WORI.D S LEADING SCIENBE FICTION MAGAZINE STILL 506

SEPTEMBER 1969

IFu’st m‘SJctenc'e Ftctwn - Smce 1926 ' sr‘orze 3
‘NEW HUGO AND NEBULA WINNER ’ F
'."--;'.. -_RI.AN ELLISON’'S Dng:ﬁgj—w on 101 ;‘ 1 $ .

E#Ew JOE L. HENLEY The Edge of The Rose
_ NE""‘{ ROBERT SILVERBERG NOVEL

| ALSO EDMOND HAMILTON CI.ASSIC
Lost Treasure of Mars

........



Cast your ballot for a successful future!

266 ICS COURSES

You get the widest choice from ICS
—oldest, largest home study school.
Check the list. (Also available, pro-
grams tailored to your special
needs.) You receive individual in-
struction, plus success-proved facts

and theory you can apply immedi-
ately. Mastery of subject is assured.
No skimping. You earn your diploma.

Why mark time when you can
mark the coupon and get a fast, sure
fix on your best course to success.

ACCOUNTING

Accounting (U.S.A.)

Accounting (Canadian)

Accounting for Business
Programmers

Accounting for Man'g'm"t
Decisions

Auditing

Business Law (U.S.A.)

Canadian Business Courses

Cost Accounting

CPA Review (U.S.A.)

General Accounting

Income Tax (U.S.A.)

Industrial Accounting

Junior Accounting

Office Accounting

Practical Accounting

Public Accounting

Small Business
Accounting (U.S.A.)

Starting and Managing a
Small Bookkeeping
Service (U.S.A.)

ARCHITECTURE

AND BUILDING

Architectural Drawing
and Designing

Architecture

Building Contractor

Building Estimator

Building Inspector

Building Maintenance

Carpenter-Builder

Carpentry and Millwork

Fundamentals of
Urban Planning

House Planning and
Interior Design

Mason

Painting Contractor

Reading Arch. Blueprints

Review in Architectural
Design and Practice

Review of Mechanical
Systems in Buildings

ART

Amateur Artist

Commercial Art

Commercial Cartooning

lllustrating with Options:

—Magazine

— Advertising Layout and
Illustration

Interior Decorating

Oil Painting for Pleasure

Show Card and Sign Prod.

Show Card Writing

Sign Painting & Designing

Sketching and Painting

AUTOMOTIVE

Automatic Trans. Spec.

ICS

Automobile Air
Conditioning Specialist

Automobile Body
Rebuilding & Refinishing

Automobile Engine Tune-Up

Automobile Mechanic

Automobile Technician

Diesel-Gas Motor Vehicle
Engines

BUSINESS
Advertising
Business Administration
Business Practice (Cond.)
Canadian Business Course
Condensed Marketing
Direct Mail and Mail Order
Advertising
Industrial Psychology
Inventory Control
Magazine & Newspaper
Advertising ,
Managing a Retail Business
Managing a Small Store
Marketing Management
Marketing Research
Modern Exec. Management
Office Automation
Office Management
Production Management
Purchasing Agent _
Retail & Local Advertising
Retail Bus. Management
Retail Merchandising
Retail Selling
Systems and Procedures
Analysis

BUSINESS: SALES
Creative Salesmanship
Real Estate Salesmanship
Salesmanship

Sales Management

BUSINESS:

SUPERVISION

Basic Supervision

Industrial Foremanship

Industrial Supervision

Management, Salesmanship
and Sales

Modern Woman as a
Supervisor

Personality Development

Personnel-Labor Relations
(U.S.A.)

Supervision

CHEMICAL

Analytical Chemistry

Chemical Engmeennﬁ_

Chemical Laboratory Techn

Chemical Process Equip.
Design & Operation

Chemical Process Operator

Elements of Nuclear Energy

General Chemistry

Instrumental Laboratory
Analysis

CIVIL
ENGINEERING
Civil Engineering
Construction Eng'r'g Tech.
Highway Enflneermg Tech.
Principles o Suweyln
Reading Highway Bl'pr'ts
Reading Structural
Blueprints
Sanitary Engineering Tech.
Sewage Plant Operator
Structural Eng'r'g Tech.
Surveying and Mapping
Water Works Operator

COLLEGE
COURSES

American History _
Calculus Economics

COMPUTERS
COBOL Programming
Fortran Programming for
Engineers =
Programming for Digital
Computers
Programming the I1BM
1401 Computer
Prngrammmg the IBM
System /360 Computer,
Introduction

DRAFTING
Aircraft Drafting
Architectural Drafting
Design Drafting
Drafting Technology
Electrical Drafting
Electrical Eng'r'g Drafting
Electronic Drafting
Introductory Mech. Draft.
Mechanical Drafting
Pressure-Vessel and Tank
Print Reading
Sheet Metal Layout for
Air Conditioning
Structural Drafting

ELECTRICAL
Electrical Engineering
—Electronics Option
—Power Option
Electrical Appliance Ser.
Electrical Appliance Ser.
with Equipment Training
Electrical Contractor
Electrical Engineering Tech.
Electrical Home Maint.
Electrical Home Maint.
with Equipment Training

APPROVED FOR
VET ERANS

Accredited member,
National Home Study

Council.
Convenient payment plan.

Special rates to members
U.S. Armed Forces

Electrical Instrument Tech.
Electric Motor Repairman
Industrial Electrical Tech.
Power-Line Design
and Construction
Power Plant Operator
—Hydro Option
—Steam Option
Practical Electrician
Practical Electrician with
Equipment Training
Practical Lineman
Reading Elec. Blueprints

ENGINEERING
(Refresher Courses
for Graduate

Engineers)

Chemical Civil Electrical
Industrial Mechanical
Sanitary Structural
ENGLISH AND
WRITING

Better Business Writin
English for Spanish (U.
Free Lance Writing for
Fun and Profit
Introductory Tech. Writing
Modern Letter Writing
Practical English
Short Story Writing

HIGH SCHOOL

High School Business
High School (Canadian)
High School General
High School Mathematics
High School Secretarial
High School Vocational
Hi h School College
reparatory—Arts
High School College Prep—
ngineering and Science
Preparatory Course for
High School Equivalency
Test

MACHINE SHOP
PRACTICE
Grinder Operator
Industrial Metallurgy
Lathe Operator

A)

Machine Shop Inspection

Machine Shop Practice

Metallurgical Eng'r'g Tech.

Multicraft Maintenance
Mechanic

Practical Millwrighting

Reading Shop Prints

Rigging

Tool & Die Makin

Tool Engineering Tech.

Welding Engineering Tech.

Welding Process

MATHEMATICS
Advanced Mathematics
Math and Mechanics for
Engineering Technicians
Math and Physics for
Engineering Technicians

MECHANICAL
Mechanical Engineering
Aircraft and Power

Plant Mechanic
Hydraulic and Pneumatic

Power
Industrial Engineering
Industrial Eng'r'g Tech.
Industrial Instrumentation
Machine Design
Quality Control
Safety Engineering Tech.
Tool Design
Vibration Analysis

and Control

PETROLEUM

Natural Gas Production
and Transmission

Oil Well Technology

Petroleum Production

Petroleum Production
Engineering Technology

Petroleum Refinery Oper.

PLASTICS
Design of Plastic Products
Plastics Technician

PLUMBING,
HEATING AND AIR
CONDITIONING
Air Conditioning
Air Conditioning Maint.
Domestic Heating with
Gas and Oil
Heating
Heating & Air Conditioning
with _Drawing
Industrial Air Conditioning
Pipe Fitting Plumbing
Plumbing and He;tmE
Plumbing & Heating Est.
Practical Plumbing
Refrigeration and Air
Conditioning Servicing

PULP AND PAPER
Paper Machine Operator
Paper Making Pulp Making
Pulp & Paper Eng'r'g Tech.

