
THE USELESS 
BUGBREEDERS - BY JAMES STAMERS 

THE previous ease was a 
Weeper, and he lost. So 

the Space Zoning Commis
sioners were damp and irri
table "before I opened plead
ings for my client. I tried not 
to squelch as I approached 
the bench. 

"Not the Flammables again, 
Mr. Jones?" the fat Commis
sioner asked nastily, spong
ing his suit with a sodden 
handkerchief. 

"This was last week, Your 
Honor." 

The thin dark Commission- . 
er stared pointedly at the 
charred end of the bench near
est the witness seat. 

"Indeed it was, Mr. Jones." 
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TO THE SPACE COUNCIL, 
ASTEROID 4722 WAS JUST 
ANOTHER ROADBLOCK IN 
mE WAY OF INTERPLAN· 
ETARY TRAFFIC. BUT TO 
THE USELESS BUGBREED
ERS IT WAS HOME! 

The middle Commissioner 
poised his fingers and looked 
at the court ceiling; moisture 
gleamed diamond like on his 
bald head. 

"Now let me see," he in
toned. "Correct me if I err, 
Mr. Jones, but I seem to ob
serve you have a habit of rep. 
resenting somewhat spectacu
lar aliens. Including, in the 
past six months alone, the 
Drillers, Whirling Tombs, 
Fragile Glasses, Erupters, Vi
brational Men, Transparent 
Women - and of course let 
us not forget the Flamma-
bles." · 

"I assure Your Honor, my 
present clients will be found 



to be sober, hardworking, de
sirable members of the Galac
tic Community, seeking only 
to live on their own asteroid 
in peace under a democratic 
system, which .•• " 

"Thank you, Mr. Jones. 
Shall we proceed?" 
· "And perhaps," added the 
fat Commissioner, "you may 
be good enough to leave us 
with most of our courtroom 
intact on this occasion." 

The thin· Commissioner 
sighed and shuffled his papers. 

"You appear, Mr. Jones, to 
contest a Space Council rul
ing for the elimination of 
Asteroid Four Thousand Sev
en Hundred and Twenty-Two 
on the grounds, which you al
lege, that it is a peaceful 
dwelling of an adult and re
sponsible alien race." 

"Yes, Your Honor." 
"Then let us see your adult, 

urn, Bugbreeder." 
1 shuffled uncomfortably and 

splashed the court stenogra
pher who gave me a dirty 
look. 

"A spaee tramp's name giv
en in the early days of Space, 
Your Honor. More properly, 
my clients are the Selective 
Culturists of Bacteria and 
Lesser Life." 

The fat Commissioner sniff
ed. 

"Bugbreeders will do," he 
said. "Produce one." 

My client hopped off the 
table and ran nimbly up to 
the witness seat. He sat there 
like a small green snowball 
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with large and pointed ears. 
"Happy, happy to be here, 

I'm sure," he said. . 
Fortunately he had a hand 

to raise ai}d looked reasonably 
humanoid as he was sworn in. 
The caterpillar and semi.:jelly 
cultures make a less favorable 
first impression, and at this 
point the Driller had gone ex
citedly through the floor. 

"You are a representative 
member of your race?" I ask
ed formally. 

"Oh, yus. Much." 
"And you reside on Asteroid 

Four Thousand Seven Hund
red and Twenty-Two, the 
permanent dwelling of your 
race?" 

"Oh, yus. Home." 
"And although your home 

presents certain technical diffi
culties for interplanetary veh
icles on the spacerun to the 
greater planets, you maintain 
it should be preserved because 
of your contribution to the cul
ture of the Galactic Commun
ity?'' I asked. 

"Oh, yus." 
"Does he understand a word 

you're saying, Mr. Jones?" 
asked the bald Commissioner. 

·"Oh, yus. Not much," said 
my client cheerfully. 

