe is a relentlessly de-
veloped mechanistic materialism, but op-
timistic nevertheless.

His ethical system is strictly relative—
something is good because it approximates
the Arisian ideal, rather than vice-versa—
but it does make room for absolute values
in the only possible place they can exist.

Smith’s characterization is not nearly so
bad ss everyone insists. After all, if it
“out-Homers Homer"” this can be taken as
something of a compliment, sinee Homer
has been around, for almost three millenia
now,

Van Riper cammott credit Clarissa
Kinnison because she is not promiscuous.
There are two good reasons for this. One
of these is that a superwoman cannot pos-
sibly beeome interested In less than a super-
man. The seeond is that, in any persen who
hopes to justify his er her elaims to exeel-
lenes, there Eﬂﬂ ot exist a vﬁae gap be-



THE RECKONING

The vote on whether we siiould continue to have our covers illustrate a stery In
the issue seems to be split down the middle, so we'll eentinue the practiee -Z- but
not for each and every issue.

"The Duplicated Man" proved to be unique in that It received more first-place
votes and enthusiasm, as well as more "dislike"” votes, than any other story we've
presented in this magazine. Obviously, it takes first place, even though the point-
rating was below that of ''The Wimning Losers”. The rest of the issue came out
thus: (2) "The Winning Losers" (Henderson) — 2.04, (3) 'No Greater Glory"
(White) — 2.81, and (4) "The Last Man in the Moon" (Dye) — 3.00.

Increased production-costs made an unkappy choice necessary — either to raise
the price of the magazine, or to cut the n r of pages. The latter decision rules
out book-length novels; let's hope that conditions improve in the future, so that
we can offer a3 large a book as before, without a price-boost. :

M.C. Poase’s novelet was the sole offering in our Oclober issue to please
everyonej no voter put it- in last place, either. All the rest received both first-
place and last-place votes, as well as a bit of raspberry-noises.

Here's: the record:

1. Tempie of Despair (Pease) _ an
2. - Fishers of Men (Annas) . .18
3. _Snail's Pace (Budrys) 3.38
4, Machine Complex (Wampier) 4.00
5. Poetess & 21 Cadavers (White) - 4.52
8. Night-Pear (Long) 4.60

And, to femihd you again, whether or not we continue te award eriginals to|
the’ tetter-writers depends upon the balloting this time. »

Send your coupon to DYNAMIC SCIENCE FICTIGN ¢/o Columbia
Publications, Inc. 241 Church Street, New York 13, New Yerk.

prprpupupepepepepegegepersr T Y YT YLD DL L L E LR L Ll el bk I L L o Lhf 2 2 I

i

Number these In order of your preferense, to the !
left of numeral; if you thought any of them bed, 1
mark an "X" beside your dislikes. i

+—THE CHAPTER ENDS (AndersoB) ........

—DESIRE NO MORE (Budrys) -............ .
—THE UNWILLING PROFESSOR (Porges) .. §
—. .. SO THEY BAKED A CAKE (Marks) ... |

-n--‘-.--q--—-nﬂ---ﬁ-i‘----.

* —THE EINAL EIGURE (Merwin) ............
Shall we contiimue to award origimails to leftmwwiibess? Yes........ Ne........ 1
Wihase were the three best lefitaes this time? 1 ... vviviiiiiniiity
2 e et L PPN ettt e
Gamged] ORI - . . . it ittt ittt it ettt ey
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..850 THEY BAKED A CAKE

colossal conceit of men, I guess.

When our fast 51gnal back to eacVE'
had given the okay sign, sure, they”
started building bigger ships and re-
cruiting- another crew. But by the time
that the AWwtt E. IV, was ready to
take off for a more extended expedi-
tion, the Largwy-Dritee was fiow the
LarsonbAdisfletiitkick Dyiiige, with 8 ves.
loeity of a full half the speed of light,
some five times our velecity.

Somehow, Tina had managed to get
herself in the party, as Hams had
sensed she would. And the time-differ-
ential, as it worked out, wasn't serious
at all. Tina had been only 32 when we
left her on earth. Including the year
and ‘a half she had already been with
the colony on New Columbia, she was
still quite a bit younger than Hans,
and just twice as pretty as the day of
thele separation.