SECRETARIAL
Clerk-Typist Commercial
Secretary, Engineering
Sec'y, Legal Sec'y, Medical
Secretary, Professional
Shorthand  Stenographic
Typewriting

STEAM AND
DIESEL POWER
Boiler Inspector
Industrial Building Eng'r
Power Plant Engineering
Stationary Diesel Engines
Stationary Fireman
Stationary Steam Eng'r'g

TEXTILES
Carding

Carding and Spinning
DyeingFand Finishing
Loom Fixing Spinning
Textile Mill Supervision
Textile Technology
Warping and Weaving

TRAFFIC

Motor Traffic Management
Traffic Management

TV-RADIO-
ELECTRONICS
Color Television Principles
and Servicing
Electronics Instrumentation
and Servo Fundamentals
Electronics Technician
First Class Radio Telephone
License
Fundamentals of Electronic
Computers
General Electronics
General Electronics with
Equipment Training
-F| Stereo and Sound
System Servicin
Industrial Electronics Tech.
Mumerical Control
Electronics & Maint."
Practical Telephony
Principles of Semiconductor
Radio & TV Servicing
Radio & TV Servicing with
Equipment Training
Second Class Radio
Telephone License
Sound Systems Specialist
Telephony, Electronics, and
Radio Communications

. TAKE YOUR FIRST STEP. ... MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY—ICS, SCRANTON, PA. 18515. N4673J .
. I'm interested in a program of independent study.
lnternatlonal . Send Im%t n;l’fjhnut cutsttyuu; bnukleltcgn thtehpamcu:éles of sutcrl:essf .
amous method, and your catalog for
COI’I'eSpOI”IdEHCE‘ . :?mp e ;s : . (Print name of course. See list.) .
155

Schools g - #
Division of Intext g o &
ICS, Scranton, Pa. 18515 - g Zip Code
Cana:'.iian reaident; use .this address . Occupation Employed by Working Hours AM. to—PM, .

for service from ICS Canadian, Ltd.
In Hawaii: P.0. Box 418, Honolulu.



NEW SHORT STORY

THE EDGE OF THE ROSE, JOE L. HENSLEY.........c.cce0ueenee. 15
NOVELETS

LOST TREASURE OF MARS, EDMOND HAMILTON............. 84
T SPIIR IR ] . TR PRHRLITS (o0l ciiiseisssnpsnsavitssinsnpnesaian 104
NEW SERIAL

UP THE LINE, ROBERT SILVERBERG ........ccccccvvnviiiinnnnen. 20

(2nd of two parts)
NEW FEATURES

EENTORIAL. TED WHIETE .. i i nbiveindanbabrsnnondnies iaibiiag 4
CHARLY, Reviewed by LAURENCE JANIFER.........ccccccevneens 19
WANTED—A NEW MYTH FOR TECHNOLOGY
(Science of Man), LEON E. STOVER ......cccevviiininnennnens 115
THE FLETLIIRE 1B BRI o iohisassostinancysiiondor sassbmasungpbnnnaniena 121
THECLUB HOUSE. JOHN D. BERRY. ... ... i cicisdiaussisnsias 131
% b @ g 318 B SRR SR R S I S S e 140
SOL COHEN, Editor and Publisher HARRY LEE, Art Director
TED WHITE, Managing Editor GREENE ASSOC., Advertising Manager
LEON E. STOVER, Science Editor LILLIAN FRIEDENREICH, Subscription Manager

AMAZING STORIES, Vol. 43, No. 3, SEPTEMBER, 1969, is published bi-monthly by Ultimate
Publishing Co., Inc., 69-62 230 Street, Oakland Gardens, Flushing, N.Y. 11364. Editorial
office: Box 7, Oakland Gardens, Flushing, N.Y. 11364. Business office: Purchase, N.Y.
Box 175, Portchester, N.Y. at 50¢ a copy. Subscription rates: One year (6 issues) United
States and possessions: $2.50; Canada and Pan American Union countries: $3.00; all
other countries $3.50. Change of address notices, undeliverable copies, orders for sub-
scriptions, and other mail items are to be sent to Box 7, Oakland Gardens, Flushing, N.Y.
11364. Second Class Postage paid at Flushing, N.Y. and at additional mailing office.
Copyright 1969 by Ultimate Publishing Co., Inc. All rights reserved. Editorial contributions
must be accompanied by return postage and will be handled with reasonable care; how-
ever, publisher assumes no responsibility for return or safety of art work, photographs, or
manuscripts.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
Lost Treasure of Mars, copyright 1940, The Shortcut, copyright 1949 by Ziff-Davis Pub. Co.



+ :

- editorial -

As I write this the 1969 New York
Lunacon is only a matter of hours past
—although by the time you read this,
April 12 and 13 will be somewhat more
distant memories. The Lunacon is an
annual “‘regional” sf convention, so-
called because it bases its appeal on
local attendance, is held by the same
sponsoring group (the New York Lunar-
ians) each year, and is one of a growing
number of smaller conferences, conclaves
and conventions which aim to supple-
ment (rather than compete with) the
annual World S.F. Convention. (The
World S.F. Convention will be held in
St. Louis this year; for information I
suggest you contact the St. Louiscon
Committee, P.O. Box 3008, St. Louis,
Missouri 63130.) The Lunacon began as
an annual meeting on a Sunday after-
noon, usually held in a small meeting
hall somewhere in lower or midtown
Manhattan, and attracting less than a
hundred attendees. However, the last
few years have witnessed the confer-
ence’s rapid growth, both in scope and
attendance—from a single Sunday after-
noon to a full weekend that begins with
a sponsored party Friday evening, in-
cludes programs on Saturday afternoon
and Sunday afternoon, and fades, fin-
ally, into quiet Sunday evening parties
for those still hanging on—and from
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several score in attendance ten years
ago to over four hundred last year, and
well over six hundred this year. And this
year the Lunacon, enjoyed, as it has
for the past several years, the facilities
of a major New York hotel.

The rapid growth of the Lunacon is
not an isolated occurrence. Less than
ten years ago, the average World S.F.
Convention had less than six hundred
in attendance. But the last two world
conventions have both had well over a
thousand attendees, and the forecast for
St. Louis is that two thousand may well
show up! Other regional conferences are
reporting attendance figures doubling
or nearly doubling over those of the
past year alone.

What this seems to mean is that the
microcosm we call science fiction fan-
dom is experiencing a sudden spurt of
growth on a nation-wide basis. The num-
ber of people who are interested enough
in science fiction to attend a conference
or convention is rapidly multiplying. New
fan groups are turning up all over, many
with previously independent existences
and only recently aware of a larger
fandom.

It would be nice to hope that these
new fans reflect an overall growth in the
sf readership atlarge—and that thefinan-
cially precarious existence of most sf
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magazines (and many sf writers) might
grow proportionately more stable. But
that may only be a dream. Certainly
- many of these “"new fans™ are actually
an outgrowth of Star Trek’s phenomenal
popularity, and others are a result of
other, ““offshoot fandoms, ’ such as Tol-
kien Fandom. Others yet are primarily
interested in reading and trading comic
books (and ignore the program and sf
orientation of these conferences) or be-
long to what has sometimes been most
appropriately called “Monster Fandom.”

Many long-time sf fans have expressed
dismay at the growing size of the con-
ventions—even while organizers are al-
ternately celebrating “‘our’” increased
importance and bemoaning the growing
workload—and have wondered if the
close-knit community feeling we once
knew is certain to be lost.