"Hurrmph," I said, and 
coughed. _ 

"Perhaps I may assist," 
suggested the thin Commis
sioner, with a nasty look at 
me. "What exactly does your 
race do?" 

"Breed. bugs, ·I'm sure. Am 
h~ bacter.iophyaicist name 
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of Lood. Am good · scientist." 
"And what exactly do you 

do with these bugs you raise?" 
"Most everything." 

"YOUR Honors," I inter-
rupted. "At this point I 

propose a few simple demon
strations of what Mr. Lood 
and his people can do." 

"May I inquire if either of 
my learned brethren know any 
way in which we can charge 
Mr. Jones with rebuilding 
costs, if necessary?" asked the 
bald Commissioner. 

"Your Honors, I assure 
you ..• " 

"Proceed at your peril, Mr. 
Jones." 

I walked over to the exhibit 
table and pointed to a row of 
jars. 

"Exhibits A through G, 
Your Honors. Samples of food 
and beverages produced by my 
clients without raw materials 
and from the expert culture 
of bacteria." 

I held up a jar full of mauve 
fungus. It was the most at
tractive example. 

"I would hardly call feeding 
on funguses a sign of a re
sponsible humanoid race, Mr. 
Jones." 

"Perhaps Your Honor will 
recall the part played by bac
teria in making milk, cheese, 
wine, beer, bread." 

The Commmissioners looked 
at eaeh other and nodded re
luctantly. So I passed the jars 
up to them, secure in the 
knowledge they had been·test-
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ed by the Alien Foods Bureau. 
I watched the Commissioners 
unscrew the lids and taste the 
contents somewhat hesitantly. 

"Not bad," confessed the fat 
Commissioner eventually. 

"Quite palatable." 
"Of course we already have 

honey and similar foodstuffs, 
Mr. Jones." 

"Naturally, Your Honor. 
But Mr. Lood's race can sur
vive without extraplanetary 
aid. Provided they have sun
shine and water, they can 
breed their spores and bacte
ria with no other resources." 

"You mean," said the thin 
Commissioner with a dark 
leer, "that almost any sunny 
planet would do for them?" 

Somewhere along the line 
my point seemed to have been 
swept away, so I added hur
riedly: 

"I offer this evidence pure
ly to show the high degree of 
civilization of my clients' cul
ture, as cause why they should 
not be deprived of their native 
land." 

"Oh, yus," my client agreed. 
"Mr. Lood," intoned the 

bald Commissioner, "to stay 
on your present asteroid you 
will have to prove that your 
race offers something that 
cannot be found elsewhere in 
the Galactic Community. Now 
have these funguses of yours 
any special medicinal values, 
for example?" · 

"Please?" 
"C;m you cure diseases with 

them?" 
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"Oh, no." 
"Ah," said the thin and 

fat Commissioners together. 
"Proceed, Mr. Jones." 

THAT put Lood somewhere 
back behind the twentieth

century discoverers of peni
cillin and the myecins, and 
even back behind the pioneer 
Pasteur. Five hundred years 
back, in fact. 

"Yes. Well. Let's see how 
my clients handle housing, 
Your Honors. I think you'll 
find this quite revolutionary. 
Mr. Lood?" 

. Lood hopped off the witness 
seat and trotted up to the long 
table normally reserved for at
torneys. Lately, I have found 
my professional colleagues 
strangely reluctant to stay in 
court when I have a case, so 
Lood had the entire table to 
himself. 

He pulled a small jar out 
from under the table and 
spread a pile of dust on the 
tabletop. Then he unscrewed 
the jar and gently poured 
nothing out of it onto the 
dust. Nothing visible, that is. 
But I assumed it was teeming 
with viruses and such. 

"While Mr. Lood gets this 
started, Your Honors," I said, 
hoping the viruses or what
ever were not fatal to humans, 
"may I submit the usefulness 
of fungus foods for spac~ 
travel and for pioneers on in-
hospitable planets?" · 

"Are we having difficulties 
with General Food - Concen-
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trates, the Travelers Capsule 
Combine and .the other ten 
thousand concerns in this line, 
Mr. Jones?" the bald Commis
sioner asked quietly. 