The tremolo note was rising now, the
soft, mystic pitch of excitement in-
herent in the new world.

I turned to Mac, who was grinning
like to split his face. I said, “Looks
like you were wrong, old boy—about
the impossibility of colomizing.”

He nodded his head readily, but he
wouldn't tear his eyes away from that
monsterous, preposterous chocolate
cake. The attraction, I discovered, was
a little bevy of on-lookers who stood
at-its base. They were a dozen or more
most attractive colonists in the younggl
et age-bracket and unmistakably of
the opposite sex.

Mac said, “Yeah, T -was wrong
about colonizing p rospeecctss. Dead
wrong. Aren't you gladi?”

And now the tremolo feeling split
into a crescendo of sub-harmomics anc
overtones, a magnificent chord"of at
tunement with life and humanity
everywhere in the universe. And all a
once I knew I was glad, happy as hel
to see these people from the old home
town of earth.
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science—and  which tries
jugate fact to moral fiction.

History shows that usually the
highest morals have been verbal
screens for eras of great hypocrisy;
there’s an old Arab proverb to the
fact that the holier the city, the more
depraved its imhabitants.

Now there's no reason why E. E.
Smith, or anyone else, can't inject his
own beliefs into the future, and have
whatever standards he wants. How-
ever, there's no reason, also, why the
audience shouldnt laugh if the pic-
tuee is slightly ridiculous. And some
have found a ridiculous quality about
projecting post-Victorian morality into
an intergalactic setting.

However, let's give credit where
credit is due: Smith indicates that
very few achieve anything like the
ideals in practice—which is quite be-
lievable.

to sub-

" RE M ¥ MBUERED

We're willing to keep the
letter-contest going as long as
you waint it, but the way most
of you winners have delayed
asking for the originals you
won makes me suspect that
the gilt has sort of worn off.
Origineals piled up, and when
the convention fepresentiative
asked for a lot, we turned over
fere than we meant fe,

Soo, sorry, but this issue's
winners will have to take se-
lections from, what 1 have on
hand. I'll try to keep things in
orcder, now; but 1 would like
youe vote on the matter.

Winners this time are: James
Fenimore Cooper Jr., Joe Keogh
and R. R. Anger.
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N

MAIL OIRDEFR MART

w#’
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adies SKIRTS
68c cath

3 for $1.79
Full assoriment of
colors and les.
Alll Woolks, plaids
and Mintures

Ladies SL3PS
49¢ each
5 for $9.99
Beautiful, well davsred|
slips that really sivé]

youw value for yoi
money.

Ladies Spring
& Toppers
$1.29 eac
2 for $2.39
Reel Bargain! In fime'
wool materials. Need
IrM repairs. For best
ection order at once,

adies SHOES
99¢ a pair
3 for
Good quality Leath-
ers end Fabrics,
WILL GIVE MANY
IMIONTHS OF
GOOD WEAR.

al IES

rv‘f Nhny styles end pat

%{Jmn In l:og Fuul
slegys,
o

Deposit MMS! eeme

S

Dept. No. DA

[ 160 Monroe Street, New York 2, NLY.
v Please send me the following items, $1.00 dcpmi( en+

. closed.

-

|

_ SIZE PRICE

‘Give Hose size « If Qndas is $5.00 or more.

le -

State

! 9 No Order accepted without $1,00 daposi, Canada &

§  Foreign » Full Payment with

Order.



TAKE IT EASY!

If you suffer the miser{ and an-
noyance of common pile sym

toms, try Page’s Palliative Pile
Preparations for the reliet theus-

s e Lt ol
of send TODA
FRE tﬂ&?iuﬁ

. R. PAGE €0. bép

SONGWRITERS

Songs compossd and PUBLISHED. Established
since 1943, Write for FREE Information te

Nordyke Publishing Co., Dept. DA-10
7070 Hollywood Bivd. Hollywood Cal.

b4o)
ef a Qﬂ%%}ﬁ
pi, 1o besye 1

ARCH BOOK €0.