I think this ties rather closely to the
present contention expressed between
the so-called “New Waves~ and “‘Old
Waves’' of science fiction. We once felt
a sense of community—and for many of
us the New Wave seems to threaten it.

Science fiction has always been a fish
out of water, a genre or sub-genre of fic-
tion which has never relished its asso-
ciation with the other sub-genres of
fiction. The early sf magazines— AMAZ-
ING STORIES the first among them—
were not precisely “‘pulps’’; they meas-
ured roughly 97 x 12", were printed
on better quality paper, and had trim-
med edges. Yet, they were classed as
pulps, had covers nearly as lurid, and
printed nothing but fiction—and a “‘sen-

sationalistic’” sort of fiction as well . . .

you know that rockets-to-the-moon non-
sense is filling the boy’s head with per-
nicious claptrap! And all too soon, as
the Depression took hold and the maga-
zines began fighting for their lives, they

EDITORIAL

assumed the traditional ragged-edged
pulp format as well. (Have you ever
thumbed through an old pulp magazine?
Have you ever tried to thumb through
one? Let us all say a silent prayer for
trimmed edges on our magazines.)

Once pulps among other pulps, sf
magazines found themselves a part of
great chains of magazines, their adver-
tising sold by the yard to Rupture-Easer
and Beauty Around The World, and I
Spoke With God—Yes I Did, Actually
and Literally. Even at the time I dis-
covered the pulps—near the end of their
domain—it was a commonly held belief
that pulp magazines were for the semi-
literates, and at least two stages in
quality below comic books. A boy could
buy a comic book openly; he was asham-
ed to be seen carrying a pulp.

We did not benefit from our exposure
to this sordid literary industry. The
lettercolumns of the sf pulps of the for-
ties are full of tales of torn-off covers,
hidden covers, and other signs of the
paranoia which infected most of the
magazines’ readers. Our proud heritage of
Wells and Verne was forgotten. Our
magazines portrayed bosomy babes,
monstrous bems, and orante rockets and
rayguns on their covers—and it made no
difference that their interior texts were
moderately literate and well-written. Peo-
ple go by appearances—even us.

We sneered —sometimes unjustly—at
the other pulps we found on the racks.

_Sports-story pulps, western pulps, mys-

tery pulps, romance pulps, war-story
pulps, masked-hero pulps—we sneered
at all of them. Pulp trash, they were.
We were something better. The sort of
people who bought those other pulps
moved their lips when they read; we
had broad mental horizons and fine
minds. (Never you mind that many of

the same authors wrote for all the pulps,
(Continued on page 99!_)’
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Harlan Ellison is one of those rare individuals seemingly
possessed of unlimited dynamic energy. In the thirteen years
since he began writing professionally, he has written hun-
dreds of stories (many, if not most, science fiction or fan-
tasy), published almost two dozen books, wrilten scores of
television scripts, and several screenplays. Somewhere along
the line he picked up three Hugos and a Nebula. Here’s a
story that has all of Ellison’s own propulsive, kinetic energy,
and looks like it just might add another award or two to

his shelf—

he blood-red Mercury with the twin-

mounted 7.6 mm Spandaus cut
George off as he was shifting lanes. The
Merc cut out sharply, three cars behind
George, and the driver decked it. The
boom of his gas-turbine engine got
through George's baffling system with-
out difficulty, like a fist in the ear. The
Merc sprayed JP-4 gook and water in a
wide fan from its jet nozzle and cut
back in, a matter of inches in front of
George’s Chevy Piranha.

George slapped the selector control
on the dash, lighting YOU STUPID
BASTARD, WHAT DO YOU THINK
YOU RE DOING and I HOPE YOU
CRASH & BURN, YOU SON OF A
BITCH. Jessica moaned softly with un-
controlled fear, but George could not
hear her: he was screaming obscenities.

George kicked it into Overplunge and
depressed the selector button extend-
ing the rotating buzzsaws. Dallasrazors,
they were called, in the repair shoppes.
But the crimson Merc pulled away do-
ing an easy 115.

“I'll get you, you beaver-sucker!” he
howled. |

The Piranha jumped and surged for-
ward. But the Merc was already two
dozen car-lengths down the Freeway.
Adrenelin pumped in geysers through

George’s system. Beside him, Jessica
put a hand on his arm. “Oh, forget it,
George; it’s just some young snot,  she
said. Always conciliatory.

“My masculinity’s threatened, he
murmured, and hunched over the wheel.
Jessica looked toward Heaven, wishing
a bolt of lightning had come from that
location many months past, striking Dr.
Yasimir directly in his Freud, long be-
fore George could have picked up psy-
chiatric justifications for his awful
temper.

“Get me Collision Control!”” George
snarled at her.

Jessica shrugged, as if to say here we
go again, and dialed CC on the peek.
The smiling face of the Freeway Sector
Control Operator blurred green and yel-
low, then came into sharp focus. “Your
request, sir?’”’

“Clearance for duel, Highway 101,
northbound.”™

“Your license number, sir?’’

“ZUPD 88321,  George said. He was
scanning the Freeway, keeping the blood-
red Mercury in sight, obstinately re-
fusing to stud-on the tracking sights.

“Your proposed opponent, sir?"’

“Red Mercury GT. '88 model."

“License, sir.

“Just a second.” George pressed the
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stud for the instant replay and the past
ten miles rolled back on the movieola.
He ran it forward again till he caught
the instant the Merc had passed him,
stopped the film, and got the number.
“MFCS 90909."

“One moment, sir.”’

George fretted behind the wheel. “Now
what the hell’s holding her up? When-
ever you want service, they ve got prob-
lems. But boy, whenit comes tax time—""

The Operator came back and smiled.
“I've checked our master Sector grid,
sir, and I find authorization may be per-
mitted, but I am required by law to in-
form you that your proposed opponent
is more heavily armed than yourself.”

George licked his lips. ““What's he
running?

“Our records indicate 7.6 mm Span-
dau equipment, bulletproof screens and
coded optionals.”

George sat silently. His speed dropped.
The tachometer fluttered, settled.

“"Let him go, George,” Jessica said,
“you know he’d take you.”’

Two blotches of anger spread on
George s cheeks. “"Oh, yeah!?!”” He howl-
ed at the Operator, “Get me a confirm
on that Mercury, Operator!”

She blurred off, and George decked
the Piranha; it leaped forward. Jessica
sighed with resignation and pulled the
drawer out from beneath her bucket.
She unfolded the g-suit and began stretch-
ing into it. She said nothing, but con-
tinued to shake her head.

“We'll see!”” George said.

“Oh, George, when will you ever
grow up?’”’ .

He did not answer, but his nostrils
flared with barely-restrained anger.

The Operator smeared back and said,
“Opponent confirms, sir. Freeway Un-
derwriters have already cross-filed you

DOGFIGHT ON 101

as mutual beneficiaries. Please observe
standard traffic regulations, and good
luck, sir.””

She vanished, and George set the
Piranha on sleepwalker as he donned
his own g-suit. He overrode the sleeper
and was back on manual in moments.

“Now, you stuffer, now let’s see!”
100, 110, 120.

He was gaining rapidly on the Merc
now. As the Chevy hit 120, the master-
comp flashed red and suggested cross-
over. George punched the selector and the
telescoping arms of the buzzsaws retract-
ed into the axles, even as the buzzsaws
stopped whirling. In a moment they had
been drawn back in, now merely fancy
decorations in the hubcaps. The wheels
retracted into the underbody of the Chevy
and the air-cushion took over. Now the
Chevy skimmed along, two inches above
the roadbed of the Freeway. |

Ahead, George could see the Mercalso
crossing over to air-cushion. 120. 135.
150.

“George, this is crazy!” Jessica said,
her face in that characteristic shrike ex-
pression. ~“You're no hotrodder, George.
Youre a family man, and this is the
family car!”