You can't say I didn't try. 
I shut up and watched Lood 
fuss with the dust on the 
table. 

It started moving as if it 
were bubbling and Lood stood 
back. 

Slowly, the dust on the table 
formed itself into a brick, a 
long eight by six by three inch 
brick. Lood smiled happily. 

"And here, Your Honors," 
I said triumphantly, "here is 
automatic housing." 

"One brick does not make a 
house, Mr. Jones." 

"If Your Honors will just 
watch ... " . 

The brick slowly elongated 
and split into two perfect 
bricks, lying on the table end 
to end. 

"Mass colony action of bac
teria, said Lood wisely. "Oh, 
yus." 

The two bricks each split 
into two further bricks. These 
divided and multiplied them
selves while we watched, out 
to the end of the table. 

"I would like Your Honors 
to observe the way these 
bricks overcome natural haz
ards," I said, getting into my 
stride. 
. I pointed to the bricks droop

ing over the end of the table. 
A brick fell onto the floor at 
each end, then built itself up 
until it joined the line of 
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bricks on the table, fonning 
a perfect arch at each angle. 
The line on the table was now 
three bricks high, so I walk
ed round and stood behind the 
wall. · 

"You see, Your Honors, 
suppose I need a house. I 
merely combine these suitable 
microbes and dust. And there 
we are, a house." 

l had to stand on tiptoe to 
finish the sentence because of 
the mathematics involved. Ev
ery brick was doubling and 
redoubling itself in just under 
a minute. And the wall was 
getting quite impressively 
high. 

"Mr. Jones," called one of 
the Commissioners. 

It was not until I tried to 
walk round the end of the wall 
that I found I had been out
flanked. 

I ran to the nearest wall of 
the courtroom but the bricks 
got there first. I heard a rend
ing noise that suggested the 
other end had gone clean 
through the opposite wall. As 
a matter of fact, I saw the 
astonished face of an attorney 
entering the main door of the 
Justice Building as the wall 
advanced towards him. Then 
he saw me. He grinned and 
waved. 

I was in no mood to wave 
back. 

"Mr. Lood, Mr. Lood," I 
yelled. "Can you hear me?" 

"Wall too thick, yus," came 
a muffled answer. 

And indeed it was. I had not 
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noticed it, but the wall was 
expanding sideways as well. 
I was calculating the approxi
mate thickness when it went 
up and through the roof of the 
courtroom. ' 

Fortunately it was a nice 
sunny day. 

H OWEVER, this was no 
time to sunbathe and I 

dashed towards the hole in the 
courtroom wall, where Lood's 
wall had gone through. 

I just got out before a butt
ress, coming out the wall at 
right angles, blocked the gap. 
I remembered something Lood 
had said about the automatic 
creation of full-scale houses 
on a simple standard plan: 
two rooms, a toilet and a 
patio. 

Outside, the wall was well 
on the way towards complet
ing its second simple house. 
This side of the wall was, that 
is. I could only assume it was 
doing something similar on 
the other side. There was no 
way of getting round and see
ing, except by outstripping 
the wall in a sprint. 

I gathered my breath and 
dignity and ran very rapidly 
down the length of the wall, 
round the far mounting tiers 
of brick, advancing now on the 
State Library, and back to 
where I had left the Conuilis
sioners and Mr. Lood. 

I was faced by a thicket of 
patios and arched doorways 
and low-roofed houses. 

"Your Honors, Your Bon-
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ors," I called hopefully, walk
ing into the maze, in the gen
eral direction of what appear
ed to be an old and ruined 
war monument. It then oc
curred to me that this was 
the outer wall of the court
house. It stood far off, point
ing a stone finger to the sky, 
as if going down in a sea of 
brick for the third time. 

