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We're grateful to all the science-fiction fans

who gave our publications a clean sweep of

every professional Hugo Award at the 1967

World Science Fiction Convention. And

we're proud that you've selected us for the

Best Magazine Award for the past two con-

secutive years. We're even more grateful to the many loya
readers who have made it possible for botl
GALAXY and IF to appear monthly from nov
on. That means we can bring you twice a:
many of the best stories being written by the
best science-fiction writers of all time.

...AND COME AGAIN

To earn your continued support, we're de-

termined to make GALAXY and IF even

better in the future. You’ll regret missing a single issue. So t
be sure instead of sorry, why not fill in thi
coupon—or write the information on a shee
of plain paper—and send it in today? You’l
save money, too!
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IF ® Editorial

‘Sufficient Unto The Day

By a popular school definition, fic-
tion holds up a mirror to life. Our
staries simply reflect what we are.
And if that is true, we may be in for
the end of what some have called
our most precious heritage — hu-
man dignity. The great bulk of the
so-called mainstream literature (and
of New Whatchamacallit science fic-
tion) seems concerned with petty an-
ti-heroes who whine over the lot of
mankind but do nothing about it
And they may be reflecting accurate-
ly a tendency that is strong in cur-
rent human development,

The concept that the human ani-
mal is entitled to earn and hold dig-
nity as an individual is fairly rare in
human history. We inherited it from
three sources. The ancient Hebrews
.somehow developed it. The Roman
Republic held it for centuries, and
its tradition got passed on into Chris-
tianity to some extent. And above all,
the ancient Norse people brought it
to its peak and passed it on to us.
(Even their gods had human dignity,
and did not — uniquely — violate
the dignity of their worshippers.) But
to most of the rest of the world,
dignity lay only in high places, or in
the horde known as the State.

Probably it’s a luxury concept an

overcrowded world of nearly four
billion people cannot well preserve.
And hence, our current literature
may be correct in reflecting the loss
of man’s belief in his own particular
dignity.

But science fiction does not re-
flect. It projects. And mostly we deal
with worlds where men must have
sense of human importance and dig-
nity.

Without that feeling, men do
not go pioneering into new worlds
or developing new ways to handle
the inhuman laws of nature. What
would be an accurate reflection of
now must inevitably be a grotesque
and silly lie for the worlds with
which we deal.

Sufficient unto the day is the evil
thereof. We have no obligation to
yoke our futures to it. Our strength
as a literature comes from the fact
that we don’t limit ourselves to tell-
ing it as it is. We can' and should
tell it as it will be — as it nmst
and should be.

Science fiction has its own dignity
and need not reflect anything from
the literatures that have abandoned
all hope ontheir long descent into
their uninteresting hells.

—THE EDITOR
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IF ® Noveletté

ROOVYLAND

by ROBERT BLOCH"

lllustrated by GAUGHAN

Drool was alien and green and ugly.

And there was no other rock group

like him anywhere — in the beginning.

I

I started my writing assignment at

the studio on January 2nd. Ten
minutes after I checked into my
office I got a call from my pro-
ducer, Effingwell Wright.

Working for him was about as
safe as practicing dentistry on an
alligator, but I needed the bread.
Besides, he did my kind of pic-
ture — he’d just finished a spook-
tacular, Tke Turn Of The Screw,
and was now considering a sequel,



The Return Of The Screw. Which
was why I'd been hired.

At least that’s what I thought
until T arrived at Wright’s office.

“We're going to do Hamlet,” he
announced.

“Hamlet?”

Wright nodded through a wreath
of cigar-smoke. “That’s it, baby.
Now we only got one problem. How
do we lick the story?”

I stared at him. “I'm afraid I’ve
never had any experience with
Shakespeare.”

“Don’t worry, you won’t be
working with him.” Wright’s cigar
waved dismissal of the problem.
“But there’s a ghost in this prop-
erty, isn’t there? And that’s where
you come in.”

That, actually, is where Wright’s
secretary came in and handed him
a letter.

“Here’s the censorship report.
It just arrived.”

“Censorship?” Wright scowled
through the smoke.

“From the Anti-Amusement
League. They want some changes
in the story-treatment.”

Wright scanned the letter, shak-
ing his head and muttering as he
read.

“Relationship between Hamlet
and his mother is unacceptable to
this office. Suggest you make him
an orphan.” Wright frowned, then
went on. “Rosencrantz and Guild-
enstern objectionable for ethnic
reasons — no Jewish names. Rec-
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ommend you make them Negroes.”

Wright sighed and con-
tinued. “Be 'sure to eliminate vio-
lence — no duels, no killings at the

.end.” He began to frown again.

“Imperative that you cut the
phrase, To be or mot to be. It
might encourage suicide.” Wright’s
frown darkened. “Remove business
with skull in graveyard scene. Bet-
ter still, drop graveyard scene en-
tirely. Too gruesome for kiddies in
audience. Finally, we cannot ac-
cept the ghost. There must be no
cheap, morbid nonsense about spir-
its of the dead thirsting for re-
venge. Sincerely — ”

Wright shrugged at me. “Sorry,
baby. You can’t fight progress.”
He rose and moved with me to the
door. “I'd Jike to use you on this
project, but the Anti-Amusement
League carries a lot of clout in the
industry. I suggest you go back to
your office and clean out your
drawers.”

I got the message. I was being
tossed out on my assignment.

Meanwhile, back at the Unem-
ployment Office —

II

The first thing I did at the Un-
employment Office was read
the bulletin board to see if there
were any openings. It had only one
listing today, and I glanced at it.
“Nit-pickers wanted. Must be
experienced quibblers.”
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I shook my head. No government
job for me. Better off te apply for
compensation. So I bought a paper
and got in line to wait for my in-
terview.

From the look of the headlines,
the year was starting off with a
bang. Wars were escalating abroad,
prices were escalating at home and
taxes were just plain rising. Eigh-
teen people had been killed in a
riot for peace, and there was talk
that no such groups would be al-
lowed to demonstrate in the future
without a riot-permit. A small box
contained a bulletin on 981 traffic
fatalities and a large front-page
story dealt with the arrest of a lo-
cal museum guard who had been
accused of mummy-molesting.

I sought solace in the sports sec-
tion, reading the scores of the New
Year’s football games — the Rose
Bowl, the Cotton Bowl, the Sugar
Bowl, the Toilet Bowl —

“Pardon me,” the soft voice mur-
mured.

Glancing up, I saw this unnatur-
al blonde, the lass with the psyche-
delicate air.

“Are you three o’clock?” she
asked. It took me a moment to in-
terpret her question; she wanted to
know the time of my interview.

“That’s right,” I nodded.

“Mind if I slip in ahead of you?
I'm two-forty-five.”

Actually, ’d have guessed her
to be 36-24-36, so I gallantly al-
lowed her to precede me and re-

turned to my reading. When 1
looked up again, she was gone, and
I stepped before the window to de
the interview bit.

It wasn’t until I went outside
that I saw her again.

She was standing on the curb be-
side the car parked just ahead of
mine —a beat-up old heap with a
bumper-sticker reading I Want To
Be Conspicuous. The car was dec-
orated with the usual floral de-
signs, but from the look on the
gir’s face I gathered that her
Flower Power had wilted.

“Trouble?” I inquired.

‘She glanced up. “Oh, it’s you!”

There was no point in denying
it, so I nodded. “What’s the mat-
ter— car won’t start?”

It was her turn to nod.

I opened the door and got be-

hind the wheel. “Here, let me give

you a hand.” I gave her more than
a hand; I gave her a foot, on the
gas-pedal. The motor coughed,
spluttered, then gave an unmistak-
able death-rattle.

“Don’t bother,” she told me.
“It’s totalled.” And she started te
walk away.

“Hey, aren’t you going to call
the Auto Club?”

“Not unless they’ll give me a
lift home.”

I climbed out hastily. “Where’s
that?”

“Above the Strip. On Basic
Drive. You know where that isp”

I opened the doer of my own
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car. “Get in, and I'll prove it.”

“Thanks.” She slid across the
seat, snuggling over on the passen-
ger side. I climbed in after her and

we peeled off.

As we turned up Highland, I
4L learned that her name was
Sandy Simpson. Making a left on
Sunset, I discovered that she was
a professional body.

“That’s right,” she said, as I re-
acted by nearly ramming the car
into a lamp-post. “I sell my body
for a living. All, or any part of it.
You know, like in a TV commer-
cial with a star — sometimes her
hands show her age, so when they
cut to a tight closeup, it’s my hands
in the shot. Or maybe my feet. I
do knees and elbows, too, and I’'m
very good at cleavage.”

“In other words, you’re a dou-
ble?”

“A dubber, too. I specialize in
howls for the laugh-tracks on com-
edy shows.” And she gave out with
an ear-splitting screech.

“Sounds like a good racket.”

“Not lately.” Sandy sighed heav-
ily. “Haven’t had a studio call in
three months, I'd have starved to
death if it wasn’t for a couple of
nose residuals I got from an old
sinus-tablet commercial.”

“So that’s why you were down
collecting compensation.”

Sandy nodded. “What’s your ex-
cuse?”

“I'm a writer. In this business

GROOVYLAND

we are constantly

“TV or movies?”

“I’'m versatile, I starve in both.”
I crossed Crescent Heights and
moved on into Sunset Strip.

“Couldn’t you do like, books?”

“I’ve done like, books. Three of
them, to be exact. How To Drown
A Fish, The Romance of Sewage
Disposal, and one of those big
special gift-books — A Pictorial
History of Dandruff.”

“Did they sell?”

“Like hot-cakes.” I shrugged.
“Trouble is, nobody buys hot-cakes
in a bookstore.”

“But you’re really a writer?”
Sandy eyed me curiously. “What’s
your name?”

“Considine. Joe Considine.”

“You got a pad around here?”

This time I nearly piled up the
car against a street sign. Not be-
cause of the implications of her
question, but due to something I
suddeuly remembered. Something
weighing about 250 pounds of sol-
id, unyielding granite —my land-
lord.

“I did,” T told her. “That is, I
do and I don’t. I mean, I haven’t
been getting up the rent for a cou-
ple of months and the landlord is
leaning on me. I figured on draw-
ing a salary advance today, only
my job was shot down. So when I
show up tonight without a pay-
ment, it’s outsville.”

“What abodt your compensa-
tion?”

starving.”
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“Two week waiting period be-
fore I collect the first check.”

“I knew it!” Sandy bounced up
and down on the seat, squealing
happily. “Now you can meve in
with me!”

I gave her a double-take, and she
nodded quickly. “The minute I
saw you standing in line, I figured
you'd be a good choice.”

This time I watched the road be-
fore replying. “You mean you came
down to the Unemployment Office
to shop for a room-matep”

“Not a room, man. A great big
groovy spread. And you can pay
your share of the rent when your
compensation checks come through
— just like the others.”

“Others?”

Sandy nodded. “Don’t worry,
you won’t be crowded. You’ll see.”
She gave me a reassuring smile,
“Like I’'m not pressuring you. Just
think about it.”

I thought about is as I drove.
Drove along Sunset Strip, pass-
ing all the familiar landmarks. Here
were the shops and the signs — Mr.
Gladys, the hair stylist — Mother
Naked’s Southern Fried Chicken
— Toilet A-Go-Go — the interior
decorator place where they restored
antique furniture like new — and
the other interior decorator place
where they aged new furniture to
make it look antique. We sped by
the Now Generation Clinic, spe-
cializing in youthful diseases like

hippytitis, and passed the Topless
Restaurant where I had once been
thrown out for not wearing a neck-
tie.

Dusk was falling, and the hippies
were rising; the under-achievers,
members of the uptrodden masses,
hiding from the world behind dark
glasses and beards.

This was the scene — boots and
bare feet, buttons and bushy hair
and beads the mod and the odd
intermingled. I'd mever been with
it; among these Flower Children I
was just an elderly weed. But now,
under the circumstances, perhaps
I’d better blossom forth.

I glanced at Sandy. There were
worse fates than sharing a pad with
her. At least it might be a tem-
porary solution, until my agent
came up with another job.

“QOkay, it’s a deal,” I told her
“I’l sneak my thmgs out of' the
apartment and move in tomorrow.”

“Crazy,” she said. “Turn right
at the next corner — that’s Basic
Drive.”

T turned right at the next corner
and started the climb up a dark
and deserted hillside street.

And that’s where the crunch
came.

The crunch, and the squeal as
I applied my brakes — just a mo-
ment too late to avoid impact. Ap-
parently the street hadn’t been en-
tirely deserted after all, because
there was a crumpled figure lying
on the pavement before my car.
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Sandy and I opened our doors
simultaneously, and a moment la-
ter we stood staring down at the
yellow-suited, gray-booted little
form sprawled in the street.

“Hippy outfit,” Sandy murmur-
ed. “But he’s just a kid —”

I nodded, then stooped and turn-
ed him over gently. His eyes were
closed and I couldn’t distinguish
his features here in the deepening
darkness. But his chest rose and
fell regularly, and that’s what mat-
tered the most to me at the mo-
ment.

“He’s alive.”

I gestured to Sandy. “Hold the
door open while I get him in.”

Lifting him carefully, I placed
him in the front seat of the car,
right in the middle, so that when
Sandy climbed in on her side he
was propped up between us.

“Hang onto him now,” I told her.

Sandy nodded obediently. Then
she gasped.

“What’s the matter?”

“His face —he’s turning green!”

“Shock.”

I glanced over. My diagnosis was
correct, but I had the wrong pa-
tient. It was Sandy who was in
shock. She sat there, gaping and
pointing, trying to speak,

“His hands are green, too — ”

I shook my head grimly. “Hold
tight, We may break a few speed
records, but I've got to get him to
a hospital.”

It was then that I felt the stir-
GROOVYLAND

ring beside me. It was then that I
turned to see the yellow eyes pop
open and the wide mouth part in a
grin. The head twisted towards me
and I heard the words.

“Not hospital.”

A hand rose up in a restraining
gesture. A hand that was perhaps
a paw—with a thumb and enly
three fingers.

“Not hospital,” the voice repeat-
ed firmly, And the next words fell
like a knell of doom. “Take me to
your leader.”

1

Now the Strip is filled with un-
dersized specimens who wear
far-out outfits. Some of them even
cover their hands and faces with
psychedelic designs in paint. Down
there I'd probably never have given
this one a second glance, but here
in the lonely darkness of the hill-
side it was different. Everything
about him was different — his cos-
tume, his complexion, his size and
his eyes. The face was froglike and
that three-fingered paw was neither
batrachian nor human,

“Crazy!” Sandy whispered.

And it was.

Sandy seemed relieved now that
the creature had spoken, but I
didn’t share her reaction.

“Don’t you understand??” I mut-
tered. “He’s an alien.”

“So what? I've got nothing
against foreigners.”
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“But he’s not an ordinary for-
eigner — he’s extra-terrestrial.”

“Nobody’s perfect,” she told me.
“The important thing is he’s not
hurt.” She turned to the creature.
“Isn’t that right, man?”

“Not man. Drool.”

“Drool? Is that your name?”

“Yes. In your speech. Mine is
different. Like you say, something
else.”

“You’re something else!” Sandy
shook her head. “Are you really an
alien, like Joe says?”

The creature nodded. “I tell it
like it is, man.”

Sandy stared at him. “Where did
you learn how to speak such per-
fect English?”

“In the ship.”

I got into the act. “You came in
a ship? From where?”

“Up.” The green hand gestured.

“Another planet?”

Drool nodded. “But the ship was
yours. Krool found it. What you
call spacecraft. Hardware. One of
yours — empty.”

I shook my head, but not
in doubt. It was all too possible
in these days of Top Security. We
might have sent out an advanced-
design spacecraft on a secret test
flight. If something went wrong and
its crew was lost, the ship would
go on, drifting through space until
it fell-into the paws of creatures
like these. Creatures like —

“Krool,” Sandy murmured. “Who
is he?”

12

“Boss. Big Daddy. Father of us
all. Like me, only twenty times
more. He looks like — ”

Drool went on to describe his
father’s appearance, and I didn’t
like what I heard at all. According
to him, his sire was a cross between
a sabre-toothed tiger and a giant
multi-colored leopard. And he had
no paternal affection for his son,
because Drool was the runt of the
litter.

“My brothers and sisters are nor-
mal, all four million of them. But 1
don’t grow. Maybe not the right
chromosomes, maybe no blue genes.
Krool is very up-tight about it. Se
when he found the ship, he took
me off with him. A long journey,
but the charts told him how to go,
and the handling was simple. You
are still quite primitive, right?”

“Let me get this straight,” I said.
“Your father brought you here in
a ship. But if the crew was missing,
how did you learn our language?”

“The crew left much literature
to read and study. What you call
comic books.”

That explained his speech pat-
tern. I wondered what else
this alien had learned of our con-
temporary culture. But there were
more important concerns right now.

“Where is this -ship?”

“Krool took it back.”

“After he landed you here?”

“Not landed. Dropped. Bad trip,
man.”
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It was beginning to sound like
one to me. “He dropped you out
of the ship into space?”

“Only a few feet. Nobody saw us
because of the air. Like it’s a gas,
man?”

“Smog,” I told him. And visual-
ized the hovering space-craft, the
gigantic creature at the controls,
dropping this liftle creature down
to land before the car in the street
with no one the wiser. It coxld hap-
pen that way. Anything could hap-
pen twenty feet above our heads
and we’d never know it because of
the prevailing pollution. It trans-
mogrified everything it touched.

“How cruddy!” Sandy exclaimed.
“Cutting out on you like that—
leaving you all alone in a strange
place, not caring if you live or
die —"?

“He cares,” Drool assured her.
“I am not left to die. It is just

that T am so weak and small. I~

can’t come on like my brothers and
sisters when they are sent to the
big, important worlds. So Krool
brings me to this earth because it
will not be a problem for me.” He
nodded. “Kroel says even a child
can do it here.”

“Do what?”

