


Now at last you can have the experience of we rillg sideburns, mustache,
or Van Oy e that is so real 100 ing your friends wi.ll think it is your very own!

Competition tough ••. want to impress your employer or girt friend •••
wan to look older or younger or different •.• coot or sharp??? 00 you miss
the attention you should be g~tting?? Try a MasGuliner Van Dyke, Sideburn
nd/or Mustache ..• all three, separately or in different combinations •••

and see the amazing d·ifference •• in your NEW LOOK you can have in sec
onds! Don't miss out on all the fun that so easily can be yours! Send for
your ustache, Sideburns and Van Dy e at once! Simply check the color you
want in the coupon or send- a sample of your hair and leave the matching to
our expert. Your hair sample is color matched a no extra cos ••• or order
in the color you choose. MAIL COUPON OW!

Adheres s cUrely ..• off and on in econds ••• can be worn s
is or trimmed to just the style you want ••• wear it confidently whenever
you can to have the LOOK you want for yours If! .

FEE: Complete instructions on how best to wear your Van Dyke, Mus·
tache or Sideburns ... sent in plain wrapper with order.

OL 0 0 EY ACK GUA ANTEE: You must be 100% satisfied, you
must see an exciting new LOOK in your appearance, it must be everythin
you want it to be or. your money b c !

M I COUPO O!

MASCUlINER CO., Dept. 100, P.O. Box 802
160 Amherst St., East Oran ~, New Jersey
O.K. I WANT TO SEE THE MANY DIFFERENT CHA GES I MY
APPERANCE. SEND TH ONES CHECKED ON AMON Y BACK
GUARANTEE. PAYMENT IS ENCLOSED.". MUST be 100% Satisfied
or I may return everything for full refund. Send color checked
or 0 please match sample of my hair enclosed.

ush th Folio in Plea end Order in Color Ch c ed:
o Mustache $2. Blonde 0 Dar Brown
o Van Dy e $3. Blac 0 Grey· Sliver
o Sideburns $3. light Brown 0 Dark Auburno Medium Brown 0 light Auburn

o I £lclo$ 6. II 3. ( S v $2). S n C sit, C c r .0•.
Name ..
Address .
City State Zlp .
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The Galaxy Awards
The editors of Galaxy and If are pleased to announce

the winners of the 1968 Galaxy Awards for the __
stories published In our magazines in the past year. The
winning stories were chosen by polling randomly chosen
groups of subscribers to both magazines, and their vote
was final. I I

$7,000 Galaxy Award

Goblin Reservation
by Clifford D. Simak

(Serial, April and June issues of Galaxy.)

$250 Galaxy Award

Siowboat Cargo
by Larry Niven

(Serial, February, March and April Issue of ".)

$700 Galaxy Award
(Due to the closeness of the voting, we are giving three $100 awards.)

rhe Man in the Maze, by Robert Silverberg
(Serial, April and May Issues of If.)

Getting Through University, by Piers Anthony
(Novelette, August issue of If.)

The nme Trawlers, by Burt K. Filer
(Short story, August Issue of Galaxy.)

Walch for announcement in an earl, Issue of the 1969 Gala,., Award••



Hugos &Others

I f you've been paying attention to
what we say up fron~ here over

the list few months, you don't need
to have this Issue explained to you.
Bot we'll expliin it Imyway. (Ae.,
tuaUy, we kind of enjoy it.)

Every y~, at the World' ScJence
FietJOD Convention, the assembled
science-fietiOD fans vote to honor
theIr favorite magazine, wiiters, art
ists and so on. The awird Is called
a -"IIugo" (after the - late Hugo
GemsbAck, who started this whole
business of science-fiction magazines
some 43 years ago.)

If~ we are honored and pleased
to say, has cirried off the "best mag
azine" P1ugo for the past three years
I'IJDDing; and we are celebrating the
most recent ~ward with this special
issue, conWning stories ana iUas 6~
aU the other Bugo winners: Roger
zelamy (who won the 1968 Bugo
for Best Novel), Anne McCaffrey
and Philip J0s6 Farmer (tied for
Best Novella), Fritz Leiber (Best

Novelette),·Har~ Ellison (who ac
quired two Bugos this Ume, Best
Story jnd Best Dramatization), Jack
Giugh8n (!Best Artist), Ted White
(Best FaD A~or), Geoqe B. Seith
~ (editor of the non-prof~onal

magazine th8~ won PI Best Fan
zine), and George Barr (Best Fan
Artist).

It took 8 bit of doing to get all
of these eminences to produce stories
in a very short period of time • • •
but, as you see, we did it. Or they
did it. They jill came ~ough hind
somely, and w~'re gmteful to them
- and to the [eiders whose votes
gave us this honor.

Now we've got to get busy and
try to win it ap No magazine
h~ ever won four strafght. Maybe
we won't do it either • • • but we're
sure goiDg to give it a try. .

T he Bogos, of courSe, which were
awit4e4 at the BaycoD, held ill
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Berkeley, California over the Labor
Day Weekend last year, were for
stories and issues published in the
year 1967. It'll be some months yet
before we know who won what for
the material published in 1968.

But meanwhile we have our own
voting results to report, for the Gal·
axy Awards, and that too is a somce
of considerable pride.

As you'll see by the announce
ment in this issue, the story that
carried away the top prize was Clif
ford D. Simak's Goblin Reservation,
published in our companion maga
zine, Galaxy, last summer. The is
sue was never in doubt; Goblin Res
ervation led by a wide margin on the
first scattering of votes that came in
on the first balloting, and held that
lead in every batch ~ the way to
the end; and we couldn't be more
pleased. For Simak is not only a
first-rate writer for 1968, he's been
a first-rate writer for more years than
some of the competition have been
alive. Not only that, but he manages
to keep a steady production of sci
ence fiction coming along in the
teeth of a demanding editorial J.ob
with a leading Minneapolis daily.
Congratulations, Cliffl It couldn't have
happened to a nicer guy.

The winner of the number two
spot gives us nearly equal pleasure
- in a sense, even more, because
Larry Niven, as regular readers will
remember, started out in 11 with his
first published story, only a handful
of years ago. His Slowboat Cargo
(now available in book form from
Ballantine under the title A Gift from
Earth) was as thoroughly m com
mand of the second spot as Goblin

6

Reservation was of first amoDI all
the stories publisheQ in 1JJ!IsI leNJ

something more thaD 70 of 6eJ.D,
Slowboat Cargo easily led the .J'~

Number three in the votiDl It.
also from If, and ~e i'uthor _
that most productive of WJ.jters, Ilo.
ert Silverberg. The story w.., Ths.
Man In the Maze; and if third p~
doesn't seem like anything to get tet
ribly excited about, note Silverberl's
remarkable feat: Of the top 10 stOI-f
ies in the reader voting, Silverberg
had written three - The Man In 1M
Maze from If and NighfWlngi and
Perris Way from Galaxy - w~c1'l is
exactly two more than anybody els.
managed to get on that select list.

Fourth, fifth and siDh places were
i virtual tie: Burt K. Filer's Xhs
Time Trawlers (from Galaxy) _
aged to edge out the others by a
narrow margin - an admirable Dew
ing, considering that it was a short
story and all those ~ove it, ad
most of these immediately below,
were either serials or long novelettes;
Filer, of course, is also a forme~

"If First." Then came Rogus Stili',
by your editor in collaboratioD with
Jack Williamson (disqualified from
the cash aw~ds on the grounds of
nepotism - sorry, Jackl); and close
behind was Piers Anthony's Getting
Through University ••• both of tl!lese
last two from If.

Thanks to those subscribers wllo
helped os by sending in their bane~

on request. It was a lot of ftm ---
so much so that we're going to •• it
again next year, with more prizes,
more ballots - ~d, we hope, eVel1
more good stories to honorl

~1HE EDITOJl
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You must knQW I'm nQt human,
even U I ~() look just like one. Do
hll1D@S sweat quicksilver'~

You must lulow I can't make
Ioye to you. If you were Subsahara
Sue •••• ' ~ut they'll be watching
Sue, so l won't (fare go near. No,
I didn't mean that I prefer her.
It's jusf. • • • I ~on't want to get
into sulitleties. Anyway, Sue might
turn lIle in, and, as you can see,
I oon't trust her, right? And if Sue
di~ turn me in, let me tell you,
keelhauling is no fun.

I neeCi love almost as much as
I need a hiQing place. That's why
I'm telling you. You, the first hu
mali to ~Qw. I need love. And
forgiveness. Only, as you'll see •••
neyer mind ••• I'll tell you all
about me, about all of us. I have
much explaining to do, an~ you
may hate me.

Don't.
I need love.

The Rooster Rowdy had caused
the trouble ~ost 2500 Earth

years ago.
r didn't know anything about it.

None of the crew knew anything
"about it. You see, communication
is instantaneous, but perception is
no faster than light.

You don't see? MayPe you Will
as I go along.

The instruments on The Bridge
had indicated nothing anil would
not for I - iion't - want • to •
tell - you - how - many -y~rs. If
8

HILIO W.IINER
Philip Jos6 Farmer, who was the Guest
of Honor at th. World Science FlctIOD .
convention this year, won the Hugo for
his novella "Ride... of the Purple Wage.'''
This I, Farmer's lecond Hugo, In 1953
h. was awarded the same trophy _
the most promising new writer. Once
again a science-fidioD prophecy has be
come fad.

The Quartermaster - let's call him
The Filamentous Wafter - baa
not been prowling that particular
deck, hunting GOwn ratio fixers,
nobody would've known about it
until it was too late.

As it was, it still might be too
late.

The first I knew of the trouble
was when the call came from lhe
Bri(lge. Directly.

"Hello, engine room :MWST4J:
Hello, engine room MWST41 u

Five minutes earlier, the call
would not haye 6een ~ble to get
through. The electric sparks, mic
rowaves and hot mercury Props
spinning like tops - would have
warped transmission. They were
flying all over inside our tent. But
Sutisaha.ra Sue and I coulcm't real
ly tie blame(1 for this interference.
~though we Woul4 have lieen.
Five hunareil years hid p~
since we'a seen eacli other. Or, for
that matter, any of the blact gang.
AItijougli we ~th worked in the
~e continent, my territory was
ttie BerDer-Semitic area, ana Sue's
was where the nlckmlme indicateiJ.

IF



After managing to get~
si()]J; tQ bI\7e lea!e together, we'a
sign:eit QI It II Li6y~ S$ig~ 1iQ
tel. We ~t most of our time pn
the tieacli, Insiae our tent, wliicti
jvas m$ie of a ~feri~ to confine
the more explosive byprcmucts of
our lo!emaking. Puring tHat Jia1f
a millennium, we'Q aormannzeg our
attraction - notice I say attriic
tion, not loye, if th3t'll ~e you
feel ~y 6etter - but, even in dor
mancy, attraction accumulates a
trickle charge an~ 500 years bUil~

up a hell of a lot of static. How
ever, there's A large amount of re
sistance tQ oyercome, and I'a been
oscillating ;ma Sue resonating for
hours before our DoCIes touche<J.

ne tourists on the beach must
have wonderea where the tliun<ler
was coming from on thaf cloudless
flay.

Afterwards, Sue ana l lay quief
ly to make sure that no one Jiail
been alarmea enougli to investi
gate our tent. We Wkea aoo1it per
sonal matters firsf, what we'a~
aoing, our loneliness ana so on.
rIbeD We talkeil shop. We cl1atterefj
abouf phiIiac thrusf pliobiac weighl
efficienCy ratios, toleration tare,
grief jkag, heliovalves ana so OD.

We sfarfed to reminisce abouf crew
men

Sue saiil, "Wlio's in cliarge of
cosmic bleeiloff?"

The Intercom bIeepe(l.
"Hello, ~e room MWST4I

Heno, engine room MWST41"
DOWN IN THe BLACK GANG

GrQ8Ding, I turne(l C)B the inter
(:Om, B'hkh loolteil just like a por
tatile~ lot ttie J)enefit ofh~.
ll1ie "heaa" ana part of the "slioul
flers" Qf Lrhe First Mate fillea
mOst of the screen, arid the cam
era must have tieen several thou
$Ina miles away. Bellina him was
a small part of The Bri(Jge ;md a
piece of ~byss-black shadow edged
by a peculiar white light. ne Cap
tain's tail.
~hat was all I care<I to see of

l1le Captain at any time. I'll
never forget having to look at a
closeup of his "mouth" whe~ he
ohewed me - not literally, tliank
the stars - in A.H. 45. I have to
admit that I neserve<i that savag
ing. I was lucky not to get keel
hauled.

Oh, how I goofea up the Ma
I10met follow-up I The blaclt ~gs
Jill o!er The Ship baa to sWeat and
slave, all leaves cancelcil, until
proper thrust could tie generatea.

The Firs~ Mate, seeing the mer
cury (Jrip off me, roarea, "Mecca
Mikel What the bilge have you
IieeD Boing'~ You oscillating at a
time like tbiSl You sleeping at tJie
post agaui?: You neglecting your
iluty agiJiti?,"

"Sir, l'm on leave," I saia. "So
I couldn't tie guilty of neglecting
my (July. Besiiles, sir, I don't mow
iVhd you mean by aga;". I was
never courtmartialea, sir, ana ••• "

cCSfiencel" he bellowoo. Behin<l
Jiim, .the tail of The Captahi

~ ,



twitche4, and I started tQ osciJl3te
negativeJ,y. .

~'Why ~dn't you answer the n·
statIons-alarm?"

"It didn't get through," I __
Ci~ea, weakly, "rhere must have'

"'oon too much static ~d stuif."
)be First Mate saw Subsabara

Sue b~a me, where she was try
ing to hiqe. He yelled, "So there
you areI Why Qign't you answer
your ·phone?"

"Sir, I left it in the hotel," Sue
said. "Since we'd be together, w

ecided we'd just take Mike's
phon~, ~d - "

"No wonder neither of YQU has
work~ up out of ~e black gang I
No more excuses, nowI Listen,
while I ten you loud ~g qear!"

•

1 .



The Rooster Rowdy was re-
l sponsible for the emergency.