"Your Honors, Your Hon
ors .•. " 

I met them turning a cor
ner. 

Unfortunately, they seemed 
to have found it necessary to 
crawl through a broken gap 
of some sort. They were very 
dusty and had a slightly 
shredded appearance. 

"Ah, Mr. Jones," they said 
grimly, dusting each other off. 

A tremendous crash an
nounced the falling in of the 
roof of the State Library. 

"Well," said the thin Com
missioner, "he did say it was 
revolutionary." 

I smiled politely. 
"Don't giggle, Mr. Jones, or 

we'll hold you in contempt!' 
We wound out of the maze 

in single file. A pattering be
hind us announced Lood bring
ing up the rear. 

Once we were out, and a
bouttwo hundred yards ahead 
of the advancing walls, patios 
and houses, the three Com
missioners turned on me. 

"Mr. Jones," they said with 
restraint. "You will now stop 
this reckless building proj
ect." 
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I turned to Lood. 
" "You must stop it," I said. 

"Oh, yus," he agreed, nod
ding happily. "Most marvel
ous, no. Ample housing for all 
and sundry. Homes for peo
ples. Immediate occupancy. 
You like basic plan house, 
yus?" 

"Mr. Lood," snarled the fat 
Commissioner. "The problem 
on every habitable planet so 
far has been to find room to 
build. Earth is congested ... " 

Distant crashing informed 
me that an unprecedented 
houseclearing was still going 
on. 

" ... And so are all author
ized planets yet discovered. 
I speak for my learned breth
ren in saying that this ••• 
this anthill of yours is one 
thing the Galactic Community 
can do without." 

"And do without right now," 
added his. bald colleague. 

"You wish to stop?" asked 
'Lood. 

Small tears filled the peri
phery ·of his round eyes. 

"Yes," I confirmed brutally. 
"Can you stop it?" 

"Oh, yus. Must have anti
septics." 

I T took the fire department 
four hours of spraying from 
their copters to reduce the 

entire housing estate to dust. 
And then an even blanket of 
brown feathery residue lay 
unbroken for several acres, 
save here and there where the 
shells of previous buildings 

79 



stood up gauntly and accus
ingly. 

"All bugs gone," said Lood 
sadly. 

"But what about this mess?" 
demanded the bald Commis
sioner. 

"Comes out of air. Floating 
particles. Process cleans air, 
too." 

A fresh wind from across 
the blanket of dust came in
opportunely to punctuate Mr. 
Lood's remark. As soon as 
they could talk again, the 
Commissioners suggested re
suming in another city. 

"Assuming, Mr. Jones, you 
wish to produce further as
pects of your, hum, case." 

Six red and bleary eyes 
stared at me from a coating 
of brown dust of only vaguely 
judicial appearance. 

"I think, Your Honors, the 
next evidence had better be 
delivered in the open," I said, 
and pointed to a nearby park. 

Much, if not all, of the dust 
fell off us as we walked over 
to the small green hill in the 
center of the park. The birds 
twittered, the sun shone, the 
breeze was fresh; and after 
the Commissioners had set
tled on convenient tree stumps, 
I felt quite hopeful about the 
third line of evidence. Lood 
stood optimistically by. 

"Your Honors," I said, 
"you are aware that Earth 
suffers a grave shortage of 
metals. Almost all economical 
quantities have been mined 
out. Yet, Your Honors -" I 
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paused dramatically -"in the 
haematin of human blood 
alone, whose main function is 
to carry oxygen to the system, 
there is nearly twice as much 
iron by weight as oxygen." 

"Precisely which of us, Mr. 
Jones, do you propose to mine 
first'!" 

I cleared my throat and let 
the thin Commissioner's re
mark pass. 

"Merely making the point, 
Your Honor, that the metal
carrying properties of bacteria 
have been hardly considered." 

This was stretching it a bit 
because selective breeding of 
microbes for the recovery of 
metals in tailings have been 
developed back in the nine
teen-fifties. But so far as I 
knew, no one had carried it as 
far as my client race. 