19 East 28 SL. ¥ew Vet 16 Dept. 130-H]

Jeapa: ;
ME METHOD,

rd| HAPPINESS, BEALTH, and INCOME

be  obtai uickl U.M.R:

economically and GIN
HO| . MAY BE USED §
alooholic {nstitutiony t h D _2 BN
v E DHESNE QE E \ﬁ ,asﬂﬁf 44
, Hag m g ed, 8
mber AL A 7’-’3 ) AKING
AINRNG GVELE” Nt & or ipriding e
malad]ustment €ay lrg ale? P 19 B AN
PROLONGED PERIOB, WITH WEHR OB 88:
CIAL LIFE. One of many satisfled users waites: “Your methed
mmnlmmhﬁp%w-f—. . D. 8. I Pre-
ared by pharmacist formerly conneeted WAt m:sng aleoholie sami-
rium. Comes in 1;;:; 3 o, EREAD‘I TO USE, compl

ete wiith
instructions, WH FOR IMITATIONS8? ORDER
ORIGIIN.AI;“:’IIEM.I&MHIETHOD TODAY ANDlslAWEluh o help
P order: generous & ecial capsules
Al jone up appetite and n:pryozs?nd aiges?uo g;n
SEND NO MONEY! NOW OMNLY $4.50!
USE [0 DAYS AT OUR RISK—SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
OR RETURN UNUSED PORTIONS AND $4.50 REFUNDED.
name and address, pay postman $4.50 plus -
age! fond $4.50 with order and we Hé age.
UNITED MEDICAL RESEARCH

Bex 426, Dept. U-10. Mimmeupolis 1, Minn,
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DYNAMIC Science Fiction

Fred Christiofff: Once upon a time there
was an industry who decided people didn’t
have any intelligence at all. None of them
had ever been to high seheel and their
average I, Q. was that of a twelve yeaf
old. 1t was ealled the mevie industry. ORg
day they found they were makiﬁg 888
meney than usual, and they wendered why.
They looked areund and they found that
another industry ealled Television had de-
cided that people enly had the intelligence
of ten year olds and was running them bt
e business, Se they thought, and they
thought, and pretty 506 the¥ found some:
c?mg that weulq appea tg the eight year
glds. 1t was ealled tHrea-D. Mo nHow the
industry 18 happy i%il%ﬂ&{id thie Hee
arg ing, and i that's the sert
seieneg i‘éﬂgﬂ Yo Wwani g6 leglk up that
AveR pulp 6F a ceupls of years Baek.

The point of this whole thing is that
it’s the seciene® in science fiction that
make the genre what it is. Otherwise it's
a love story or a western or something else
with a few props. Granted it has to be
well written. But it is the ingenuity and the
thoroughness of the author’s treatment of
sofne I[nteresting aspeet of physies or so-
ciology of pyschology that gives the story
an interest over and above the mere plot

interest.
Science fiction is idea fiction, Without
the idea it is emasculate,
—706 Sam Lovenz St,

Santta Momica, (ediff,

I believe it was Will Durant who
observed of the Romam prince Au-
gustus that he had two objectives
once he had attained the highest pow-
er; one, to make the people happy;
two, to make them good.

He succeeded in the first aim; when
Augustus died, Rome had become
prosperous. But the second ambition
was a miserable failure; his people
just wouldn’t live up to Augustus'
noble ideals, and the prince died a bit-
ter old man.

There are all sorts of ideals, and
certainly most of what we consider
progress—mot only technological prog-
ress, but improvements in humam rela-
tionships which are covered in the idea
of social progress—has sprung from
individual and group ideals. However,
there’s a kind of idealism which is
deadly, and that is the kind which
tries to force people to live according
to the dictates of someone else’s con-
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ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS

Ssit our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS &hd other NOV-
ELTIES. Each booklet size 4 1./2 3 2 3/4 and is FULLY IL-
LUSTRATED. We will send 24 assorted booklets prapald
upon receipt of $1.00 or £0 assorted booklets sent prepald
upon receipt of $2.00. NO CHECKS. Wholesale novelty
price list sent with order only. No orders sent C. O, D.

REPSAC SALES CO.
1 Qrekord St Dept. 150A New York 2, N. Y.