I was surpriseq when I heara
ne First Mate mention him. Like
ev:~1ioily else, '1'~ thought he was
a~iI b~ \bad rtlI1 away so far into
the lower decks that he'd never be
fonna. Not until The Ship docked.
He w~ one Qf the ringleaqers
in tact, he was The First Mate
then - in the Great Mutiny 100,,,
000 Earth-years ago. He was the
only one to escape alive after Tlhe
'Captain an<l his failthfuls moppe<I
up OD the mutineers. AnQ the
Rooster ROWdy had been running,
or biiting, ever since. Or so we
thought. -

A moment ago, I told you Sue
liaQ ~ked me who was in charge
of cosmic bleoooff. I'd been about
to feD her that The Crys~e

sexapofl was in clUp-ge nQw, when
We ere mterrupteiJ. The SexapoQ
J1a!1 h~ station at iliat moment in-

DOWN IN THB BLACK GANG

side a quasar galaxy, where slie ~a
just fipish~ setting the strucfure
of ~ ne~ heliovalye. ne Rooster
Rowdy Jv~s near enough to sense
her, and he came g~oping in, gal
actic tight bounding Qff the' tril
lion trillion facets of his spinning
three-organ bony.
n~ Crystalline SexaPQg put up

~ gooQ fight for her ~e, whicD
was the same thing as her life
I haven't time to go into biologi
cal-moral aetails - but in the' pro
cess she comple~<l the wreckage of
the galaxy and so wrecked the hello
valve, wasting a century and a
half of time. She took off for the
lower (leeks, where, for all any
body knew, she might still be run
ning willi the Rooster RoWdy, hot
'(25000 F) after her.

Meanwhilel the wreckeq helio
valve m$t that there was no
bleedoff of phobiac grag in that
seCtor. Ner in a quarter f the sec-
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Iors, since this valve was the mas- pod through a hatchwa1 ~tQ the
ter valve in a neW· ~tup fP,tenaei:1 depths. He ~otifi~ ne BrIke.,.,_'
to Increase efficiency of ijlee(loff once, and the ~-statl~ I@.m
by 3~.l%. And that really messed went out.
up our yelocity.

Fortunately, The Quartermas- N0w I understood why LrhQ
ter happenoo to be in the lower First Mate was talk.ing Wlect
decks, where he was hunting ratio ly to me insteaCl of the m~e
fixers. A ratio fixer, I'll explain, is being filtered down througti $J§,
a creature that lives in the Inter- to-the-2nB-power officers ang ~tt~
stices between ratios. Thus, it's officers. With this emergej(c,1 l.t
compeIIeij to be moving on, can't woula take a long time for jJi"()rae~

stay in: one place long, otherwise from The Captain to reacli ~yery

it'll lose its foothold and fall. If it engine room if it went througn
stanCIs stilI yery long, one of the normal proceaure.
quotients - analogous to a human But I had not, of course, unaer
foot - UwindIes, ana the other ex- stood completely. Or at all. I just
panas. The ratiQ fixer, like any . thought I oi<l because I was too
form of life, wants security, so it awed and stunned to be tbinlQng
tries to fix ratios '(freeze them): properly.
Its efforts to keep from falling 'The Mate thunaerea, cclIi tlie
messes up proportions and causes name of The Port! You better no~

The Ship's bulkheads ana some- foul this one upl"
tjmes ev~ the hull to.6uckle. "I'll ao my tiest, sir, as always,"

The Ship's shape, size, ana mass I sai<l. Then, "Foul what one Up,
are in a constant state of nux, but sir?"
generally controlled flux. Ana if "Idiot I NincompoopI I'm not
these are changoo Without The speaking directly to you ;ust to
Bridge finQing out about them in give you a pep talkl A Thrust Po
time, the vectors of velocity, ill- tential has tieen detecfeCI In YQur
rection, et cetera are changed. engine rooml"

Using h~ analogies, ratio "A Thr - Thr - Thrust Po·
fixers might be compa.rea to t1ie Po-Potentiall In this are~ll But •••"
rats in a ship. Or, better, tQ liar- "ImtieclleI Not in 'Jour; area,
nacles on it hull. Or mayoe to Iioth. what is it, the Semitic?: B·ut It's

The quartermaster baQ caught· your specialty I i\ccoraing to the
one and was choking it with its message, it's in the Southern Cali
filaments when it caught sighf of fomia area, wherever that lsI"
the wrecke<l heliovalve and of The "But what i:Io I have to no Witti
Rooster Roway chasing 'The Sen- that, sir?" -- -' .

12 1F



"Stoker, if we weren't in such a
mess an~ if lbe lbrust Potential
wasn't so promising, an<l if I aidn't
have to contact 10,000 other prom
Isblg )'P areas, I'd have you up
here on The Bridge and flay you
Iiliye! You don't ask questions
while I'm talking! Remember that,
stokerl"

"Yes, sir," I said, humbly in-
~eea.

l'he First Mate then became
very businesslike. Aside from a
·few numbskulls, coprolite - heads
and other terms, he addressed me
~ one entrusted with a great task
ana with the abilities to carry it
out. That is, if I had learned any
thing from experience. He did re
mind me that I had not only screw
ed up the Mahomet follow-up,· I
baa blown the whole Ancient Egyp
tian Monotheist Deal.

"I was called 'Ikhnaton Ike ana
Pharaoh Phil by my chief engin
eer for a long time afterwards."

The First Mate was, however,
kina enough to say that I had
shoWn much skill in the follow-up
to the Burning Bush Business.

Beware The First Mate when
he's kina. I said to myself, "What's
he working up to?"

I found out too soon. It was
the last thing I'd expected. It

was a transfer to the Southern Cal
ifornia area ~a a promotion to en
gineer, firsf class.

I was staggered. The chief en-
DOWN IN THE BLACK GANG

gineer of this room and several ....
gineer's mates ~ a Dumber .1
yery competent stokers ~peratetl in
that area. In fact, there were mere
black gang members there thaD ill
any ar~ of Earth.

"lbe chief engineer's baa a
breakdown," l'he First Mate saW,
although he iiill not have to ex
plain anything. "He's on his "ay
to sickbay now. ~his report says
there's something about that area
that generates psychic collapse. A
distortion of psychomagnetic lines
of force. However, as you know, or
should know, you ignoramus, this
kind of field also compensates by
generating thrust - potential ba
pulses. l'he Northeast section of
this - what's it caIIea? - U.S.A.
lhas a similar iUstortion. Both are
(langer ~eas for our engines. But,
on the other hand, you Qon't .t
anything gOOQ from a safe neutral
area."

"Thanks for the elemenfary lec
ture," I said insi()e my hea~, wmdl
was a safe, though not neutral,
place for my retort.

A few minutes later, I had D
ished saying ~ sorrowful goOO-iy
to Sue and was checking out of tile
hotel.

"Why shoulCl you be transfetret1
to Beverly Hills, California?" Sue
saia. "It may be largelY.Jewish iB
population, Iiut the citizens are
basically Englisl1 speaters. TIley
~on't thinlt semiticaIIy, like y.m
Arabs, Abyssinians and Israeli."
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from Luke Fiel<l. They neither saw
the ship nor the base, of course,
and I Urove Into Phoenh in what
looked like 8 19"65 Buick, and took
a plane into Los Angeles.

Coming (lown over Los Angeles
must b4ve been ~eartening to
the other passengers. They saw the
great greenish-gray tentacles, the
exhaIeCI poison, hanging over the
big complex. I had my special
"glasses" OD, anij. what I saw was
encouraging, at least momentarily.
Down there, in the blackness whicli
is phobiac drag, were a GOzen fair
ly large sparks an<l one huge sparlt.
That big spark, I knew, must be
in Beverly mIls.

There, if all went well- it sel
Gom does - was the potential to
develop a thrust which, combined
With the thrusts in existence anCl
With those being oevelope(i on oth
er worlds, would hopefully cancel
the arag causeQ by the wrecking
of the bleedoff heliovalve. Ana so
the vitally neede<I yelocity would
be ours.

Can anything good come out oj
Nazareth?

Can anything good be in Beve,
ly Hills?

History has answeroo the first
question. The future would answer
the second.

"That's not the only puzzling
tbiDg," I said:. "The Thrust Po
tential is non-Semitic. nat Is, it's
not even ilescenaed from Semitic
speakers."

The engineers and stokers in
that area must all have become
somewhat unstable, too, otherWIse
they surely would have been used.
So, the thinking of The Bridge was,
let's shoot in Mecca Mike. He's
fouloo up, but he also haCl some
great successes. Perhaps this time
he'll come through. He's the best
we have, anyWay, The Dock pre
serve usl

The First Mate told me that I
baa better come through. Or
else.•..

. There would be officers watch
ing my work, but they woulan't
interfere unless I was obviously
ruining an "engine" beyond re
pair.

If I came through, if I nevel
opeil the badly needed Thrust Po
tential, I'd be promoted. Probably
to chief engineer.

1lie situation for The Ship was
much worse than I'd guessed.
OtherWise, they'~ have let me ta][e
an airliner. But orders were to get
me to California willi utmost speea.
I (trove into the Liliyan country
si<le auring tJie daylight. At noon
the saucer-shaped vehicle lan(loo,
piclteCf me up ana took off at 30
G. If socked info its base fifty
miles west of Phoenix, Arizona, I
With ~ Force jets scrambling
14
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told the taxi oriver at Uie
airport to take me to • street

IF



which angled south Qff of Wilshire
Between J)oh'en~ J)rive ~a :Bey·
erly Drive.~ was &eel With my.
looking maples. The block where
the taxi let me off was, in a sense,
in the "sIums" of Beverly Hills.
Relatiyely speaking, of course.
Both sides of the street in this
block were occupied by apartment
lluildings, some only five years 01£1
and others about $5 to 25 years
Gld. The apartments in the new
buildings renten from $350 to
$650 a: month ana so were consi(l..
eroo low-rent in Beverly Hills. The
apartments in the old buildings
~veragea about $135 a month.

My Thrust Potential, my TP,
was in the second story of an older
building. I had the cab park across
the street from it, ana I went in
side a newer, more expensive apart
ment building. This baa a VACAN
CY, I BDRM,FURN., NO PETS,
NO CHILDREN sign on the lawn.
I put i!oWn three months' rent in
cash, whicli upset Mrs. KlugeI, the
lanCllady. She had always aea1t in
checks. I signea the lease and then
went 6aa to the taxi.

My apartment was secona-story
and fronting the street. It was al
most mrectly across the street from
my TP ana almost as high as her
apartment. I carriea my three bags
up to it. One was full of clothes,
the second full of money, ana ·the
tbiicl Crammed with my equipment.
Mrs. Klugel stood in the" vestibule.
Ske was a heavy short woman
DOWN IN THE 8LACK GANG

about ~5 With orange-ilyeti Wrj I
.ose ~e acucumliet anB B~.
lDoulli. Her l>laclt·~ ..
widene(l as l Yient IightlI up •
staircase With ~ huge tiag iB tMIi
lima ana one unaer my arm.

"So you're a strong m~n in _e
act aJready~" she said.

I replieti" that l was not a sUeng
man, professionally, that is. I was
a Writer who intended to Write ~

novel about Hollywoo~.

,cSo wh~ ~on't you live in HoUy
woOO?"
" CCBy HollyWooa, I mean .tlDJ
whole area around here," I sli,.
sweeping my han(I aroun~.

She \Vas such Ii lonely old lally,
she was mfficult Ie) get rid .f. I
said I baa worlt to .(10, ana I weuJa
talk to her later. As soon a! !lie
shut the aoor, I readjusteCl the 811
tigrav tielt mouna my waist uDI1er
my shirt. My two thousanii peu.a
of Gense metal-shot protein~
have tiuckIoo the floor if I baia't
haa the belt operating. 'I1lea I
took out my equipment ana !et it
up.

I was nerveus; quicksilver Mail
ed from me ana feD onto tile leor.
I made a mental nofe to cleo 1Ip
the stuff before I! left tlie apart
ment. Mrs. Klugel looke~ as il
she'd snoop around auring my ali
sences, ana it certainly would J)e
mfficult to explain mercury ••))9
on the floor. -

The setup for my worK wa~ ta1,.
Across the street, in the 2S-year-
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old, rundown building were four
apartments. My con!irn was the
upper story on the right side, fac
ing the street. But I soon found
out tha~ the apartment just below
was also to be intimately involved.

The apartment upstairs was
reached by climbing a steep series
of steps, carpeted with frayed and
fa<Ied material. A long hall at the
top of the stairs ran the length of
the building, ending in a bathroom
at its far end.

The back bedroom was occupied
by Diana, the 20-year-old, umnar
ned daughter and her 20-month
old daughter, Pam. The granapar
ents, Tom ana ClauOia Bonaer,
slept in the other beilroom. Tom
also did his. Writing in this room.
Claudia was 45 anCl ~om W3S 49.

When I lookeCi througH ttie spec
analyzers, via the tap-6eam, r saw
the baby, Pam, as the brlglit light
I baa seen coming in oyer LOs
Angeles. She was tlie big [.rlirust
Potential.

Sometimes, the lighf was
aimmeif. Not because its source
was weakened. No. It oarkeneCI oe
cause of tlie llatrea pouring out of
the gran«lfather.

This black cataract was, seem
ingly, directed mainly at the peo
ple in the apartmenf below. If ha
tred were wafer if would Jiave
arownea the people lieIow. Ana, if
they were what Tom Bon<Ier sai<l
they were, they aeserved i;1rownmg,
if not worse.
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watching that building was like
watching the Northern Lights

during a meteor shower on the
Fourth of July. I ignored the pyro
technic displays of the tenants on
the other side of the building.
They had little to do with the
"stoking" and the follow-up.

Toni Bonder, ah, there was a
splendid spectacle. Although he
had been depressed in his youth,
at which time he must have radi
ated heavy-drag black, like smoke
from Vesuvius, he had semicon..
verten his youthful depression in~o

middle-aged anger. Reversoo the
usual course of psychic events, you
might say. Now he looked like Ves
uvius in eruption.

Bonner, the grandfather, was de
termincil not to fail as a grand
father just because he had failea
as a father, husband, lover, son,
teacher, Writer - ana you name it.

And, truly, he had faiIea, but
not as badly as he thought, or, I
should say, desired, since he lusted
for nefeat. Rage poured out of him
aay ana night, even when, especi
ally when, he was sleeping.

What most infuriatoo him was
the uproar beating' upwaras nay
and night from the Festigs doWn
stairs. The Festigs were a father,
~O years old, a mother, 28, ana a
(laughter, Lisa 2. From the time
tliey arose, anyWhere from 9:30 to
'11':30, until they went to 6ea, mia..
night Or 1:00, or later, the mother
was shouting and tiellowing an~
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singing ana clapping her baOOs pillow-coveroo ears of Tom -_
sl1arply and tlle little girl was ere Even if he maDaged to _"~
screaming with glee but usually sleep, he would be awakenoo a, __
~g or screeching with frustra- en times by the foot-stompiap er
tibn and anger. The father was si- ·by the screams atl!d the bel1ow&
leDt most -of the time; he was like He would sit up and ~.
an old sunken Spanish galleon, bur- Sometimes, he would loosen lis
ied in black silt, with bis treasures, grip on his fear of violeBee .
his pieces-of-eight and silver ingots would shout out of the wiDAew:
_nd gold crosses, spilled out of a; "Quiet GOwn, down there, you: bu
breach in the hull and only oc- barians, illiterate swine! We ~
casionally revealed when the cur- to get up early to go to workl~
rents dredged away some mud. not on relief, you bloodsucml· ...