“My thing.”

“Which is?”

“The same as my brothers and
sisters do when they go to the bet-
ter-class planets. They conquer.”

T turned to him. “Let’s have that
line again. You’re really here to

GROOVYLAND

conquer earth. That’s your plaap”

“That’s my bag. So take me to
your leader.”

“Sure.” I nodded. “And then
what?”

Drool smiled happily. “Then I
merely blast him with my super-
disintegratosonic — opps/” .

He sat there, suddenly silent as
his green face slowly paled to
chartreuse.

Sandy eyed him anxieusly.
“What’s the matter?” .

“Krool gave me one. I know 1
had it when he lifted me out. I
must have dropped it —”

“Your weapon?” -

Drool nodded, frowning. “It’s
probably still floating around some-
where in the smog — almost weight-
less, you know — ” He broke eff
and peered at me anxiously. “But
if T lost it, how do I—?”

“You don’t,” I told him. “And
that’s final.” I tromped on the gas-
pedal. “Let’s go.”

“Where are you taking him?”
Sandy’s voice was apprehensive.

It was a good question, but at
the moment I didn’t have any geoed
answers. Police? The Orphan’s
Home? Lost And Found Deperi-
ment?

The answer came with clarien
clarity. For as I started the
motor, the car was suddenly filled
with soaring sound.

“Ooh!” Sandy squealed. “The
Galloping Cruds!”
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And indeed it was. With ear-split-
ting precision, that popular hard-
rock group belted out their latest
hit. As the guitars twanged and the
drums echoed the beat, the voices
proclaimed a moving message.

“Pd like to turn you on, baby,

But I can’t find the switch —"

Sandy cupped her hands and
shouted, “Groovy! But turn it
down a little.”

“Sorry,” I yelled. “I don’t have
a radio in the car.”

Sandy stared at me.

I stared at her.

Then we both just stared at
Drool.

His wide mouth was wide open.
And from it poured the sound of
electric guitars, the thud of drums,
the cacaphonic blending of five
male voices.

“Impossible!” 1 breathed and
clapped my hand across -Drool’s
mouth.

The sound blurred instantly.

I removed my hand quickly and
Drool looked up. “What’s with you,
man?” he inquired.

Sandy was still staring at him,
“Was that really you singing?”

“Yeah. Don’t you dig it?”

Sandy nodded. “But how on
earth — p”

“Not on earth.” Drool grinned.
“In the ship. There was an instru-
ment — stereo tape machine —1I
listened while I read the comic
books.”

%Wait a minute.” I stopped the

14

car again and faced him. “Are you
trying to tell us you can imitate
anything you hear recorded?”

Drool shrugged. “Why not?”

“You mean you can do all those
voices at once, plus the guitars and
drums?”

“The sounds are very simple.”

“Your vocal cords must be tied
in Boy Scout knots.”

Sandy raised her hand. “Wait a
minute.” Drool glanced at her and
she continued. “Can you do the
Zappers?”

Drool opened his mouth, and the
answer came. The Zappers — two
male minstrels, two female min-
strels, and one interlocuter-type —
began to wail their Golden Record
classic, Doobie-Do Or Doobie-Don’t
You? With full orchestral back-
ground,

Then Drool did a pop ballad by
Eddie Breech and the Clouts. After
that, a small filet of soul music,
followed by a children’s recording
of East Indian rega, featuring the
soft tones of a baby sitar.

“Wild!” Sandy shook her head.
“I don’t believe it!”

“Hearing is believing,” I told
her. “What you’ve been listening to
is the sound of fifty million dollars
— pouring right into our laps.”

I put my hand on Drool’s shoul-
der. “Still want to conquer earth?”
I asked.

He nodded eagerly, then frown-
ed. “But how — ?”

“Leave everything to us,” I as-
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sured him,
arranged.”

“I think it can be

v

As Jack the Ripper used to say,
how’s that for openers?.

Between the time Drool finished
his concert and the time we parked
in Sandy’s driveway I had it all
figured.

Sandy started to follow my rea-
soning and ended up way ahead
of me. “It’s a big deal. We’re go-
ing to have to use the others.”

“What others?”

Sandy gestured up at the impos-
ing mansion which loomed against
the hillfop horizon. “I told you I
didn’t live here alone,” she said.
“Come along — you’ll see.”

We left the car and moved up
the walk. I put my hand on Drool’s
shoulder.

“Remember your instructions.
Speak only when you’re spoken to
and let us do the talking. Play it
cool.”

‘He nodded, and we entered.

Then it Was my turn to remem-
ber instructions. But I found it very
difficult to keep my cool in the
overheated atmosphere of Sandy’s
pad.

Somehow I hadn’t expected her
to live in 4 twenty-room mansion,
complete with marble floors, a fire-
place in every bedroom, and an in-
door swimming pool.

“Don’t you recognize where you
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are?” she murmured. “It’s the old
Riga Mortice place.”

Something clicked, and I nodded.
I remembered Rxga Morticé very
well indeed. She had been & popular
entertainer during my childhood,
until illness forced her retirement.
No longer a bouncy, bubbling in-
genue, she became a victim of al-
cohol, narcotics and diet-pills. But
her fans never deserted her, and
when she emerged to make a come-
back on a singing tour, her popu-
larity boomed again. Her first ap-
pearance, weak and wan and forty
pounds lighter, had sparked some-
thing in the souls of a hundred
million middle-aged female fans,
who identified with her because of
their own hypochondria. Since they
themselves were on a daily diet of
sleeping pills, pep pills, water pills,
reducing pills, tranquilizers and
laxatives, Riga Mortice became
their heroine. They flocked to her
concerts, not to hear her voice but
merely to see if she’d manage to
last out the performance. When-
ever she cancelled an engagement
or took an overdose of liquor, popu-
lar enthusiasm increased; some of
the adoring lady fans even kept
scrapbooks filled with clippings on
her suicide attempts. Her appear-
ance on crutches brought applause;
her tour in a wheelchair was a
smash hit, and when she finally be-
gan to sing to her public from a
microphone built into an iron lung,
she was Number One Box Office.

IF



“Riga Mortice,” I murmured.
“Of course! Whatever kap-
pened to her?”

“Something terrible,”
sighed. “She got healthy.”

I shook my head. “Sad, isn’t it?
Here was a gal who had every-
thing — neurasthenia, self-destruc-
tive tendencies, a manic-depressive
psychosis — what a shame to lose
all that talent!”

“She lost this house, too,” Sandy
explained. “That’s when we moved
[V} §

!n.‘lwe?”

“I and the others.” Sandy was
leading Drool and me along an im-
posing corridor panelled in solid
mahogany from floor to thirty-foot
ceiling,

“But how can you afford it?”

“Because we’re all on unem-
ployment compensation. There’s
six of us here — that is, until we
lost one of our tenants yesterday.
He got a job and moved into a
one-room furnished apartment.
Now he can’t afford to stay here.”

“But isn’t he making more mon-
ey — ?”

“Look. His job only pays him a
hundred and fifty a week. We each
get seventy-five dollars in compen-
sation.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Our seventy-five is met, tax
free. But after this poor guy pays
commission to his agent, and de-
ductions are taken from his check
for income tax, surtax, social se-
GROOVYLAND:

Sandy

curity, state disability insurance
and all the rest, he winds up with
less bread than we have.”

I was beginning to get the pic-
ture. Six times seventy-five is four
hundred and fifty dollars a week
—more than enough to pay the
rent on.even such a palatial pad
as this one. And that’s why Sandy
had scouted the Unemployment
Office; she meeded to replace the
sixth tenant with a new resident,
such as me,

Sandy smiled at me. “How abeut
that?” she inquired, gesturing at
the sweep and thrust of the three-
story staircase which rose at the
end of the hall. “Where else eould
you find such a glad pad fer sev-
enty-five per, including feed, li-
quor and gas for your wheels?”

I glanced around. “Something’s
missing, though. I don’t see amy
chairs and tables.”

“Oh, that!” She made a gesture
of dismissal. “We don’t have any
yet. But we’re planning t@ buy
some period furniture — on meonth-
ly payments, of course. Meamwhile,
we just make do.” She steered
Drool and me toward an ormate
double door. “But come em and
meet the others.”

The others were gathered feor the
cocktail hour at the draimed
indoor swimming pool. Seated in-
side it, with their bottoms teuch-
ing bottom, they gave us glasses
and greetings,
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Seldom have I seen such a col-
lection of disparate types, but as
Sandy made the introductions I be-
gan te sense that they were desper-
ate types as well. All of them had
one thing in common — they were
born losers.

Sandy led me to a spade-beard-
ed, scholarly-looking gentleman
whose name was Mr. Barf. Re-
garding me mournfully, he started
to rise and I waved him back.
“Pleaseé don’t get up on my ac-
count,” I told him.

Barf broke into a sudden smile.
“Thank you. I prefer it here at the
bottem of the pool.”

“Mr. Barf is our philosopher,”
Sandy explained. “He once tried to
drown himself in Walden Pond.”

“Unsuccessfully, I fear,” Barf
sighed. “Next time I hope to be
more Thoreau about it”

The wan little man beside him
scowled at me. “What did you
mean by that ‘on my account’
crack?” he demanded suspiciously.

“Don’t mind Mr, Emia,” Sandy
whispered. “He’s very sensitive
about such things. He used to be
the cashier in a blood-bank, but
they fired him for embezzlement.”

Luke Emia glowered at me but
accepted my hand in greeting

Sandy moved with me to a mop-
headed young man whose psyche-
delic jacket was covered with but-
tons, although he still looked as if
he didn’t have all of his own. “Mr,
Grafitti,” she announced. “He
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writes a column ior one of the un-
derground newspapers.”

“Pleased to meet you.”

“—,” said Grafitti, pleasantly.

Warmed by his greeting, I moved
on to the next tenant. This young
man, introduced to me simply as
Swinger, was so ragged, filthy and
unkempt that I automatically peg-
ged him as a musician. Such proved
to be the case. He had once been
part of a recording group, he told
me, until he suffered a nasty shock
— when his electriconic harmonica
had short-circuited on a high note
and blown all the caps off his teeth.
Since that time, apparently, he’d
nursed a grudge against all per-
formers including singers, and car-
ried on an active crusade against
them.

“T just got busted,” he concluded
mournfully.

“Not again?”
“What happened?”

“Well, I read where Tony Ben-
nett was opening at a club here in
town, and you know what fkal
means. Last night I went down
there, and when he came on and
started singing I Lost My Heart
In Sen Francisco, 1 walked up on
the stage and handed him one. It
was only a beef-heart, of course,
but the fuzz hauled me in anyway.”

Shaking her head in commisera-
tion, Sandy led me to the last mem-

Sandy sighed.

‘ber of the gathering, a dapper bald-

ing man who greeted me with a
firm handclasp.
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“Kotic’s the name,” he told me.
“But you can call me Cy.”

I blinked in sudden recognition.
“Not the Drive-In Psychiatrist?
The one who used to set up his
couch in the parking lot over in
Beverly Hills?”

“Five couches,” he announced
proudly. “A regular open-air clin-
ic.” His smile faded. “But I got
out of the racket. It is a racket,
you know. Head-shrinkers don’t do
you any good — the thing to do is

get your head Sanforized. I re--

tired to work out my new theories.”

During this exchange, Drool had
been standing patiently and
silently at my side. Now Mr. Kotic
eyed him speculatively.

“Who’s your sickie friend?” he
inquired.

“He’s not sick,” Sandy declared.

“Well, he’s too short to be the
Jolly Green Giant,” Kotic mut-
tered. “And you must admit he is
green around the gills. In fact, dur-
ing my entire professional career
T’ve never seen anyone look green-
er, Brgo, he must be ill. Note the
hyperthyroid bulge of his eyes, the
reddish pupils, the nasal malforma-
tion and the labial deformity. I’ve
been a psychiatrist too long not to
recognize a real ding-a-ling when
I see one.”

T gave Sandy a quick glance and
she picked up her cue. “That’s no
way to talk about my cousin,” she
retorted.

GROOVYLAND

“Cousin?” Barf’s eyebrows rose.

“That’s right. He’s a hippy from
San Francisco,” he murmured.
“Haight-Ashbury.”

Luke Emia rose and approached
him’ curiously, “What’s your name,
manp?”

Drool had learned his answers
well. “Sneed Hearn,” he said.

“—— 17 sneered Grafitti.

“You can say that again,” mut-
tered the Swinger. “Like, I mean
all us old W.C. Fields fans know
that ‘Sneed Hearn’ is a name he
made up and used in The Old.
Faskioned Way.”

I paled. Stupid of me not to re-
member that today’s In Group
were old film buffs.

“All right,” Swinger persisted.
“Lay it on us, man, Who és this
creep?”

Cy Kotic moved closer to the
hapless Drool, who shrank from
his professional scrutiny. “I can’t
identify the syndrome yet,” the
psychiatrist muttered. “But I am
getting a definite gut reaction from
him, That is to say, he’s making
me sick at my stomach.”

?” Grafitti inquired.

“A good question.” Barf joined
the group clustered around Drool
and nodded philosophically.

Sandy gave me a helpless look,
and I stepped forward.

“All right,” I said. “Guess there’s
no sense trying to conceal the
truth from you. It would haye to
come out sooner or later,”
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#Joel” Sandy’s voice sounded an
alarm,

‘Y know what I’m doing,” I as-
sured her. “Come om, everybody
drink up and I'll plug you in.”

And that, of course, was exactly
the procedure. They passed the
drinks, and I passed the word.

Half an hour later they were
falling out of their trees as Drool’s
open mouth emitted a stereophonic
version of the latest protest-song
recorded by that group of militant
young rebels known as Tarzan and
All the Apes.

By the time he closed his mouth,
theirs were hanging open.

“Well?” I murmured. “How did
that grab you? Think he can con-
quer the world now?”

4 —— | 7 said Grafitti.

Which just about summed it up.

A

Sandy sent out for some Chin-
ese food from Pu King’s, and
we huddled over the meal discus-
sing the deal.

Grafitti’s reaction was shared by
most of the others. Only Barf
seemed to have reservations.

“I don’t know,” he mused. “This
may not be the most propitious
time for such a project. After all,
Mars is in conjunction with Uran-
us’_ »

“Watch your language,” Sandy
cautioned him, Then to me: “Mr.
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Barf is not only a philosophes, he’s
an astrologer.”

“That’s his problem,” I told her,
“My horoscope tells me not to put
any faith in astrology.”

“I don’t know anything about
astrology,” declared Swinger, his
words filtering through a mouthful
of fried rice. “But with that voiee,
we can’t miss. And the way he does
all of that instrumental accompa-
niment too — man, it’s something
elsel ”»

Drool blushed a deeper shade
viridan at the compliment aund
lowered his head modestly over the
sweet-and-sour pork.

I waved a forkful of chow-mein
at the gathering.

“The way I see it, we've got a
winning team. As Swinger says,
Drool has a voice that doesn’t quit.
He can sing anything, in any style,
imitating any group and any or-
chestration or accompaniment. But
be’s got something else that’s equal-
ly important.”’ )

“And what’s that?” Luke Emia
inquired. “What else has he got?”

“The uglies.” I jabbed my fork
in Drool’s direction. “Look at him
— did you ever see a more repul
sive, disgusting specimen in your
lifep”

Drool popped his eyes at me,
and I quickly shook my head. “I’'m
not putting you down,” I said,
hastily. “This is your most impor-
tant asset.”

_“I don’t get it,” Sandy said.
iy



“You will, if you stop and think,
What makes one hard rock group
more popular than another today?
It can’t be the difference in musi-
cal arrangements, because they all
use the same beat or off-beat
revved up to Total Sound, or Total
Sound Effects. It can’t be varia-
tions in singing style, because they
all have the same delivery — no-
body understands the words. Even
the soloist soul-singers and the pro-
test groups sound basically alike,
snarling about love or crooning
about hate. So what’s that extra
ingredient which makes a star?”

“Appearance?” Swinger ven-
tured.

I swallowed my chow-mein and
nodded. “Exactly! Years ago it was
enough for a nice-looking kid to
come out on the stage and make
anguished faces while he sang. Then
it became necessary for him to con-
tort his body in spastic spasms in
order to make a pleasing impres-
sion on the audience — since he
sounded as if he was having a fit,
he might as well look like he was,
too.

“But as audiences grew motfe
sophisticated, that wasn’t enough
any more. Singers started to dress
in weirdo outfits. Wild colors and
sequins at one extreme, rags and
blue-jeans at the other —it didn’t
matter which, as long as the pants
were tight enough.

“Then came the real revolution.
Not just the change in clothes but
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the change in bodies. First we had
sideburns, then long hair, then the
bushy mop. The beards and mus-
taches followed — mostly amongst
the males. Now we have dark
glasses, granny glasses, tattooing,
psychedelic makeup, the works.
The ugliest-looking singers, making
the ugliest sounds and using the
ugliest words, make the most beau-
tiful dollars.”

Cy Kotic nodded in emphatic
agreement. “He tells it like
it is,” he declared. “Today’s sing-
ing star must give the audience the
whole sado-masochistic mystique,
and no mistake, Oral aggression in
the words, revolt against the Es-
tablishment in the clothing — that
takes care of the latent hostility.
And for the self-pitying compo-
nent, that finds its expression in the
downbeat, beat-up look.

“I see great possibilities here.
Because our little friend is prob-
ably the weirdest-looking freak-out
yet. Consider his assets! He’s nose-
less, almost bald, built like a one-
man disaster area, and best of all,
he’s green!” Cy Kotic smiled at
Drool admiringly. “I don’t want
you to get a big head over this,
but as a practicing psychiatrist it
is my professional opinion that
you’re the most miserable-looking
yutz I've ever encountered.”

It was my turn to rise and step
forward. “You see? With Drool’s
natural gifts of voice and appear-
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ance he can’t miss, All he needs is
the proper management team be-
hind him, And that’s where we all
come in.”