"Mr. Lood," I commanded. 
. "Just one moment, Mr. 

Jones," said the bald Commis
sioner drily. "Let us have an 
outline of this before we 
start." 

"Certainly, Your Honor. 
Mr. Lood will now extract 
gold from a sample of ocean 
water we have obtained." 

I signalled to the waiting 
carrier and it came trundling 
softly over the grass and de
posited a large tank on . the 
grass. 

"Genuine untouched ocean 
water, Your Honors," I said, 
slapping the tank. "Go ahead, 
Mr. Lood." 

The little fellow hopped up 
to the side of the tank and 
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emptied another invisible 
horde from a test tube into 
the water. 

We waited. 
"Oh, yus," he said. 
And there on the bottom of 

the tank was an unmistakable 
sludge of metallic gold, shin
ing speckled in the rays of 
sunlight bending through the 
water. 

I scooped out a sample and 
handed it round for the Com
missioners to inspect. 

"Subject to analysis," grunt
ed the fat one, "this certainly 
seems to be gold." 

"Of course, there is no rea
son why this should not be 
done on Earth, as a starting 
point." 

The thin Commissioner 
paused and looked at my 
client. 

"Does this process affect 
fish?" 

"Oh, yus," said Lood. "Kills 
all parasites. Fish, reptiles, 
and such." 

"Thank you," said the Com
missioner drily •. 

MR. Lood looked at me apol
. ogetically. 

· "My people too small to 
tolerate fish," he explained. 
"Fish most dangerous wild 
beasts. Oh, yus." 

"Never mind," I reassured 
him. "Your Honors, I feel 
the court will take a more fa
vorable view of the dry-land 
operation, then. Taking place 
as it does in the bowels of the 
earth, there is no da.nger to 
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valuable livestock. And here 
we can demonstrate, for ex
ample,~ simple aluminum ex
traction, by the progressive 
reduction and oxidation and 
reduction of bacteria on a mo
lecular scale. 

"I hope," I added, "this ex
periment will produce visible 
evidence of this great boon to 
mankind, though I must ask 
Your Honors to watch close
ly." 

Lood produced another test
tube, pressed a small hole in 
the grass with his finger and 
emptied the tube. The hole 
darkened. 

We all bent over to watch. 
Nothing happened. 
"Perhaps a dud batch?" I 

asked ~ventually. 
"Oh, no," said Lood. 
We peered intently into the 

small hole without seeing any
thing. 

Then a faint wisp of steam 
came out of the hole. I walked 
over the grass, picked up a 
long twig, walked back and 
thrust it into the hole. I could 
not touch bottom, so some
thing was going on down 
there . 

The edges of the hole began 
to gleam with white metal. I 
was about to explain the alu
mina content of common clay, 
when the thin Commissioner 
and the . tree stump he was 
sitting on went down with a. 
whistling sound into a sudden 
pit that opened beneath h-im. 

I only just caught the third 
and last Commissioner in time. 
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We watched his tree stump 
sinking out of sight togther. 

The ground began to quiver 
uneasily. 

"Let us get out of here with 
all haste." 

I followed the direction of 
the court with proper profes
sional zeal. And we just made 
it to the safe stressed-concrete 
surface of the old freeway 
when the park melted com~ 
pletely into a stark framework 
of aluminum. Seated in the 
middle and peering at us 
through the aluminum cage 
were the other two Commis
sioners. They did not seem 
particularly happy. 

Around them in a widening 
belt there opened up a pit of 
gleaming aluminum, melting, 
so to speak, towards the hori
zon on all sides. 

"You realize, I suppose, Mr. 
Jones," said the bald Commis
sioner beside me, "that your 
client is in the process of eat
ing up the Earth." He breath
ed heavily. 

Lood was beaming and hop
ping up and down at the suc
cess of his experiment. I 
touched him in the general 
area of a shoulder. He looked 
at me. 