Oh, he was depressed, depressed, considerate parasites!"
which is to say he was a very an- The reference to relief, if B.tl~

gry man indeed. The black heavy ing, else should have turned lily
stuff flowed from Myron Festig ron Festig's depression into rail',
like a Niagara fouled with sewage. because the Festigs were one .".
But sometimes, out of boredom, as few people in Beverly BiBs~
he sat on his chair in the living on relief. The relief came from".
room, he groaned mightily, and the county welfare and from mcaey
groan went up and out the windows borrowed from Mrs. Festig's meth
and into the windows of the apart- er ann Cloctor brothers. OceasiDn
ment upstairs. ally, Myron sold a cartoon or tooK

And Tom DgnCIer would start a temporary job. But he was 'Y~

when he heard the groan and sensitive about the welfare ~,
would quit muttering and raging and he would have been asto~
under his breath. He would be si~~ to learn that the Bon(IeM :JimeJt
lent, as one lion may fall silent for' about it. The Bonders~ howeyer,
a moment when he hears the roar had been informed aoout -un, lDy
of another from far away. the manager's wife.

The screaming joys and buzz- Rachel Festig, the Wife .C:l
saw tantrums were enough for the mother, was revealed in the a.1y
:Bonders (not to mention the next- zer as intermittent flashes of w.J

(loor neighbors) to endure. But tlte which were philiac tliruSt, with
child also baa the peculiar habit much yellow, that is, oeeply ~
of stomping her feet if she ran or pressoo rage' sublimated as !IBi
walked. The sound vibrate(i up ficial or martyred love. ~ t'aeie
through the walls ana the floors was the chlorine-gas green ef !8lf
and through the boo. and into the poisonous self-worship.
DOWN IN THE BLACK GANG 17



B,ut there was the bright white
light of the Bonder baby,

Pam. Now that I was near it, I
saw it split into two, as a star seen
by the naked eye will become a
double star in the telescope. The
lesser star, as it were, radiated
fr~m Lisa Festig. All infants, un
less they're born psychotic, have
this thrust. Lisa's, unfortunately,
was waning, and its brightness
would be iWnost entirely gone in
a year or so. Her mother's love
was extinguishing it in a dozen
ways.

But the far brighter white, the
almost blinding Thrust Potential,
radiated from the Bonder grand
daughter. She was a beautiful,
strong, healthy, good-humored, in
telligent, extremely active, and
very loving baby. She was more
than enough to cause her grand
parents to love her beyond normal
grandparental love. But they had
reason to especially cherish this
baby. She was illegitimate. The
father had dropped out of sight in
West Venice, not that anybody was
looking for him.

Furthermore, both Claudia and
Tom felt that they had been psy
chically distorted by their parents
and that they, in turn, had bent
their daughter, Thea. But Pam was
not going to be fouled up, neurotic,
nearneurotic, unhappy, desolate,
and so on. At the moment, both
the elder Bonders· were going
to psychoanalysts to get their psy-
18

ches hammered out straight on tile
anvil of the couch. Mrs. Bonder
was doing fine after years of paiD
ful lonely feelings, suicide at
tempts, hospitalization, and.
hysterical flights home. to her mQt1l
ere In fact, she was on her way tG
being the only adult in her family
who was aware of her drives and
compulsions and able to handle
them.

The daughter had her problems,
too, including schizophrenic ten
dencies, guilt, and an Oedipal con
flict which kept her from a normal
closeness to her father. But neither
she nor Mrs. Bonder, though they
figured significantly and were to
be used by me, had the importance
in my plans that Tom Bonder, the
grandfather, had.

Why? Because he· was an atheist
who had never been able to shake
himself free of his desire to know
a God, a hard-headed pragmatist
who lusted for mysticism as an at·
coholic lusts for the bottle he has
renounced, a scoffer of religions
whose eyes became teary whenever
he watched the hoakiest, most pu
tridly sentimental religious movies
on TV with Bing Crosby, Barry
Fitzgerald and Humphrey Bogart
as priests. This, plus the tiniest
spark of what, for a better tenn,
is called pre-TP, and his rage,
made me choose him. As a matter
of fact, he was the main tool I had
for the only plan I had.

Myron needed to be dependent,
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to be, at 40, an invertebrate, a
waxingly fat invertebrate. Yet he
wanted to be a world-famous car
toonist, a picture-satirist of the
modern age, especially in its psy
chic sicknesses. Recently, in a
burst of backbone, he had stayed
up all night for several weeks,
when his family was sleeping, and
drawn an entire book of cartoons
about group therapy. He knew the
subject well, since he was a parti
cipant in a group and also had pri
vate sessions once a week. Both
were paid for by arrangement with
the 'county and his brother-in-law,
the doctor.

The cartoon book was published
and sold well locally, then the ex
citement died down and he sub
sided into a great roll of unbone
stiffened protoplasm. Depres
sion blackened him once more, and
he gained a hunger for food in
stead of fame, and so he ate and
swelled.

Tom Bonder worked daytimes as
an electronic technician at a space
industry plant in Huntington
Beach, and evenings and weekends
he wrote tast-action private-eye
novels for paperback publishers
and an occasional paperback west
ern.

He loathed his technician job
and wanted to go into full
time fiction writing. However, he
was having enough trouble writing
part-time now because of the up
roar downstairs;--

DOWN IN THE BLACK GANG
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I used the tap-beam and sight
beam to listen and look int.

the apartments and also to eaves
drop on Bonder's sessions with the
analyst. I knew he ascribed his
problems to a too-early and too
harsh toilet training, to a guilt
caused by conflict between his
childhood curiosit8 about sex and
his parents' harsh repression of it
and so on. His main problem
throughout most of his life had
been a rigid control over himself.
He thought himself a coward be
cause he had always avoided vio
lence, but he was finding out in
therapy that he feared that he
might become too violent and hurt
the other person.

Fortunately, he was now getting
rid of some of his anger in little
daily spurts, but, unfortunately,
not swiftly enough.

He was always on the verge of
going berserk.

Berserkl That was the key to
my "stoking."

The Ship must have been losing
speed even worse than we of the
crew had been told. About six
months after I got into Beverly
Hills, I received a call from The
First Mate again.

"How's the setup coming along?"
"As well as can be expected," I

said. "You know you can't stokE'
too fast, sir. The engine might [
overheat or blow."
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ICi( knQlr that, you cabin-tioy re
Jectl" lie benowed so lOudly that
I turned· the volume GOwn. Old
Mrs. Kluge! quite often kept her
ear pressed to the tenants' doors.

I said, c'I'll use more pressure,
sir, but it'D have to be dtlicately
applied. I sure wouldn't want to
Wreck tlns little engine. Her nim
bus looks as if she could provide
enormous thrust, if she's brought
along properly."

"Three hours you get," The
First Mate said. "Then we have to
have 1,000,0008 T units."

Three hours of Ship's time was
30 Earth-years. Even if I got the
stoking done quickly, I had a hell
of a lot of hard mercury-sweating
work in the next 30 years. I prom
ised I'd do my best, and The First
Mate said that that had better be
better than good enough, ana he
signed off.

Tom Bonner ana Myron Festig
were working themselves closer to
that condition I'd been working
for. The Festig child was stomping
her feet and screaming all day ana
until one in the morning, and the
inability to get sleep was putting
black circles around Tom Bonaer's
eyes. And red halos of Wrath
arouna him.

Myron Festig was C:leep in the
sluage pit of CIespond. IDs latesf.
cartoon had been turneCi (loWn tiy
Playboy. He had just been fired
from a job as a cheese salesman.
His mother-in-law was tkreatening
20

to visit for several montlis. Tie
car Deeded new tires. "I'd thIJ1Dei
them down one night." His brotll.
er-in-law, the doctor, was ~
ling :him because he wasn't mak.iBI
a steady income, aside from wel
fare payments. And Rachel, ltis
Wjfe, when not ehewing him OBI

for lrls inability to hold a job, was
crying that they should have an
other baby. They needed a scm;1
sne would aeliver him a lioy te
make him proud.

The last thing Myron wanteCl
was another mouth to stuff, antf,
though he dared not say it, an
other noisy mouth and big hea~

feet to aistract him from his ear
tooning.

To~ Bon?er would have agree~
I WIth this. He was, he told his
wife, slowly being herded to sui
cide or homicide. He could not
take much more of this. Ana more
frequently, as if in jest, he would
open a drawer in the Kitchen ana
take out a han(l-axe, which he had
brought out of the Midwest. &1d
he would say, "One more night of

-thumping from Little Miss Buffa
lo Stampeae, one more night of
bellowing 'Myron! ' or 'Rachel I "
and I go Clownstairs and chop up
the whole swinish bunchI"

His wife ana daughter woul'l
grin, nervously, and tell him he
shouldn't even joke like· that.

"I'm fantasizing I " he'd cry. "My
headshrinker says it's good therapy
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to imagine smughtering them, !~
l1ea1tbl. It relieves the tensions.
As long as ~ can fantasize, I WOQ't
tHe pODI But when J can't f4n
tasize, tieWarel ChopI Chopf Off
with their h~1 Bl~ 1riU flow"
and he Woul~ SWing the axe while
he grinnea

Sometimes, exasperatea 6eyonCl
enaurance, he woul<l stomp his
foot oli the flQOr to advise the Fes
tigs that their uproar was intoler
able. Sometimes, the Festigs wouIit
quiet down for a while. More of
ten, they ignored the hints from
aboye or even inereaseQ the yol
ume. Ana, once, Myron Festig, en
rage(! that anyone should Oare to
object to his family's activities
(and also taking out' against the
~oD(fers the rage he felt against
himself ana his family) slamme<J
his foot angrily against the floor
and crie<1 out.

Mr. Bonder, startled at first,
then ijoubly enragoo, slammea his
foof tiacK. Both men then waited
tQ see what woula happen. Noth
ing, however, followed.

Anil this ana other events or
nonevents are aifficult to explain.
Why mdn't Tom Bonder just go
down ana have a talk With the
Festig.sl Why man't be communi
cate directly" face to face, with
wor& and expressions?"

l've watchea Ihuman oeings for
a ~on years (my body was
shapoo like a grounCl ape's then),.
and I still Aon't know exactly "why
22

tltey cle or don't ~e certain tlliDp.
lJ~naer's Q!ert poblem ifiJS ci)IIl

municatlon. Rather, the Jaci t1iere
of. He kept too rigid i\ control eyel
himself tQ tali freely. Whlcti m3:Y
be jirhy he turned to Writing.

He probably ina not go (toWn ttl
tell the Festigs how they were dis
turbing him tiecause, to him, even
~ little anger meant a greater Dne
woulCl in~tably follow, ani'- ke
could not enaure the tJiought of
this. :And so he avoide<I ~ direct
confrontation.

Yet, he was getting more and
more angry every (lay; his safety
valye Was stuck, an~ his boilers
were about to blow.

I can tell by your expression
what you're thinking. Why ~D't

we tiuild 'engines' which wiD auto
matically put out the requireil
thrust?"

If this were possible, it woultl
have been aone long ago.

The structure of the universe,
that is, of The Ship, requites, for
reasons unknoWn to me, tba~ pltil
lac thrust be generated only liy
sentient beings With free Will.l\:uto
matons can't love. If love Is 600t
into, or programmed into, the auto
maton, the love means nothing in
terms of thrust. It's a pseu(Joleve,
anCl so a pseudothrust results, jmd
this is no thrust at all.

No. Life has to be cteatOO on
viable planets, ana it must evelve
until it brings forth a sentient tie
ing. Ana this being may the. lle
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manipulated, pull~ an4 pushed,.
given suggestions and la,Ws, and so
forth. But the l>IaziJlg white tlirust
is not easy to come by, anil the
black drag is always there. It's a
hideous problem to solye. Ana hi~

eous meaDs often have to be useiI.
Ana so, ooeying my oraers, I

speeCIe<l up the stoking. Far faster
than I liked. Fortunately, a num
ber of events occuring about the
same time three months later help
ed me, and everything convergea
on one day, a Thursday.

The evening before, Myron Fes-
tig baa gone on the Josepli

Beans TV Show to get publicity
for :his group-therapy cartoon book,
"although he had been warne{i not
to 00 so. As a result, he was sting
ingly insultoo by Beans ana his
~oltish audience, was calloo sick
and told that group therapy was a
mess of mumbo-jumbo. Myron was
smarting seyerely .from the savage
put(JoWn.

On the next day, Tom Bonder
was 21/2' hours late getting home
The motor of his car hail burned
out. This was the climax to the in
creasing, almost unenpurable, frus·
tration and nerve-shredding caused
by the "S-day-a-week 2"-hour round
trip from Beverly Hills to Hunt
ington Beach ana back on the free
way. In additioD1 his request for a
transfer to the neartiy Santa Mon
ica plant was lost somewhere on
the great paper highway of ipter-
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qepartmental affairs of the astro
nautics company, an~ the entire
request would have to be initiatea
~ain in triplicate.

Two aays before, Myron ha~

been fired from another job. He'~

~ae seyeral mistakes in giving
change to customers because he
wei's thinking of ideas for cartoons.
~om Bon<ler found his wife did

not want to listen to his tale of
trouble With the ear. She baa had
a set6ack in therapy and was also
upset about some slights her aoc
tor employer baa given her.

~fter tapping in on Myron's ac
count to his wife of how he lost
his joo, I maGe an anonymous
phone call to the welf~e office
and told them that Myron Festig
had been working without report
ing the fact to them. ---They hail
called Myron to come down and
e~lain himself.

Myron Festig's brother-in-law,
the (foetor, wantea part of his loan
baclt. But the Festigs were brolie.

Tom Bonder, on coming home,
was receive<I with a letter of re
jection. The eilitor to whom he baa
sent his latest private-eye thriller
haa turned it down with a num1ier
of nasty remarks. Now Boniler
wouldn't be able to pay all of next
month's bills.

Myron Festig's mother, the day
before, bad callea him ana begged
him, for the hunilreOth time, fo ac
cept his ageil father's offer ,to lie
come his junior partner in his
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business. He should quit tieing a
nogoodnik "artist" who couldn't
support his }vife anil chiICl. Or, fot
that matter, himself.

Moreover, and this as mucli as
anything sent him skiing out of
control on the slopes of oespair,

.~his psychiatrist baa gone on ~ two
weeks' ~tioJi in Mexico.

Anel" that very morning, Myron
got \Vora that o~e of the group in
therapy, a loyely young woman
whom Myron was becoming very
fona of, baa lifte(l the top of her
head With ~ .45 automatic.
~m ~o~iier flushed the toilet,

and If filIei! up and ran all over
the tiathroom floor. Bonder sup.
presseC:I his ijesireto yell out OD·
scenlties ana aenUilciations of his
I@.mora because he itid not want
to upset his granadaughter, ana he
calIeC:l the plumlier. This incident
was the latest in a long series of
bloWn fuses iIi the 01(1 ana over
loaiIeC:I electrical circUits and the
)jacking of tiirfy waters in the old
ana Reteriorating plumbing.