Let d Sale. lop Bcdio Guit&rlﬁ, te&cb songt the
very first Dm in g’ 3.;:: His fa-
mom bookd”' ui h 3 hord charts, etc, * hor
to tune me, bull chotds, bau runs dance chords, swing,
eto., plus 1?0 Po r Songs and_r e, Sumrls. fri
rahhm. Paap ndSaut: ulm‘el spoctE n'i’an 1.98 pins 81)
Dﬁi{m of iﬁﬁd “2 with order iﬂﬂ’ Iﬁa’ postage. ﬁivlﬂﬁ gusrsn-
EI? SALE Studio $0C4

DICE ® CRRDS
uAalo Cards—READ m

5@—”” mﬁ? ) w
gﬁ%mé%? e

CATALOG TODAY.
€o.. 853 Bo. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Rl

GIGANTIC COLLECTION
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plete Collection plus
wilh approvals, Send 5¢ for postage

ete,

BRADLEY BEACH. N. 1.

FREE!
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NEW MAGIC QUICK QLICK

helps clear itchy skin. An

An emellient aid in the selief

of skin irritations, chafed skin, prickly heat, heat

rash, minor scalds and burns.

Prise  $1.50

Guarsnieed. P.O. Bex 2525, Phoenix, Arisena.
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DYNAMIC Secience friétion

tween professed and practiced morals as
characterizes much of our sogiety /S
And which is better—to lower the stan
ards to meet the norm, or to tiy to 1ift tha
reality toward the ideal? This 1dea is basia
to all of Smith's stories.

Smith’s aliens are his forte. To develo
a true aliem is one of the hardest of all
possible tasks. Hal Clement’s, no matter
how wonderful in physiology afe still home

ps in psychology—by intention. Wem-
baum has solved the problem of makm%
extraterrestrials alien by makin e
quite frankly incom reh@ﬂ&h@lazawa then

aying for humer. Smith's aliens are guits

ser eua—am beth alien and comprehensibie.
of Palain VII {s prebably ths
?zgtsiteﬁp@ffe@tly developed alleﬂ in §518ﬁ66

Smith’s universe is worked out with a
detail and a logic and a c<~~v:-woney that is
approached only by Asimov. In scope—
breadth of vien~—he is exceeded only by
Stapledon. But then Stapledon was a pro-
fessional philosopher and v writing ars
gument, whereas Smith’s 1s speculation of
the “what would happen if” sort,

His plot-form is quite Adimittedly the wX=
venture plot. But he handles it better than
anyone else. He writes it with a verve and
an optismism and an irrepresible enjoyment
that other would be practitioners of the
type—Simalk, for Instance—ean’t approach.
Smith enjoys writing, and is therefore
tremendously fun te read. Probably this
is why “Children of the Lens” sueeeeds at
pfeeisely the same peint where “Ring

Arpund the Sun” falls flat en its faee.

E. E. Smith is his own justification.

Now for the stories in your October
lssue'

1, “Temple of Despair’'-——Pease. This was
the only story in the issue really worth

readm% Coincidentally or otherwise it was
the only long story in the issue.

2. “Snail's Pace”—Budrys.

3. “Fishers of Men™ —Anmms

4. “The Poetess, ete.”-—White.

5. “Machine kex™—Wampler,

6. "Night Fear”—Long.

Somethmg has got to be done about cov-
ers. With the exception of the August one
they have appeared uniformly chaotic. Too
muech stuff—whether titles, as on the first
eouple, or just assorted junk asg in this one.
Thev laek unity.

The same lack of orgamization annears
on the contents page. -Everything thrown
in together and hashed up. Segregate the
stories and artieles and departments, may-
be suberdinating the latter. More aesthetic.

Run fewer stories of longer length: hold
the articles as they are, for they are ex-
cellent, and put back some of those pages
you took out this time.

Letters: 1. Donald King 2. RR Anger;
3. Koe Keough, though 1 disagree about the
boak reviews.