“We do?” Luke Emia muttered.

“Of course. Every star must have
an entourage, and we’re it. Sandy,
here, will handle the secretarial
duties. Mr. Etma, with his banking
experience, is a natural for treasur-
er. Swinger, we’ll need you for mus-
ic and arrangements.”

Grafitti cleared his throat.
“————7?” he ventured.

“Songs are no good without lyr-
ics,” T reminded him. “And with
your background in the under-
ground press, you know all the
right wrong words. Consider your-
se]f a lyricist.”

,” said Grafitti, grate-

fully,

I turned my attention to Cy
Kotic. “You, of course, will be in-
valuable as our psychological con-
sultant in public relations. Handle
our ads, our presentation format.
And I, naturally, am going to func-
tion as agent and business mana-
ger. And that’s the wrap-up, kid-
djes.”

Mr. Barf cleared his throat tim-
idly. “What about me?”

“Well,” T hedged. “Maybe we
can use some astrological predic-
tions along the way. Advice from
the stars fo a star, that sort of
thing,”

“I've got another suggestion.”
Surprisingly enough, it was Sandy
22

who spoke, “Mr. Barf here knows
a great deal about the weorld and
its ways. After all, he’s a philose-
pher.”

Barf nodded. “That’s why 1
tried to kill myself,” he agreed. °

Sandy meoved to Drool and
placed her hand on his sheulder.
“You say all you know about earth
is what you learned from listening
to the radio and reading comic
books,”

“Right,” Drool conceded.

“Then there you have it,” Sandy
told me. “Mr. Barf can be Drool’s
teacher. Let him educate Drool,
broaden his knowledge, expand his
horizons — *

“Okay,” I said. “Just as long as
he doesn’t teach him so much that
bhe’'ll want to drown himself.”
~ “Have no fear,” Barf said. “The
swimming pool is empty.”

And it was, because we all elimb-
ed up and crowded our way into
the hall, glasses held high. Sandy
refilled them quickly.

“A toast, then,? I proposed.
toast to that new singing sensation
of the nation — that multi-voiced
marvel, star of radio, television,
motion pictures, recording artiste
and just plain little old multi-mil-
lionaire — Sneed Hearn!”

We gulped our drinks, “That
does it,” I declared. “And new,
beddy-bye for everybody. Get a
big day scheduled for tomorrow.”

Drool glanced at me. “Where are
we going?”
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“To launch your career,” I an-
swered. “Bright and early, we'’re
off to Groovyland.”

VI

It was early when we started, but
not bright.

As the car rolled down the ramp
and inched itself into the morning
traffic on the freeway, I switched
on the fog-lights. It was the only
way to go, here in the yellowish,
billowing murk that shrouded our
bumper-to-bumper crawl.

Drool sat beside me. I glanced
past him at Sandy. She sat utterly
still, eyes closed in concentration.

“Something wrong?”

Sandy shook her head. “Just do-
ing my yoga. The stop-breathing
exercises. It’s the only way to cope
with the smog.”

Drool took a deep breath. “I like
this air,” he announced. “It re-
minds me of home. The — what do
you call it? —smog is very nour-
ishing.”

“That reminds me of something,”
I said. “You didn’t touch your food
last night.”

“I don’t have to eat,” Drool an-
nounced. “All T need is this.” And
he took another deep breath.

“Well, I do.” Sandy glanced at
the torturous tangle of the inter-
change. “When we get out of this
mess, let’s have some breakfast.”

We were well past Pomona be-
fore the traffic thinned and we
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pulled off onto the highway lead-
ing to our destination.

“Breakfast it is,” I said. “Let’s
try this place.”

The El Ulcero was a typical
roadside restaurant, very spic and
Spanish. As Sandy concluded or-
dering, I whispered to the waiter.
“Where’s. the Juan?”

Drool accompanied me, although
he had no need to. I eyed him cur-
iously. He didn’t eat and last night
he hadn’t slept — just sat beside
me as I curled up in the sleeping-
bag Sandy gave me. Apparently his
physiological needs were different
from ours. But at the moment it
was the difference in his appear-
ance that worried me. The waiter
had stared at him suspiciously, and
I began to wish that I'd told Drool
to stay in the car.

But I couldn’t hide him away
forever, and we rejoined Sandy at
the table.

Immediately the waiter was at
our side. “The leetle boy,” he mur-
mured. “He ees not eating.”

“Not hungry,” I said, curtly.

“Mus’ be seeck,” the waiter ob-
served. “Behold of .the face. Ees
very green, no?”

“Yes,” I challenged. “What’s the
matter, haven’t you ever seen a
green face before?”

“Only after eating here,” the
waiter shrugged.

He stepped up to Drool.

“Observe of the hands. They al-
so are green.”
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“Of course,” I told him, “The
kid’s a natural-born gardener.
Haven’t yeu heard of a green
thumb?” |

Nudging Sandy, I whispered,
“Let’s get out of here.”

We rose, paid the. check and
fled. The waiter stared after us,
muttering to himself.

“Got to watch it,” I teld my
companions as we climbed back in-
to the car. “Remember, when we
get to Groovyland, I de all the
talking.”

“What is this
Drool demanded.

“You'll see.”

Groovyland?”

We moved through the tourist

traffic and approached the
glittering gates at a brisk crawl
while I pondered his question.
Once upon a time we were a na-
tion of happy wvoyeurs. Visually-
oriented by the theatre, motion
pictures and television, we were
content to move through life as
spectators, even at sporting events.
We went to zoos, museums, aquari-
ums.
~ But the more we saw, the more
jaded we became, and the more we
resented the barriers. The foot-
lights barred us from the stage,
movies and television separated us
from events by a screen, the bars
kept us from the zoo animals, the
museum exhibits and the fish in
the. aquariums were under glass,
and the sporting events took place
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in stadia a half-mile away from
our reserved seats.

Everyone wants a seat on the
fifty-yard line. At a parade, the
biggest thrill is to be up close.

As we got up tighter in our daily
lives, the need to get up closer in
our entertainment-escapes increas-
ed.

Came colonial Williamsburg,
where you can actually walk down
the reconstructed street of a pre-
Revolutionary village. Came plane-
tariums where the stars are still an
illusion — but they surround yeu
on all sides. Came Marineland
where the fish leap out of the water
and the seals and dolphins perform
close enough to splash you. Came
Disneyland, with its trips and hap-
penings.

Trips and happenings. Perhaps
that’s the answer. The need to see
combined with the need to be. To
make viewing a personal experi-
ence, to momentarily enjoy a feel-
ing of actual participation. In this
regimented, automated, digit-dial-
ling, zip-coded impersonal world
where the tedium is the message,
were cut off from close contact
with reality. So out of artifice, we
construct our own.

Drugs for trips, happenings for
audience involvement. But drugs
are dangerous and happenings de-
manding.

Hence Disneyland, with its safe
and easy surrogates — synthetic
trips to synthetic worlds,. happen-
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ings where nothing really happens.
That’s a lot.

But Groovyland is the most.

“The most!” 1 repeated to Drool,
guiding him through the turnstile
and laying out $22.50 for three ad-
missions,

“Why lay out all the loot?”
Sandy asked.

“Don’t worry, we’ll be rolling in
it right after we set our deal here.
But first I want to show Drool
around a little. He ought to know
what he’s getting into —it’s part
of his education.”

We got into plenty, but I don’t
know how educational it was to our
green-faced guest.

Psycholand he didn’t dig at all.
The idea of entering a fake mental
hospital as a make-believe patient
and getting a free personality-pro-
file and a ten-minute analysis from
a plastic psychiatrist while lying on
a plastic couch just didn’t do any-
thing for him. He wouldn’t try on
a straitjacket or take an 1.Q. test,
nor was he interested in the com-
puterized dating-rating.

Sandy tried her best. “Why
don’t you sit down and fill out the
questions on this card?” she coax-
ed.

“What for?”

“The machine will process your
answers and indicate your best
choice for a marriage partner. It’s
what we call a computer match.”

Drool shrugged. “Who wants to
marry a computer?” he asked.
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took him out of there fast and

led him into Grislyland. ine
results here were hardly more en-
couraging. The medieval torture
devices left him cold; even the
strappado didn’t give him a boot.
Nor did he care for the Chamber
of Horrors with its wax-figure crim-
inals and its replicas of television
comedians.

“Try Heroland,” Sandy sug-
gested, sensing Drool’s lack of in-
terest. “He should get some jollies
there.”

I nodded. “Wait until he sees
George Washington,” I said.

Quickly we entered Heroland
and I led Drool proudly over to the
little auditorium where, as I re-
membered, every fifteen minutes
or so a remarkable event took
place. Before the assembled audi-
ence an amazingly clever animated
figure of the Father of our Coun-
try rose from a chair and walked
to center stage, there to deliver
Washington’s Second  Inaugur-
al Address.

“This you’ve got to hear!” I
told Drool, happily.

But when we reached the audi-
torium we found it deserted; the
stage itself was bare.

A bored attendant was sweeping
the floor near the doorway and 1
collared him. “What gives?” I in-
quired. “Where is Washington?”

“Took him away yesterday,” the
attendant informed me.

“What a shame!” I glanced at
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Drool. “I wanted you to see it—
the most lifelike automaton you
could ever imagine —”

“Too lifelike,” the attendant vel-
unteered. “That’s why they took
him away.”

“What do you mean?”

“Hear tell he was sold to a bunch
of politicians. The way election
campaigns are going nowadays,
they figure to put this dummy on
television, let him give his speech,
and run him for governor.”

“Might have a chance at that,”
T agreed. “Considering some of the
speeches I've heard other dummies
make. After all, he’s got a good
name and a familiar face. This is
what they buy.”

“Not those lemon-faced voters
in Orange County,” Sandy remind-
ed me, “The minute they remem-
ber that Waskington had some-
thing to do with the Constitution,
they’ll vote against him. He’s too
left-wing for them.”

She had a point there.

But I was rapidly losing points
with Drool. There was just one pos-
sible way left to hook his attention,
and I decided to take it. I dragged
him over to Bodyland.

Now all of the other lands in
Groovyland are housed in separate
buildings. Bodyland is different —
because Bodyland is the building,

Drool’s eyes bugged when he
saw it, and frankly, I don’t blame
him. Even though this wasn’t my
first visit here, my eyes protruded.
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Picture a naked woman three
hundred feet tall and proportion-
ately proportioned, tipped over so
that she is lying on her stomach.
Fluorescent Hghts flash from her
staring eyes as you approach her
open mouth, and the lights blind
you. Yet you must approach, be-
cause that’s how you enter Body-
land — through her mouth.

“Step over the lower incisors,” I
told Drool. “Then sit on her tongue
and we’ll slide down her throat.”

Sandy glanced across at me over
Drool’s head and winked. It was
unnecessary; I could already sense
his kindled interest.

Together we seated ourselves on
the pink, plushy surface of
the tongue. Somewhere deep in-
side the inner recesses of the giant
figure, a motor began to hum.
Slowly the tongue elevated at an
angle, propelling us into the throat
cavity beyond.

“Duck your head,” I cautioned.
“We're coming to the tonsils!”

They loomed overhead, brilliant-
ly illuminated, and we passed them
en route to the tunneling throat. It
received us as we shot off the
tongue and shot, at a steeper angle,
along a meon-lit esophagus. Then
we landed in the vast, hollow cav-
ern of the stomach, its well-lighted
lining disclosing a network of pas-
sages on every side and overhead.

Drool glanced around in open
curiosity.
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“Want to see the lungs?” I in-
quired.

He nodded quickly. “Oh, yes.
Everything.” He turned to Sandy.
“I never realized there was so much
inside you.”

“I've got a lot of guts, if that’s
what you mean.” But Sandy wasn’t
displeased by the observation.
Quickly we led Drool on a con-
ducted tour of the human anatomy
— through the lungs, along the
aorta into the ventricles, past the
bronchia, then doubled back along
a maze of veins. Pausing to wait
for arterial traffic, I branched off
into the liver, spleen and kidneys.
Everything was well lit, and there
were little signs on the walls of
each organ or passage to chart our
route.

“Remarkable, isn’t it?” Drool
beamed at me happily.

“You’re getting the real inside
story,” I assured him. “This exhib-
it is endorsed by the Secretary of
the Interior.”

With plastic bone-structure and
muscle-sheathing gleaming on all
sides, we wound our way through
the labyrinthine intricacies of can-
als, ducts and sinus cavities until
we were confronted with another
corridor, darker and longer than
the others.

Sandy peered into it. “What’s
this?” she queried. “One of the
canals?”

“Alimentary, my dear Watson,”
I said.
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Grasping her wrist, I started for-
ward. “Join. hands now, because
we’re going to loop the loop a few
times, and we’ll need some intes-
tinal traction.”

“Isn’t there another way to go?”

For answer I pointed up at one
of the small, neatly lettered signs
— Please Exit Thru Rear.

Climbing, clambering, then
crawling, we did just that and fin-
ally emerged again amidst Groovy-
land’s vortex of vacationing visi-
tors. .

“Satisfied?” I asked Drool.

He nodded. “It was fascinating.
Next time we must go to the
head —

“They don’t have one in there,”
I informed him, then realized what
he was referring to. “Yes, we’ll do
that,” I amended quickly. “But
right now we’ve got another head
to visit. The head of this enter-
prise — Sylvester Schlock.”

VII

Sylvester Schlock rose from be-
hind his desk and threw his
cigar at me.

“How dare you?” he spluttered.
“How dare you come to me with
a proposition like this?”

I shrugged with outward calm,
but inwardly I echoed the question
to myself. Approaching this fabu-
lous showman had mot been easy.
For I, like all the world, knew the
Schlock story.
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Sylvester Schlock was the most
controversial figure in the world of
show biz. His admirers said he was
a self-made man. His enemies
agreed, but pointed out that this
merely indicated . what you got
when you used cheap labor.

His boosters stated that Schlock
had been born in a log cabin. His
detractors reminded you that the
log cabin had been built atop his
father’s penthouse, where that mul-
ti-millionaire eccentric chose to re-
create a rural atmosphere.

It is true, as Schlock’s friends

state, that he worked his way
through school. But it is also true,
as enemies assert, that he had to do
so because his father disowned him,
and he had worked his way through
medical college as a corpse-washer
in a Forest Laundromat.
. In any case, Sylvester Schlock
graduated and began his practice
as a physician. His supporters re-
mind you that he gained a bril-
liant reputation as a proctologist.
His foes assert that the reason he
gave up his specialty is because he
could never identify his patients
when they came face to face with
him, and he took a dim view of hu-
manity.

Be that as it may, Schlock re-
tired to an area east of Los Angeles,
where he owned a thousand acres
of barren desert land, and it was
here that Groovyland was born.

At first he operated on the low-
est level of entertainment — the

GROOVYLAND

roadside tourist trap. Crude sign-
posts along the highway urged mo-
torists to Visit The Monster Mu-
seum! and Feed The Ravenous
Reptiles! The monster museum
turned out to be a small snake-pit.
Schlock stocked the pit with speci-
mens he found wriggling over his
own property, and the raveneus
reptiles were merely toads or geeko
lizards. But enough cars stopped
and enough quarters poured im to
enable Schlock to expand. He add-
ed a tiny restaurant to his eater-
prise. Here, his champions say, he
attracted a growing clientele be-
cause of the unusual flavor ef his
’burgers. His opponents admit the
flavor was unusual, but hint he
used the same source of supply for
his food as he did for stocking his
snake-pit.

Snakeburgers or no, Schlock did
have the only eatery in all that
stretch of dreary desert —te say
nothing of the only restrooms.

To say that Groovyland was
founded on the receipts from a pub-
lic pay-toilet would be a vast ever-
simplification, but it is true that
Schlock always gave the customers
what they wanted.

He next incorporated an amuse-
ment park and carnival, not hesi-
tating to use the lowest carmy at-
tractions. And it was here that his
unusual genius for entertainment
first came into play. Noting that
people would pay money for almost
anything — even to see a geek hite
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the head off a chicken — Schlock
added refinements. On Thanksgiv-
ing Day he advertised that #&is
geek would bite the head off a tur-
key. And before long, just for the
kiddies, he had a junior geek who
bit the heads off canaries.

uccess breeds success, and
from that point on Sylvester
Schlock soared. He obtained fin-
ancing and started Groovyland
with its first major attraction —a
typically phony frontier town
which he called Tombstone Terri-
tory. It had the usual livery stables
and saloons for atmosphere, plus
Central Casting cowboys, but
Schlock added an extra. No doubt
harking back to his pre-med days,
he built a Boot Hill cemetery plot,
with genuine tombstones. Here,
driving around in the comfort of a
Rent-a-Hearse, one could follow
the progress of a daily western
drama; see an outlaw apprehended
for rustling cattle, watch his two-
minute trial, attend the subsequent
hanging (in which a very skilled
stunt-man literally risked his neck
at every performance) and then ob-
serve the digging of a grave and
the burial of the outlaw as a grand
finale.

Perhaps this is the point where
Schlock really made his start. Cer-
tainly it was a stroke of sheer gen-
ius when he altered the program to
include audience participation.

Now, for a given fee, one could
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purchase tickets to join a posse and
ride after the outlaw. Another tick-
et entitled a customer to serve on
the jury during the trial. For a con-
siderable extra sum, some lucky
member of the audience could play
executioner during the hanging.
And the biggest kick — at the larg-
est price, of course — was to join
the burial party and help dig the
grave in which the outlaw was in-
terred.

Schlock had fathomed the secret
at last, and now there was no stop-
ping him. Within the next decade,
Groovyland rose from the dusty
desert like the pleasure dome of
Kublai Khan. Came Monkeyland,
where you put on the ape-suit and
swung through the branches of the
artificial trees; came all the other
lands, plus facilities for weddings,
christenings, conventions, bar mitz-
vaks and actual burials in what was
somewhat painfully described as a
“real, live cemetery” adjoining the
private landing-field.