Rachel Festig told Myron tliat
lie haa to get Dottier job and
quickly. Or she was going to worlt,
an~ he could stay home to talte
care of the chil~. Myron sat in the
big worn easy chair and just looked
at Iler, as if lie were an oyster With
5 o'cloclt shaClow ana she Were A
strange fish be was trying to iden
tify. Rachel liecame hysterical ana
rave<l for an tiour "(I coulii hear
tier across the street tliroUgD my
24

Open window, I aidn't need a,;
tap-beam) abouf the psychic !lam
age to Lisa if her mother left I*
tQ go to WorJ[. Myron was so silst
and unresponsive that she tiecame
frightened ana left him for a while.

The plumbers finally left. The
6a6y, who haa 6een awakened 61
their activities, finally went Dack
to sleep. Tom BonCler sat dOwD at
his i:lesk in the crowded bedroom
to start Writing a story for a mys
tery magazine. If he wrote it quiet:
Iy enough and the eQitors did Dot
dawdle reaaing it, and bought it,
ana then illd not aaw(lle in send·
ing his money, he might have
enough to pay next month's bills.
He Wrote two paragraphs, using hi!
pencil so that the typewriter
wouldn't waKe up the 6aby.

The thumping of Lisa's feet ana
lier screaming as she ran liacIt ad
forth from room to room disturbea
him even more than usual. But be
clampe(i his mental teeth and Wrote
on.

Then Rachel 6egan te mardi
along behin(l Lisa, and she saq
louOIy "(she always said she could
Jiave 6een a great singer if she
hann't married Myron), ana she
clapped her hanils, over and over.

It was now ~ PM. The liatiy
stinetl in her criti. Then, after
some especially Jieavy crashing ef
Lisa's feet, Pam aied out. Tom's
iJaughter came inle) the baclt tieil
room ana triea to quiet her (Ion.

Lrom E'en(fer reared up from Ills
:.



desk his flailing hand scattering
~ QltQ the floor. He ~ei:I

intQ tJie kitchen and opened a Jiot
toD! arAwef tritJ1 some Diffieulty.
As ~, it stucK, ~a he h3a to
get aOWD on his knees an(l yank 3t
it. I'hIs time, he dia not mutter
something about fixing it so~y.

He tQOk Qut the h@.iI-~e Bna
waUteti through the fronf room,
hoping his wife wouljl see it.

IV

She curled her lip and said,
"Don't lie more of an ass than

Goa Il13Cle you, Tom. You're not
scaring ilny1)ody With that."

Ana \hen, "Why aren't you
Writing? You saia you couldn't
talK to me because YQu baiI to
write."

He ~ed at her ana saiCl noth
ing. 1he reasons for his anger were
so olivious ana justifiea that slie
must tie Uelilierate1y tiaiting him
b~use of her oWn turmoiled feel
ings.

Finally, he gruntea, "nat men
agerie (Jownsf3irs."

"Well, if YQU have to fantasize,
you Pon't have tQ hOld that axe.
It maltes me nervous. Put It away."

He went 6ack into ttie kitchen.
At that "moment,. I" phonea

His Wife sai~, "Get the phone.
If anytioiiy wants me, Pm out to
the store. I i!oil't feel Iilie talking
to anyone tonigh~, except you, and
you Wop't taI1t to me."
DOWN IN THB BLACK GANG

:Violently, he picked up the
phone Bnd ~a, ~y, "He)IQ"

I was 1vatchiDg the whole~
Oirect13! on the tap-be3m, ~f COUfseaana at the same time was display
ing the Festigs' front room OD iI
yiewer.

I mimicked Myron Festig's
voice. "Ibis is Myron. Woula you
please be more quiet up there?: We
can't think with alI that noise."

Tom Bonaer yeUea an o1isceDlty
ana s1amme<l doWn ttie phone. He
whirloo, ran out into ilie 1ialI, linG
charged down the steps With the
axe still in his hanti.

Rachel ana Lisa had stoppeg
their paraae, ana Myron haCi risen
from his chair at the thunger ~n

the staircase.
I baa starteQ to aw the Festig's

num6er as soon as I'd finished
With Tom Boljler. The pJione
rang wlien Boniler reacheCf the !jot
tom ()f the steps. Myton, who Was
closest to the phOne, auswerea.

r mimicked tlie vOice of Myton's
motlier. I saia, "MyronI If you
lfon't gQ into 6usiness Witti your
father at o~ I'll never ever liave
anything any more 10 Po WitH you,
my only sOD, GOO help mer Wli8t
ilia I ever (10 to ileseiVe B soD like
yoti~ Don't you love your' ~a
parenfS?" ~a I Jiung up.

Tom Bonil.er was stall(liDg ouf
side tlie Festlgs' Boor \Vitti tIie axe
raise(l when I ran out of my 1Ip8rf
ment tiufiWDg. I was wearing • p0
liceman's uniform, ana J was resay
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fa ' :t\!lrs. Klugel if she should see
m~. ~ ~e ~ tg tell her l was going
fQ ~ costume ~aD. She ilid not,
l1ojye:y~r,- come put of her room
• c~ h~ favorite~ shoW W~ pn.

I ~aIked sWiftly: ~QSS the
street, ~d not untn'l go o~ th -
s·delialJt ~a Tom I~.o~de~ see m·.

He couId have been beating on
the (foor with his Axe in a

maniac effort tQ get inside ana kill
the Festigs. But his abnQrmalIy
powerful self-control had, as I'~

hoped, reasserted itself. lIe had
discharge~ much of his ~nger tiy
the obscenity, the energy of ag
gression in c~rging ·aown the
stairs, anC1 the me e act_of raising
the ~e tQ s~e the gQor• Now he
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stoo!1 ~e tlle Tin WooQman when
the t~ rusted his joints, motio~·

less, his eyes QD the Aoor, his right
arm· the ~ willi the ~e ~ his
""'__::I
.I..ICU1U'.

,-- cQughen; ne Jjro~e loose. ae
iVJUrled ai1!J ~\1 the uniform Jj~

tli~ nearby: street fight. My face
in the sha(lows.

1) said, "Go~ evening," aIlel
s@te<1 liaclt across the street as if
[JJ were going home after Worlt. :I

. heat~ the <loor slam and knew· that
r.tom B'Qnaer bad run pack • to his
apartmen.t and qoubtless was shak~

Ipg Witti reaction ~ his !U1ge~

~d frolri relief at his narro .1 eg-

_cape from; being C3u8bt • , the 3ct
Il~ ponc~. '

once ~ m~ ~arlment~ I usea
DOWN IN THE BLACK GANG

the tap beams tQ observ~ the •
~ tio~. (IQm B'oJ@er hail o~ea :
r- QOJ: ~a ~~ ,. ilie axe onto
floor in front of the Festigs' do~-r.

It w~ his obscure wax 0 ~ ~o -.
municating. Qui' ariving 11Z.6 ~ ~
li!ith ,~u~ swillisll up!oa,,- tn. , _
tJ~j tit1l~ •••
~'m sure tha~ the Gropping ..

ilie axe Jiefore tIle Festigs W$, '-oJ'

the ,same time, ill offer of peace.
Here ;s ~h6 axe which '11 /zaf)6, b,o.
~lsketl '(It ,ou. ~i no -ionge~ '~tllJ_
it; YfJU may hav~ it.
~d there was a thir!) facet to

tJbis seemingly simple bu~ llctuaUy
complicated gesture, as there is to
~ost every h~ gesture. He
~ew well, from what Rache baa
to~a his a8ughter, and from w~t

lie ha~ observe(! ana heaid direct
I~. through the jVin<lows tbat M~·
ron: Was on as higb aug thin a
tightrope as he. So, We flinging
GOwn of the axe meant alsO:" Pick
~, 'up ~1Jd use it. -, ' ~

Tom Bonaer ilia no~ realiZe this
consciously; Qf cOUrse. ~- - ,

~ ~ thought tbaf 'tom BOnG r
might ijo just what he had pone.
~ kneW him well enougD to cliance
tDat be woul(J.. If be b'a _ acte~

otherwiSe,' then I would haye ba'
to set up another situatioDl.

Myron opene(1 the door; he must
l1ave beard the thump ~f the hat
cliet~ Boniier's soops as he' Went
liaclt up the stairs. He, picke<l it
up Jlftet staring if it for a fun min
ute ,anil return~ t~, his easy ~r.
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He ~t (lop an~ ~ut tile axe f)Ji
his Jap. His fat fingers pJIi~ ftitti
the WOOOen handle and II thumB
felt aiopg the eage of tlieheaiJ. ---

R3cliel ~ea oyer to him ~iI

Dent pver so her face was onll
about three inches from his. She
shoUtea at him; her mouth worteil
and workoo.

I man't know what slie was say
ing because I bad shut off the
audio of their beam. I Was forcing
myself to watch, but I di(fu't WelDt
to hear.

trhis was the first time I baa
cut off the sound (luring a stoking.
At ~f moment, I llidn't ~
aliout what I was aoing or Why.
Lafer, I knew that this was the
first overt reflection of something
that had 6een troubling me for a
long lQng time.

:All the elements of !lie situation
'(I'm Ialking about the Festigs,
now)" Jiaa worltea together to maKe
Myron: (10 what he m~. But tJie
finjI element, the fuse, was- ttiat
RacJiel l<5Qlted remarItabI~ lilte his
mottier an~ at that moment was
acting ana talking remarltably liJie
her.

The Jilaclt douiJs whicH usually
poure(l out of him ha(l 6eeD slowly
turning a tirlghl re(l at tIieir bases.
Now the rea crept up ttie douas,
like columils Qf mercury in I blni
of thermometers seen tlirougli
smolte.Suajlenly, the red exploifed,
shot through the 6laClt, over
whelmeil the black, aissolved it in
28

sc3rlet, an~ filled the r()Qm JritJi @
gI~e.

Myron seemea to come up Dul
of the chair Iilte a missile from its
launching-'~- lie ~ush~ R{ciiel
Willi one banil so ~ ttiat she
sUiggered bacJt halfW3y across ttie
room, her mouth 0peJ1, jeUea In tIie
miadle of w~tever she ~ Jieen
screaming.

He steppeQ foliVarq anil sWung.
I forceg myself to watch as h~

went towar(Is the cl1i1a.
- When Myron Festig was througH
With the two, and he took a long
time, or so it seemea to me, he
ran into the kitchen. A moment
later, he came )jack out of tlie
kifchen door Willi a huge butchet
knife held before him with ootli
hands, the point against his solaf
plexus. He cbargeil across We
room, slammea into the wan ~a

rammoo its hilt into tlie waIl ~
ran the knife through him. - ne
autopsy report was to state tliat the
point baa ariven into his 1ia~~

tione.
I turneft the aumo tiaclt on _

aItllougb: I CQula hear weU enougH
through my a~enf WiJi(!ow. ~
siren was whoOping some ijlOCU
away. ne porchHghl bad 5eeii
turned on, ana the managerI IUs
~fe, and juvenile tIaugJitet were
staniling outsi<le the Festigs' Boor.
Presently, the aoor to tJie Bond
ers' aparfment openeil, ana Mrs.
B6n(fer came out. Tom Bon(ferfo!
10woo a minute later.
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YlUA' PltTMAIt'IR._ITI:

Nih"',~~

car stopped before the buil~.

Abe siren diea, but the rea IiPt
on top of the C3l iept flasJii_g.

]J ~ed m~ stuff in ml three
bags ;mel went Qut the baclt __
trance. It was now highly proliable
tliat l'om Bonaer would tate the
course l had plann~. Ana,~
Ihe was A highly imaginative ..,
he would influence his grandChLuP
ter, who, being a l'hrust PoteDBaJ,
would naturally incline towar~ the
religious and the mystical. ADd
toward love. AnCl those in diuge
of her aevelopment woulCl see~
she came intQ prominence ~a tUn
into greatness in later life. Ana, ~
ter the almost inevitable mariyr
com, they would bring a60ut tile
proper folloWup. Or try to.

They would. I wouldn't.

Abe Dl3I18ger opened the Qoor to
the Festigs' grtment. ~om Bond
~ IQO~ IDle) the front room tie
tlfee~ the ~ger 3n~ the side of
th~ ~09tway.

rOe swayed, then stepped back
lliJ. until he bumpe(l into Mrs.
lJ·onder. The blood was splashe<l
pver the walls, the floors, ana the
furniture. There were eyen spots of
it on the ceiling.

l1le broken handle of the axe
lay in a pool of blood. Its bead
was buried somewhere.

I turnea the beam away from
the Festigs and watche<l Tom
Bonner. He was on his knees, his
ilnDS ~angling, han<Is spread open
stiffly, his head thrown back, ana
his eyes rolled up. His mouth
move<l silently.

Then there was a cry. Pam, the
liaby, had gotten out of her crio
ana was stanWng at the top of the
steps ana looking down at the half
open (loor to the porch and crying
for her mother. Theft ran up to her
ana held her in her arms ana
soothed her. .

.~t the cry, Tom Bonder sliook.
No nimbus except the gray of sleep
or trance or semiconsciousness ha<l
welled from him. But then a fin
ger of white, a slim shaft of bright- .
ness, exten(JeCI from his head. In a
minute, he was envelope(1 in a star
ry blaze. He was on his feet and
~g Mrs. Bonger 6y tJie banCi
~ going up the steps. The police
DOWN IN THB BLACK GANG
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~ was through. I ha,d had enough
pi mmder, -,suffering ~ blooil·
~ ~ miJIiC)D, man~ J11ij]ioos, of
~~un~ me. SomehoW, ~a
(I gOjjJ the ~en ana officers
S3l' it's Im~ible, tJ:'d growg ~

IlU. Ot baa it give~ tQ me, iD
~/__e W3~ the' Xir;l Wooilm~n

gql Iiis JiearJ.
; W 1i3t1 enQugli. XOO mucti. ~t
Is '&by E ~esertea ~ jvh~ I've,
~ hiding f~~ ~ tllese years.
Ana why l've I@lageg to get tlil~
oth~rs 9f ilie bI~clt· gang to gesert~

log.

Now we're being liunted (lod.
~he hunters ana the' huntea

and the hunt are not knoWn by

you humanS,. You engines, so the~

can ~ou.

lJut ~ fleil liere, iDd ~ met you,
~ tIJ feU, ~ I~.@ mtti you - nit
~ ~ quite-hu'l'Rn' ";ay, ~f course.
Now you~ WliQ and whlt I
am. But (lo~'t tum .Bway. D$'t
malta me leave YQu.

tf loxe iou, eyen if l can't make~
love fo you.