[Turs Te Page 94]
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LOOK AT

Amva

Amazing New Way devel.
oped by modern medieal
science to put on weight on
lean bodies. Guaranteed to

e S —
w.my give you ap to an extra
pound a dayl Or your
- money baek! Why should
you dread going to parties
7 and soelals, simply because
‘ ’ you look serawny and spin-

4

dly? Why ever (eel sell-
eonseious abeut your bedy
agaia?
welght™ . ... oF jusi a litile
on the thin side, due (o
faulty appetite, oF bad diet
aFy Habils, you éap put oR
H? 6  pound a day of
attragtive welght without
exereise . . . dangerous drugs
.. OF speeial diet ... and
more guiekly, more easil

than you ever dreamed poasi-
ble . . . wiith MORE-WATE.
~ MORE-WATE contains o
dangerous drugs . . . you eat it like eandyl Yet . .., if you were
to have this same preseripiion eompeunded o your order, it
would eosi you many times more. However, through ihis intro-
dueiory 6ffer, you ean obiain 4-wey MORE-WATE iableis . . .
a full 10 days' supply . ... for just $1.00 or & 30 day supply for
only $2.98, plus & 10 day supply free, with an abselute morney-
haek guaraniee! Yes, _trg MORE-WATE for TEN DAYS . ..
and jf Aet emml, delighted with weight gained, reiurn the uns
ased supply for full refund! Yeu've nothing to lese . . . and
Weight to gain! Aei now! Siop being the guy or the gal thai
everyone ealls “skinny.” Siop being ihe guy of the gal who dreads

Dot one child yet has failed to go for and ask for more
MORE-WATE tablets! Stop worrying about children not
edting enough, give them MORE-WATE tablets—it stimu»
{ates their appetite . . . they eat it like candy!

MEN ARE OFTEN ASHAMED TO STRIP FOR SPORTS
OR FOR A SWimt

GIRLS ARE NOT AUWRING AND OONT HAVE EVE-
CATCHING CURVES!

CHILDREN WHO WONT EAT AND ARE UNDIER:
WEIGHT, OFTEN CALLED SKINNY!

at last More-Wate plan that puts
attractive pounds and. inches cn
body, chest, arms and legs$

summer and going to parties VY TN

and socials because it means ;v

everyone will enjoy themselves \we don.t mf

and you won't. Don’t be a wall- &

flower, because you have a fig. smNW .
on our teamy

ure like a broomstick! Gain
mere weight!

10-DAY
SUPPLY
ONLY

The 4-way MORE-WATE tab-
lets are umconditienally guar-
lnho: to lrul on weight . !.
or it doesn’t cost yon a penay
MORE-WATE is a delicious,
full strength, 4-way tablet . . .
that combines not just one . ..
or two . . . but 4 of the most
amazing aids for gaining
weight known to medical
science. MOBRE-WATE is not
a liquid . ... not a powder. It's
delicious, pleasant-tasting tablet! It contains vitamin 812 ..,
the amazing red vitamin doctors give many ht
patients in hospitels . ... It eontaing Iron that helps correct
iron deficiency, anemia and builds rich, red blood. It comiasing
appetite-building vitamin B-1 . . . and it contaim: wutritions
easily assimilated malt, the amazing ingredient that helps your
body turn much of the food you eat into well rounded fliesh

, instead of being wasied. That's the secret of putting on weight.

Now you ean help your food to add mew pounds to your arms,
chest, hips, thighs, and legs. Now you dont have to bve skinay
. ... ot afraid to be seen socially and he ashamed of your fifigues!
You must achieve the figure you want , ... or don't pay
anything. Act now!

SENSATIONAL 10-DAY TEST!

Mail the ceupon now! Test the amazing MORE-WATE tablet
plan for 10 days at our expense. If after 10 days your friendss
your mirror and your scale do not tell you that you have gained
weight and look better you pay nothing!

MORE-WATE CO., Dept. 109

318 Market Street. Newark, N. J.

Just mail us your name and address, and $1.00 cash, check or
! money order. You will receive a 10 day supply of MURE-WATE
i tablets and plan, postage prepaid.

€] Send me 30 day supply plus an extra 10 day supply «baalisaase
40 day nlaply& for $2.98. I understand that if I am not delighted
with MORE-WATE tablets and plan, I can return the 30 day
supply in 10 days for full purchase price refund, and keep the
10 day supply without charge.
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ARNIING

TERRIFIC TRIUMPH OF SCIENCE
Awarded NATURE'S PATH
L&~ SEAL OF APPROVAL

by America’s ploneer health magazine

BEWARE NATURE'S
DANGER SIGNAL!