George chuckled nastily. “I've had it
with these fuzzfaces. Last year ... you
remember last year? . . . you remember
when that punk stuffer ran us into the
abutment? I swore I'd never put up with
that kind of thing again. Why'd you think
I had all the optionals installed?”

Jessica opened the tambour doors of
the glove compartment and slid out the
service tray. She unplugged the jar of
anti-flash salve and began spreading it
on her face and hands. “I knew I
shouldn’t have let you put that laser
thing in this car!” George chuckled
again. Fuzzfaces, punks, rodders!



George felt the Piranha surge forward,
the big reliable stirling engine recycling
the hot air for more and more efficient
thrust. Unlike the Merc’s inefficient kero-
sene system, there was no exhaust emis-
sion from the nuclear power plant, the
external combustion engine almost noise-
less, the big radiator tailfin in the rear
dissipating the tremendous heat, stabiliz-
ing the car as it swooshed along, two
inches off the roadbed.

George knew he would catch the blood-
red Mercury. Then one smartass punk

was going to learn he couldn't flout law
and order by running decent citizens off
the Freeways!

“Get me my gun,’ George said.

Jessica shook her head with exaspera-
tion, reached under George’'s bucket,
pulled out his drawer and handed him
the bulky .45 automatic in its breakaway
upside-down shoulder rig. George stud-
ded in the sleeper, worked his arms into
the rig, tested the oiled leather of the
holster, and when he was satisfied, re-
turned the Piranha to manual.

“Oh, God,” Jessica said, “‘John Dill-
inger rides again. |

“Listen!”” George shouted, getting
more furious with each stupidity she of-
fered, “'If you can’t be of some help to
me, just shut your damned mouth. I'd
put you out and come back for you, but
I'm in a duel . . . can you understand
that! I'm in a duel!” She murmured a
yes, George, and fell silent.

There was a transmission queep from
the transceiver. George studded it on.
No picture. Just vocal. It had to be the
driver of the Mercury, up ahead of them.
Beaming directly at one another’s an-
tennae, using a tight-beam directional,
they could keep in touch: it was a stand-
ard trick used by rods to rattle their
opponents. .

10

“"Hey, Boze, you not really gonna cus-
ter me, are you? Back'm, Boze. No bad
trips, true. The kid’ll drop back, hang a
couple of biggies on ya, just to teach ya
little lesson, letcha swimaway.”” The
voice of the driver was hard, mirthless,
the ugly sound of a driver used to being
challenged.

“Listen, you young snot,  George said,
grating his words, trying to sound more
menacing than he felt, "I'm going to
teach you the lesson!”

The Merc's driver laughed raucously.

“Boze, you de-mote me, true!’’

“And stop calling me a bozo, you
lousy little degenerate! "

“"Ooooo-weeee, got me a thrasher this
time out. Okay, Boze, you be custer an’
I'll play arrow. Good shells, baby Boze!”’

The finalizing queep sounded, and
George gripped the wheel with hands
that went knuckle-white. The Merc sud-
denly shot away from him. He had been
steadily gaining, but now as though it
had been spring-loaded, the Mercury
burst forward, spraying gook and water
on both sides of the forty-foot lanes they
were using. “Cut in his afterburner,”
George snarled. The driver of the Mer-
cury had injected water into the exhaust
for added thrust through the jet nozzle.
The boom of the Merc’s big, noisy engine
hit him, and George studded-in the rear-
mounted propellors to give him more
speed. 175. 185. 195.

He was crawling up the line toward
the Merc. Gaining, gaining. Jessica pull-
ed out her drawer and unfolded her
crash-suit. It went on over the g-suit, and
she let George know what she thought of
his turning their Sunday Drive into a
kamikaze duel.

He told her to stuff, and did a sleeper,
donned his own crash-suit, applied flash
salve, and lowered the bangup helmet
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over his head.

Back on manual he crawled, crawled,
till he was only fifty yards behind the
Mercury, the gas-turbine vehicle sharp
in his tinted windshield. “"Put on your
goggles . . . I'm going to show that
punk who's a bozo ...

He pressed the stud to open the laser
louvres. The needle-nosed glass tube

peered out from its bay in the Chevy's
bonnet. George read the power drain on
his dash. The MHD power generator
used to drive the laser was charging.
He remembered what the salesman at
Chick Williams Chevrolet had told him,
pridefully, about the laser gun, when
George had inquired about the optional.

Dynamite feature, Mr. Jackson. Abso-
lutely sensational. Works off a magneto
hydro dynamic power generator. Latest
thing in defense armament. Youknow, to
achieve sufficient potency from a CO2
laser, you'd need a glass tube a mile
long. Well, sir, we both know that's im-
practical, to say the least, so the project
engineers at Chevy’s big Bombay plant
developed the “‘stack’” method. Glass
rods baffled with mirrors—360 feet of
stack, the length of a football field . . .
plus end-zones. Use it three ways. Punch
a hole right through their tires at any
speed under a hundred and twenty. If
they’re running a GT, you can put that
hole right into the kerosene fuel tank,
blow them off the road. Or, if they're
running a stirling, just heat the radiator.
When the radiator gets hotter than the
engine, the whole works shuts down.
Dynamite. Also . . . and this is with
proper CC authorization, you can go
straight for the old jugular. Use the
beam on the driver. Makes a neat hole.
Dynamite!

“T’ll take it,” George murmured.

“What did you say?  Jessica asked.
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“Nothing.”
“George, youre a family man, not a

rodder!

“Stuff it!”
Then he was sorry he’'d said it. She
meant well. It was simply that . . . well,

a man had to work hard to keep his
balls. He looked sidewise at her. Wear-
ing the Armadillo crash-suit, with its
overlapping discs of ceramic material, she
looked like a ferryflight pilot. The bang-
up hat hid her face. He wanted to apol-
ogize, but the moment had arrived. He .
locked the laser on the Merc, depressed
the fire stud, and a beam of blinding
light flashed from the bonnet of the
Piranha. With the Merc on air-cushion,
he had gone straight for the fuel tank.

But the Merc suddenly wasn't in front
of him. Even as he had fired, the driver
had sheered left into the next forty-foot-
wide lane, and cut speed drastically. The
Merc dropped back past them as the Pir-
anha swooshed ahead.

““He’s on my back!"" George shouted.

The next moment Spandau slugs tore
at the hide of the Chevy. George slap-
ped the studs and the bulletproof screens
went up. But not before pingholes had
appeared in the berrylium hide of the
Chevy, exposing the boron fiber fila-
ments that gave the car its lightweight
maneuverability.  “‘Stuffer!”” George
breathed, terribly frightened. The driver
was on his back, could ride him into
the ground.

He swerved, dropping flaps and skim-
ming the Piranha back and forth in wide
arcs, across the two lanes. The Merc
hung on. The Spandaus chattered heav-
ily. The screens would hold, but what
else was the driver running? What were
the ““coded optionals’~ the CC Operator
had mentioned?

“Now see what you've gottenusinto! "
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“Jess, shut up, shut up!”

The transceiver queeped. He studded
it on, still swerving. This time the driver
of the Merc was sending via microwave
video. The face blurred in.

He was a young boy. In his teens.

“Punk! Stinking punk!" Ceorge
screamed, trying to swerve, drop back,
accelerate. Nothing. The blood-red Merc
hung on his tailfin, pounding at him. If
one of those bullets struck the radiator
tailfin, ricocheted, pierced to the en-
gine, got through the lead shielding
around the reactor. Jessica was crying,
huddled inside her Armadillo.

He was silently glad she was in the
g-suit. He would try something illegal
in a moment.