"No," I said firmly, shaking 
my head. 

"No?" 
"No!" 
His round eyes became tear

ful and his littie green body 
shook. 

"Oh dear. Oh, dear. Oh, 
dear."' 
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"Antiseptics?" I asked. 
"Oh, yus," he confirmed 

sadly. 

V ERY fortunately, the fire 
department was still ob

serving my client - and me, 
I suspected afterwards, ridic
ulous as that may seem. 

This time it took them sev
eral hours of deep spraying 
and drilling to confine the 
a:rea. A vast saucer of alumi
num remained. 

"Useful for signalling to 
stars, oh, yus ?" asked Lood, 
hopefully. 

"Oh, no," I said. 
A threatening cough made 

me turn round to see the three 
Commissioners staring at me. 

"Mr. Jones . . ." 
" ... you have now destroy

ed the Courthouse, the Public 
Library and five city blocks ... " 

" ... and buried them under 
a filthy layer of dust ... " 

" ... and reduced a park in
to a great garbage pit .... " 

". . . we therefore refuse 
your claim and give you and 
your client six hours to get 
off Earth ... " 

". . . and kindly do not 
trouble to advise us where the 
·space Council moves you. We 
will sleep more soundly for 
believing that it will be many, 
many light-years away/' 

And they turned and walked 
away, leaving me with my cli
ent - and, apparently, my 
traveling companion. 

A quiet and suppressed sob
bing made me turn and look 
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at Lood. He wept dolefully. 
"We have nothing," he said. 

"Oh, no. We have nothing to 
offer. Nothing that you hu
mans want." 

"Well," I said, "that's the 
way it goes sometimes." 

And what, I wondered, was 
I going to do for a living now? 

"Free food," gulped Lood. 
"Free housing. Free gold and 
metals. We had all hoped so 
much from this. Oh, yus." 

There did not seem any 
point in telling him his people 
were several hundred years 
too late. Once upon a time he 
would have been hailed as a 
savior of a starving and poor 
human race, a great benefac
tor of mankind. Now he was 
just a nuisance. And I was 
another for letting him loose. 

"Well," I assured him, "you 
have got one guest until they 
shift you off your asteroid. 
Me. Free food and housing 
will suit me fine. And maybe 
we'll find some very backward 
part of the Galaxy where they 
need gold and such. 

"It's a pity," I added, as 
we started to walk towards 

the spaceport, "that you can't 
control these bacteria of 
yours." 

"Can control." 
"It didn't look like it, my 

friend." 
"Oh, yus. Can control bodi

ly leucocytes, corpuscles and 
such. Perfect cell replacement 
easy." 

I looked down at him. 
"If it's all that easy," I 

said. "I suppose your old men 
can run faster than your 

'houses." 
"No old men," said Lood. 
"Well, old whatever-you

are's." 
"No old. Not die. Oh, yus. 

Perfect cell replacement." 
I stood very still. 
"Do you mean you never 

die?" I asked. 
"Oh, yus. Never die." 
"Can teach?" I asked. 
"Oh, yus. Most simple," 

smiled Lood. "Can teach all 
men not die. Not ever." 

But I was off running after 
the three Commissioners, yell
ing until they stopped and 
stood waiting for me .•• 

END 

***** 
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IF-Feature 

• 
science 

BY the time this is in print, 
you may already have been 

irritated, once in a while, by 
background static riding in on 
the carrier wave of your fa
vorite radio station. If it isn't 
Junior fiddling with a light
bulb or your neighbor's gas
powered mulch-spreader with 
no suppressor on the plug, it 
could be Phantom, a double 
side-band radio system being 
tried out by the Armed Forces. 
Designed by General Electric, 
the method impresses infor
mation on the far outside 
edges of the band you're lis
tening to, without affecting 
the middle at all, thus finding 
literally thousands of newly 
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briefs 
available communications 
channels. 