Helg me. [Tom me, I'm a muu'
Deer, buf unlike rrIie Roosfer J~:()w·

iIy,- ~'m 'lnferestea In mutbi~g
~ecause of you hUmans;. not lie
~use [I; Wan~ to be first, ~ lie lJJi~
Captiin. '

We 'must taKe over. SomeHow,
there bas to 00 a better way to run
neSmp! BN~

Thl best in sclencIllO .on comes 'ro I er
You'll find the best in a new series of'science fiction novels published in hand
some hardcover editions. The Walker series features major flew novels by estab
,Iished writers as well as classics you will want for your library. Ten titles are now
being published. Two new novels Eight classics-now in hardcover,

The Whole Man by John Brunner,
J2n. $4.50

The Watch Below by James White,
Jan. $4.50

The Midwich Cuckoos
by John Wyndham, Jan. $4.50

The Space Merchants
by Frederik Pohl and
C. M. Kornbluth, Feb. $4.50

Brain Wave by Paul AndersOn.
Feb. $4.50

D{agonflight by Anne McCaffrey;
Feb. $4.95

ACase of Conscience
by James Blish, March $4.50

Thorns.by Robert Silverberg,
March $4.95
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P'hoenix

IF • Sli-Pr} 'BI.ry

Land
by HARLAN ELLISON

They searched for a land thai even

legend had almosl forgoflen, Icnowing
that their lives would be the price I

I buried Tab in a shallow was the only way to get put alixe.
gI'ilve beneath the shifting red ne sun burned above us~ I

sanCls. It wasn't (Ieep enough to great eye punchea bl as11arp fJIm~

keep ~the hysterical ~ghti be3Sts mg stick ••• a blooay, i1rippiJll ~e
from fin~g his corpse an~ te3r- that tumed the stinkipg "-leserl r~
ing it to the bones, tint it made around us. mogica1ly, I ~tti I
me feel lietter. At first I couldn't good cup of coffee.
face Marga; and her swine hus- Water. I jV3nte(l water, tHe~
bap.d" but when it came time to lemonaae. With ice ~ the l(~! ·-IIP
move QD I baa to r@tritiute the to ilie top of the glass. Ice ~~,
packs -loading as much of what May6e on a stick. I shoo~ ~!

Tab hail been carrying as we bead ••• I was buzzing.
could into our three rucbacJis - Rea sanas. It ~~ ne ~.
ana the first glances Qf their nakeii SanCl was yellow ochre; ~11 ~

hatrea wasn't easy to hanOle•.But broWD; sand was gray; if ~t
ten more miles of trekking across r~. Unless you po~e the _':~.~

that (JevU wi4erfoot, that stinking the eye and let it b,leed all eyer,.~,~,·ee
blood ~esert, dissipate<1 some of earth. I WishOO I was baclt at:.
their vigor; they knew, as I knew UmversitY. :rJiere was a '..ra.
e •• we bad tQ hang together. Jt cooler just ~o1VD the hall fr.. ':lOl
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HIli WIIN.Eft
At this ,ear'l convention Harlan Ellison
received two HuaGle ODe for hi. lhort
ltolY "1 Have No Mouth and I Mud
Scream," whIch appeared In our flnt
Hugo fau. (March, 1967), and the other
for "CIty on the Edge of Forever," aD
eplsoer. of STAR TREK.

office. I misseil that water cooler.
I could remember it clearly. l'he
~wmmumcoolofn,ilie~e~~

ang tHe arc of water. Oh, Goa, I
couI~'f tbinJt of anything but
tb3t squat tieautiful water cooler.

Wliat the bell was I ~oing out
hetel.

Uloking for a legend.
A legena that had already cost

me every cent I'q ever save<I,
eyery coin I'~ ever squirreled up
in ;m account for emergency. This
:wasn't an emergency - it was stark:
staring lunacy. Lunacy in the aust
tliaf fillcil my throat; lunacy in
the company I was keeping; lun
acy in the rea sands that went on
foreyer liefore us. Insanity that
hail taken the life of my friend,
Tao •.. gone ••. hea.t stroke, gasp
ing, tearing at himself, eyes bulg
ing, tongue prottuOing, ilie face
turPiJlg blacJi and the bloo<I ves
sels spasming in his temples. I
triea not to thinIt a60ut it, ana
cOtJ@ think of nothing else. His
f~ce, stretcliea baclt in a Beath ric
tus, was au I couliJ see, wavering
tiefQre me in the air, like heat
~~ ()D the euIDess horizon, that
:t2

face just ~ instant before I spilled
rea S8ACl Q~er it. ;Ana left him for
whateVer unclean creatures couldlive iji -this aesert. - ... -

"Are we going to stop?"
I turnea to IOQk back ~t Marga's

husbanlL lie hail. ~ name, but l
kepi ·f()rgettiJtg it. I wa,,'e'jl to k:eep
forgetting it. He was ~ stupial wejJ[
bas~, jrith long straight I1aU'
tb3t picJted up all the moisture
from his scalp and Pripped it in
oily arops down the bacK of his
necJ[. He tirushe<J the~ straight
back from his receaing ~line

ana it J1uilg like a slee~ mat, curl
ing around his ears. His pame was
Curt, or Clark, or something. I
9i~'t really want to know.

"We'll stop soon," I saia, and
kept moving.

It should have been you, you
bastar(ll. ~ot .~alJl

I n the lee of an improbable
rock outcropping, in the mid

dle of the nowhere freezing noth
ing, we set up the little chemical
stove, ana Marga cookea us an eve
ning meal. Meat, tasteless, pre
packagea, a baa commercial choice
for ali expedition liKe this - an
other example of her sWine hus
bana's ineptituoe. I chewe(f it ~CI.

chewea it ana wantcil to cram it
in his ear. Some kind of puaGing.
The last of t1ie water. I waitea for
the swine to offer a suggestion that
we slioul<l tioU ouf our own urine.
I waited, but he 9idn't know that

IF



little fact, fortUDalely for Ilim.
''Whaf are jre going to ao te

morrow?" he whined.
I didn't answer him.
"Eat your food, Grant," Marga
~, not looking up. She knew I
was getting pushed to an extreme
Done of us would like. Why the
hen mdn't she ten him we'd known
each other before? Why Qidn't she
say something to break the back of
~ that silence? How much longer
could this deranged charade go onl

leNo, I want to know/" the
sWine demanded. He sounded like
a petulant chlld. celt was you that
got us into this!" Now you've got
to get us out of itl"

I ignore<! him. The puCiCling
lasted like butterscotch mortar
paste.

The liastar(l heave(J his empty
pu<lding tin at me.

ccAnswer me I "
I went for him. Right across the

stove, and (lown on top of him
with my knee in his throat. ceLis
ten, baby boy," I didn't recognize
my own voice, CCstop clanging on
my ears. I've haa enough of you.
Baa enough the first day out. If
we come baclt from this loaiied
with money, you'll tell everyone it
was you that Clid it. If we bust out
or die here, you'll blame me. So
now we know what choices you've
got, ana (lon't let me hear any
mouth about it. Just lay there, or
eat your pudding, or "die, you egg
eyeCi cockroach, but don't (Jemtlntl,

PHOENIX LAND

~r I'll ,Stave in your winapi~u

I'm not sure he understocJi _
word of what I said. I was m-I
frothing, crazy with hate ~ •
aay's heat, slurring my words. •
"as starting to black out.

Marga pulled me off him.
I slunk back to my place aM

sfare<l off at the stars. ,..,
Jreren't any. It wasn't that kiml .1
night.

rHo~s later, she slii:l ov~r t. ~
~ SIde. I wa5D't sleepll1g, ..
spite the tione-cold and the Deed
to be un(fer a thermal blank. •
my sleeping bag. I wanted te tie
cold: to freeze my hatred, to daiQ
my self-loathing, to drop the te.p
erature on the killing rage blJil4.
ing within me. She sat there a m0
ment, staring down at me, tIyiaI
to ascertain in the dark if I Mil
my eyes open. I opened them and
said, "What 00 you want?"

"I want to talk to you, Iled."
"About what?"
"About tomorrow."
"Nothing to talk. Either we

make it or we don't."
"He's frightened. You have te

allow him-"
"Nothing. I have to allow lHm

hot a thing. The way I read it,
I've allowed him just about e'Y8I1
thing I can alreaC;ly. Don't UJ>ed
a nobility out of me that your OWD

husband aoesn't possess. I ~asIl't

that well brought-up."
She bit her lower lip. She was Ia
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rpam, I knew it, I'd have given
~ythinl to reach out and touch
her hair, it might have helped; I
a,idn't do it. "He's gone wrong so
many times, Red. So many busi
ness deals that just went wrong in
his hands. He thought this might
be his chance. His last main chance.
You've got to understand."

I sat up. "Lady, I was like a
slave at a galley oar. You know
that, don't you? You know you
had me by the ears. All tight, all
wrapped up. But I wasn't high
enough up in the sanctified holy
order for you, was I? I didn't wear
the purple robe of position! I was
a working stiff, a professor ... a
nice guy to roll around with when
there wasn't anything at stake. But
along came the swine with the gold
en tooth -"

"Red, stop it!"
, "Stop it, sure. Anything you
Bay." I flopped down and rolled
over, my back to her, my face
toward the rock. She didn't move
for a long time. I thought she
might have fallen asleep. I wanted
to reach her, somehow, but I knew
I'd slammed whatever doors there
ever were between us. Finally, she
tried again, in a softer voice.

"Red, is it going to be all right?"
I rolled over and stared up at

her. There wasn't enough light to
see her features. It was easier to
be civil to a silhouette. "I don't
know. If your husband hadn't
shorted us on supplies - that was
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all I asked ot him for a .ne-third
share, recall, just supplies - if he
hadn't shorted us, Tab wouldn't
have died, and we'd have a better
chance. He was the one knew best
how to follow the magnetic grid. I
can do it, but it was his invention,
he knew the fine working, down te
the last quarter mile. If we're
lucky, if we're close enough now
so any course errors I make don't
carry us off at an extreme angle,
we might still blunder into it. Or
maybe there'll be another tremor.
Or maybe we'll hit an oasis. I
wouldn't bet on any of them. It's
all in the hands of the gods. Pick
a half a dozen, use the stove for
an altar." and start worshipping
now. Maybe by morning we'll have
amassed enough. good will from Oil

high to pull us through."
She went away from me, then. I

lay there, thinking of nothing in
particular. When she lay down be
side him, he whimpered and tumefl
to her in his sleep. Like a child. I
wanted to cry. But it wasn't that
kind of night, either.

A II the legends of the lost con-
tinent I'd ever heard, ever

since I'd been a child. All of them,
about the golden cities and the in
credible people who moved there,
and the staggering science lost to
us forever when the continent had
sunk and the sea had claimed it.
I'd been fascinated, as any child
is fascinated by the strange, the
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unknown, the magical. No one ever
loses that. And as I'd pursued a
career in archeology, the tantaliz
ing clues, the constant references.
I'd become the youngest man in
the history of the University to
reach full professorship - before I
was twenty. That had helped.
Finally, finding the theory that per
haps what had been a sea in that
dim and wondrous past was now a
desert. The dead sands now merely
the bottom of a long-sunk ocean.

Tab had been the first real link
with the dream. He had been a
loner, even at the University.
Though he had tenure, he'd been
considered something of a dream
er, a good enough man in his field,
but always postulating some insane
fantasy theory about time-warp
fields and the past never dying. We
had become friends. Nothing so
strange. He needed someone ... I
needed someone. It is possible for
men to feel love for one another,
and nothing sexual in it. Perhaps
there was more than that. He was
my friend. I never probed it more
deeply than that.

And finally Tab had shown his
device. His temporal seismograph.
His theory was wild, constructed on
mathematics and lofty logic that
I never found even suggested by
any of the standard texts. He said
time had weight. That the heaviness
of centuries could permeate both
living matter and dead rock. That
when time evaporated - cmono-
PHOENIX LAND

leakage, he called it - even some
thing as immense as a continent
would rise. It explained, in a crazy
way I could never have explainetl
to my dust-encrusted pedantic con
temporaries, the continual re-for
mation of the face of the earth. I
suggested perhaps we could fintl
the source of the legends....

Tab laughed, clapped his hands
like a small boy, and we'd starte4
work on the project. Finally, it haA!
all begun to fall into place. There
were seismic tremors logged in des
ert areas I'd already selected as
potentiillities.

We'd finally been convinced: it
was happening.

The lost continent was at last
rising.

We'd known we needed financ
ing. It had been not only unavail
able to us but, ()ur careers haAI
been thrown into jeopardy. The
University staff had condemned our
scheme, calling us a pair of young
fools. Age had turned their wonder
to stone. Finally, Marga's husbantl
had come forward. He'd soundei
like a man with the golden toucA
of success, a man, with the fasf
touch of the promoter. He sucked
us in without. too much trouble.
I hadn't known to whom he was
married. We'd made our deal. We
would supply the science, the ex
pertise, the search party. He would
finance. And when we had left fer
the dig locale, he had sprung her
on me.
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For Tab, I couldn't back eut.
Now Tab was dead, and I was
Qut on the edge of lingeriBg deatb
jrith the twQ people I h3Ud most
in the world.

That day's walk of fire was DO

worse than the day before. It was
bad enough. -

Just after mid-day, the beasts
set upon us.

we were entering the area of
strongest tremors, accor~ng tQ

the magnetic grid. I knew I cou1<1
tie as much as three hundred miles
off, but the readings were strong.
I was paying close attention to Tab's
machine - that tiny an(J magnifi
cent little (fevice he'd wasted his
life to bring to reality - when :Mar
ga called my attention to the blaclt
dots on the horizon. We stoppe(l
and watched as they grew slowly
larger. After a time we were able
to make out that it :was a pack of
••• something.

Then, still later, With a growing
fear, we were able to make out in
mvidual shapes. I was at once ter
rified ana elatOO. Whatever they
were, they weren't any kina of
creature I'd ever known tQ exist
on the face of the earth, at least
not in civilizea times. ney came
loping toward us, f1at-out at an in
credible speed. Ana when they were
close enough for us to finally see
what they were ••• Marga tiegan
screaming willi a nake(i and de
rang~ horror that I' coulfl not
36

fault. .Tbey made the flesh f.)D ~

Deck prid1e. Her husban~ tried __
iUD, but there was nowl1ere to :n&
We were trapped in the open. TheI
they set :upon US~ bega.n~
flesh.

[ useQ the collapsible sJioyel,.
locking it at its full leDgth, SWiDI
ing it around me ~ an arc thaf
caught one of the filthy things _
almost severed its ugly, missbapeo
head from its neck. Spittle aDa
bloOO ana bits of fur coated me. J
)Vas blind with terror, and the so_
of their ~og-voices in my eam
blotte<l out everything but tile
shrieking of M~ga as th~ tore he~

~part.

Finally, somehoW, I drove them
off. Stinking corpses littere(l tile
sand arounij me like garbage, some
of the dog-things still heaving their
slashed breasts with pumpe(l bloOO
6reathing. l went aroun(l an(l Jdned
the last ODes hanging OD.