“Hey, Boze. What's your slit look
like? If she’'s creamy nnice I might
letcha drop her at the next getty, and
come back for her later. With your in-
surance, baby, and my pickle, I can
keep her creamy n’'nice.”’

“Fuzzfaced punk! I'll see you dead
first!”

“You're a real thrasher, old dad. Wish
you well, but it's soon over. Say bye-

bye to the nice rodder. You gonna die,

old boze!™
George was shrieking inarticulately.
The boy laughed wildly. He was up
on something. Ferro-coke, perhaps. Or
D4. Or merryloo. His eyes glistened blue
and young and deadly as a snake.

“Just wanted you to know the name

of your piledriver, old dad. You can call
me Billy . . ."

And he was gone. The Merc slipped
forward, closer, and George had only a
moment to realize that this Billy could
not possibly have the money to equip
his car with a laser, and that was a
godsend. But the Spandaus were hack-
ing away at the bulletproof screens.
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They weren’t meant for extended punish-
ment like this. Damn that Detroit iron!

He had to make the illegal move now.

Thank God for the g-suits. A tight turn,
across the lanes, in direct contravention
of the authorization. And in a tight turn,
without the g-suits, doing—he checked
the speedometer and tach—250 mph,
the blood slams up against one side of
the body. The g-suits would squeeze the
side of the body where the blood tried
to pool up. They would live. If . . .

He spun the wheel hard, slamming
down on the accelerator. The Merc slew-
ed sidewise and caught the turn. He
never had a chance. He pulled out of
the illegal turn, and their positions were
the same. But the Merc had dropped
back several car-lengths. Then from the
transceiver there was a queep and he
did not even stud-in as the Police Copter
overhead tightbeamed him in an authori-
tative voice:

“XUPD 88321. Warning! You will be
in contravention of your dueling authori-
zation if- you' try another maneuver of
that sort! You are warned to keep to
your laness and the standard rules of
road courtesy!”

Then it queeped, and George felt the

‘universe settling like silt over him. He

was being killed by the system.

He’d have to eject. The seats would
save him and Jessica. He tried to tell
her, but she had fainted.

How did 1 get into this, he pleaded
with himself. Dear God, I swear if you
get me out of this alive I'll never never
never go mad like this again. Please
God.

Then the Merc was up on him again,
pulling up alongside!

The window went down on the passen-
ger side of the Mercury, and George
whipped a glance across to see Billy
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with his lips skinned back from his teeth
behind the windblast and acceleration,
aiming a .45 at him. Barely thinking,
George studded the bumpers.

The super-conducting magnetic bump-
ers took hold, sucked Billy into their
magnetic field, and the cars collided with
a crash that shook the .45 out of the

rodder’'s hand. In the instant of collis-
ion, George realized he had made his
chance, and dropped back. In a moment
he was riding the Merc’s tail again.

Naked barbarism took hold. He want-
ed to kill now. Not crash the other, not
wound the other, not stop the other—
kill the other. Messages to God were
forgotten.

He locked-in the laser and aimed for
the windshield bubble. His sights caught
the rear of the bubble, fastened to the
outline of Billy’s head, and George fired.

As the bolt of light struck the bubble,
a black spot appeared, and remained for
the seconds the laser touched. When
the light cut off, the black spot vanished.
George cursed, screamed, cried, in fear
and helplessness.

The Merc was equipped with a fre-
quency-sensitive laserproof windshield.
Chemicals in the windshield would “"go
black’™, opaque at certain frequencies,
momentarily, anywhere a laser light
touched them. He should have known.
A duelist like this Billy, trained in

weaponry, equipped for whatever might

chance down a Freeway. Another coded
optional. George found he was crying,
piteously, within the cavern of his bang-
up hat.

Then the Merc was swerving again,
executing a roll and dip that George
could not understand, could not pre-
dict. Then the Merc dropped speed sud-
denly, and George found himself almost
running up the jet nozzle of the blood-
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red vehicle.

He spun out and around, and Billy
was behind him once more, closing in
for the kill. He sent the propellors to full
spin and reached for eternity. 270. 280.
290.

Then he heard the sizzling, and jerked

his head around to see the back wall of
the car rippling. Oh my God, he thought,
in terror, he can’t afford a laser, but
he's got an inductor beam!

The beam was setting up strong local
eddy currents in the berrylium hide of
the Chevy. He'd rip a hole in the skin,
the air would whip through, the car
would go out of control.

George knew he was dead.

And Jessica.

And all because of this punk, this
rodder fuzzface!

The Merc closed in confidently.

George thought wildly. There was no
time for anything but the blind plunging
panic of random thought. The speedome-
ter and the tach agreed. They weredoing
300 mph.

Riding on air-cushions.

The thought slipped through his panic.

It was the only possibility. He ripped
off his bangup hat, and fumbled Jessica’s
loose. He hugged them in his lap with
his free hand, and managed to stud down
the window on the driver’s side. Instant-
ly, a blast of wind and accelerated air
skinned back his lips, plastered his cheeks
hollowly, made a death’s head of Jessi-
ca s features. .

Then, holding the bangup hats by
their straps, he forced them around the
edge of the window where the force of
his speed jammed them against the side
of the Chevy. Then he let go. And stud-
ded up the window. And braked sharply.

The bulky bangup hats dropped away,
hit the roadbed, rolled directly into the

13



path of the Merc. They disappeared un-
derneath the blood-red car, and instantly
the vehicle hit the Freeway. George
swerved out of the way, dropping speed
quickly.

The Merc hit with a crash, bounced,
hit again, bounced and hit, bounced
and hit. As it went past the Piranha,
George saw Billy caroming off the in-
sides of the car.

He watched the vehicle skid, wheel-
less, for a quarter of a mile down the
Freeway before it caught the inner break-
wall of the lane-divider, shot high in the
air, and came down turning over. It
landed on the bubble, which burst, and
exploded in a flash of fire and smoke
that rocked the Chevy.

At three hundred miles per hour, two
inches above the Freeway, riding on
air, anything that broke up the air bub-
ble would be a lethal weapon. He had
won the duel. That Billy was dead.

George pulled in at the next getty, and
sat in the lot. Jessica came around fin-
ally. He was slumped over the wheel,
shaking, unable to speak.

She looked over at him, then reached
out a hand to touch his shoulder. He
jumped at the infinitesimal pressure,
felt through the g and crash suits. She
started to speak, but the peek queeped,
and she studded it on.

“Sector Control, sir,
smiled.

He did not look up.

““Congratulations, sir. Despite one pos-
sible infraction, your duel has been
logged as legal and binding. You'll be
pleased to know that the occupant of
the car you challenged was rated num-
ber one in the entire Central and East-
ern Freeway circuit. Now that Mr. Bon-
ney has been finalized, we are entering
your name on the dueling records. Un-
derwriters have asked us to inform you
that a check will be in the mails to you

i4

the Operator

within twenty-four hours.

““Again, sir, congratulations.”

The peek went dead, and George tried
to focus on the parking lot of the neon
and silver getty. It had been a terrible
experience. He never wanted to use a
car that way again. It had been some
other George, certainly not him.

“I'ma family man,”” he repeated ] essi-
ca’'s words. “"And this is just a family
T ity Sy

She was smiling gently at him. Then
they were in each other's arms, and he
was crying, and she was saying that's
all right, George, you had to doit, it’s
all right.

And the peek queeped.

She studded it on and the face of the
Operator smiled back at her. ""Congratu-
lations, sir, you'll be pleased to know
that Sector Control already has fifteen
duel challenges for you.

““Mr. Ronnie Lee Hauptman of Dallas
has asked for first challenge, and is, at
this moment, speeding toward you with
an ETA of 6:15 this evening. In the
event Mr. Hauptman does not survive,
you have waiting challenges from Mr.