Finally, came Tke Hall of the
Mountain King — a gigantic open-
air cavern, with rocky walls mould-
ed of genuine papier-macke, in
which outdoor concerts were held
every weekend. Here the top sing-
ing stars performed, the hit com-
bos, the Name Attractions.

A booking at Groovyland could
make a national reputation over--
night and pave the way for tele-
vision, a spot in Vegas, films, re-
cordings, the works. So it was here,
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naturally, that I determined to
launch the career of the entity I’d
introduced to Schlock as Smeed
Hearn.

No wonder he’d hurled his cigar
at me. But now, as I stared into
Sylvester Schlock’s heated coun-
tenance, I came on cool.

“He’s a great singer,” I said
softly. “Wait until you hear him”

“This is a singer?” Schlock star-
ed scornfully at Drool. “I can’t ev-
en stand the sight of him, let alone
the sound.”

“What’s wrong with his looks?”
Sandy inquired.

“He’s green!” Schlock lifted his
arms in an imploring gesture. “Do
you think for a moment I’'m going
to put my audience at the mercy
of some green kid?”

This, as we say in the industry,
: was my cue —and Drool’s. I
signaled, he stepped forward, he
opened his mouth.

Out came a perfect reproduction
of that smash singsational group,
Vermin and the Varmints.

Schlock reached for another ci-
gar, but he didn’t throw it. He
didn’t even light it, just sat wide-
eyed and open-eared as Drool
poured it on.

Without pausing for breath,
Drool launched into a second se-
lection. This one, with an oriental
beat, was Yogi and the Yo-Yos
punching out What Makes Swami
Run?

GROOVYLAND

Drool was just about ready o
launch an imitation of Charlie
Horse and the Bruised TFendoms
when Schlock’s cigar leveled in
imperial command.

“Stop!” he shouted. *“Eneugh,
already!”

I noticed that the hand helding
the cigar was shaking. So was Sch-
lock’s head. “I don’t know hew you
do it, young man,” he groaned,
“but never in my life have I heard
anything so atrocious, so abomin-
able, so positively disgusting! In
other words, you sound ezactly
like those groups you’re imitating.
And if it’s bad enough for me, it’s
good enough for the au 7

Pointing his Havana Tusperfecto
at me, Schlock got down to busi-
ness. “Our next big comcert is
scheduled for a week from Satur-
day. What do you say to a spot
for your boy at three G’s?”

I shrugged. “Forget it.”

Sandy gave me a glance that was
strictly distress merchandise, but I
ignored her.

“Okay, five G’s but that’s my
top quote, and I’ll want repeat op-
tions on — ?

“No,” T said.

“But you can’t get any more the
first time out, not even frem the
Sullivan Show — ”

“No,” I repeated. “We den’t
want any money.”

Now both Sandy and Schlock
were sending out distress signals, I
smiled at thém happily.
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“We’ll let our boy perform for
you absolutely free of charge,” 1
told him. “But on one condition.”

“Name it.”

“He’s not going to have a spot
in your concert a week from Sat-
urday. He is the concert.”

“The whole show, all by him-
self?” Schlock did something mew
with the cigar; he swallowed it.

“What’s the matter, don’t you
think it’s possible? You heard him.”

« But —_n

I brushed objections aside. “He
can take the place of any solo
singer, any singing group, any com-
bination of instruments and instru-
mentalists. 'What more do you
need?”

“I know,” Schlock conceded.
“It’s just that a one-man concert
is practically unheard of. Even the
so-called one-man shows are usual-
ly backed up by a supporting act
to open the bill.”

“My boy supports himself,” T
said. “And if yowll give him a
chance, he’ll support you, too. This
act is going to sell a lot of tickets.”

“After they’ve heard him and
the word gets around,” Schlock
agreed. “But this first appearance,
he’s an unknown quantity. I can’t
advertise just Sneed Hearn in a
one-man performance.”

“Then bill him as a group,” I
said. “After all, he is a group when
he opens his mouth, isn’t he? Call
him — eh, anything —”

Inspiration gleamed in Sylvester
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Schlock’s flashing eyes. “Sneed
Hearn and his Hearnias!” he shout-
ed.
I gripped his hand. “Okay, we
have a firm deal.”

And thus, a star was born.

VIII

The ride back to Los Angeles
| was something of a triumph.

“That was a stroke of genius,
letting him go on for free the first
time,” Sandy conceded. “After one
€xposure, you can name your own
price. Joe, you’re a genius.”

It is my policy never to contra-
dict a lady, so I just nodded si-
lently. But deep within myself I
could feel the surge of supreme
confidence. I knew now that noth-
ing was beyond me; I could
achieve the seemingly impossible.
Right then and there I resolved to
put my belief to the final test. The
next time I stopped for a traific
light on the Strip and a hippie
came up to sell me a copy of Tke
Free Press, 1 would sell zim a copy
of The Christian Science Monitor.

My mood was heightened when
we got.back to the house and Sandy
told the waiting group what had
happened.

“Incredible!” Luke Emia gasped.
“Wait ’til they hear him!”

“They’ll go outta their skulls,”
Swinger predicted.

L« 1”7 agreed Graf-
itti.
IF



I accepted the accolades with
due modesty. After dinner I wan-
dered out on the patio behind the
house to compose myself and my
thoughts. This was going to be a
hectic week, and I had to plan a
schedule.

To my surprise, I found Drool
standing there at. the edge of the
hilltop, staring up at the smog as
though he could actually see the
stars beyond. His face was expres-
sionless.

I moved up beside him. “What’s
the matter?”

“Nothing.”

“Then cheer up. You’re on your
way. You heard what Schlock said
— with your looks and your voice
you can’t miss!”

Drool blinked at me. “I still
don’t see how I'm going to take
over the world this way.”

“Look,” I said. “It’s all a mat-

ter of who has the clout, and in
this world money is power. Your
voice will make more money than
anyone has ever dreamed of earn-
ing. With it you can buy anything
you want — ¥

“But I don’t want anything for
myself. I'm" only here to follow or-
ders. And my orders are to con-
quer. If I just bad my own lit-
tle superdisintegratosonic weap-
on — »

“This is your weapon.” I pointed
at his throat. “And for the moment,
I'm your commanding officer. So
forward march!”
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Luke Emia stepped forth frem
the shadows. “What’s this about a
weapon?” he asked.

I filled him in on Drool’s stery.

“Mean to tell me you haven’t
investigated any further?” Luke
gestured excitedly. “If Droel drop-
ped this gizmo of his when he fell,
it must have landed around here
somewhere, just as he did. For all
we know, it could be lying eut in
the street.”

“Forget it,” I said. “Who needs
weapons?”

“We do! Why, if this thing has
half the power he says it does,
we’re wasting our time. We eould
sell a copy to the government for
billions.”

“Quit talking like a business
man,” T told him,

But Luke was carried away with
his own vision. “Then we ecould
turn around and sell another copy
to the enemy powers for more bil-
lions.”

“Quit talking like a big business
man,” T sighed.

“I still think you’re making a
mistake — ”

I shook my head. “I’'m making
a star. From now on, we'’re all go-
ing to be concentrating on that con-
cert. .

Beckoning to Drool, I moved to-
ward the house, “Time to hit the
sack,” I said.

And we did. Despite Droel’s pol-
icy of letting sleeping-bags lie, he
rested beside me all night.
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When morning came, we went to
work. And that’s the story of
the next ten days — work and more
work, Grafitti wrote lyrics. Swinger
did arrangements. With them I
coached Drool on proper styles of
delivery; how to slur his pronunci-
ation and moan words incoherently,
where to go off-key, and all the
other techniques of today’s top vo-
calists, Luke Emia and Sandy were
kept busy loading platters on the
steree as Drool listened to the
groups he’d be imitating — the
Zappers, the Calamity Howlers,
Rock Bottom and the Living Ends,
and all the other great artists.

“You're a slave-driver,” Cy Kot-
ic complained. “I don’t even have
time te listen to the news any more.
Because of you, I've missed two
declarations of war, an epidemic,
four riets, six mass-murders and
nine tax increases. If I can’t keep
up with these normal, every-day
events, how can I stay in touch
with reality?”

Only Barf seemed satisfied with
the schedule. He'd rearranged his
habits so that he now slept all day
and stayed awake all night. It was
then, while the rest of us retired to
our sleeping-bags, that he proceed-
ed with his educational activities.
He and Drool spent those noctur-
pal heurs in Barf’s room upstairs
where the philosopher lived in a
fashien once popular in square cir-
cles. I'd never been invited to that
room, but I know it contained
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books, a writing desk, and even an
old monophonic record-player.

It was the sound of the latter
which aroused me one midnight
just at a time when I was about to
entice Sandy over to my sleeping-
bag to discuss the territorial im-
perative.

“What’s tkhat?” 1 muttered,
jumping up and taking the stairs-
two at a time. As I burst into Barf’s
room the sound ceased.

Drool was seated on the floor
amidst a welter of records and
books. Barf stood at the record-
player, removing a disc.

“What were you
just now?” I demanded.

Barf put the platter away. “Just
a recording from my own collec-
tion.”

“Stop wasting Drool’s time,
You’re supposed to be teaching him
something worthwhile.”

“But he is.” Drool indicated the
volumes stacked up beside him on
the floor. “He’s taught me a great
deal about life in your world.
We’ve been going through the en-
cyclopedia, slowly Three volumes
a night—?”

“Three volumes?”

“Drool is a very fast reader,”
Barf explained. “And a very fast
listener, too. I answer questions as
he goes along.”

“What sort of questions?” I in-
quired.

“Well, we’re up to the letter P,”
Drool said. “So we’ve been discus-
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sing pathology and psychosis and
poverty and plagues and pollution
and population-explosion and prej-
udice and Pop Art — ” He nodded
reassuringly. “I’m beginning to un-
derstand how you people live.”

“I've just been discussing pub-
lic opinion polls,” Barf explained.
“For example, here’s one of the
latest—a poll taken to determine
whether or not people believe in
.polls —”

“Who needs it?” I glanced dis-
approvingly at the book-shelves lin-
ing the walls,

“You think books are obsolete?”
Droel asked, eagerly. “So does Mar-
shall McLuhan. In fact, he wrote
a book about it.”

I gripped Drool’s shoulder and
pulled him to his feet. “Come on,”
I murmured. “You’re going down-
stairs with me.”

Barf looked confused. “Don’t
you approve of my educational
methods?”

I shook my head. “Teach him the
things he must know when he’s
rich and successful. How to handle
a sports-car with a right-hand drive,
how to order a hamburger from a
French menu, how to set up a tax-
free foundation., That’s what he
needs to learn — the practical
stuffl With only a few days left
before the concert, I don’t want
his mind cluttered up with a lot of
useless knowledge. Facts will only
confuse him.”
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Barf gestured tentatively. “Are
you quite sure this is what you
want?” he said quietly. “In a world
of chaos, can’t you think of any
meaningful contribution = besides
more chaos?”

“People want to get zonked,” I
told him. “That’s what’s happen-
ing, baby. You go with whatever
turns you on.”

“Maybe it’s time to turn off,”
Barf mused. “Before we reach a
point of no return, where sheer sen-
sory impact loses meaning. We
have no music any more — just the
beat. Our abstract art is nothing
but a series of Rorschach tests.
When artists cease to communicate
with their audiences, the ability to
communicate is soon lost and all
that matters is subjective sensa-
tion, drug-induced. We have sold
our birthright for a mess of pot.”

“End of lecture,” I snapped, and
dragged Drool downstairs.

“But I like talking to him,”
Drool protested. “He’s even taught
me about warfare and strategy. Di-
vide and conquer. To the victor be-
longs the spoils. Don’t fire until
you see the whites of their eyes. Oh,
if I only had my superdlsmtegra-
tosonic weapon now — I could take

_over in no time!”

“You take over Saturday,” I re-
minded. “By making a success of
the concert. And until then, I'm
calling the shots.”

The remaining days before the
performance blended into a hyper-
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active blur. Rehearsals and last-
minute preparations occupied ev-
ery waking moment and even in-
vaded my dreams.

If I'd taken time to reflect I
probably would have kept a closer
watch on my companions, but it
didn’t occur to me. I was only
vaguely aware that Luke Emia ab-
sented himself from the house at
regular intervals, and that Barf and
Drool exchanged muttered conver-
sations in the corner whenever they
met.

But I was too busy to check up.
I spent hours on the horn with Syl-
vester Schlock, going over the pub-
licity and promotion for the con-
cert, and additional hours with
Swinger, Grafitti and Sandy, plan-
ning the numbers to use in the pro-
gram itself,

By Friday evening I was a bas-
ket case. “Tranquilizers don’t help
any more,” I told Cy Kotic. “You
were a doctor once. Can’t you do
something to calm me down? Isn’t
there some kind of operation—a
pre-frontal lobotomy — ?”

“This you need like a hole in
the head,” he replied. “Now just
relax. Tomorrow at this time it will
all be forgotten. That’s your an-
swer, the same answer I give all
my patients. Just remember to for-
get.”

It sounded like a great notion,
and somehow it got me through the
final night."

Late that evening I wandered
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out on the patio with Drool and
Sandy. The view was breath-taking,
So was the smog.

“Look!” Sandy gestured to the
east. “Those lights, way off in the
distance — isn’t that Groovyland?”

“It’s all Groovyland,” I told her,
“The whole world.”

Drool nodded excitedly. “Just
think — like tomorrow I’'m going
to conquer it!”

“Sure,” 1 said, smiling at Sandy,
I wasn’t worried about Drool and
his predictions. As far as I was eon-
cerned, all this talk about conquest
was just his schtick.

The only trouble with schticks,
of course, is that sometimes you
wind up with the short end...

IX

hey came to Groovyland en
| Saturday night.

They came by Cadillac and by
pick-up truck, by station-wagen
and by motorcycle, by sleek and
shiny sportscar and by broken-
down bus. They tangled the traffic
on the freeway, turning the air
blue with exhaust fumes and with
curses. They jammed the parking-
lot, jockeying for position as they
smashed one another’s fenders
They glowered and glared, swore
and snarled, then pushed and pum-
meled their way into the lines be-
fore the ticket-windows. Twenty
thousand of them came, sweating
and squirming and shrieking their
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way into their seats. And why not?
After all, they came here to have
fun

We came for business; Luke
Emia jn his car, Barf, Swinger,
Grafitti and Cy Kotic in a Volks-
wagen.- Sandy and Drool rode with
me, Originally I’d intended to bring
them all, but Luke pointed out the
advantages of keeping extra trans-
portation handy.

“Suppose we need to make a fast
get-away after the concert,” he
said.

“I don’t think you’re a bit fun-
ny,” Sandy told him. But in the
end, we split up and drove our sep-
arate ways.

While the others joined the aud-
ience in the Hall of the Mountain
King, Sandy and I conducted Drool
backstage.

“Up tight?” Sandy whispered to
him. ‘

Drool shook his head and grin-
ned. “Under control.”

And why mnot? He didn’t have
to scuffle for bread, because he
didn’t eat. He didn’t need a fancy
pad because he didn’t sleep. He
was the quintessence of all that the
gurus taught and the hippies
sought — a completely non-in-
volved entity who lived merely to
do his thing.

Maybe if I had his advantages
I wouldn’t be here. I'd have turned
Drool over to the scientists for
study, let them examine his unique
physiology and alien mentality. Or
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perhaps I'd just let him free to g0
his own way in the world.

But I did have to eat and I did
need a pad, and 7y thing was ev-
erybody’s thing—do unto others
before they do unto you.

So I was here, and I was nervous.

Jostling through the narrow cor-
ridor behind the outdoor stage, we
came to the tiny cubicle which
served as Sylvester Schlock’s tem-
porary headquarters for the eve-
ning. He bounded into the hall and
grasped my hand.

“Did you see the crowd?” he de-
manded. “Beautiful!”

I stared into the office over his
shoulder. “So is that,” I told him.

The floor of the little room was
stacked with canvas bags stuffed
with coins and currency; loose bills
and loose change cascaded from
their containers, brought here from
the box-offices.

“Twenty thousand customers at
three bucks a throw,” Schlock mur-
mured. “Sixty thousand on one
concert alone, And if your boy
makes it big tonight —”

“He wil,” I promised. “Just
keep an eye on him.”

“Sorry,” said Schlock. “I've got
to stay here and keep an eye on
the loot. I never mix business with
pleasure, and watching money like
this is a pleasure, believe me.”

“But I thought you were going
to introduce our star —”

“There’s a mike on stage. Why
don’t you do the honors?” Schlock
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waved me forward. “Better start
soon, that mob is getting restless.”

Sa.ndy squeezed my hand. I

squeezed back. And then,
somehow I was out there under the
lights, under the scrutiny of twenty
thousand pairs of watchful eyes.
And I was singing something about,
“Tonight we bring you a new era
in entertainment—a new star
straight from the heavens — Sneed
Hearn!”

The applause rose, and Drool
stepped onstage, moving to the
microphone and bowing.

“This is it,” I whispered. “Re-
member — all systems go!”

“Ill lay it on them,” Drool
promised.

I left the stage, perspiring.

Drool stood under the spotlight,
grinning.

The crowd fell silent, waiting.

Il never forget that moment;
the hushed, still moment of expec-
tancy.

And T'll never forget the moment
that followed it; the moment when
Drool opened his mouth.

Drool opened his mouth and the
music came out. It poured and
pulsed, surged and soared.

It wasn’t just the sound of a vo-
calist and a small combo — the ma-
jestic strains issuing from that
tiny throat were the unmistakable
utterance of a mighty orchestra
and full chorus.

“Holy Toledo!” Schlock moaned.
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“No,” I corrected. “That’s not
it, What he’s laying on them is
Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony$”

Schlock may have groaned
again; if so I didn’t hear it, for the,
sound was drowned in the greater
groan of the audience. Even Beeth-
oven was lost in the impromptu
chorale of boos, hisses, shouts and
catcalls.