Then I found her. She was net
quite (lead. She had Ii'arely enougti
left in her to -ask. me to take care
of him ••• her husbano.. She weaf
away from me for the last time.

We went onl her man and my
self. We went OD, and I aOD't know
that I thought a coherent thought
from that moment OD. But we wenf
on. ne next aay, we found it.

II rose uP. ouf of ~e scarlet
sands. SIX months before, WI

might have passe(l Wrectly over k1
towers anti ~omes and never ~WJi
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that beneath our boots the lost con
tineJlt of mythQlogy was rising
steagiIy toltar~ the lighf. S~months
from now, its streets ana lowest
recesst3 might 6e totally free of the
JYhirUng ~. It ~d risen like a
bub6Ie through water.

RuineC:I, ilestroyed, shatteroo, a
great anit silent testimony to a race
that had been here before us, that
ha(I pIa.yea whatever inevitable
ilrama those magic men baa de
yised, only to en<I its Gays in dust
aug Qblivion. I understood what bad
liappen~ to the Clog-beasts. It had
not tieeD natural illsaster that baa
endei:l the life of the wanner city,
tlle magic continent on which we
now stood. There were unmistak
able signs of a war. Our radio
activitY aetector was clicking fur
iously. I could not even laugh wry
ly at their stupiility. The sight of
such grandeur, cast aside so sense
lessly, mane my throat tighten. Yes,
time was circular. Men repeate(l
their mistaltes.

Her liusbanii starea, awe and a
ldnit of illiterate wonder in his
coarse face. "Water!" he mumblea
urgently. "Water!"

He started running towaro the
city.

1: called to him. I called. Softly.
Let him go. Let him I1DI towIr~

whatever ~eam castles he thought
might Qffer him sanctuary. I watch
ea him go and followea slowly.

It might J1a.ye Jjeen the r~tion

that Jdlled him, or the pockets of
poison gas from under the earth
that surely still pulse~ there in the
Pead streets of the magic city.
When I finally managed to track
a path into the city, using my ram
ation Qetector to avoid the areas of
gensest raOioactivity, I foung him.
Bloated, blackened, swollen in the
last rigors of a death that could not
have been awful enough to satiate
my need to see him twist~ on the
rock of his last moments.

I took a few unarguable bits of
proof: relics, artifacts, ~evices un
known to any of the gray, 'wise
heads at all the Universities. I
startea back. I would make it. I
knew I would make it. I was alone.
I had things that woul<l keep me
moying. For Xab, for her ••• even
for him.

I would get back to Atlantis, and
tell them that time was, iniiee<i, cir
cular. That New York City had
risen. END

Next Month in If-
THE TOYS OF TAMISEN

by Andr. Norton

RErIEF, THE LONG-AWAITED MASTER
By Keith Laumer

- and many morel Don't miss the Apri·1 "; reserve your copy nowl
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IF • 'F,i'",

RGRAPHS:

An Intervi'ew

with· I

Ha'rra'n E'lIisoln

I slarfe!l Wriling science ficijoli
as ~ f@, a~ I guess llie age of

15, ~ouna 1951'. J soja ~~ firsti
sfory in 195~.

What gQt me inferesteCl in science
ficlion in the firs pIa~ ~as proJ>.
aDly itlla got eyerybQGy interestea
in if, ~f anyWay: everybody of ap
proximafely our gener~tion. Wllen l wa~ ~ 6ig ramo Duff;' Xrea'U;E
I was ~ D _ l ~a A very onel)': Hug pIg-time radio.
Hfe. ~ couIdD'ti Co it sOcially: iii the 'As l got ~@er, tlie sifuati 111
tojiii where lli~eiJ, Dnd sQ I sought whicl1 J fQunCl myself iDtenectul1~'

refuge n ~ pulp magazines. I .~ gQt DQ better and I Jtept see~g
f' iTlie '$.Tliiilo'fiJ ilie I$t of ttie refuge in J)OQJis. ODe 8ay, ~ ~~

Doc Sa'Dage boolis, StartZing Stories, '.so Qr 'Sf, ~fter my father Iiad mea
coime ~o~lis, whicli were very 6ig- an~ my mother anq JJ mo.=. ·~ t~
for ~e, movies. an(l r~Qio - of CleveIaPa, I 11M to go to m:r tIe,
course. ney ~ ~a of unlockea ~liQ ~~s I tlentiSf, and J J'Pteti
tIle ImagiDatio~. tE tisteneil fo 3lI tQ pi~ ug something tQ re3E1.
ilie great ola ~~o programs:l l ~ent ~ ~ magazine store, 81(4 ~ ..~~
Lo'D6, ~ M,i1er1.t t£lz~ :Slip.fJ.ofi!~ ';rliQ iV~ :T.li.,UUng W~tiile, Stories tJi
Green H01'seJ, ~~ RfJ,tJger~ 1Ii~ .~. E. y~ Yogt's r;'lte ~1ItJi9ij

saturday moJD!ng sliOlVS tiJie the Men in'ii. And. it bad a C ~ ItJ
EXf!lor~s CZull ~ L~"'& Pf" fi4. 'FUtu,~' sf~ jilli • coyer '
J liSte1i~ ~ j~ a09Ut ev~g. sl1ow~ J{rag- tpe R6 t hb~ Z -g
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girl anQ beaming flames out of his
fingertips. I said, "Wowl Boy,
that's where it's atl" And I pi<iEij
up the tbipg ang took it to m~

UDcJ.e's 9ffice, ang there r~ it
cover to cover. nen I went to
the school library ana got a couple
of :August Derleth anthologies ~~
discoyerea Bratioury ana C1Br~

l\shtOD Smith. I think the thilig
lhaf really turnea me on to sci~e

fiction was Clark Ashton Smith's
'lite City oj the Singing Flame. I
~id, "WowI My God, are people
r~ny thinking things like that~"

Some years ~lier I baa sold my
first story. I guess I was about ten
years olg when I sold a piece, which
was a fi.ve-part serial, to the
Clevelang News kiilJly column; it
was a fantasy called The S'lIJor~ oj
PlVmegotJ. I fQllowed tlt3t up Witli
my; second hig smash hit, T'fJ'k oj
th~ Gloconija, which was a seven
part ser~ about a big snake an!l
some Jjoys searching for him in the
~frican jungle. It jvas an anaconaa;
that gIow~ b1 the dark, so I calleil
it a "gIoconila." Some years ag()
my mother sent me some 01~ cli~

pings ana there were two of those
cliapters. B~y written. Almost as
bad as the stuff I Write now.

Then I startea haunting lJie
bookstores, and one gay there was
a piece Qf paper up on the ~
~t saia th~ were formitig the
Cleyelanti Science-Fiction SOcIety.
I met a couple of tJiij people, ()ne
Qf "hOm Was An~~ NOrtQD, "Jio ~I

AUTHORGRAPHSa Harlu Ellboli

We recently askeg Harlan El
lison some questions ~bout him
seJ,f, his stories, his feeUngs ~bout

science fiction ~a the 1YQrld.
His responses, Ir~cribeil iIi
rect11 from • ta~ recoriHng of
the conv~sation, JU"e presenfeil
here without polishing or seec>.~
thoughts.

~t time was only Alice Nortop and
I thiJJ.k baa only Written one Jioolt.
Marvelous woman. I got intQ the
club ang l>ecame Idn~ of their
repository of bQwl~ge, because I
ha(J ~ inf~le memo~ for the
d3te of ev~ science-fictiQD story
writt~ for .God knOWS how 1D{Pl~
years b3ck, bec3use l'a gone Jjack
into the dust heaps ag.!'I reaa exery
thing l coula lay m~ hanWi pn.
When the1 st#tea the cluti or~
I ~e its ewtor. rrhat was the
Sckt1ce-F(latas, BulIet;_; lafet I
chaPgea th~ title tQ 12imelUlQt;u.
Lrhat's re31ly where I got my blsic
ltnowle<Ige ()f holt tQ wrife, t)ir()ugh
f~es.

I became acquaint~ with Lester
del Re~ and Algis BuRrys - and,
of course, 3 numlier of other sci
ence-fiction Writers; but I\J JPla
Lester p~cipally. And when I w~t
to college ~ majored Ui EnglisH. ;r
got thro~ Qut y'ery q~! from
college. !I baa w3il~ tQ mite pro
'fessionaUy, ~a J: ~ {pi EJlalish
professQr WOO lola me, ,~.yQU tia!e
~Q ~~t. Y9U'g ~~ Jrlitej ~
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should you write, you'll never sell;
and should you sell, no one JviIl
e~er read it; ~d shoulcj they read
itl it won't last the test of ~e."
So I told him tQ go blank himseIf
ani:l off I went tQ New York, where
I worked at various <>ad jobs for a
few years until I was able to break
in and start seIling. I got to New
York some time in 1955. I went
out to Red Bank anq stayed at
Lester del Rey's house, and Lester
chivvied and harangued me until II
was able to do my first story,
Glowworn, which Larry Shaw
bought for Infinity. That's the story
.Jim Blish says is the single worst
science-fictio~ story ever written.
He may well be right.

Along about that time I joined a
ki~ gang cal1eq The Barons in
Brooklyn, an~ ran With them for
te~ weeks. That's where that great
fable about me as Cheech Beldone
comes, because that's the "assumea
name I haa. When I came out of
~f I movea into 611 West 114th
Street, which was callea "Idiot's
Castle." Some of the greats of all
time lived there: myself, Robert
Si1:verberg, Randall Garrett, Ron
~mith, who published Inside. I
Worked at various jODS. I paintea
the Brooklyn Bridge, banging unger
neath it in ~ steeplejack's harness.
J worke(l for the New' York Park
D'epartment, picking up papers in
the summertime;" I wantea an out
si(ie job. I workoo for Capitol Re
~oras for half a day, sorting bills

AO

of lading ~r some silly thing __
that till I threw them .u in the ...
$nd :blew. ]j think they still hay. a
~y's pay there for me. An!l I .
a JOD, finally, working at the 'Broat!
jvay Bookshop on Times Square,
between the Victoria and Astor
Theaters. l worked from seven un
til two or three in the morning, an~~

it was one of the weirdest and onE~

of the happiest periOOs of my life.
I'd work until two, ana then I
would gO to "the steps of the IR1j
subway station and sit there ana
read for about an hour until my:
train would come, and then I would
go home an~ start writing, at a60ut
three in the morning, and then I
woulet Write till about seven GI
eight, ana go to sleep till about
noo~ or one o'clock, ana then get
up and go out to market what I had
Written the night before. I'd malle
the rounds of all the eOitors:
science fiction, detective stories,
true confessions, stories for the
"Confidential" magazines; all sorts
of things. Then I would go back te
work at seven again.

It worteil out pretty well, actual
ly. I wrote an awful lot of things.
Ana while I kina of regret haVini
the ghosts of those bid stories fol
loWing me axouna now, there was no
better training. I guess what I was
Ciohig was getting in on the last
gasping days of the pulps. llearn~
hoW to Write everything, at aD
lengths, quickly. I sold about ~OO

stories jrithin a three-year perie~..



Xhen in .19Sl ~ got married for
the first time, and go~ '. iirafte!l-
aU at the same time.
- -About the Army, ~ J can tell
you is that 0lle aa~ l itill write a
DQJ!eI allQut my time it.l; the service
~ I'll can if :erlf)~t~ ·l?i.n!l.. I
spent two years fighUng the system.
I W3S court-mart~ three times.
Xwo scieJ].ce-fiction Writers, Tom
Scoma ~n~ foe L. Hensley, man-
ilgoo to get me off. -

me first time was for fracturing
the skull of a cook who pusheg
me. I got off that because they
hadn't read me the :Uniform Code
of Military Justice, so the only way
they could get eyen was to sena me
to Ranger training schOQI in Georgia
which was just ghastly. I came out
of that thing 3fter twelye Weeks and
I was a killer, bard as arock, cap
able of breaking a man's back With
my thumbs; you know, it was
horrifying. But finally I wrangled
myself a job at Fort Knox, eOiting
the newspaper there. I was living
off post, With the wife I baa at the
time, but she went off ana didn't
come tiacJ[. I m<ln't want to go
baclt and live Id the 6arracks, so
JJ ilidn't let tliem bow she ha(J.
gone away and I I'entea a trailer
in ElizatiethtoWn, Kentucky, whicl1
was f&oout ten mlles off the posf.
\IJ Hvea t1iere for about six months,
going infO the post to 80 my worlt
ana romfng tiact .t night; I baa a
~ ttiere ana a typeWriter, ana
e!erytbIng~ kiJiil of grOoyy ~(f

AUTHORGRAPHS. Harlan Elillon

I was JPitingl. and then th~ fQ~()

ouf abQut it. llb.e)! triea to court
martial JD,e. I Jiaa g capWn Jrho
~d JjeeD I~ in wait for me for
some timel ~ when- he brought
me in he sai~, "Ah'm gonna co't
martial yo' WI into Leqvenwort],,"
an~ I sai~, ")be hell you are, Jim,"
an~ I too~ a break, ran out of his
office, went shrieking GOwn the
hall into the dayroom, with every
body trying to ~d me, of course.
They had one of those old wooden
telephone booths there, with the
wooden seat, ~(J I crouched down
where nobody could see me and I
called Tom Scortia and Joe Hens
ley, the science-fiction writers. I got
Tom on the line firsf, and he was
living next aoor to Stuart Sym
ington. I baa my foot braced up
against the accor~on Goor of the
booth, screaming, "TomI Tom!
They're trying to kill me, Tom!"
Ana he says, "Where are you?",
an(l I told him ana he says, "Don't
ao anything, just keep out of sight
for twenty minufes."

We had a Public Information dis
play in that Wiyroom, ana the top
of it was ali aWning. I crawled up
the siae of i~ ana lay in that awning
while everyb'oay was running
arouna trying to find me.

Ana Within tw~ty minutes
how he iPd it I (10 Dot know until
this ilay~Tom Scortia bad four
CoDgressionai inquiries on the aesk
of that cap~ They came all the
~y aeWB from ~attaIion
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"Leave Private Ellison alone,"
"Don't go anything in Private El
lison's case," "DIspensation-will be
handled by the Pentagon," you
know. One of them was signeq b~

Stuart Symington, and everybody
was scared witless; they wdn't
know what political innuence I hag.

So I wound up washing win(lows
for like three weeks. When I got out
of the Army and they gave me my
final dosier, it had a big "P.1."
stamped in red on it, which meant
"political influence." I was the only
guy that I know of who when he
get out never had to put in Re
serve time. I said, "Hey, aren't I
supposed to go to meetings?" They'
said, "No. Don't go to meetings.
Just go away. Go away. Leave
us alone. We won't bother you, you
dQn't bother us."