Fred Bull of Chatsworth, California . . .
Mr. Leo Fowler of Philadelphia . . . Mr.
Emil Zalenko of . . .”’

George did not hear the list. He was
trying desperately, with clubbed fingers,
to extricate himself from the strangling
folds of the g and crash suits. But he
knew it was nc good. He would have
to fight.

In the world of the Freeway, there was
no place for a walking man.

—Harlan Ellison
The Author wishes to thank Mr. Ben
Bova of the Avco Everett Research Labor-
atory (Everett, Mass.) for his assistance
in preparing the extrapolative technical
background of this story.

Copyright, 1969, by Harlan Ellison
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THE EDGE OF THE ROSE

It’s an ethical problem: how easily can you weigh the lLves
of a handful of beings—alien beings at that—against the lives
of a thousand or more of your own people? Especially if the
aliens are lying on the ground in front of you, and you are
countless lightyears from your home planet?

JOE L. HENSLEY

ow, in the alien morning, the double
Nsuns beat down on the men lined
outside the “‘gather’” ship. The sky was
an envious green and the land was gull-
ied and arid.
Milton Tosti stood at the end of the

row listening to Doctor Hapan.

The Doctor’'s voice was clear over the
earphones. ““You men know what you
have been trained for, the job you must
do. Time is short. The plants we seek
began blooming this morning at our
best estimate. Many of them have al-
ready been located by the men at the
small outpost we keep here. You will try
to locate others. We need them all.”
His voice stopped and then began again.
“Perhaps this time we will find enough.”
He turned away quickly and Tosti knew
why. He knew where Doctor Hapan's
wife was.

Tosti felt no pity for Doctor Hapan.
The feeling was more one of empathy.
Almost every man on the “gather’” ship
had someone, someone close, in an insti-
tution. Why else would a man take the
chance of coming to this beaten world,
enduring the monotony and danger of
the journey, for sixty hours of frenzied
searching?

Tosti remembered a man who had
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been warm and real and kind — his father.
And then he had been nothing. A vacant-
eyed sitter in the sun, arms and legs
that moved when they were moved, all
sound lost, all love, then all life.

It was a product of environment. The
physical ailments were conquered, but
mental ailments doubled and tripled and
doubled again. Life was too technical,
too complex, on a planet gone wild with
factories supplying jewel-like parts for
the light drive, on a planet still divided -
politically, where any day might bring
the end. And men, the good ones, the
ones who thought and tried, retreated
from it all far too often—back to the
warmth of the womb, security and total
dependancy. And ten years of research,
following that of the hundreds of years
before, had found no solutions.

Until the Tanna plant.

Tosti shivered in the heat of his suit.
Someone yelled at him and he came
back to the here and now. He climbed
into the tiny scout with the others, the
ship that would drop him at his assigned
grounds.

The first day was futile. Occasionally
he came upon a cut vine already marked

and collected.

15



Once, along the somber skyline, he
caught a glimpse of something moving.
He waved and turned on the suit’s tiny
radio, thinking he might have crossed
into someone else’s territory.

"““Hello,”” he called.

There was no answer. Only the wind
came, blowing traces of the hot soil
against his helmet, carrying the currents
of acid, unbreathable atmosphere.

For awhile he waited and then went
on. It might have been one of the na-
tives of the planet. This was Tosti’s
third trip. On his first he had seen one
of those natives, but the thing had re-
treated away as soon as it caught sight
of him.

Man had been his usual bumblmg
self in the acquisition of extra-territorial
rights. The beings of this planet had
reason to flee.

Tosti went on searching.

When darkness of that first day came
he rested in the lee of a hill. He sipped
water and touched his belt control for
food and anti-sleep. His helmet light
picked out clumps of prickly vegetation,
lighter purple against the black soil.

He thought about himself without
much hope. He had lived twenty-seven
years without knowing where he was
going. He had been trained as a doctor
of medicine in a world where such train-
ing was almost unneeded-—except for
psychiatrists—and that he could never
be. The disintegration and death of his
father had filled him with two things
that together precluded being a psychia-
trist. The first was an almost unreason-
ing hatred for the thing that had made
his father a vegetable. The second was
much worse—so bad it was near a psy-
chosis, It was a fear the same thing
would happen to him. He had dreaded
his visits to the asylum, even hated the
thing who had once been his father. He
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had reasoned with himself that his feel-
ing was the instinct of self-preservation,
but it was now something he could not
even force himself to try to fight.

So he was a ‘“‘searcher.”” It scratched
a part of his itch. The ““searchers’” had
been set up long before the swift rise
of mental illness, but they had risen to
prominence because of it. A searcher
ship had found the plants on this world,
the plant among ten thousand others.
A searcher ship had found the Dannin
Bush on Gavna III and the Kanzy roots
on Veltagus, now known specifics for
cancer treatment.

But Tosti wanted to be a doctor in a
world where the need dwindled. He
wanted to be as his father had been.
But he knew he would never be.

The night had grown dark around him.
One tiny satellite sped across the sky
of Tanna. The stars were unfriendly
points of blurred light, obscured by the
hazy atmosphere.

Back on Earth he knew that research-
ers were working on synthesization, but
so far the plant had defied it.

He turned his light on full and began
the search again.

In the late afternoon of the second day
he discovered a clump of the Tanna
plants.

Most of that day he’d spent in run-
ning a deep crevice between rock walls,
fumbling in the harsh black soil.

The clump was the largest he'd ever
seen, but there was no feeling of triumph.
All twenty of the plants that he counted
appeared as if they were ready to enter
the metamorphic change that ruined
them for human use. They shimmered a
dark green and then a lighter green, the
trailing leaves speckled with tiny white
spots, the tendril flowers at the top
drooping and weary.
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Instructions were plain. He cut the
stalks quickly with his soil knife and
put them in the container that bulged
from the side of his suit. Now he was
supposed to find high ground and call
the ship. The plants would be fit for use
only for a short time in the heat of the
planet—only deep freeze could effectively
preserve them. And he had to gain that
elevation. Communication was uncer-
tain on this world. The double suns
blanketed radio, the valleys and moun-
tains ate it.

He started up. The crevice had run
deep. Far above him, thousands of feet
higher, he could see the crest lines of
the hills.

He came upon the natives before he
had made even a start. They lay at the
side of the path he was following. There
were four of them.

They were a dying race and man had
been the cause of that. Not by intention,
but the micro-organisms that man carried
with him attacked these creatures hun-
grily. By the time the first explorer from
earth realized, it was too late. Tosti
had seen them at a distance, but this
was his first real sight of them. They
had a curious grace, even in dying.
They were radially symmetrical, thin-
boned.

He bent over the closest of the four.
The wide, green eyes gleamed up at
him, slightly filmed, still alive. Great
blue blotches marred reddish skin. The
eyes watched him asking nothing, expect-
ing nothing. He knew enough about
them to understand that this was their
way. They were somewhat intelligent.
Another race would have fought the
thing that brought death. They were
non-cultured, their artifacts few. They
did not seem to care. They had fled the
thing that caused death, but they had
not fought it. And there were too many
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more interesting newly discovered cul-
tures for even the anthropologists to
care greatly.

He examined the other three cursorily.
They were the same. He could see that
they breathed with difficulty and from
the scummy eyes and lethargic move-
ments he suspected a rising fever. He
was almost certain that they were deep
in some respiratory infection. In a man
it might have been a bad cold.

Here, it was a nearness to death.