Some of the satellites equip
ped with . microphones have 
reported pings, pops, raps and 
bangs of an unexpected loud
ness. Professor WhippJe of 
Harvard concludes that the 
noises are caused by extreme
ly fine dust in o:rbit around 
the Earth, very possibly the 
remains of comets. There 
seems to be a concentration 
of it at about 80 miles alti
tude. Professor Whipple feels 
that none of it is large enough 
to do appreciable damage, and 
that the noise is more a static
electricity phenomenon than 
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a physical impact. He sug
gests, however, a thin outer 
shell for man-carrying cap
sules, so insulated that such 
noise could not reach the pi
lot. Harmless it may be. But it 
could be a terrifying experi
ence. 

We've all marvelled at devel
opments in microfilming, 
whether it was at the fantas
tic savings in the old-news
paper files at the major li
braries, or the International 
Geophysical Year weather 
readings - thousands upon 
thousands of them, taken from 
points all over the world for 
over eighteen months, and by 
microfilming reduced to a stack 
one man might lift. Now comes 
the National Bureau of stan
dards with a camera quite ca
pable of putting all the pages 
of this issue on a piece of film 
just big enough to make an 
eye-patch on Liberty's por
trait on a dime. Tirne maga
zine says that it could put the 
27,357. pages of the Encyclo
pedia Britannica on the back 
of a match-book. In spite of 
cloak-and-dagger tales about 
entire paragraphs being con
cealed in a comma between 
clauses of a Dear John letter 
(and this gimmick could in
clude John's life record doub
le-spaced, even if it was John 
Dillinger) the new camera will 
probably not be used for prac
tical microfilming. Working 
on the principle of what hap
pens when you look through 
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the wrong end of a telescope, 
the apparatus is so choosy; 
about focusing and so subject 
to interference from vibration 
(BuStandards envelopes the 
camera and the object to be 
photographed in a massive 
steel jacket suspended from 
springs) and dust (each sin
gle letter is about the size, of 
a single hoof-and-mouth di
sease germ) that it will be 
kept at work primarily at the 
job it was designed for-test
ing the resolving power of 
photographic emulsions. 

Pity the poor cancer-it must 
be as worried today as a polio 
bug! A brilliant advance in 
radiotherapy is reported from 
St. Thomas Hospital in Lon
don, England. The patient is 
placed in a giant tank which is 
supported horizontally only at 
one end. Round the tank ro
tate two massive therapy 
heads containing cobalt 60-
2000 curies of it. Precisely 
aimed, they rotate about a 
central point which is the can
cer - meaning that other tis
sues get only transient radia
tion while the cancer gets it 
constantly. The reason for the 
sealed tank is that it enables 
the patient to breathe high
pressure oxygen, and the rea
son for that is that cancer 
cells are often deficient in ox
ygen and therefore up to three 
times less sensitive to radia
tion as normal ones. This tech
nique brings up the concen
tration of oxygen in the can-
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cer while the radiation beams 
are clobbering it. To accom
plish this, the patient must 
breathe high-pressure oxygen 
through a mask. And to make 
this possible, his entire body 
must be pressurized - hence 
the tank. The entire apparatus 
is walled in by thick concrete, 
with a five-inch-thick viewirig 
window of leaded glass and 
remote controls. Wich heavy 
artillery like this arour.d, can
cer might as well give up and 
go! 