The Army did one very gooa
thing for me. I wrote my first novel
in basic training; I was the only
guy who ever carried a typewriter
through basic. They used to call
me, "Th' Authuh." We'd come back:
from the range and they'd flop on
the bed exhausted, and I would go
into the toilet and write two chap
ters. It was a bad book, of course.
But the Army kept me so busy
that I only had a limited amount
of time for writing, so I couldn't
write all the commercial crap I'd
been writing before, to make mon
ey. And I suddenly found myself
writing stories that meant some
thing to me.
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Whel1 l got out, in '59, I went
to Chicago tD tijit Rogue magaziJ.!e,
for ~ill Hamling, and I ~teg go
ing the kind ~f writing I :wantefl.

l came out to Ca)ifornia in '62,
when: my seco~d marriage JJas
breaking up. l had no money. I
w~ ~estitute, ana the only Y{~y to
get big money; fast was tQ write
for l'~. I Qid not know how; I
foun~ out on my· first assignments.
But l kept plugging at it, anQ final
ly I Wd get a break on Burktrl
Law, the Gene Barry show. na~
provided me with the money to
haXe free time tQ write the stories
I wanted to and I gravitateil bacIt
to science fiction, inexorably. Most
of the stories I wanteCl to tell were
yery a,ifficult to tell in the con
temporary idiom.

:r guess I've written Mayne 200
stories in the last six years, since
I got out here, ana about 50% of
them have been science fiction.

At this point I'm no longer 90ing
TV. I'm 90ing feature films. I've
just finished the treatment of a
science-fiction fIlm for Universal,
called Esper. It's a projecteQ two
hour show for television, the pilot
for ~ series. It's got a pr&-cog man
who sees the futurel however im
perfectly. &1(1 I was just signed to
do a film for $45,000, ifirectea by
Barry Sheaf, who j:lirecte<l WU4 in
1118 S,~eets. He's a vastly talentea
CfirectOf;' he's the man who put aU
of Ernie ;Kov~'s things OJl the
screen.
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Forty-five grand will allow me
six months' free time to write the
noyels that I've got under contract
~t I'ye got to write. And I'm
working o~ a second Dangerous
ViswfIS; it will be calleq Agqin,
Dangerous Visions, and it will be
~ companion book that will include
only Writers who were not in the
first- yolume. I've got a couple of
boob coming out soon that I'm
exdtea about - The. Beast That
Slzoueetl "Love" at the Heart oJ
the World, from Avon, which will
incluae many stories from Galaxy,
anil 1/, an~ Partners in Plunder,
from Belmont, which are stories on
which l'ye collaborated with other
JVriters, like Keith Laumer, Rob
ert Sheckley, Roger Zelazny, Isaac
Asimov, Theonore Sturgeon, Sam
uel R. Delany, Avram Davidson,
[00 L. Hensley, Henry Slesar.

What interests me in science fict
lion DOW is not what interested me
when I began reading it. Now I've
generally come to the conclusion
that apparently Phil Farmer bas
come- to, completely independently,
which is that science fiction is a
very important tool for -social re
-form;- that it literally can be a
worla-shaper. I usea to laugh when
I heard fans talk about, you know,
how fans are slans ana fans will
change the world because we're more
intelligent and all. I useti to laugh
;It thaf, because you see a great
many fans, an~ they're social mis
fits;1 they just can't cut it. Now, I

AUTHORGRAPHSa Harlan Ellison

think With the emergence of so
Dl3DY really brilliant young Writers
in the last fiye or six years iVho
~e ~eeply concerned about" the
world in which we live ana their
times~ I think science fiction -can
be a force for changing the worlcl
into a better place. Which seems
very high-flown when I say it; but
I see ~ awful lot of young people
going inle) science fiction unerring
ly to filia the ide~ ~t the1're
looking for.

I'm not Writing teleVision ;my
more for strictly personal reasons.
In the first place, I cannot take the
hassles that accompany the jvriting
of a script. r care very ijeeplyabout
what I Write. I really worry it over.
In T~ you have to get things writ
ten to a aeadIine, for openers, and
it seems to me that you can't get
art 6y fiat; you (fon't blow on the
trumpet, and some guy goes out
ana writes the very best story o.f
his life. I would rather Write it good
than Write it by TuesCfay.

Second, after it's been done
you're treateCl like the idiot son of
the family. They put you up in
the attic ana they don't want to
know from you. Other people put
their hanas oli the script; it's as
if you had a baby, and they take it
away from the incubator and they
firing it fiack six nays later, and
they've taken one arm off one side
and put it in the middle of the chest
and they've got one eye plucked out
out of ~~e sige of the head and
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they've got it down un(femeath the
chin an~ they say, "Here's your
ba6y." 1111(1 you say, "What have
you aone?I" And they tell you,
"Well, we'ye improved it. I ilon't
like to see my children ripped a
par~ like that ana put tiaclt to
gether by these people. You bow;
they hire- me for like ten grana a
script ana then they JiavetJie
au~ty to change it, these ex-rug
merchants who think they know
better. So rather than go througli
the hassle of winGing up punching
people because they've Gone what
they feel they have to do to make
something workable for the soap
buyers, I just oecided not to Write
any more TV.

What we get on TV fo(Jay is a
sin; it's an outright crime. There
is nothing in the bylaws of the
FCC or anyWhere else that says
television stations have to make a
profit. The airwaves are public.
But we aren't allowed to use them
properly; we get all the gar1iage.
It's that simple. Ana that offeilils
me, to see something as pOtential
ly valuable as television corrupte<J.

The whole pyramidal structure of
television is corrupt from top to
bottom. I've seen yery gooD men,
proClucers and Writers, tum 1#f8
absolute clay-feet snivelling blst
~r~; they Jrould sell their OP
mother to get the networJ[ tor~
them for another sixteen W~. I
wouldn't like to see that happen fo
me. I know what could happen if
I got heavy tiehind television;: I
coul~ WinCl up being a preXlucer in
five or ten years, probabll a lot
less than that, because there arej1't
that many really goOO Writers in
Hollywooo and I like to thin][ that
I'm a goOO Writer, and from the
amount of money I pull down for a
TV script I guess that they think:
I'm a goOO writer too. So I cOUld
go that route. I've seen a lot of
other guys do it. Ana they're in
variably tumeC1 into Weaklings;:
they've invariably turnea into com:
promisers, an(f I'd rather not ao
it.

So I may still 00 television from
time to time, liut 6asically I'm II
book Writer, ana a story writer, anti
a movie writer. ~

This month in Galaxy-
AND NOW THEY WAKE

by Keith Laumer

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE
OF TELEPORTATION

by Lar.., Niven

- and many morel Don't miss March GalaXy, on sale nowl
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consistent with shell psychology,"
Belva retorted, barel~ managipg to
restrain herself from shQuting at
top volume. She h3a the feeling
that she miglit force him to uni!er
staniJ J)y ovel1Vhelming him With
sound alone. She ~ this was
basica1ly mogi~ but in bIing tQ
cope With Xeron over the past gal
actic year, she foU#d she reacted
more ana more on an emotional
rather than a reasonable leyel. -

This partnership was clearly in
tolerable - she wouI(f even go so
far as to say, i}egraaing~~Cl she
woula allow it to continue no long
er than if took themfo finisl1 this
assignme~t and return to Regulus
Base.

Belva baa had enough of l'eron.
She aid not care tWo feathers in a
jet-yent if the conclusion wasn't
mutual. It had been difficult for
her to a9mif she baa founa her
self in a situ3tion she coulWi't aa
just 101 but she an~ Aeron were
clearly incompatible. She would
just have to admit to an error of
juagment ana correct it. It W~ the
only sensible course of action.

Hely~ gr~ea inl$dly. He Was
contagious. She was tilting more
and more ~ lie ma.

"Your loyalty is commen(lalile,
if, in this ipstance, misplacoo,"
Teron was saying pompously. "l'he
facts are there. Four lirabi con
tronea ships engagea on-Central
Worlds commissions Jiave Cfisap
p~ed without tr~cel. the~ ~com·

46

HUB'a WINNER
Anne McCaRr., receIved one of the two
Hugol awarded In !he novella CQteaorr
for her dragon tal. ''Weyr Search/'
She II the first woman ever to receive
the coveted Hugo.

panring pilots with them. Fad:: g
ship can alter its tape, a pilot ~.
not. Fact: the ships haye failea ~
appear at a scheduleiJ port-of-can.
Fact: the ships ha,ye faileil to lip
~ in the aaj~t sectors of
~ce nearest their previous pr pt:Q-!
jected ports-of~. Therefore, th~
~ve aisappear~. lbe ships must
haye alterea the project~ Journ~~

for no known reason. l'herefQre the
ships are unreliable prganisms. rthis
conclusion follows the presen[e<J.
(lata ;lnd is unalterable. Any ~at·

lonal intelligence must aQmit th~

yaliinty of that conclusion."
He g~ve her that irritating

smirk she had origipall~ thought ~

SWeet smile.
Belva countoo slowly to one

thousan<l by tens. When she spolte
;lgain, her !oice w~ under ~rfect

control.
"rhe presentcil pam is incom

plete. Jt lacks motiY3tion. l'here is
n() reason for those four ships tQ
~ye Wsappearea for their ~WD

purposes. ney weren't· even badlx
mdebted. IndeeiJ, the PR was
Jrithin three s~d~~ years of solll!
yency.JJ. [Just as she - was, she
thought. "lberefore, ana on tIi~

J)~is ~f priyiJeged inf9~ijou:
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available to me ••• " She came as
close as makes no nev~ mina .to
spitting out the pronoun. ee ••• your
conclusion is unacceptable" .

"I cannot see what privilegea in
formation, if you actually have
any," Teron said, awarding her a
patronizing smile, "could change
my conclusion since Central bas
also reacheQ it."

There, Helva thought to herself,
he had ttlaDaged to drag in old

infallible authority, and that was
supposed to stop her in her tapes.

It was useless to argue with him
anyway. He was, as Niall ParoIlan
bad once accused her of being,
stubborn for the wrong reasons. He
was also pig-headed, ijogmatic, in
sensitive, regulation-he<1ged and so
narrowly oriented as to prevent
any vestige of imagination or in
tuitive thinking from coloring his
mental processes for a micro sec
Qnd.

She oughtn't to have ·tliought of
Niall Parollan. It Oid her temper
no good. That officious little pip
squeak haa paid her another of bis
unsolicited, unofficial visits to ar
gue her out of choosing the Ac
thionite.

"He passed his BraWli training
on theory creoits. He's been slated
for garbage ntns, not you I" Niall
Parollan had cried, pacing her
main cabin.

"And you are not the person who
Will be his partner. His profile-ta,pe
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looks extremely compatible ~. '~,.

"Vse your wits" girl. !Just JcC at
him. He's an muscle and ..~
tOQ perfectly g~ lookiDl. ~. ~
creillble. Christ, he's ••• he's Q ~~
droid, complete with metal ~.
works, programm~ in ~ radfleB
atmosphere. He'll driye yen 'tiat;'
ty." .

"He's a reliable, well-6alanced,
well-reaG, weII-aajusted ••• "

"And you're a spiteful tiB·pla~
virgin," snapped ParoDan, an~ ..~
the seconCl time in their ~~t
ance he charge{l out of her ca.mn.

Now Helv~ ~ to j(dmit NfaU
Parollan had been aem~
accurate about :BraWn Teron of 'Ae
thion. The only kina thing tlial
coul~ lie said about him, in HeJ!a's
estimation, was that he was a .m
plete cliange from any other part
ner she haCl had, temporaril1 o~

permanently.
Anil if he called her an unreli

able organism once more, Me
would blow the lock on him.

However, Teron consiil«ed lie
had silenced her with ilie last tell
ing remark. He seated bimsaU at
his pilot control board, fleJIett his
fingers as he always aid, an~ tieD
ran his ·precious ana omnipotent
oata through the computer, Ueclt
ing their journey tape. It was ell
vious he was out to thwart anJ ir
rational desire Helva might .~e

to change their journey ~d maD
them aisappear, as the etA.. leur
ships bad.



Teron worke4 methodically and
slowly, his broa(l brow unwrink1ed,
his Wide-cheeke<J face serene, his
brown eyes never straying from the
task at h3nCI.

How under the suns of heaven,
- did she ever have the inereai

hIe lack of insight to pick -mm'?~
Helva wonderedl the adrenalin lev
el in her shell still high. She must
have Iieen out of her ever-loving,
capsulatea minCl. Maybe her nutri
ent fluia was going acid. When she
got back. to Regulus, she was go
ing to (Iemand an enaocrine check.
Something :Was wrong with her.

No, no, no. Helva contraaicted
herself. There was nothing wrong
with her that getting rid of Teron
wouldn't cure. He bad her doubt
ing her sanity ana she knew she
was ,sane or she wouldn't be this
ship.

Remember that, Helva, she told
herself. It was quite possible that,
before this trip ennea, he'd have
persuaaed her she was a menace
to Central Worlas Autonomy be
cause her intellige~ce was so unre
liable and the safest thing for the
knoWn world would be for her to
opt out. rom and his assumption
that a brain ship must be an un
reliable organism because they/
shejhe '(never it, please) could di
gest aata, ignore the irrelevant an<I
proceOO 'on seemingly illogical
courses to logical ana highly suc
ceSsful ends - such as the tangle
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she and Kira had got into on Ali
oth.

And to quote particulars, slie,
HelY3, had already been unreJi3ble
several times in her short career· as
~ bl-3in ship. Teron had been kina
enough to point out these i:1evia
tions to her, as well as a far more
logical course of action unCler all
the same conmtions, ana he baa
admonishcif her never to act out
side cut orders .while he, l'eron of
Acthion, was her brawn partner.
She was to do nothing, repeat,
nothing, without clearing first with
him and then With Central. An in
telligent organism was known by
its ability to follow oraers Without
deviation.

"And you actually mean," Helva
baa remarked laughingly the first
time Teron baa made this solemn
prono~cement ~ she baa stilI had
her sense of humor in those days
- "that, if our orders required me
to enter an atmosphere my subse
quent investigations proved was
corrosive to my hull and would re
suIt in our deaths, I should follow
such orders .•. to the neath, that. "IS.

"Irresponsible orders are not
given Central Worlds Ships," Ter
on replioo reprovingly.

IIHalJ a league, half a league,
HalJ a league onward • •• "
"I do not understand what half

leagues have to do with the prin
ciple unaer discussion," he said
col91y.
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"1 :was trying to make a subtle
point. I wiD. rephrase."

"In a concise, therefore compre
hensible, manner, if you please."

fCOrders can be cut without fore
knowledge of unavailable but high
ly relevant facts. Such as the be
fore - mentioned corrGsive atmo
spheres ••• "

"Hypothetical ••• "
" ••• but valid as a case in point.

We dOl you must admit, often ap
proach relatively unexplored star
systems. Therefore, it is entirely
possible, not merely hypothetical,
that pre-cut orders can require an
intelligent and mature re-evalua
tion which may require what ap
pears to be insubordinate alter~pon

of those same orders and/or rank
9isobedience to those orpers."