DOUBLE-ACTION FORMULA GUARANTEES

YOU DOUBLE MONEY BACK UNLESS YOU
GET SENSATIONAL DOUBLE BENEFITS!!

Startling X-Ray View

You stomach sufferers can now throw
-all those dangerous drugs and
waft less remedies you have tried with
little of ne sueeess. Study the fevealmg
X-Ray picture abeve See why Mag
ﬁivai you DOUBLE-ACTION table&s ie
m these emm 32 feet agasyeuf di-

el Ne&hm&%ﬁz&?‘;ﬁ% ggﬂiv%
! 8 sha;&

%ﬁﬂ?

g i
Now. read the actual letters of grate-
ful users, once sufferers like oufself.
Check our offfer and guarantee. £y
M ay for 5 full days. Yeu m\m get
ti of we guarantes Double Your
ey Baek. You ean't lese. Fill out
iﬂd man valuable eoupen.

“— uygrreRs RROYE T

af ‘BS‘\

sgtentas ¥ w s

Pﬁ"‘, first 3t

. e et . . e e e

esle{ relief: Mail Ro-ris
TO

Do you feel so bloated, stuffed, puffed out, you must loosen
clothing just to breathe? Stomach stretched, swollen, blown up
like a balloon from awful gas? In misery with heartiburm, belch-
ing, gas-pains, headaches, sour stomach, bad breath? Feel nervous,
grouchy; lack appetite; sleep badly? Now you can fid yourself of
these warhings of danger, due to gastric hyperacidity, to need for
stiraulated natural gastre-intestimall juices and ecarminative action.

Your physician will tell you to rid both your stomach and
intestines of bloat and gas, you must use a DOUBLE ACTION
remedy: one for your stomach, and one for your bowel. Not just
one kind of tablet. powder or liquid. That is why new Magay
Gold & White Tablets give you real results. You take a Gold
Tablet BEFORE MEALS—a White Tablet AFTER MEALS
—and brother, you're on easy street. You say good-bye to gas,
bleat and other fnon-ofganic symptorms.

Settle your stomach worry right now! Our square-deal no-risk
offer says: “Neighbor, we know how you suffer—how disappointed
you are with all those useless remedies that have failed you.” You
need send:no money.. just-writs. you? name on the coupon. Magay
double-actiom tablets must do everythimg stated on this page, to
your satisfaction, or return the unused portion and get pot only
the price you pay. but DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK! You
know we couldn't make such an offer unless is all we say
=so order with confidence today Big 150 tablet sup ggy only
§300 FREE: dissonntt cOMROmM 38¥ess yosu 599c°0nﬁmSt Thatt
7 tablet for all these bemefits. Don't
EOUPOR ROW: Y@U HAVYE N@THING

OSE BUT A BELLY FYLL OF G
©\Magay Corp., Box 74, Bayside 60, N. Y

makes 1t less thar 2¢

Meogeay Corporation, Box 74, Buyside 60, N, Y,
Rush big 150 tablet supply of Magay GOlA & White

Plain bigaphal. tabh:usbpply.ltﬁhﬂ&gnyﬂwlt&awm
ghtz:wmpp’\v;on&ym&b kbsnddlghie%ffvmm
tnou e My oney bacl nd €3 r%urn unusedﬁgrinon"wu

Se d voﬂnld pl ke3s coupon
You pay €
Nome . [
Address

Canade & foreign—ne C.O.D."s



Yes3 Any 3 of These Top Science
Fiction Thrillers - - Yours
for Only $1.00!

MAG;NEE—{
» any three o
v these rocket-
swift, jet-propelied SCIENCE-FIC-
TION bee —yours for only $1.00!

Each sﬁe is erammed with science
thrills of the futurwe...packed with
the imagmati@n that will make to-
merrew's headlines. . .written by the
mostt soupht-after seience-fietion
writers of today. A $7.50 to $9.00
value, eemplete and in handseme
permanent bindings—but yeurs fer
enly $1.00 en this amazing offer.