“Get him off before they mur-
der him!” Schlock shrieked, push-
ing me onstage.

I got him off. “Come on,” I mut-
tered, grabbing Drool by the nape
of his neck. “They’re starting to
throw things.” And indeed they
were. I dodged a pizza hurled by
an indignant music-lover and duck-
ed a beer-bottle aimed at me by
another patron of the arts.

“What’s the matter?” Drool
quavered. “Why don’t they like it?
Barf told me they would —”

“Barf?” I shook my head, but
the picture was clear now, only too
clear. That two-bit philosopher had
corrupted our boy with classical
music on his own record-player, se-
duced him into symphonies. “Wait
until I get my hands on him!” I
promised.

But wait we would. Right now
the important thing was to keep
that angry crowd out front from
getting their hands on us.

Somehow I propelled Drool into
the wings. The audience was rising,
converging on the stage amidst a
thunder of rage.
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The thunder was split by the
lightning of Sandy’s scream.

“No!” she wailed. “Stop—7”

I glanced up quickly, then
‘blinked in sudden shock. Apparent-
ly Barf wasn’t the only traitor in
our midst.

For there, standing beside the
little offstage cubicle where
the box-office receipts rested, was
Luke Emia. As Schlock and Sandy
raised their hands high in helpless
surrender, Luke moved forward to
cover them with—

“My superdisintegratosonic weap-
on!” Drool squealed happily. “He
found it!”

Which explained Luke’s interest
when he questioned me about the
lost weapon, explained his absence
during recent evenings when he
went out to hunt for it in the can-
yon brush near the house. It also
explained why he’d suggested we
drive here tonight in separate cars.
He had the weapon, and now he
had the caper: holding up the place
for the concert receipts.

“Stand back!” Luke warned.
“Don’t anybody move — ”

The words came too late, for
Drool was already ducking under
his arm, tugging at the oddly
shaped, rifle-like object in Luke’s
bands. Luke pulled the trigger —

Then it was in Drool’s hands,
just as the weapon went off. Drool
jerked the muzzle aside just in
time to avoid the puff of greenish
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smoke which burst forth and coal-
esced into —

Another Drool, standing side by
side with his exact counter-part, an
identical twin Drool holding an

- identical weapon from which a puff

of greenish smoke burst forth to
coalesce into a #kird Drool —

“Stop!” I shouted.

“Not until T conquer the world,”
Drool gurgled.

“With tkat thing? It doesn’t kill
anyone!”

“Never said it did,” Drool
shrugged. “All it does is reproduce.”

“You mean it duplicates?”

“Reproduces,” Drool corrected
me. “How do you think Krool man-
aged to have four million off-
spring?”

Another greenish puff and from
it, another Drool — then another
and another —

“That’s the secret of taking over
the world,” the Drools chorused.
“Divide and conquer.”

A rumbling roar from the plat-
form behind us indicated another
kind of problem.

“It’s the audience!” Schlock
cried. “They’re storming the stage
— they’ll tear us to pieces —”

“Don’t worry,” said the Drools
in unison. “We outnumber them.”

Then six Drools turned and
marched onstage, raising six weap-
ons. Six puffs coalesced and as the
crowd shrank back there were
twelve Drools facing them. Twelve
weapons raised, and now the twelve
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became twenty-four. Twenty-four
became forty-eight and forty-eight
became ninety-six and ninety-six
became a hundred and ninety-two
and a hundred and minety-two be
came an army and the army be-
came — :

But you get the idea.

So did I.

Grabbing Sandy’s hand, I ran for
it.

X

It is very quiet here.
Sandy and I stopped to plunder
a refreshment stand on our way,

e b
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andIthinkwehaveabigenough
stock of provisions to last us in-
definitely.

That’s good, because I’'m not
sure we’re ever going to come out

At the rate Drool was reproduc-
ing himself, he may well have man-
aged to take over the world by
sheer weight of numerical suprem-
acy alone,

And I can just see it now —
everybody knee-deep in masses of
Drools, rising higher and higher un-
til they smother, It’s the final pop-
ulation explosion, I suppose.

And since Drools don’t eat or
sleep or have much need of oxygen,
there’s no reason to suppose they’ll
ever stop multiplying, If they ever
get the idea to start singing in uni-
son, the sound-waves will topple
every man-made structure on earth.
Oh, there’s no end to the possibil-
ities.

But meanwhile, Sandy and. I
will stay here, where it’s safe and
quiet. Here, in Bodyland, in the
one hiding-place that we can depend
on.

We’re back in the womb.

Some day, when it’s all over, we
may venture out again, just to see
what happened. Right now I like
it here, and I’m not about to move.
The way things are now, Drool can
have his world.

It’s a nice place to v151t, but I
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IF ...and WHEN

by LESTER DEL REY

Let There

he Martian Invasion seems to
be coming to an end. It was
a long war, lasting for decades, and
often a brilliant one of countless
facets. Great ships plied space be-
tween Earth and Mars, filling the
void with every conceivable ray and
missile. Millions of gallant men and
alien Martians of every kind and
description died. The sands of Mars
grew colorful with blood — red
blood, green blood, you-name-it
blood. The seas of Earth were
looted for water and boiled away
a thousand times. But now the
ancient war is nearly over, and not
even a conference table is left to
mark its attrition.

At least that seems to be true in
the science-fiction magazines. This
month, for example, Chapdelaine’s
Spork is busy with humans and

Be Light

aliens in an entire solar system, but
the system is not that of our sun.
Robert Bloch brings us a little
green man, but not from Mars.
And C. C. MacApp’s ship with its
crew and strange ship minds voy-
ages far from Earth — but not to-
ward any planet of our system.

Perhaps it’s a pity. We’ll miss the
loveliness of Dejah Thoris and the
sad, baunting Martian cities of
Leigh Brackett. But science fiction
still depends on a genuine respect
for the basic facts of science, and
our present knowledge rules out
any chance for technical, intelligent
races of the solar planets except
Earth, .

We can’t rule out the possibility
of life on some of the other planets
—even some that seem pretty
hostile. But if such life does exist,
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as most scientists hope, it must be
composed largely of rather primi-
tive plant and very low orders of
animal forms.

Most of the general public aren’t
ready to accept that yet. The flying-
saucer groups just about kave to
have nearby aliens to make the
constant coming and going of their
illusive (and in my opinion, illu-
sionary) craft possible. But even the
more conservative public clings to
the belief in solar aliens. Whenever
I address a group not composed of
science-fiction fans, most of the
audience stubbornly refuse to give
up their feared but beloved Mar-
tians.

They are now pointing out, quite
correctly, that newspapers have re-
ported that the astronauts who
circled the Moon couldn’t find any
visible evidence of technical, intel-
ligent life on Earth. Hence, it seems
to most people that we can’t pos-
sibly know enough about other
planets to rule out such life there.

It sounds logical, but the argu-
ment won’t hold water. The catch
lies in that often-omitted word, vis-
ible. There was a tremendous
amount of evidence of technical,
intelligent life on Earth available to
those astronauts. They were bom-
barded by beams of high-frequency
radio signals that required a well-
developed technology and carried
information in an ordered form that
had to denote intelligence. We're
no longer limited to that tiny part
42
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of the spectrum usable by our eyes.
And any other technical race in our
system would be filling space with
evidence that we could detect.

Mercury has always been con-

sidered a pretty poor place
for life to flourish. Lying only 36
million miles from the sun, it was
once supposed to turn only one face
toward that searing light, leaving
the hot side at the temperature of
molten tin while the other froze
at almost absolute zero. A few
stories had life in a thin Twilight
Zone that wobbled back and forth
between light and dark, but even
that area was troublesome because
Mercury was supposed to have no
atmosphere.

Our current picture leaves much
of this in doubt. The latest find-
ings indicate that Mercury revolves
in a way that turns all of the sur-
face beneath the great solar orb, and
that there is some kind of thin at-
mosphere.

But the new knowledge doesn’t
make life more probable. We know
now that the light from the sun is
accompanied by fantastic energy
radiation of other kinds, such as
highly charged particles that would
be fatal even to electronic robots
and would never permit life to form
there.

Venus remains largely a mystery,
despite the American and Russian
probes. These have given us a pic-
ture of a planet with a tremendous
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blanket of atmosphere under high
pressure and a temperature above
500°F. Initial indications are also
that this temperature is fairly uni-
form over the entire planet, also.
It would obviously preclude any life
we can imagine.

Yet there are some doubts. While
much of the atmosphere seems to
be composed of carbon-dioxide gas,
the Russian probe did indicate that
there were slight traces of free oxy-
gen and water vapor. Some scien-
tists have calculated that even this
small amount of oxygen could not
exist at such high temperatures un-
less there were plant forms to break
down the carbon-dioxide and release
the oxygen regularly into the at-
mosphere. If so, the plant life must
be scarce and located mostly around
the polar regions. Certainly there
isn’t enough oxygen for any high
level of animal activity to exist
there.

Mars remains the hopes of most
extraterrestrial doters. And
there is a good reason for that. The
fantastically successful flight of
Mariner IV around that planet gave
us a lot of information and showed
us that Mars was pitted with cra-
ters like the Moon, but it did not
make conditions quite so bad that
life was impossible there.

We know that the planet has an
atmosphere; we can even see
clouds in it, and locate what is best
explained as a thin layer of frost
IF . . . AND WHEN

or ice that accumulates in winter
at the poles. The results of tests by
Mariner force us to admit that
there can be very little oxygen or
water vapor in the air of Mars —
but that little might still support
some life. v

Our visual evidence tends to in-
dicate that such life does exist.
There have been elaborate theories
of odd chemical crystals to account
for the fact that each summer green
spreads rapidly over one hemisphere
of Mars, to die off with the coming
of winter. But those theories run
into difficulties when they have to
account for other factors. We see
storms that must be dust storms on
Mars. These blot out the green —
but it pops up again quickly, as it
would if growing plants forced their
way through dust deposits. Anyhow,
the most economical theory as to
unprovable assumptions is that
there is life there.

The canals, incidentally — or
properly, the channels (canali) —
are no evidence of anything, be-
cause .they’re as subject to debate
as the existence of life. There’s no
certain evidence that they are more
than accidental illusions caused by
certain vague markings on the plan-
et; and the evidence of Mariner
IV tends somewhat to be against
their existence.

Scientists on Earth have even
demonstrated that some Earth life
could exist under Martian condi-
tions. Lichens — composed of algae
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and fungi living together symbiotic-
ally — and some other simple plants
have been grown at simulated Mar-
tian conditions — and even a few
primitive animal forms have sur-
vived there.

But this has nothing to do with
technology and intelligence. No
early technology would be possible
to give rise to a higher culture. In
that atmosphere, fire would be im-
possible. And most primitive tech-
nology grows out of the use of fire,
leading to metals, glass and all the
other artifacts needed to handle the
things that come later and don’t
require fire for their shaping.

The same poor atmosphere would
limit the activity of any animal to
the point where the Earth sloth
would seem like a bolt of lightning
in motion, There simply isn’t
enough free oxygen to supply the
energy for great activity. Brains
would be excess baggage that
couldn’t be supported; such a col-
lection of energy-consuming cells
not immediately necessary to raw
existence would be too great a lux-
ury for the environment, and would
never evolve,

In the long run, the level of energy
available to the organism is
probably the most important con-
sideration in the development of
higher life forms. Too much of it
in the environment would speed up
certain processes until no living bal-
ance could be struck. Too little
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limits the organism to the dreariest
need for pure animal efficiency to
exist at all. Even evelution must be
limited by the energy supply, and

_such evolution on a world with little

‘oxygen for animal life would obvi-
ate any chance for intelligent brains.

Of course, there are other proces-
ses that don’t involve the oxygen
from an atmosphere, such as fer-
mentation. But these are less effi-
cient and yield less energy; and all
life forms that use such processes
on Earth are extremely primitive;
most also depend on food from
plants that can benefit from the
high levels of energy available by
photosynthesis on Earth, where the
sunlight level is high without being
lethal. .

This need for a source of energy
suitable for biological use makes
life in even the most primitive form
unlikely on the planets beyond
Mars. The moons of Jupiter receive
less light and warmth by far than
does Mars, so that even plant life
there may be impossible. And the
largest of these moons — Ganyme-
de— is smaller than Mars, and less
capable of holding a rich atme-
sphere.

Jupiter itself remains an enigma.
With more than ten times the di-
ameter of Earth, it has retained an
enormous atmosphere from which
even the hydrogen has not vanish-
ed into space. Its huge gravity grips
every gas molecule firmly, and the
sun is so far away — almost half
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a billion miles — that little energy
is conveyed to those molecules to
speed them up to velocities that
could break from the planet’s pull.
We can see only the surface here,
-and our instrument readings leave
many factors in doubt. If one
theory is correct, Jupiter is far too
cold to provide the energy needed
by life. But there are other theories,
involving the slow escape of radio-
active heat from such a giant at-
mosphere and the odd behavior of
the gases in it, which make the
amount of free energy unpredict-
able at present. If any planet be-
yond Mars can support life, it must
be Jupiter. But while the physics of
energy are uncertain, the chemis-
try of biological processes offers us
no real hope of any life there either.
Saturn and the other planets fur-
ther out must be dead. There could
never have been enough energy
available on them for the first or-
ganic chemicals that build living
matter to form.

Little by little, science has tak-
en away our hope of finding
alien enemies and friends in our
system. But there are compensa-
tions. Forty years ago, when science
fiction was just beginning in the
magazines, all the speculations of
science indicated that the chance
of life beyond the solar system was
almost exactly zero. At the time,
the only theory we had to account
for the existence of planets around
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our sun was so complicated that we
could expect no other star in the
entire galaxy to have similar plan-
ets. And we didn’t have any idea
at all as to how life could evolve
spontaneously on even our ewn
planet.

Now we know better. Weve dem-
onstrated experimentally that life
is almost certain to evolve, and we
bhave theories which indicate that
the formation of planets is a natur-
al and common thing for stars. Bet-
ter still, we have evidence that
other stars do have planets. So far,
the other planets we have discover-
ed are huge, bearing little resem-
blance to Earth, but they help to
prove that planets are not umique
to our system.

Today, it’s not too optimistic to
believe that most stars somewhat
like our sun — and there are a vast
number of them — have planetary
systems. Our current theories indi-
cate that many of those systems
must include a planet mot too dis-
similar to ours, and that such plan-
ets almost certainly will have life.

There must have been other in-
telligent races in the past. There
surely will be other intelligent
races in the future. The only ¢mes-
tion is whether intelligence has
enough survival value for another
race — or for us — to survive until
we can get together.

But we have to allow some ep-
timism in our science fiction, after
all. And now that the great and
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noble interplanetary invasions are
eroded away by the decades, we
have to head out to the stars where
even greater possibilities lie waiting
us. -
It may take us a little longer this
way. But even that isn’t too gloomy
a prospect. Forty years ago, most

writers and readers would have
guessed that we wouldn’t actually
be on Mars before 2100. Now
there’s an excellent chance we’ll be
out among the stars before then.
While there’s hope, there’s life
— even intelligent life!
END
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The next issue of IF begins a new novel:

THE TOWNS MUST ROLL

I's an utterly cockeyed account of what future city life may be
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of the future. There'll also be a fine line-up of other stories:
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IF ® Novelette

MAD
SHIP

by C. C: MacAPP

Hlustrated by FEDAK

With Gerlik insane, Ben Tomsun
had to take over the Ship. But

no sensible man would help him.

I

From Deck Ten, where the
pines grew, it was fifteen
hundred feet up to the sunlamps on
the steel bottom of Sea Deck. That
was not, of course three times as
hard a climb as the five hundred
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feet between lower decks, because
deck-gravity — a full gee at soil-
level — tapered off quickly above
any deck. Then, too, the rope lad-
der here only hung to a phtform
six hundred feet up in a vast eld
pine beside the circular hatchway
called Central Well. By the time



one reached that platform, gravity
was less than half a gee, treetops
and parasitic flowers were burgeon-
ing joyously, and a vigorous young
man need hardly pause for breath
before starting up the ladder.

Pryingboy Thorp was already
near the top of the ladder, preced-
ing, as a Watch Corporal should,
the five men of his squad. The
lamp-heat — not too much of it
directed toward Central Well —
was delicious on his skin. He loved
this trip — had, in fact, pestered
superiors brashly to get assigned
permanently to Sea Deck patrol.
He loved the colorful, perfumy
mass of vegetation, and even more
the feel, this far up the ladder, of
virtual free-fall.

How thrilling it must have been
for his ancestors, in times before
the Catastrophe, to don those leg-
endary pressure-suits and go com-
pletely outside the sinus — out-
side the Ship, even!

Just below the edge of Sea Deck,
while he was still weightless, he
paused to look down at his squad.
Kail, Waran, Arden, and Pender-
gast were spaced along the ladder,
with Muller still on the platform
as rear guard.

Pry went a rung higher. Care-
fully, because sudden weight could
play tricks with one’s co-ordination
he reached up, grasped a knoblike
thing that had once been an interi-
or eye of the Ship, and pulled him-
self onto the narrow ledgelike shelf
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that ran around the inner curve of
Sea Deck’s central retaining-wall.
His renewed weight felt enormous
at first, He leaned against the wall
until dizziness passed, then climb-
ed a battered steel laddér and sat
straddling the fifteen-foot-high
wall. The acrysteel was cool be-
tween his thighs.

He glanced around at the circu-
lar sea. Light glinted off wavelets
stirred by influx-air. There was a
smell of fish and sea-plants.

From an excrescence on the steel
a few feet away came one of the
voices of the insane Ship. “This is
Captain Gerlik. I feel your electri-
cal capacitance. By your mass, you
must be a grown man. I bless you,
my son! Though I am deaf and
blind where you are, I bless you.”
Another voice cut in for a féw mo-
ments, mouthing gibberish, then
Gerlik’s voice returned. “Though
the universe has passed away, 1
shall maintain..-.” The sound
dribbled away into a mutter and
stopped, as if the speaker had for-
gotten Pry. He shivered a little. He
knew the voices were only the
minds and personalities of long-
dead people transcribed into the
Ship’s computers, but they were
eerie. .