He had nothing to treat them with,
but he could build them a fire. With the
high fever, if they weren’t kept warm,
they would die in the approaching night.
He gathered dried vegetation into a
large pile. He set the fire with the light-
er from his tiny tool pouch. The_ fire
was slow, but it would still have to be
replenished. He moved them up close
around it. One of them, the first one
he'd examined, seemed more conscious
than the others. His eyes watchegd Tosti.

He said something in a soft, raspy
voice and Tosti moved his helmeted
head closer to hear.

“Knana?”’ the thing said again.

It meant nothing to Tosti, but he
nodded, knowing his face was partly-
masked by the helmet.

“Knana, he said back.

He saw the creature relax and some-
thing went dead in him. Whatever it was
that had been asked his answer had
satisfied. But it was a promise he could
not fulfill.

He looked at his chronometer. Three
hours had passed since he'd cut the
plants. He frowned, astonished and
alarmed. The plants he had, properly
processed, might take a thousand men
out of incurable wards, make those men
human again. The plant refused cultiva-
tion, resisted transplanting. The ones in
his pouch might be good for eight or
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ten more hours. But he had to call the
ship by then.

He gathered rocks and made a wind-
break when the fire began to dance,
watching the skyline all of the time. It
would be at least an hour up and not
quite so long back. In that time the fire
would die, and the cold night air, after
the warmth, would quickly kill. Four
lives against a thousand.

He made his decision and walked to
the edge of the light from the fire and
started up the path. The one creature
who was still conscious watched him
and Tosti could see the eyes shining in
the firelight. But there was nothing there
for Tosti, no pleading. Only a small
defeat there.

Tosti would have made it away then
if one of the beings hadn’t rolled too
. near the fire and cried in pain. Tosti
cursed himself and the facts and the
creatures, but he ran quickly back to
the fire and rolled the. shrieking thing
away from it. The screams had been
too human and needing. The decision
to leave could still be postponed. There
was time.

Once again the eyes of the conscious
creature came even with his own and
this time Tosti did not have to bend
close.

“Knana?’™’
again.

Tosti sat back down by the fire and
inclined his head twice. “Knana,” he
said loudly.

He rebuilt the fire five more times
that night and strengthened the rock
windbreak when the night breeze stif-
fened.

He waited for the light of day, afraid
to open the case at his side and inspect
the plants, afraid of what he would
find. When the suns came up he would
leave.

He dozed slightly then, despite the
anti-sleep.

the creature was asking

The dream came clearly. There was
his father and his long dead mother.

There was a night sky, full of moon and

stars, clear as a whistle. There was a
fire burning in the dream and meat to
roast over it and cold lemonade. There
was his father's hand on his own. It
was a picnic.” The three of them, just
the three, before the fire, but off in the
darkness the voices of other children
playing. |

It was a dream that Tosti had dreamed
so many times before that he almost
knew it for what it was.

His father said: ““Do what you want,
Miltie.”” The big hand covered his own
again. “Don't want to be me. Be you.”

And his own voice in lost treble: ‘I
want to be what you are. I want to be

a doctor.”’

It was a dream of laughter and good
days. It was a well remembered dream.

There was a waking.

He came back to awareness. The first
thing he saw was the open container at
the side of his suit. The plants were
gone.

Small leaves lay on the ground near
his feet. He knew those leaves

The creatures were gone.

He sat there for a moment and pon-
dered it, but it was too easy. One of
the creatures had opened his pouch
and taken the plants. Looking at the
ground around the fire he could see
the leaves spread in three other piles in
addition to the one at his feet. They
had eaten the plants and the plants had
made them well, at least well enough
to leave.

He went high up, looking back several
times, but he did not see them.

He called the ship.

The time of gathering had passed.

He did not know what to say to Doc-
tor Hapan and so he said nothing. Some-
day, perhaps, he would tell Hapan about

it, but not in this year when the vyield
(Continued on page 130)
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- CHARLY

Laurence M. Janifer

I have never, I think, been so
greatly saddened at writing a review.

The novella, FLOWERS FOR
ALGERNON by Daniel Keyes, was a

perfect work; the novel which ex-
panded it also diluted it to the point
where it was at least arguable that
Keyes had never seen, or could not
deal with, the real strength of the
original material; the television play,
THE TWO FACES OF CHARLY
GORDON, was (in the main due to
Cliff Robertson) a minor master-
piece. The movie, CHARLY, is a dis-
aster.

Something seemstohave happened
to Robertson. Perhaps it was PT-109,
perhaps simply the movie business as
opposed to the (more congenial
toward talent) TV business. Perhaps
it was a combination of Sterling
Silliphant’s script, Ralph Nelson’s
production and direction, and the
necessity to play up to some very fan-
cy camera work by Nelson-and-hire-
lings.

But Robertson has lost Charly
almost entirely. The scalding pathos
and understanding that exist in the
novella and the TV adaptation, and,
though diluted, even in the novel,
have gone right out the window: the
trial, triumph and crucifixion of
Charly Gordon as his IQ is raised
from less-than-70 to (unmeasurable)
and then begins to recede again, is
made every bit as meaningful, emo-

tionally and every other way, as the
struggle and triumph of Roy Rogers
in any film you can think of. Since
the picture, as the title tells us, cen-
ters. on Charly, this entire lack in
Robertson is the picture’s first, and
most important, move toward death.

The script comes next. Sterling
Silliphant has been writing, both for
the movies and TV over quite a
number of years now, a sort of
SATURDAY EVENING POST story
whose essential components are
drawn from (say) PARIS REVIEW.
This sort of thing gives the SEP
reader a feeling of daring, the PR
reader a feeling that the level of the
mass media is rising, and Sterling
Silliphant a great deal of money.
CHARLY is one more example of this
sort of watering-down, this sort of
making-it-easy-on-the-audience, this
sort of appalling simplification. It
resembles the original novella about
as much, and in about the same way,
that the Classic Comics HAMLET
resembles Shakespeare. Ralph
Nelson and his photographers, to
their credit, try to make up for this:
since there is very little of any worth
to show, the camera concentrates on
split-screen work, on some very fine
and meaningful nature shots, and on
one fantasy-sequence which, un-
fortunately, depends for its emotion
on the real situation out of which it
springs; it tries hard but cannot do

(Continued on page |39)
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To know Pulcheria is to love her, and that’s where the trouble
lies! Pulcheria, you see, is my great-great-great-multi-great-

grandmother . . .
doxes involved!

SYNOPSIS

It all started when I shucked a mean-
ingless job with the Manhattan County
More Supreme Court, Upper. I lasted
eight days, and then I hopped the first
pod southbound.

I ended up gawking at the front of a
sniffer palace on Under Bourbon Street,
Level Three of New Orleans, and that’s
where I met SAM. SAM the guru was a
black man, became a good and trusted
friend, and ultimately recruited me for
the Time Service. Oh yes: I'm JUDSON
DANIEL ELLIOTT III. Friends call
me JUD.

Research into the Benchley Effect be-
gan toward the end of the last century,
but we’ve only had the Time Service

and commercial tourism of the past for

the last twenty years. The Service is di-
vided into two divisions. The square-
jawed, true-blue types go into the Time
Patrol; they police the past for time-
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and you wouldn’t believe the Time Para-

UP THE LINE
ROBERT SILVERBERG

Second of two Parts
lllustrated by DAN ADKINS

crimes and time-errors which might alter
the flow of time and introduce Change.
The rest of us are Couriers and it is our
task to guide the tourists up the line.

The Time Service does a lot more
than supervise sightseeing into the past,
of course, but the fees the tourists pay
help subsidize the more scholarly under-
takings.