The foundin of this SCUENCE-:
FICTION BOOK CLUB is & necogni:
tiom of the fact that Salemmce-Fietion

SCIENCE-FICTION BOOX CLUB
I Dept. DAG-1, Gardu City. New York

Please rush 3 books rhecked be-

Iease rru% . i K§ g;:.ﬁ
‘ | |n ht l" r! [o R e’h
te i i Sssﬂd tm!e C1 e!s =

I ?g"e%:gﬁmgmo“u lmt’ontl il l%’e
BE;;E S feakeconthoc %e Vgl u'g/fm
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| Ea, 2 mﬁn&wsgai
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) ISR TR ik
| gmmﬂng Mty &'ng Arsd e 3en
gn S E w/fs'r%

&s
lang Earth

—— e e ——a o —em m—

"oty ... Zone . ... State .......
Salmuon price In canadl sl O, plus 'Mg‘ “
ping. Address 105 Bond St.. Toromto, L}
(Offer good only in U.S. and Canada.)

ace as_am
@ﬁbf;}%@ T ﬁﬁ vg(z% ¥ 3%
yr%o}iu eWa o &(‘)’u
wasting tlme and mone\ wading

through good and bad alike?

Now — The Cream Of New Science
Fiction Books — For Omily $1 Each!

The SCIENCE-FKETIEON BOOK
CLUB selects each momth the hest
andl omly the best mnew Iciemce-Fic-
tiom book. And to enable you to EN-
JOY the finest withowtt wonyim%
about the cost, the (lub has arrange
to bring you these brand-mew full-
length books FOR ONLY $1 EACH
(plus a few cents shipping ehaige)—=
evem though they eost $2.50, $2.75
?im(ﬂ “tm in publishens’ origimnl edi-

ons!!

No Dues or Complicated Rules

The operatiom of the Club is sim-
ple. Eacth month the Board of Editors
reads all the promiising new sciiemnce-
fictiom books amdl selects the No. 1
title. Eacth selectiom is deseribed
WELL IN ADWVANE, in the Club's
interestimg free bulletim, "Things te
Come.” Yow take ONLY those BHoocks
you reallly wanht—as few as four a
yeam. If yow wiisth., If you dom™ want
the eurrehit selection, you netify the
ehith. There are he other rullks, ne
duess, no fees:.

SEND NO MOMNEY—Just Mail Coupon

We KNOW that you will enjoy member-
ship in this unuswal new book club. To
PROVE (t, we are makimg this amazing
offer to new members! Your -choice of
any 3 of the new Sclence-Fictilon master-
pieces deseribed at right—AT ONILW §$1
KOR ALL THREFE. One is your first Se-
lection amdét twe are your gift books. But
this liberal offer may have teo be with:
drawh at anv time. Be Mmall eoupoh RIGHT
NOW {6

SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLUB
Dept. DAG-1, Garden City, New York
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THE ASTOUNDING p<7
ENCE FICTION S8
THOL

A Story of the 'I‘hlng‘%
becomes whatever it it
Plus many other

talea  skimumi fro ¥

8

Ing ~Science-Fiction Pk
azlma_be It author.  Nks
W. Campbell, Je. ' &

THIS ISLAND EASHW.,.
t}y Raymona IF J
ou're an engineer. -
i on § :ogcret W::i’;
m_ your gitl bewrhiRe

sus| lcloua of your
el’sp { ’“ﬁ
Then your pllna

lowed up in mid-alrbbi i
Ou.ANT FLYING g},

RING AROUNDTHE®.™"

by Clifford Simak—Tiir
Fged Hob Virkese 1%

miy the >
unt ‘—a gtrange
race with mysds =

ers. Then he founif™ em:¥
he himself was hated
“mutant’!

SANDS OF MWARS,

Arther C. Clarke—
ou are the first Earth-
man to rocket-crash on
the desert sands of Mars.
Wanderimg around help-
fessly. you suddenly finil
yourself face-to-face with
LA NARTIAN!

THE MIXED MIEN,

I;?' A. E. Van Vogt—One
the million planets in

interstellar is

But u\ey feady  with
every m@k m mm mllif
spience ta stol