‘He wondered why the first
rebels, ten or twelve generations
ago, hadn’t smashed this communi-
cator-outlet along with others, May-
be they’d needed to know whether
the Ship stayed alive at all.
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This space — called Middle
Void — was the biggest in
Sinus B, unless there might be big-
ger ones in the dark, uninhabited,
unreachable other half. From where
he sat, by turning his head he
could see the entire enclosing curve
of the sinus wall. Sinus B, the tat-
tered old books said, was a long
cylinder closed at both ends, hash-
ed across at intervals with decks
having their own artificial gravi-
ties, and with various ingresses,
ducts, fittings and buried machin-
ery. He knew the dimensions by
heart. Fifteen thousand feet long;
four thousand in diameter; with
the hundred-foot-wide holes in each
deck that comprised Central Well,
There were no overhead lamps
here in Middle Void. The lamps
were in a ring around the sinus
wall, fifteen hundred feet above the
water. They provided light and
heat not only for that round ocean,
but also for Upsidedown Sea, three
thousand feet above his head.

He tilted back his head and
stared up. Had that half of the sin-
us been peopled too, at some time?
No record remained, and the round
hole in the middle of Upsidedown
Sea — surely the continuation of
Central Well — was perpetually
dark.

It wasn’t likely anyone would
ever reach there now, because three
thousand feet was much too far to
build a ladder or to catapult a
grappling-hook, even aside from the
MAD SHIP

complications of inverted gravity.

There were sounds below him,
and Fathersface Kail climbed the
wall. He grinned at Pry and asked,
“All right if T dunk?”

“Sure,” Pry said, and watched
enviously as the other dropped to
the shallows and began to splash
about. The Ship maintained the
water at a comfortable temperature,
the better for the fish crop. But as
Corporal, Pry must stay alert,

Not that there was ever any-
thing to observe, except some «iti-
zen trying to fish illegally, or a too-
thick growth of seaweed. It was
two hundred years since the hst
Ship’s stooge tried to sneak in, and
almost as long since the last robet
machine appeared. General opinion
was that there was no longer any-
one alive outside Sinus B, and no
’pairbots still operating. Neverthe-
less, he must be watchful.

The rest of the squad arrived ene
by one — Troublechild Waran,
Secondboy Arden, Baldbaby Pen«
dergast — who, however he’d been
born, was far from bald now —
and Jamestwo Muller — the eoldest
man of the squad, who was begin-
ning to be bald. They all joined
Kail in the water.

After a while Waran climbed up
beside Pry. Waran was the young-
est of the squad, barely nineteen.
He stared up at Upsidedown Sea.
“Why aren’t there any fish up
there?”

Pry gave him an amused glance.
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“Maybe there are. They’d have to
be pretty big to see at that dis-
tance. Did you ever hear of a fish
five or six feet long?”

Waran flushed a little and grin-

ned. “No.” He was quiet for a min-
ute. “If the gravity ever failed up
there, all that water would fall on
us, and some would pour down Cen-
tral Welll Why is the gravity up-
side-down there, do you suppose?”

Pry, who’d wondered often
enough, shrugged. “Maybe that’s
part of the Ship’s madness. Or méy-
be it was designed that way when
the Ship left Earth.”

Waran said softly, “Eight hun-
dred years! And now Earth’s gone,
with the rest of the universe. How
long do you suppose the Ship will
last? And will it ever war upon us
again? It could stop recycling air,
or leave the plant nutrients ouf. It
could leave the sunlamps off, or—
or poison the water!”

Pry, irritated, got to his feet. He
began shedding his backpack and
other gear. “Then I suppose we’d
all die.” He started around the top
of the retaining-wall. “I'm going to
have a look at the other side.” He
went carefully — one certainly
didn’t want to fall down Central
Well —but tried to act noncha-
lant. The sensible thing, of course,
would be to drop to the water and
swim or wade; but, except for War-
an, the squad were all older than
Pry and he didn’t want to show
timidity.

50

II

The shallows near the opposite
L curve of the retaining-wall
were normal.

Or were they? His stomach tight-
ened suddenly. That shape out
there, distorted to view by the sur-
face and the waves — was it a man
lying on the bottom?

Drowned men don’t stay sub-
merged.

He dove and swam, after shout-
ing for his squad. The thing had
arms and legs, certainly, but...
Then he was close enough to see
that it was some kind of limp gar-
ment — one that would cover a man
all over. Skin prickling, he threw
a look up toward the black hole in
the middle of Upsidedown Sea;
then, arching himself, he dove and
seized an arm of the garment. It
felt slick, like the few scraps of old
plastic that still existed.

His men gathered around, tread-
ing water. Waran, eyes wide, asked
in an awed voice, “What is it?”

Pry’s own voice was shaky. “It’s
a pressure-suit! It was right here,
on the bottom. There’s not enough
current to have moved it, and it
wasn’t here yesterday; so, an in-
truder’s come into the sinus some-
time during the last dark-cycle
here!”

Muller said hoarsely, “There
aren’t any more people outside the
sinus! It must have been some
kind of robot!”
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Pry said impatiently, “A robot

wouldn’t need a pressure-suit. They
don’t breathe, and they have their
own grav-lifts. So there are people
out there after all!” He began tow-
ing the suit toward the retaining-
wall.
. There was no more talk until
they pulled themselves from the
water. Then Muller asked, more
reasonably, “But why would he
abandon it? Do you suppose he
drowned? Or maybe the suit just
fell from up there!”

Pry suppressed annoyance. “How
could that happen, with the gravity
reversed up there? Do you see any
water falling this way?”

Muller grinned. “No. But why

would he abandon it?”

“Because,” Pry said, “he’s trying
to pose as—as one of the people!
Maybe in the dark, he didn’t real-
ize the suit could be seen from the
retaining-wall. But he’s gone some-
where below. He could be hiding
on Deck Ten. Or lower.”

Waran asked shakily,
would he want?”

Pry shook his head slowly. “As a
stooge of the Ship, he may have
been sent to prepare the way for
some sort of invasion; or he might
be here just as a spy.”

Muller growled, “He won’t find
spying easy! Are we going to search
Deck Ten?”

“No. Not until we get reinforce-
ments.” Pry stared upward. “First
of all we’re going to send word
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“What
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down to Deck One; then I want to
get this thing out of sight in case
someone or something’s watching
from — from up there.” He looked
at Muller. “You probably know
more people on the various decks
than any of us do. You take the
word down. Tell a few people along
the way, but no strangers; and
don’t delay getting down to Deck
One. Youll have to climb down
through four or five ladders in the
dark.”

Muller shrugged. “I’ve done that
plenty of times, Shall I say any-
thing else except...”

Pry shook his head. “Just what’s
happened.” In case Muller were
intercepted by the intruder — who
might have unimaginable weapons,
hypnotic drugs, anything — it
would be better to keep the report
vague.

uller nodded and hurried to
ward the down-ladder.

“I wonder,” Waran said softly,
“what he’ll look like? If he’ll be
normal, I mean.” He eyed the suit
which, with the water drained out
of it, was surprisingly light. “One
thing — he’s big!”

Pry looked again at the suit.
“Yes. There were four sizes of pres-
sure-suit, and this must be the big-
gest. We’'ll have to be really alert!
Kail, you and Waran stay up here
on watch. Pendergast, you go down
to the tree-platform on Deck Ten
as a lookout. Arden, you follow
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me down. Both of you make sure
your knives are loose in the scab-
bards!”

Pendergast turned, then hesnta-
ted. “How are you going to carry
the suit? If he’s skulking some-
where, watching the ropes, he’ll see
it!”

Pry told him, “I’m going to
bundle it up and stuff it in my
backpack. If we all act casual, even
if he does see us he may not sus-
pect anything.”

The plastic of the suit — brown-
ish-yellow stuff — seemed incred-
ibly thin to ward off the terrors of
open space, though those might be
exaggerated in the old tales. There

were many thickened parts of the’

suit, including a thick ridge around
the waist, where things were im-
bedded. There were loops for at-
taching things. The helmet was
semi-rigid, with a horizontal win-
dow of clear yellow glass. There
were instruments sealed into the
helmet, and several turns of wire
completely around it near the
crown. No doubt it had radio and
all the other legendary things.
But it made a small enough
bundle to get in a backpack. Pry
walked around to the ladder,
glanced to make sure Arden was
following and started down.
There was five hundred feet or
more of clear air before he was
among lacelike tendrils of vine, and
glad even of that tenuous cover.
Then he reached the flaring pine-
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tops and paused to let his eyes ad-
just to dimmer light.

This was a dim fairy-world, with
the light from the sunlamps heav-
ily screened by foliage. Birds that
would have had to beat their wings
hard in full gravity soared easily
here, or hovered with easual wing-
beats. Squirrels made magnificent
slow leaps from branch to branch.
There was a distinct ecology of
small animals at this level — even
cats took advantage of the thick
foliage and low gravity, eating what
they could catch, drinking water
that collected in upturned blossoms
during the gentle dark-cycle rains.

Pry continued on down. Gravity
increased. The pine-trunks became
thick and gnarled, the branches
fewer and the light dimmer. He
joined Pendergast on the platform.
“Hear anything?”

“No. Shall I go on down?”

“Yes.” Pry waited while the old-
er man climbed down the ladder
of pegs driven into the treetrunk.
When Pendergast set:foot on the
ground and signalled up, Pry could
see him only dimly by light coming
in laterally from Centyal Well. Pry

‘went down and they strode the

short distance to the retaining-awll
of this deck. Pry turned to peer
into the gloomy forest. “My guess
is, he went farther down while it
was dark.”

He couldn’t be sure, but he
shrugged and sent Pendergast down
the next ladder.
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Deck Nine, five hundred feet be-
low Deck Ten, had a thinner
layer of soil suitable for wheat, It
was in day-cycle now, but wouldn’t
be for long. Pry, stepping off the
ladder, stood with his hip against
the retaining-wall — a low one, here
— and stared around at the sinus
wall. Intervening low hills hid the
base of it and the rim of trees along
it — willows taking advantage of
the peripheral drain-off ditch,
There’d have to be a search there
when enough guardsmen arrived.

The sunlamps were hot. One
quadrant of wheat, to his left, was
nearly ripe. Directly before him
was a greener quadrant, while to
the right was a crop of alfalfa to
re-liven the soil. On the far side of
Central Well was the newly-plowed
sector. He’d scrutinized all four
quadrants, of course, as he came
down the ladder.

He waited for Arden to join him
and Pendergast. “Wait here a min-
ute, the two of yom I'm going to
look at those tracks in the ripe
sector.”

The tracks, two sets of them, led
away from the retaining-wall. A lit-
tle way out, one set zigzagged, while
the other mote or less pursued.
That might mean some girl leading
her man friend on a laughing chase;
ne one lived on the grain decks,
but anyone could visit.

At the best, the pair who’d made
these tracks had trampled grain un-
necessarily.
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Pry followed the tracks to a low
hummock. Partway up the slope,
one set continued straight on over
while the other turned back —
tracing carefully to avoid trampling
more wheat, which was proper.
Stepping in the continuing tracks
for the same reason, Pry followed
them up the hummock.

From the top he could see the
body sprawled face up in the wheat

‘beyond. An area of flattened grain

indicated she’d fallen, gotten up to
stagger a few steps, and fallen
again. He shouted for Pendergast
and Arden, then ran toward the
girl.

She was perhaps in her early
twenties, slight, dark-haired. She
wore a tunic of green cloth that left
her tanned arms and legs bare. Her
moccasins were scuffed. Her hands
showed signs of moderate work.
Pry guessed she might be from
Deck Four or Deck Five, where
people lived in the fruit-orchards.

She lay limp, her breathing slow,
but Pry saw no sign of injury. Care-
fully he rolled her over and winced
at a round stain of blood on her
garment, just at the back of the
left arm-hole, Pendergast, coming
alongside, grunted. Pry reached
under the cloth. There was a small
hard object half-imbedded in the
flesh, Gently, he pulled it free and
looked at it.

Arden gasped.

The thing was a very slim bullet
—hardly more than a half-inch
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needle, Pry looked up at the other
two men, “This is a hypodermic
bullet! Do you remember the pic-
tures and descriptions of the pis-
tols?”

He gently pressed her garment
against the tiny wound to make sure
she wasn’t bleeding any more, then
got bandage-cloth and a bit of dry
balsam from his belt-pouch, washed
her wound with water from his can-
teen, rubbed the balsam against the
still-wet skin and plastered on a bit
of cloth. Then he got to his feet
and stared toward the rope ladder.
It seemed very likely that the in-
truder had gone down at least one
deck farther. “You two stand guard
at the ladder. I'll try to revive her.”

III

Withjn half an hour she began
to stir, moaned and tried to
gather her arms under her. Pry
knelt quickly. “Lie stilll I think
you’ll feel better in a few minutes.”

She stiffened, but obeyed. Her
breathing strengthened. Presently
she lifted her head enough to see
him. “Oh!” she said in a surprised,
relieved tone. Her brown eyes,
though, showed fright.

“What happened to you?” he

ed

She drew in her breath. “I —I'd
just come up to inspect the wheat.
A man was standing a little way
from the ladder. I nodded and he
nodded back, and I walked along
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the retaining-wall to the ripe sec-
tor. I must have stopped and look-
ed back at him too curiously. He
— he acted a little odd, and he was
— was pale; not tanned. I thought
he might be some hermit from
Deck Ten. Then he ran toward me
and I saw something in his hand,
a sort of pistol, like the pictures in
the old books. I ran and tried to
dodge, and he followed me. I felt
a sting at the back of my shoulder,
I tried to get across a hummock,
hoping he wouldn’t follow, and
then...and then I began to feel
weak, I guess I went a little way
and fell down.”

“You fell twice,” Pry told her,
and felt foolish. “What did he look
like?”

“Just — just pale. He was clean-
shaved, and his hair was cut short.
He wore ordinary clothes like any-
one. Anyone on the orchard decks,
I mean.”

“Was he big?”

“Yes. An inch or more taller
than you, and heavier. I thought
it was odd that such a muscular
man wouldn’t be tanned.”

Pry felt a stir of pique. He was
considered muscular enough him-
self. He demanded, “Did you see
him go back to the ladder?”

“No. I didn’t look back until I
was beyond the hummock, then 1
— Do you think he’s still on this
deck?”

“No, I don’t. I think he went
farther down.”
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Her eyes widened., “Somebody
has to give the alarm! Obviously,
with that pistol, he’s a — a stooge!”

Pry felt that he was scowling at
her. “I’ve already sent a messenger
down. Come on, if you can walk
now. Well build a fire near the
ladder.”

She looked puzzled. “A fire?”

“The upper decks will be dark
by now, and before long this one
will, too. I don’t want to risk start-
ing down in the dark until reinforce-
ments get here.” He flushed, re-
alizing she might interpret that as
cowardice. “In this backpack I've
got the suit he came down in. I
can’t risk his getting it back. With-
out if, at least he’s trapped in our
half of the sinus.”

She stared at him for a minute.
“Ah! You mean a pressure-suit!
Where did you —”?

“We found it on Sea Deck.” He
helped her to her feet, and urged
her toward the ladder.

There was, as on all decks, a
small pile of firewood near
the ladder, since patrols were like-
ly to camp on any deck through the
dark-cycle. Pendergast got busy
with a firebow and soon had a blaze
going.

The girl looked fairly well re-
covered by now, and Pry ques-
tioned her some more. “Didn’t
you bring a canteen up with you,
or anything?

“Yes, a standard kit. I left it
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near the ladder rather than carry
it with me. I guess %e took it.”

Pry stared away for a minute,
“Fine,” he said sourly. “Anything
to help out his disguise. Well, well
feed you. I don’t want to send you
down the ladders in your condition
in the dark. Where do you live?
On one of the orchard decks?

She flushed, a little angry. “Deck
Five. I can get down all right!”

“No. There’ll be men coming up
the ladders anyway, and you'd
slow them down. Besides, I need
you here, in case some superior of
mine comes up and wants to ques-
tion you. You’re the only person,
so far as we know, who’s seen the
intruder.”

She shrugged coldly and settled
herself against the retaining-wall,
not looking at him. He felt a little
ashamed of his gruffness.

Deck Nine was ghostly when the
sunlamps went out. There was al-
most no light from Central Well,
since decks Five and everything
higher were in Harkness too. The
fire illuminated a short curve of the
retaining-wall and a small half-cir-
cle of the grainfield. Cool influx-
air was wafting down from the
ducts between the dark sunlamps.
He realized that he and his com-
panions would be here when the
rain started; but on a grain deck it
was a mere drizzle,

He waited impatiently. Rein-
forcements ought to be here by
now! Finally he got up, threw a
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leg over the retaining-wall and took
a firm grip on the few rungs of
metal ladder that were an ancient
fixture here.

The girl was on her feet staring
at him, “Are you going down? I
thought — ”

He grinned at the concern in her
voice. “No. I'm just going to lean
out and look down. There’ll be
torches, if men are coming up.” He
let his body hang as far out as his
arm would stretch.

jHis skin began to prickle. Some-
thing was unfamiliar about
Centfal Well. Then he gasped.
There was no light at all —no dim
rings of luminosity marking the
lowest decks, which should be out
of the staggered dark-cycle before
now. No light at all! Or — was that
a torch?

The tiny point of light winked
off, then on, then off again. He
read the signal, half-mumbling it
over to himself. Presently he pulled
himself up and back over the wall
into the welcome firelight.

All three companions stared at
his face. He said slowly, “All the
lamps are off, clear down to Deck
One. There’s a signal fire there,
directly below Central Well. They
say no one knows what the trouble
is. They order all guardsmen to
stay on post, wherever they are.”