Contrary to the beliefs and/ 
or wistful hopes of many a 
s-f aficionado, biologically ali
en life-that is, alien to Earth 
norms-is unlikely or impos
sible, so good-by boron beast 
with cuprous blood, farewell 
silicon monsters! Dr. George 
Wald, a Professor of Biology 
at Harvard, asserts not only 
that living organisms every
where must be constructed of 
hydrogen, carbon, oxygen and 
nitrogen, but that they must 
also have water and radiation 
- specifically that between 

Rosen of the United States 
.Public Health Service says 
that the isolation of the virus 
of infectious hepatitis is "the 
No. 1 unsolved problem of 
contemporary virology." In
fectious hepatitis is a liver 
disease for which there is no 
known cure. It is on the in
crease, and is now the third 
most prevalent disease in the 
U.S. Seldom deadly, it is 
acutely debilitating and a 
great masquerader, being diffi
cult to diagnose and so far 
impossible to treat except by 
rest and good diet. It is not 
the same thing as serum hepa
titis, a rare and dangerous 
disease caught from improP
erly sterilized injection need
les. Infectious hepatitis can be 
caught in several ways, like 
polluted water,,but most of it 
comes from person-to-person 
contact and its source is al
ways the lower intestine. 
There is only one sure thing 
you can do about it, for your
self and your children, if any: 
Wash your hands every time! 

300 and 1100 microns- avail- · Earthbound Dr. Kurt Komar
a.ble. ek of New York University 

On the other hand, perhaps has thought his way out of 
you feel more at home in the disaster on the moon! He rea-
universe now f soned that oxygen supply on 

· a space ship is necessarily 
You may take this as a joke, limited, and even with a com
grin and laugh it off; you may pletely efficient recycling sys
feel offended, and say this is tern - plants, for example, 
no place for such information returning oxygen and absorb
and advice. Either way, any ing C02- there is still a cer
way - keep it in mind. tain amount aboard, in or out 

The information: Dr. Leon of combination. And it cannot 
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go up or stay the same: it 
must go down. Especially af
ter landing, with airlocks in 
use, and with inevitable es
cape from suit joints, etc. Re
calling the amount of iron in 
meteorites, and knowing it 
must be combined with some
thing, and that probably oxy
gen, Dr. Komarek tried heat
ing a meteorite in a hydrogen 
atmosphere. There was oxy
gen all right - 4 pounds for 
each 100 pounds of meteorite! 
As it left the heated material, 
it combined with the hydro
gen to form water vapor, from 
which the oxygen could be 
separated by electrolysis. He 
calculates that by processing 
not more than 200 pounds of 
meteorites a month, enough 
oxygen could be recovered to 
replace the losses of a 5-man 
team indefinitely! 

Certain aspects of the "scien
tific attitude" could well be 
copied by the rest of humani
ty. Years ago nations began 
to pool weather information; 
this work was correlated and 
was vastly expanded during 
the International Geophysical 
Year, and now continues at 
a high level. The recently 
opened Tokyo Weather Cen
tral is the fifth large infor
mation center to be opened 
round the world. There is a 
constant free exchange of in
formation in weather covering 
the entire northern hemi
sphere, including Russia and 
the United States. Another ex-
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ample : in preparation for the 
IGY, many long-range experi
ments were prepared far in 
advance. One of these was a 
seismograph station on bed
rock deep underground in the 
city of Budapest. Seismic 
tracings from that laboratory 
can be seen today showing dis
turbances from Russian tanks 
as the 1956 fighting rolled 
back and forth through the 
city. These faint squiggles on 
paper tape speak eloquently 
of the single-mindedness of 
the scientists who stayed on 
the job in their laboratory, 
never missing a reading or an 
entry, while their personal 
world fell to pieces on the 
streets above. 

Dr. David Nachmansohn, Pro
fessor of Biochemistry at Co
lumbia, has announced re
markable new findings ori the 
exact nature of nerves and 
their operation. It seems that 
the "bio-electricity" present in 
body fluids,· in the form of 
sodium ions, is blocked from 
entry into a nerve by a fatty 
substance. This substance is 
made permeable by the chemi
cal acetylcholine after it com
bines with a certain protein 
in the barrier. The nerve may 
then conduct. But if it con
ducted longer than a few mil
lionths of a second the nerve 
might become paralyzed. So 
another substance, the enzyme 
cholinesterase, acts to destroy 
the compound.· All this to 
scratch your nose! END 
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