I went through an extensive training
program, beginning with a short jaunt up
the line with SAM to the point where
we first met. It was disorienting to see
myself like that—from the outside, for
the first time—and the complexities of

juggling now-time and then-time and

their interrelationship weren’t easy for
me. The paradoxes never stopped bother-
ing me entirely, either. The biggest—and
the one that has everyone worried —is
the fact that although we take only small

groups of tourists, half a dozen to a
dozen, up the line each tour, we are

taking them all to fixed spots in the past.
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Like, for instance, the Crucifixion Tour.
The first time-traveler to go up the line
to Golgotha was Barney Navarre, in
2012. Over the next two decades another
fifteen or twenty experimentalists made
the same trip. Since commercial tours
bagan on that runin2041, approximately
one group a month, or one hundred
tourists a year, has viewed the scene. That
means that so far at least 1800 twenty-
first century tourists have observed the
Crucifixion. Each of these groups is leav-
ing from a different month, but every
one of them is converging on the same
day. Think about that. If tourists con-
tinue to go up the line at a rate of 100
a year to see the Crucifixion, the crowd
at Golgotha will consist of at least
10,000 time-travelers by the middle of
the next century. Why aren’t they all
there now? Apparently it’s all a function
of now-time: each time we take more
tourists back up the line (suitably garbed
in the clothes of the era, of course; noth-
ing conspicuous or anachronistic), the
past is changed a little and that crowd
grows larger. Taken to its ultimate, this
Cumulative Audience Paradox would end
up with an audie. ~e of billions of time-
travelers piled up « the past to witness
the Crucifixion, filli, 7 all the Holy Land
and spreading out into Turkey, into
Arabia, even to India and Iran. And the
same holds true for every other signifi-
cant event in human history: as com-
merical time-travel progresses, it must
inevitably smother every event ina horde
of spectators, even though during the
original occurrence of those events no
such hordes were present!

That’s just one of the Paradoxes I've
learned to deal with (or to ignore).

On my earliest training jaunts I assist-
ed other Couriers, learning from their
examples. With JEFF MONROE I went
back to the assassination of Huey Long.
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With SID BUONOCORE I did 1803 and
the Louisiana Purchase run (all those
early jaunts were local to the New Or-
leans area— time-travel doesn’t involve
spatial travel). SAM told me that SID
BUONOCORE had been demoted from
the Renaissance run. “The Time Patrol
caught him pimping lady tourists to
Cesare Borgia. The tourist gals paid him
nicely, and so did Cesare. Buonocore
claimed he was just doing his job— let-
ting his girls get a deeper experience of
the Renaissance, you know. But they
pulled him back here and stuck him on
Louisiana Purchase.”’ Nonetheless, SID
seemed to have a few angles working for
him in 1803, when I went back with
him: currency manipulations of some
sort; I never sorted it all out. But he
was a good Courier. He knew his busi-
ness.

Ultimately they sent me to Istanbul
for the Byzantium run. This would be
my run; I was a graduate student in By-
zantine history.

I had nine colleagues, five of whom
were up the line when I arrived. SPIROS
PROTOPOPOLOS was about thirty,
plump, sleek, with sunglasses and a
great many white teeth. MELAMED was
German, fair-haired and hid behind a
dense sandy beard. CAPISTRANO was
a slick, dark-haired Spaniard who later
on, deep in his cups, confided to me
that his great-grandmother had been a
Turk. He may have invented that so I'd
despise him; CAPISTRANO had a dis-
tinct streak of masochism. PAPPAS had
hollow cheeks, sad eyes, and a drooping
mustache. He was about forty, as was
MELAMED. CAPISTRANO looked a

little younger.

I'm Greek on my mother’s side; six of

my nine colleagues were also Greek. It
made sense. The others were HER-

SCHEL, KOLETTIS, PLASTIRAS, ME-
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TAXAS and GOMPERS. “Gompers?” I
said. PROTOPOPOLOS replied, ““His
grandmother was pure Hellene.”” The

five of them were at that moment scat-
tered over ten centuries.

I went out the first time with CAPIS-
TRANO.

The first night, while our tourists were
asleep, he told me something about him-
self. (But not about the Turkish great-
grandmother; that was months later.) At
the time he struck me as a wonderful
mixture of the desperate, tragic romantic
and the self-dramatizing charlatan. “I
have made a little hobby of tracing my
ancestors, do you know?’’ he told me.
"It is my own private research. Here—
look at these names.” He produced a
small, thick notebook. “‘In each era I
visit,”” he said, “'I seek out my ancestors
and list them here. Already I know sev-
eral hundred of them, going back to the
fourteenth century.”

“An interesting hobby,”’ I said.

CAPISTRANO's eyes blazed. ““More
than a hobby! A matter of death and
life! Look, my friend, whenever I grow
more tired than usual of existence, all I
must do is find one of these people, one,
and destroy him! Take his life when he.
is still a child, perhaps. Then return to
now-time. And at that moment, swiftly,
without pain, my own tiresome life ceases
ever to have been!”

““But the Time Patrol—"

“Helpless,”” said CAPISTRANO.
“What can the Patrol do? If my crime is
discovered, I am seized and erased from
history for timecrime, right? If my crime
is not discovered, and why should it be,
then I have erased myself. Either way I
am gone. Is this not the most charming
way of suicide?”

My second time-tour of Byzantium was
with THEMISTOKLIS METAXAS.
From the moment I met him, I sensed
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that this man was going to play a major
role in my destiny, and I was right.

METAXAS was bantam-sized, maybe
1.5 meters tall. His skull was triangular,
flat on top and pointed at the chin. His
hair, thick and curly, was going gray. I
guess he was about fifty years old. He
had small glossy dark eyes, heavy brows,
and a big sharp slab of nose. There was
no fat on him anywhere. He was unus-
ually strong. His voice was low and
compelling.

METAXAS had charisma. Or maybe
chutzpah.

He had been one of the first Time
Couriers ever hired, more than fifteen
years ago. If he had cared to have the
job, he could have been the head of the

entire Courier Service by now, with a
platoon of wanton secretaries and no
need to battle fleas in old Byzantium.
By choice, though, METAXAS remained
a Courier on active duty, doing nothing
but the Byzantium run. He practically
regarded himself as a Byzantine citizen,
and even spent his layoffs there, in a
villa he’d acquired in the suburbs of the
early twelfth century. .

He was engaged on the side in a
variety of small and large illegalities;
the Time Patrol seemed terrified of him
and let him have his own way in every-
thing. Of course, METAXAS had more
sense than to meddle with the past in
any way which might cause serious
changes in now-time, but aside from
that his plunderings up the line were
totally uninhibited.

When I met him for the first time he
said to me, ‘“You haven’t lived until
you've laid one of your own ancestors.”

The tour opened my eyes. We saw
everything. I understood why METAX-
AS was the most coveted of Couriers.
CAPISTRANO had done his best to
give his people an exciting show, but
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he had wasted too much time in the
early phases. METAXAS, leaping bril-
liantly over hours and days, unveiled
the entire catastrophe for us, and brought
us at last to the morning when order
was restored and a shaken Justinian
rode through the charred ruins of Con-
stantinople.

I was lost in admiration for the sharp-

faced little man. He had revealed to me

in a stunning way thedifference between

an inspired Courier and a merely com-
petant one. METAXAS hadn’t just taken
us to the standard highlights. He had

shown us any number of minor events,
splicing us in for an hour here, two

hours there, creating for us a glorious
mosaic of Byzantine history. Other Cour-

iers made a dozen stops, perhaps; ME-

TAXAS made more than fifty.

But he had his quirks. Like the moody
CAPISTRANO, he’d devoted much effort
to hunting out his ancestors. His mo-
tives were altogether different, however.
CAPISTRANO was plotting an elabor-
ate suicide, but METAXAS was obsessed
with transtemporal incest. He explained
it to me, once: “My father was a cold,
hateful man. He beat his children every
morning before breakfast for exercise.
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