There was a shocked silence.
Finally Pendergast asked, “What
did they say about Muller?”
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“Nothing, That may be just cau-
tion, but I think —well, I don’t
think he ever got to them! I think
he was intercepted. I think he’s ly-
ing somewhere unconscious, or —
or dead!” He raised his voice be-
cause the tightness in his chest
made it hard to speak softly. “Do
you see the significance of the
lamps all being off at once? The
Ship’s co-operating with its stooge
— making things easier for him.
Maybe even without the suit he
has some way of communicating
with it. Or maybe they’re working
on a prearranged schedule!”

The girl said in a low, slightly
unsteady voice, “We can’t live
without the sunlamps.”

Pry looked at her half-blindly.
He had to get that suit down to
Deck One, along with word of
what was happening. He moved to
the wall again. “I’m going down.
Now!”

But before he touched the wall
he stopped, rigid with a thought.
After a moment he laughed hoarse-
ly.
“What’s funny?” Pendergast de-
manded soutly.

Pry said, “I'm an idiot! Here
I’'m thinking of climbing down sev-
eral thousand feet of dark ladder,
carrying in my backpack a suit
that has grav-lifts. Why don’t I sim-
ply put it on and float down?”

The trio stared at him. Finally
the girl said, “You don’t know how
to operate it!”

57



“I can learn! A few experi-
ments — ”

“But,” she said hastily, as if she
were worried about him and sought
any argument, “suppose he inter-
cepts you? He may have ways of
seeing in the dark. Then — then
he'll get the suit back!”

He said, “First he’ll have to see
me, then he’ll have to reach me.
And then he’ll have to take it
back!” His heart was pounding
new. Why hadn’t it occurred to him
before to put on the suit? He
shrugged off the backpack. “What’s
your name?” he asked the girl.
“Maybe, if they’ve built bonfires
on Deck Five by now, I'll stop and
tell them you’re all right!”

She glared at him. Finally she
said, “Marytwo Garth.”

He pulled the suit from the pack
and let it fall loose. The closure
down the front was open. He thrust
in one leg, then the other. He
pulled the helmet over his head,
worked his arms into place and
tugged the front together, He felt
for the small knob that was the
closure-closer and began to pull.

And the suit spoke to him.

v

fter his first frozen moment of
startlement, he realized it
was only a communicator built in-
to the helmet. The voice sounded
human, but it wasn’t Captain Ger-
lik’s,
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“Hello,” it said again, “who are
you?”

It still took him a while to find
his voice. Then he said guardedly,
“I’'m a citizen of Sinus B. Who are
you?»

The voice chuckled. “I know
you’re a citizen of the sinus. What'’s
become of the man who wore this
suit a few hours ago?”

Pry’s mind raced. Did the suit
have any way of destroying him?
Could the owner of the voice tell
precisely where the suit was, or see
via it? Pry said cautiously, “We
have him under control.”

“QOh,” the voice said. “Well, my
name when I was alive was Ben
Tomsun. I’'m one of the personal-
ities programmed into the Ship.
You people evidently believe the
whole Ship’s insane. Parts of it are.
There were schisms at the time of
the Catastrophe, and the comput-
ers divided into at least four fac-
tions, located in different parts of
the Ship. Several of the nineteen
human personalities programmed in
were destroyed. Others went insane,
in a way peculiar to a half-machine,
half-human intelligence. Two who
retained joint control of Sinus B
warred against each other, and your
own ancestors suffered greatly un-
til they quite reasonably rebelled
and seized your half of the sinus.
Are you listening?”

Pry felt as if his stomach were
full of active beetles. “Yes!”

“Good. Captain Gerlik eventual
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ly overcame the other mad person-
ality, or absorbed it — even now we
aren’t sure about some things.
There are parts of the ship under
our control — mine and several col-
leagues’. There are live, sane,
healthy humans in the forward part
of the Ship, which is called Nose
Cone and contains Sinus A. With
them and what few repair robots
and other facilities remain, we —
the sane computer-personalities —
have gradually been repairing the
Ship and getting ready to seize con-
trol of all of it, if possible. We had
to work very carefully, because
Captain Gerlik can still wreck your
end of Sinus B. You have been
hostages.” The voice paused “May-
be this all sounds like gibberish to
you. Have you any knowledge of
computers, and of the Ship’s life-
environment machinery?”

Pry was irritated, and still not
sure he wasn’t talking to a clever
madman. He said stiffly, “We have
a few books left. I've read them.”

There was a hint of a chuckle
from the voice.

“Fine; fine. From time to time
in the past — not within the last
few generations — we’ve been able
to send human agents by a cir-
cuituous route into Sinus B. Some
have been intercepted by robot
machines under Gerlik’s control.
The rest were all killed by our
people.” The voice took on a wor-
ried note. “You haven’t killed the
present one, have you?”
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Pry thought it wise to say,
“No.

“Don’t, please! The safety of
your whole people depends on him!”
After a moment the voice added,
“Or upon you.” -~

Pry wondered if he heard right-
ly. “Upon...me?

The voice sighed. “Yes. Since
we've had so little success sending
envoys to your people, we decided
— once we were able to clear a
route for another attempt — to try
to enlist one of you as an envoy to
us. That was the aim of our present
agent. Now it seems that you —1I
wish you’d tell me your name, and
what position you occupy in your
society — have voluntarily climbed
into that suit. It occurs to me that
you might be willing and qualified
to come visit us and learn certain
things for yourself. Then you could
return and persuade others. What
do you think of that?”

Pry swallowed hard and stared
through the yellow window of the
helmet at his two men and the girl.
Their faces showed that they’d been
hearing every word. “I...don’t
know. What is it you — you’d want
me to see?”

“Various things. First of all, that
there are sane people who retain
the knowledge and technology your
ancestors had before the Catastro-
phe. And that they trust me — us.
That would be a big thing for your
people to know, wouldn’t it?”

“Well — yes.”
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“Then are you willing to try? To
come outside Sinus B and visit us
in Nose Cone? I won’t lie to you
— the trip will be dangerous. Ger-
lik has resources, and he regards us
as infidels, and will destroy any
messenger between us and you, if
he can, as you would step on a
poisonous insect. You still have in-
sects in Sinus B, I think.”

“We have insects.” Pry’s mind
was kneading. If there were noth-
ing but the danger described — if
it had been only a perilous ad-
venture — how eagerly he’d accept!
But his whole people were at stake.
Anything the voice said might be
a lie.

Once the Ship had him in its
control outside the sinus, might it
not tamper with his mind in some
way? Could it not bend him to its
own insanity, and send him back
as a subtle poison for his own
people?

If he only knew! If he could
only make a reasonable guess!

“Well? the voice said gently.

Pry writhed. “I don’t know! I
couldn’t operate this suit anyway!”

That was true enough.

The voice chuckled again. “Why
are you wearing it, then? But it’s
only a matter of a few simple in-
structions from me, and a few
trials by you. Why are you so re-
luctant? Are you afraid?”

“No! Not the way you mean.”

The voice sighed. “Then you
think I'm lying.

6

Pry moaned. He daren’t say yes,

and to say no wouldn’t help
him any. He reached with a trem-
bling hand — awkward enough any-
way, because of the gauntlet — for
the closure-knob, thinking he had
to get out of the suit or go mad.
But the voice said, “How could we
use you to harm your people? Sup-
pose we could brain-wash you —
I guess that would be possible, if
we had the desire, At worst, you'd
go back to your people with false
beliefs. They wouldn’t be brain-
washed. Wouldn’t they simply dis-
believe?” There was a pause.
“Here — to show our good faith,
T’ll turn the lamps on!”

The deck was suddenly bathed
in light. Pry, his eyes protected by
the yellow glass, saw Pendergast,
Arden, and the girl blink.

The voice said, “With the lights
on, your people will see you leave
and return. What else are you wor-
ried about? That we’ll infect you
with some deadly disease? Think
— if we, or Captain Gerlik for that
matter, wanted to destroy your
people or beat them to their knees,
we could do it by tinkering with
your environment. Do you see
that?”

“Yes. I — that’s true!”

The voice sighed. “Here’s an-
other point. You say you have our
present agent under control. He'll
be a hostage for your own return.
Does that help?”

Pry was almost sobbing by now.
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He ought to wait for his superiors
to arrive — they’d be coming, now
that there was light —and leave
the decision to them. But they’d
take the suit away from him, and
send someone else; even if they
did believe the voice. He was too
junior in the guard... Slowly, his
hand dropped from the closure-
knob.

Anyone else who went would run
the same risks, and e the same
risk. !

He drew in his breath sharply.
“How do you operate this suit?”

The voice that called itself Ben
Tomsun was talking steadily. (‘Put
your left hand on the rows of little
bumps on the left breast of the
suit. The row across the top con-
trols the grav-lifts. Pressing the
first from the left and the first from
the right will set up automatic
neutralization of any gravity you’re
in, so that in effect you weigh noth-
ing. Now —”

Pry’s heart was thudding. He
might be a traitor or he might not;
but he was going through with this
or die! He neutralized his weight;
he pushed very gently with his
feet and floated upward, then
pressed bumps and floated down.
“T’ve got that! Now how do I—"”

The controls weren’t complicat-
ed, once they’d been explained. In
fifteen minutes he was ready to
launch himself up Central Well. He
waved a jaunty hand at the trio
standing by the rope ladder and
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grinned at them through the hel-
met window. Pendergast and Arden
stood rigid, staring at him with
ludicrous expressions that com-
bined awe, disapproval and envy.
The girl’s face was harder to read.
There was a trace of concern, plus,
perhaps, admiration.

v

The first bit of difficulty came
when he had to turn over
halfway through Middle Void, so
he’d be dropping feet-first toward
Upsidedown Sea. The suit had a
built-in resistance to any change
of head-and-foot alignment that had
to be counter-acted. Once he
achieved it, though, he knew he
could do it easily next time.

The retaining-wall around the
hatchway in that other sea was id-
entical with the one he knew —
except that its semsors and com-
municators were undamaged. He
cringed a little when Captain Ger-
lik’s voice assailed him. “Faithless
one! Traitor! What devil’s-work
have you perpetrated among my
people? You shall be punished; do
not doubt it. You shall burn
through all eternity! Yea, though
Heaven and Earth perish...” The
voice faded into mumblings.

The voice of Ben Tomsun whis-
pered in his helmet. “Pay mo at-
tention and keep moving slowly.
He can’t interpret sanely what he
sees or hears.”
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Later, at Ben Tomsun’s direction,
Pry turned on lights —one that
fanned out in all directions from
his helmet, another that lanced
straight ahead so he could see far-
ther, He dropped through a space
that must correspond to the one
above Deck Ten. His light-beam

made a dim oval on nearly-bare .

soil. He asked hesitantly, “Is it all
right if I—7

Ben Tomsun said quietly, “Take
a few minutes to look around. It’s
best you know how things are.”

Pry moved laterally from Central
Well and hovered a few feet above
the lifeless deck.

There had been trees here —
tall ones, but not pines. A few
forked trunks thrust upward like
supplicating  skeletons. Mostly,
though, only stumps remained,
chopped off a few feet above
ground, the axe-marks showing
clearly. The wood was darkened
and splintered, with strange de-
posits of some kind that glittered
in the light-beam. He said to Ben
Tomsun, “There’s something here
like broken glass.,”

“Ice,” the voice told him. “I
guess you’ve never seen it before.
There’'ve been no sunlamps here
for two centuries. Air circulates
through, but isn’t warmed. Where
are you now? Do you see the metal
ladder on the retaining-wall?”

“No. I'm on the opposite side.”

Tomsun suggested, “Cross over
and look at the dead camp.”
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Pry complied, and found what
Tomsun wanted him to see,
There’d been people, all right,.
He hovered, staring down and puz-:
zling thing out. There was chopped
firewood, and the ancient remains
of many fires. So that was what had
happened to most of the trees.

He realized suddenly that these
folk must have kept a vigil here,
on the highest deck they could
reach, during a long perpetual night.
Had they stared up at his own half
of the sinus, where there was still
sometimes light?

They must have been near star-
vation at the last; all of the fifty
or more corpses were horribly
emaciated — mere skin draped over
bones.

But they hadn’t all died of star-
vation. Moving slowly, directing his
beam about, Pry gradually built up
the story. Many had died in a single
way — by having their skulls split
open with an axe. Blood had long
since turned to a solid dark stuff.
He found the axe that had done it,
and the wielder.

Angry horror formed within him.
Had the man been insane? Had he
obeyed some raving of Captain
Gerlik? Or...had he turned to
cannibalism?

No, there was no sign of that.
The killer had apparently com-
pleted his work, then leaned the
axe against a stump and lain down
nearby.

Then Pry saw the knife in the
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corpse’s chest, with the fingers of
the right hand still clenched around
the hilt, Finally he saw the bit of
paper clutched in the shrunken
spidery fingers of the left hand.

So they’d all been dying, and one
— with enough vigor left — had
gone around finishing them off
quickly, then killed himself. They
must have consented; there was no
sign of struggle.

An awful thing. But at least they
hadn’t descended to cannibalism.
Pry choked on emotion. He ought,
he knew, to go down and try to
work that scrap of paper free from
the dead hand to read the last mes-
sage. But he couldn’t bring himself
to it —not now. If things turned
out right, he might do it on the way
home; or someone else would do it
later.

Slowly, in a carefully-controlled
voice, he described the scene to Ben
Tomsun, who’d never had a com-
plete description before. When he
was finished, Ben Tomsun answer-
ed as slowly. “It’s about as I'd
thought. And it would have been
so easy to rescue them, if we hadn’t
been prevented! So easy!” There
was a pause. “Well, you’d better
hurry on. You have to go down
five more decks, then out to the
sinus wall. Be very watchful —
keep turning your beam in all dir-
ections. If anything moves, get away
from it fast!”

Pry nodded, more than to obey
that advice.
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here was dead soil and lifeless
remains of plants on the .
next two decks. On the third one .
down, there seemed to have been a
fire, That was an orchard-deck, and
everything was charred to stumps.

The next deck down had known
not only fire, but something worse.
One whole side of the deck was
buckled upward. Soil had been
thrown aside, leaving bare steel. Ice
had formed there. &he sinus wall
was pleated like a bit of cloth.

It was the next deck down,
though, that showed the full force
of the Catastrophe. Where the sin-
us wall had joined the deck, jagged
talons of acrysteel splayed upward.
The sinus wall had bulged far out
and ruptured here, leaving scraps
of itself attached to the deck.

It was through that toothed gap
that Pry had to go. Beyond was
darkness that swallowed up his
beam.

Ben Tomsun sald, “Move about
and direct your light through at
various angles. If you see anything
move, turn off your lights and re-
treat!”

Pry did as he was instructed. But
there was no hint of movement out-
side. Ten minutes later he went
through the hole.

He paused there, awed. Hed
understood that Sinus B was en-
closed within another cylinder that
was the outer hull of the Ship, but
he’d had no conception of the dis-
tance between. His light couldn’t
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probe it. Near him, the light slash-
ed across great columns like steel
bars ten feet thick. Then, seeing
ragged holes in one of them, he
realized they were hollow.

Tomsun’s voice said very quiet-
ly, “You may as well take time to
go out and look at the hull. We
won’t be ready to meet you for half
an hour anyway.”

“All right.” Pry manipulated
suit-controls. He must have travel-
led four hundred feet before his
light showed a steel wall, badly
rumpled and belled outward. In two
places, great patches of thick steel
plate had been welded on—to
close up ruptures, he supposed. One
of the columns which, he realized
now, were supports fixing Sinus B
within the outer hull had been
pulled apart by the awful force, and
was crudely pieced together with
welded-on girders.

So the hull had bulged outward,
not inward! He’d been thinking of
the damage as some blow from out-
side. Instead, it must have started
with terrible heat; there was plenty
of other evidence of that. The soft-
ened hull must have been swelled
outward by the air-pressure within
and ruptured in the two spots. The
same thing had apparently happen-
ed to the sinus wall.

He shivered. How had the Ship
kept any. of its air? Then he real-
ized how small those ruptures were
compared to the immense volume
of the Ship.

MAD SHIP

Vi

en Tomsun’s voice cut into his

musing. “Where are you new?,

Can you describe anything unieme
near your”

Pry nodded.

“Yes. There are two patches, and
a steel column that’s been mended
near the outer hull.”

“That’s adequate,” Ben Tomsun
said. “Drift down to the sinus wall
a hundred yards from the base of
that column, and on the oppesite
side of it from the patches. By,
swinging your light from side to
side you can see the curve of the
sinus wall. Give yourself partal
weight so you can walk and come
along it toward the fore end of the
ship. That’s back toward Deck One,
I hope you haver’t lost your semse
of direction.”

Pry mulled that over confusedly
for a minute. “Oh. I'm all right,
I guess — only I didn’t know Deek
One was at the fore of Sinus B!
I — we — supposed it was the ep-
posite!”

“No; it’s forward. If you stray
off-line, Il correct you. We ean
sense you on the sinus wall; that’s
why I want you to walk. But be
alert — Captain Gerlik can semse
you too! Swing your light constant-
ly and look behind you. Aveid
any place that might be an ambush,
such as the bases of the trave-
columns.” The voice paused. “Yeu
are in a compartment now that’s
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seven-hundred-fifty feet long, and
you’re near the aft end of it.
When you reach the forward bulk-
head, there’ll be a hatch to come
through. I’ll open it long enough
for you to slip through. The danger
is this: Gerlik has pairbots of var-
ious sizes in the aft end of the Ship
that are still operative, and he may
try to intercept you. We’ll know
if they roll along the sinus wall;
but if any can fly, we have no way
of detecting them. You'll see var-
ious stalled machines along the way.
Don’t worry about them unless they
move, but detour around them.
Some may be able to swing a tool
or a tentacle, or even throw things.
But any attack is most likely to
come from the rear, and there’s
only your alertness to rely upon if
he has flyable machines. Do you
understand?”

Pry said, “Yes. But there’s one
thing — can’t he overhear us talk-
ingp”»

“No, unless you pass near one of
the wrecked machines, Some of
them may still have working sen-
sors. Now, I'd like to be able to
send a strong escort to meet you,
but that won’t be possible for two
or three hours, if at all; there are
skirmishes going on right now in
several different parts of the Ship,
and we simply don’t have weapons
enough to spare. Our &dctual hope
is that Captain Gerlik won’t con-
sider you important enough to
waste resources on. He won’t know
66

you’re a Sinus-B dweller, we think
— he'll think you’re the same agent
returning. All right?”

Pry turned his head to cast the
light-beam about him. It seemed
hardly to scratch the oppressive
darkness. “All right. Shall I start?”

“You’d better.”

Pry swerved around the fractured

trave-column and slanted down
to the sinus wall. He gave
himself- half-weight and started
along at a fast walk. The suit hard-
ly hindered him at all —and that
was a puzzling thing. How did it
lift or move him, or vary his weight
in effect without tugging at his
armpits or crotch? It must gener-
ate some sort of field that worked
upon everything in it, or within a
certain space. What ancient theory
he’d seen hadn’t explained it.

He carefully skirted another col-
umn and paused to swing his light
about him. It dimly showed other
columns at various distances. He
started on, swinging it ahead of
him —and suddenly stopped in a
crouch. What was that his beam
had slashed across?

He found the object again —an
assortment of booms, levers, and
tentacles mounted on a low three-
wheeled base. He’d never seen a
picture of that kind of repair-ro-
bot, but it couldn’t be anything
else. Was it stirring? Heart thump-

"ing, left hand resting shakily on his

(Continued on page 151)
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Spork

and the
Beast

by PERRY A. CHAPDELAINE
Hustrated by REESE

How could an wninfelligent beast
be superior 1o the brilliant Ayor?

I We had striven mightily to over-

come the telekinetic effects of the

Stars can be bright, merciless strange, unknown beast which lay
pins. Especially when one §3 somewhere around or beyond the
floating free among their sharp third planet’s orbit. Dingon, who
needle-points, sans ship, sans nour- had far stronger telekmass — mass-
ishment and sans oxygen. sensing and telekinetic — faculties
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than I, had brought his own tiny
figurc-eight-shaped form to the
very brink of exhaustion in carrying
my larger human-shaped mass as
well as warm air beyond the reach
of the scemingly irresistible beast.
. Dingon could easily have made
the trip back to Enithra in some
twelve jumps. My body’s greater
demands for oxygen and our in-
ability to replace energy consumed
by each jump had stopped us here
in outer space. On Enithra, Dingon
and I would have more or less
automatically  replaced energy
drains from the life and food sur-
rounding us; here, no such complex
energy proteins were available,
There we were — five million
miles from home, We were sur-
rounded by only a slight film of
air, our ship had disappeared some-
where in the direction of the third
planet and soon, though we had
escaped the terrible clutch of the
beast’s telekinetic field, we too
would probably be scattered in fine
particles throughout the universe.
Time passed and anoxia approach-
ed. My mind dwelt most natural-
ly on home — Enithra — and its
lush violets and ultra-violets, its
eternally seeking mass-sensing and
telekinetic plant and animal life,
our successful struggles against our
hereditary enemies, the Tepen, and
our grouping decision to study and
to utilize direct phenomenon as
well as indirect — telekmass —
phenomenon.
70

Though I am human in form, I
am Ayorian to my tiniest cell
and I love our Enithra with every
part of my body.

When my biological mother and
father crashed on Enithra I was but
six months old. Eme, one of the
figure-eight Ayorians, noted that my
neuronic sttucture was incomplete,
preventing me from utilizing telek-
mass faculties. She helped me com-
plete my growth, then accepted me
as her twinning problem.

Each Ayorian must make a per-
sonal committment aimed at either
solving some philosophical, - scien-
tific, or other type of problem,
When successfully solved, that Ayo-
rian twins to become two child-like
Ayorians, both shorter in stature
with baby-like memory, but with
improved capacity for solving prob-
lems originally accepted by its par-
ent. Thus, for thousands of gener-
ations, the Ayorian magnetic form
followed freely selected function,
each twinning serving as a kind of
radially-divergent evolutionary ef-
fect.

The Ayorian species itself had
the analog to twinning. Periodically
all Ayorian members combined cup
to hemisphere of one another to
form a long chain of Ayorians tied
together by the characteristics of
their magnetic structure. Then,
speaking in unison, they made de-
cisions which affected the whole
species. These decisions, hopefully,
permitted the species as a whole to
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progress up the ladder of evolution,
too. It was such a decision that led
to our slaying the Tepen — an evil,
degenerate offshoot of the Ayor.

I was first known as Spork, the
moron, because of my childlike
limitations of telekmass. But once
the Tepen were gone, caused prima-
rily by change in the direction of
Ayorian philosophical construct, I
was fully accepted as an Ayorian
adult though still called, not with-
out some affection, Spork!

I was twelve Enithra years old
when the Tepen were destroyed; I
worked five years more to advance
the Ayorians in the direct use of
their environment.

Though sometimes suspecting
that I would never twin as do other
Ayorians, I accepted an additional
twinning problem to advance the
Ayor in their dual approach to
life, my first being that accepted
from Eme at her death, namely to
find my purpose in life,

Toward the end of learning more
about direct action and its impli-
cations in the real world, we con-
served the Tepen citadel, the last
remaining “city” of the Tepen
which contained much of their
knowledge and artifacts.

Until I was forced to use my body
and muscles in continuous motion,
like all Enithra life, patterns of
movement across the planet and
their meanings could be discerned
easily by application of my telek-
mass faculties.
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I had first noticed how the Tepen,
when moving across the valley floor,
contrasted so strangely with their
environment. Instead of teleporting
from hummock to hummock as
would the predatory Ettel, they
seemed to flow, as though they were
teleporting “continuously across an
infinite set of points.”

Of course, in walking or running,
I, too, behaved like that; but it
was not so easy to observe myself
against the background of other
Enithra life,

sing this concept as a starting
&/ point, T instructed the Ayor in
concepts of direct manipulation of
their environment;-as I had once
done for the Ayorian children, I
used my own body to convey the
message. I demonstrated how hands
and arms could be used to lift, pull,
bend and push things; I even dem-
onstrated the novel way of drinking
which I had discovered. Instead of
teleporting water directly "to my
mouth or stomach, I cupped my
hands to hold the water, then bent
to drink from my hands.

Once these simpler concepts had
been satisfactorily absorbed by the
Ayors, T moved on to the develop-
ment of tools from the environment
around. For example, sticks could
be used as levers, spears, clubs —
each multiplying the weaker action
of my muscles in some manner.,

They enthusiastically joined in
the invention of these simpler tools
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since, as past masters of abstract
eoncept, they could easily compute
anticipated effects from geometrical
and physical energy considerations,
Thus, they could often correctly
predict the final outcome of a new
and novel taol before its actual
construction.

As I saw it, my biggest job was
to keep the Ayor’s attention on the
actual testing of their conjectures;
for they had had thousands of
years of heredity against which to
fight, when only indirect twinning
concepts were of importance and to
this end I also applied myself
diligently with some degree of
success.

Of course, always the chHdren
were most plastic. Indeed, without
their plasticity there would have
been no Ayorian raee for they were
the ones who had held my con-
ceptual seeds enabling the Ayorian
race to discover thkeir racial obstacle
during the time of grouping. Each
child who successfully matured to
reach adulthood eventually twinmed
to become two new children, each
of whom were even more capable
of comprebending and handling
direct action without any loss of
their indirect action faculties.

I became the oldest untwinned
Ayorian child, which was fortunate
since there was indeed much to
teach our ome humdred thousand
members!

I was seventeen Enithra years old
when the second ship came.
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All life on Enithra plucks eternal-
ly, within its sphere of capability,

- for nutrients. The tiniest life which

I can sense with my mass receptor
reaches out with a telekmass field
truly enormous for its small size;
it teleports minerals, water and
even tiny energy packets into its
vacuoles.

On up the scale of plant and
animal life, each form takes dead
or living matter in the same way,
depending upon its mature, Thus,
the beautiful violet and ultra-vio-
{et jungle growth spreads protective
membranes over desired nourish-
ment, struggling always against
other life for its share of life re-
quirements.

The predatory Ettel teleports the
fat, stupid Ciem into its huge
stomach sack; the Cien voraciously
teleports all kinds of debris into its
huge stomach. In the air, floating
puff-balls reach out with frail fields
hoping to catch dust motes or light-
energy packets which, once caught,
are teleported to interiors some-
times in sufficient quantity to light
fike stars in the sky. While, in the
many streams surrounded by our
beautiful violet and ultra-violet veg-
etation, al manner of life extend
mass-sensors in weird and complex
patterns to sense, catch, and tele-
port organic debris or Hve forms for

food.
It is easy to understand that ene
without telekmass faculties is at
IF



decided disadvantage on Enithra
where even ultra-dense matter is as
thin air to these faculties.

Al Enithra life plucks at one an-
other for food and only those who
can generate stronger protective
telekmass fields can survive the
weaker.

I was fortunate that Eme observed
my lack so early, for, by com-
pleting neuronic growths inside my
body, she provided me with the
means for self-protection on Enith-
a.

Unfortunately, when the second
ship arrived, none noticed for a
time and telekmass mechanisms in
all plant and animal life surround-
ing the downed craft must have
been instantaneously attracted to
the rich, unprotected life ingredi-
ents. Perbaps the landing area was
poor in needed minerals for the
first to go were minerals from the
human bodies inside the craft!

One of the children playing the
nut tree game stumbled on the
craft first. Ouble — the one who
made the discovery — teleported
from the sunny side of the planet
to tel me of his discovery.

Thunder and lightning were shak-
ing the sky and all around me the
rain spattered against my slightly
extended telekinetic field, while at
every side plants were struggling
against one another to capture the
finely dissolved mutrients accor-
panying the rain drops.

Quble appeared before me, creat-
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ing another shell of spattering rain,
to state in his quiet way, “A sec-
ond ship has crashed. We think you
shauld be there.”

At my request, sevaral Ayorians
- moved me to the site immedi-
ately. Though I could have made
the trip, forty miles per jump was
more time-consuming than the sit-
uation seemed to call for.

It takes somewhat longer to de-
scribe my impressions than I would
like. In nearly simultaneous order,
T sensed the pitted metal caused
primarily by surrounding plant life,
the two shallow graves filled with
rapidly disappearing bodies, and
the extremely weakened human be-
ing who was slowly, methodically
shoveling dirt into the graves. Then
it was that the fantastic thought
occurred to me in almost blinding
boldness, “Could it be that this
other, who is so much like me,
knows nothing of indirect action?”

With my light receptors I could
see the human utilize direct action
only, to dig dirt and move it, to
breathe, to perceive and to move
his body. Although I did the same
in varying combinations at various
times, ¢k#is human was not even pro-
tected from Enithra plant and
animal life around us, which prob-
ably was the reason for his weak-
ened condition!

Pitting of the ship and the dead
humans in the grave below was al-
so caused by the same source —
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nothing had protection from our
ever-seeking life!

Once I had extended my personal
protective field around the ailing
human and his ship, I spoke to one
of the children. “Go to the Tepen
citadel for one of their telekmass
pprotectors.”

' By the time the human had

T

gised his head to take notice of my
ppudden presence, the child was back
éﬁith the device and I ignored the
Ywisitor until the protective field
held the whole area safe.

* “Turning back to him I thought,
“How strange is his appearance!”

Though I had often looked at my
own darkened features in smooth
water and smooth metal mirrors,
my standard of beauty was the sym-
metrical shape of the Ayorian.

Until now I hadn’t realized how
truly ugly I must be.

From the body portion, two arms
hung loosely to lean on the shovel
while his legs shivered with sick-
ness and fatigue. I extended my
mass sensors to take note of how
calcium had been pitted from his
bones. His head was thatched with
yellow, tallow-like hair, as was
mine; his light receptors were deep
violet, as were mine; but his facial
features were rounded where mine
were lean and craggy.

Now his light receptors opened
wide with astonishment at my pres-
ence. I thought nothing of it at the
time, but it wasn’t my sudden,
naked appearance from out of the
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dense jungle which had surprised
him so — it was my floating about
two feet off the ground!

When I telekmassed dirt into the
shallow graves to complete his
difficult labors I was rewarded with
even more peculiar, uninterpretable
expressions over his face,

Though I was Spork, the Ayerian
moron, I was not so dumb as te
think this person would know either
Ayorian or the dead Tepen lan-
guage, though I tried both.

I thought long and hard, then
remembering my six-month-old re-
call experience from my early child-
hood, I mimicked my dead father’s
voice to say: “Though we headed
the house of the galactic council,
Patricia, the sabotage was inevit-
able. We may be genetically supe-
rior, but to the common people we
are still only human. Place the baby
in the life container now!”

QOur visitor fainted!

o

I telekmassed his body inside

the ship to a strange platform
covered with rectangular square
patterns of imitation fibers and
knitted with springy materials be-
neath; then, I let my sensors pass
through his body, comparing his
chemistry to mine.

Calcium and phosphorus were
seriously lacking as well as certain
complex proteins, I reached info
the surrounding forest to recover
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calcium from various soft mushy
growths — probably the same ones
which caused his depletion — and
replaced the calcium. The phospho-
rus was retrieved from puff-balls
in the air surrounding the ship.

When I checked his blood
against mine, I noted certain chem-
icals which performed similar func-
tions to some of mine, yet had
minor structural and quantitative
differences. Just as the Ayor, upon
twinning have different personal
magnetic structures due to differ-
ences in alignment of their magnetic
fields, humans too had normal dif-
ferences.

“Better not changé thosel” I
thought.

Othermse, his blood was sadly
lacking in iron; any of the jungle
trees around us would reach for such
a rich supply. I reached deep into
the soil of Enithra to teleport mole-
cules of iron, sulphur and oxygen.
I mixed these minerals with water
and placed them inside his stomach
where I was gratified to sense its
rapid absorption for manufacturd
of red-blood platelets.

When the limits of my knowledge
had been reached and I dared
not go further, he woke.

Only for a moment did his light
receptors look at me; then he closed
them again to sleep for many days.
I filled his stomach with nourish-
ment and took care of his biologi~
cal needs during his period of ré«
covery. Only once, when his hearf
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faltered, and I moved it in proper
rhythm telekinetically, did I fear
for his life. Aftermard he gained
health rapidly.

As once before with the Tepen,
my struggle for language began. As
with the Tepen, concrete nouns
formed the easiest common referent,
or so it seemed until I used the
Ayorian children usually surround-
ing us as a word referent.

For days he had thought I was
pointing to the air around us, er
to the ship, or 1o something else,
for he could not see the Ayor! He
could not see ultra-violet reflections
at alll

As we studied together, bhis
gtrength returned amd protein de-
ficiencies were rapidly eliminated.

L ooking back upon the experi-
ence, I now realize how I
must have stared fo see him chew
and swallow every bit of fead.
Even to this day I find it a
most fascinating phenomenon! The
fongue and mouth are properly used
for taste and talk. To use them,
olways, for swallowing is nearly be-
yond comprehension!

Other things, such as the clothes
over his body, were odd, too —stiff
collar and decoration, stiffly pressed
blue pants, bright red shirt, buckles,
shoes and even smaller clothes un-
derneath mext to his skin, As odd
as all these things were, none could
compare with his complete inability
to mass-sense or fo teleport. “If the
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Ayor call me a moron because of
my limitations with these faculties,
what should we call our visitor??”
I wondered.

Months of language training from
Toby Randolph — our visitor’s
name — enabled us to carry con-
versations beyond concrete nouns
to somewhat higher levels of ab-
straction. Again I mimicked my
father’s phrase as I remembered it;
he listened most carefully, but eould
not identify it.

Toby Randolph belonged to a far
distant planet many parsecs distant
and he belonged to the household
of the two humans buried outside
the ship, Though it was many
months before I learned the mean-
ing of his relationship to them, he
described himself as a kind of “in-
dentured slave-scientist” of their
household.

Mathematics, physics, chemistry
and biology were exceptionally easy
languages for me to understand.
They were quite precise in them-
selves; but more than this, I eould
extend my mass-sensor at least to
the chemical level whenever firmer
mental referents were required;
physics and mathematics were quite

similar to Ayorian philosophical

games upon which I had already
spent endless childhood hours.
Most difficult for me to under-
stand were concepts such as mon-
ey, art, stores, schools, culture and
so on. No Ayorian equivalents could
possibly be construed to represent
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the concept of ownership, for ex-
ample,

In his turn, he constantly ex-
claimed over how rapidly I eould
learn such abstract and complex
concepts. To the Ayor I was Spork,
the moron; to Toby I was Spork,
the savage. I wondered if everyene
knew what I was except me!

The most fantastic comcept of all,
however, was Toby’s deseription of
civilization. When the concept of
continuous motion as opposed to
discrete teleportation was so new
to me and other Ayorians, how could
we be expected easily to under-
stand and mentally grasp images of
billions of people moving continu-
ously with time, mot to mention
plant seeds, animals and even sea
ereatures?

And what of the social organi-
zation behind such comcepts? The
nearest comparison here on Enithra
were the now-dead Tepem who,
though offshoots, were still from
Ayorian stock!

I vowed then to find some way
of visiting these stramge lands te
see and experience for myselfl

ith the aid of adult Ayorians,

Toby’s ship was brought back
to our captured Tepen citadel where
its vast scientific resources could
be better studied. Toby Randolph
proved to be an invaluable asset
in the Ayorian struggle to learn the
tools and concepts which accompany
direct facultis. He helped the
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Ayor, too, while I learned. These,
being many times quicker intellect-
ually than I, had long ago passed
the mechanical leverage stage of
tool use. With the arrival of Toby,
their capabilities increased in geo-
metric progression.

And twinning, too, 