Teron had shaken his head, not
l sadly because Belva was cer
tain he had, experienced no deep
human emotions in his life, but re
provingly.

"I know now why Central Worlds
insists on a human pilot as com
mander of the brain - controlle<I
ships. They are necessary, so nec
essary when an unreliable organism
is nominally in control of so power
ful an instrument as this ship."

Belva had sputterea in astonisli
ment at his misconception. She had
been about to point out that the
pilot control hoara (liC:1 not over
ride her. S-he bad the oyerride on
the pilot.
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"lbere Wil1 come ~ day," ,Ter.
JaaCI continued inexorably, ''w_
such poor apedients are no lqer
necessary. Automatic operatioas
will be perfected to such a fine de
gree that human brains will ..
longer be needed."

"They use human beings," Bel
ya had replied, pronouncing each
syllable distinctly to emphasize tile
fact that the whole body, not 1M
cranium alone, was included. :Me
cllanically controlled ships -eY.
cerebral ships - 'bad proved hiP
Iy tmsatisfactory in perfOI'JD8.Me,
especially where initiative might be
required. .

The tirain-lirawn combinatieu
were the perfect solution.

"Ab, yes, human beings. FaJ]iI))e
creatures at best, we are, subject
to so many pressures, so fraD a
barque for so great a task." TelG.
tendeCl to go in for bomiletia at
the drop of a gauge. 'To err is hu
man, to ~orgive Oivine." He siglled.
"And when this human elemeJlt, S8

prone to err, is eliminated, ".
aUtomation is perllected - ali,
there, Belva, is the operative wom
- when it is perfected, there WiD
tie no more need for such stop-pp
techniques as Central Worlds m1l8t
presently employ. When that per
fection is achievoo, ships will 'tie
truly reliable." Be patted the com
puter-console patronizingly.

Belva ha(I stifled a monosyllallJi.
Historical and incontroverbole 81

guments wenea up from her sell_
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in: and conditioning years. These
were based, she abruptly realized,
on inciCients which unfortunately
tended te support his peculiar the
ory of unreliability - however
sane the outcome. In each in
stance, the brain ships ha<l actea
by ignoring or revising previous or
ders as the unusual circumstances
they encounteroo required them to
do. By Teron's unswerving logic,
intelligence itself - whether shel
or mobile -. was unreliable. Helva
could not see him ever admitting
that intelligent conclusions were not
always logical.

And right now, every scrap of
intelligence, instinct, training, con
ditioning and reason told Helva
that brain ships ilid not just disap
peu. Not four in a row. Not four
in less than it Regulan month. One
in a hundred years, yes, that was
possible, logical anti probable. But
there was always some hint, some
aeCIucible reason. The ship she had
discoveroo on Alioth, for instance,
bail lost her brawn and had gone
psychotic in grief. She Oisappearea.
It ha(I 6een logically assumed the
ship baa opted out and buried it
self ~ a sun. The 732 had indeed
attempted suicide but missed its
mark, Hying years later when Hel
va and her brawn, Kira, had found
it.

W hy had she allowed Kira to·
. leave her when that assign

ment was over? Kira would have
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been quite of Helva's mind in this
matter, but Helva did not see t1le
faintest hope of convincing Teron
that multiple disappearances were
so preposterous. Because it involvei
some intuition, of which Teron~
none.

How had this didacticism of "his
escaped Psychprobe? And another
thiDg she had noticed about him,
whether he would ever admit it
consciously or not: the ·very con
cept of cyborgs like Helva was re
pugnant to Teron. A brawn was
very much aware, if the majority
of Central Worlds' populations were
not, that behind the ship's titanium
bulkhead reposed a shell, contaiJi
ing the pituitarily and surgically
stootOO, inert but complete humail
boGy. When Helva had been tioni
'physically deformed, into a world
of physical perfection, her parents
baa elected to donate their (lay
old child to Central Worlds Gov
ernment. By-passing her ilamageCI
nerves, her brain synapses baa been
linked to the controls of a small
jet-propelled shell first, and later
to a large, slim, faster-than-ligJit
scout ship in the Medical Service
of Central Worlds.

Belva and her kind had lieen so
thoroughly conditioned to their
shell life that there were not even
trace longings to be released from
their unusual immolation. Free<l of
certain purely physical stresses ana
stimuli, they benefited by posseg.
sing curiously sharpened percep-
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tions and instincts for inter-human
relationships. Complex internal con
trols gave them sight and sound of
inhuman versatility. Helva could
project a whisper a furlong from
her. She could turn her vision up
to a magnification of 100,000 times
normal or project it telescopically
five hundred miles planetboun(I
where atmospheric conditions inter
fered with clarity~ or one thou
sand space miles. Olfactory and
tactile senses were translated into
atmospheric pressures and compo
sitions, heat-cold tolerances of her
ship's skin.

As an avocation, Belva bail
studied pure voice pro<Iuction to
the point where she could sing in
any tessitura used by human vocal
chords ana some exotic variations
such as the Reticulan mating croons
and the hiss-click percussions of
the Ophiuchian spiaer people. Her
unique sk.iII had causOO her, in her
first tour of (Juty, to liecome
known as the ship who sings. Willi
tlie aeath of her first brawn, Jennan
Sahir Silan, her interest in vocal
artistry baa wanoo. Now, in this
partnership with Teron, she was
raising her voice far more in schism
than song.

As a matter of fact, Teron had
taken such exception to this epithet
that she areaded calling on planefs
where she had sung. IndeOO, he Bid
his best to dehumanize her. Yet lie
was the one who consistently ade8
iii a mechanical fashion. It was as
THE SHIP WHO DISAPPEARe.

if he were determined to live
according to pre-set, pre-program
moo airectives, Without allowance
for mistake, fatigue or disease.

If he weren't so thoroughly ag
gravating, she could almost feel
sorry for him. Ana before he bad
antagonizeti her, she IiaCI ldually
understooa tJiis arive toWaiiJ per
fection which moti!&tea eyery
thought ana action. Teron~ psy
chotically afrai~ of error, ()f~g
any mistake tiecause mJsta]te fm
pUe<I failure and faUure was 1naiI
missible. If he maile no mistaJ[es,
he wQuld never be guilfy of failure
and would be a success.

Well, Belva musoo, she was Dot
afraid of making a mistaJ[e and she
wasn't afraid of ailmifting ·failure.
Ana she'Cf surely made one With
Teron. When lie startea mlsttustiBg
shell people, he was nO gooQ to her
or Central Worlds. Well, she woUld
not be vindictive. She woUld re
quest a change and taJte the fine.
It wouldn't set her too far 6aclt in
the reil. ADd With a new partDer
and a couple of good assignments,
she'd still pay-off. But Teron was
going off het (leekl

The decision of llivorce, now suh
. vocalize(l, maae her feel mucli 1iet
ter.

W ilen Tero~ ~oke ~e next
L day, he checked as tie aIW3Ys
ma, every gauge, Bial ~a meter,
forwira ana aft. nis prictIce foOk
him most of the morning. 'Ii similar
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nindown woulll have takm Belva
ten minutes at the outside. By cus
tom and by any other brawn but
Teron, the check was left to the
brain partner. Wearily Belva had
to read back to Teron her findings
which he corroborated with his own.

"Shipshape and bristol fashion,"
he commented as he always did
when the results tallied • • • as they
always. did. Then he seated himself
at the pilot console awaiting touch
down on Tania Borealis.

As the TH-824 had had planet
falls on Durrell, Tania Borealis'
fourth planet, before, the spaceport
was familiar with Teron - familiar
with and contemptuous to the point
of addressing all remarks to Helv~

rather than to her brawn. If it com
plimented Belva, it made Teron
harder to (leal with later. He re
sponded by being twice as officious
ana pompous with the port officials
and the Health Service Captain to
whom their cargo of rare drugs baa
been assigned. A certain amount of
extra precaution was required, con
sidering th~ nature and potency of
the drugs, but it was offensive of
Teron to tight-beam back to Cen
tral Worlds for a replica of Captain
Brandt's ID cube before turning
over the invaluable packet to him.

To make matters worse, Niall
Parollan, being Section Supervisor,
had had to take the call ana Belva
caught all the nuances in his care
fully official wor(Is.

Belva seetheti inwardly. It would-
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ltave 18 .e.. Parollan. Bat she ha4 tM
:beretofore unexperienced mge te
burst outward from her shell in __
directions. ParoIlan would be __
bearably righteous DO matter whe.
she filed 'intent to change brawu.
l'here were three more stops, Olll
at Tania Australis and the two
Alula counterparts before she would
touch down at Regulus Base. Bet
ter let Niall Parollan have his laugh
now so he'd be over it by the tiae
she did ditch Teron.

So, girding herself for Parollan's
smug reception, Belva flashed a pri
vate signal for him to keep the tight
beam open. Teron, slave that he W88

to protocol, would see CaptaiD
Brandt off the ship and to the wait
ing landcar. She'd have a chance
to file her intention then.
"~ower to the TH-824. Permis

sion to board you requested by
the Antiolathan Xixon," said Dur
rell Tower.

"Permission refused," Belva
snapped without so much as cl
glance in Teron's direction.

"Pilot Teron speaking," the
6rawn interjected forcefully, strW
ing to the console and opening the
local channel direct. "What is tile
purpose of this request?"

('Don't know. The gentlemen are
on their way by ground car."

T eron ilisconnected and glanced
out the open airlock. Brandt's

car was just passing the oncomiDI
vehicle midfield.
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ceyou have no right to issue
!)rders indepen(lently, Belva, when
the request h3s been properl1
stltea."

-cHave you ever heard of an
Mtiolatban Xixon?" Belva (Ie
m8na~. "Ana isn't this ~ re5trictea
mission~"

"I am perfectly aware of the
nature of our mission and I have
never heard of an AntiolatJian
Xiion. ~f poesn't m~ -there
isn't one. Ma, as it sounds religious
and oJle of our prime Service air·
~ves is to" be respectful to any
an(f all religious orders, we should
receive him." _

"True enough. But may I remind
Pilot ~eron that I am his senior
in service by some years ana th3t
I haye access to memory banks,
meclianical memory banks, lesS
prpne to 'lapsus memoriae than the
human mind? And there is no
Xixon."

"The request was issued proper
ly," Teron repeate9.

,eShouldn't we consult Central
first?,"

"nere are some actions which
are inaicated without recourse to
official sanction."

IeOh, really?"
The groundcar baa arrived and

the Xixon-people ba<I Qutifully re
questea permission to board. Their
QrrivaI meant no chance for Belva
to speak privately with Central. She
was doubly infuriated by Teran's
cbiIdish insistence oli seeing who-
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~er these Xix~ were. She PeK
perfecUy well ~ti if sll~ ~

~lerm3n~ea llis orger, he ifQuI8
have Jjeen in the right Qf it tq, tAU
l1et: aoWD. But since ~ baa ~en
tlle init4tiye, D3tura1Iy it was BU
bi oraer.

Xhe four men stepped on boara,
tivQ in plain gray tunics, stepping
smartly insiile the lock as though
the yanguard of a great mgnitary.
Si!l$mS liung from their belts ana
60th wore cmious cylinCIrica1 whis
tles on n~ch3ins. lbe thiril man,
gray of hair tiut vigorous, obsequi
ously ushere(l in the fourth, a. white
haired man of imposing stature in
a long, gray-black robe. He fing
ereil a whistle, larger thali the
guaras' but similar in design, as if
it were some kin~ of sacred talis
man.

lhere was something not at all
reassuring, Belva noted, in that
obsequious performance. For the
gray-haired man, in the action of
ushering, was missing no single ae
tail of the cabin's appointmenfs.
Just as be switched his direction to
put him beside Teron, who was still
at the control console, the old maD
reached the titanium bulkhead be
hind which Helva resided. The ma
neuvers were almost completed
when something in Helva's mind
went wild willi alarm.

"Teron thMT're imposters" she, .~J ,

crieii, remembering with suCItien
hope that the tight-beam to Central
Worlds }v~ still open.
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lI'he white-haired man lest all
trace of formal dignity and, mouth
ing syllables in 3 frightful caaence,
stabbed a finger toward her column~

Belva, in the brief mQment be
fore she lost consciousness, saw the
two guards blowing on their whis
tles, the piercing notes sonicaIIy
jamming the ship's circuitry. She
saw Teron slump to the floor of the
cabin, felled by the gray-haired
man. Then the anesthetic gas the
old man had releasea into her shell
overwhelmed her.

Her circuits were out ot order,
Helva mused. Anq then she re

turned to acute awareness.
She saw nothing. She hear<1 notli

ing. Not so much as a whisper of
sound. Not so much as a tiny peam
of light.

Belva fought a wave of :primeval
terror that all but washefI her into
insanity.

I think so I live, she told nerself
with all the force of her will. She
could think and she could remem
ber, rationally, calmly, what baa
happened, what could bave hap
pened.

The horror of complete isolation
from sound and light was a micro..
meter away from utter (lomination
of her ego. Coldly, Oispassionate
ly, Belva reviewed that final, flash
ing scene of treachery. The en
trance of the four men, the arran..
gement of the two guards ana tlieir
whistle-ornaments. A supersonic
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i>last patterned tQ interfere with her
circuity, to paralyze Iter llefense
ilgainst ttie tmauthorizea acti~tion

~f !her emergency panel. 1he 1UIl

euyering of the third m~ to over
power ~eron.

Now, Belva continued inexorabJy,
this attack was engineere~ to over
cQme Drawn an<l brain simuItane
~usly. Only someone intimately
connect~ With the Central Worlds
Would have access to the informa
tion needeCl to vanquish both mo
bile and immobile units. ne re
lease syDables and the proper pitch
ana a@ence at which they must be
spoken were highly guarde(l secrets,
usually kept separate. For anyone
to have knoWn this information

, alone was shocking.
Helva's mina leape(l to an eli

vious, but still startling conclusion.
She knew now how the four brain
ships hail Oisappeared. They laail
unquestionably been shanghaied in
much the same way she baCI been.
But why? And where were t1le
others? Incommunica(lo like ~r.

shelf? Or CIriven mad by •••
She refused to consider that pes

sibility for 'herself or any C)tlter
shell personalitY.

Constructive thought,fierce cen
centration, woul<l relieve the present
tedium.

The first ship t~ Oisappear was
the FT-687. They ha£l also been
on a ~g run, picking up raw
material, though, not distributing
it. So bad the RD-751 and the PF·
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~99. This line Qf thought bore pes
sibiIities.

lbe ilrugs which she hali lieen
aelivering were ayailable t>Dly
through application to Central
Worlds and were delivered in mi
nute quantities by special teams. It.
one hundre<l cc ampoule of Men..
kalinite coul(I. poison the water of
an entire planet, rendering its pop
ulation mindless slaves. 'A granule
of the same drug dllutea in a mas
sive protein suspension base would
inoculate the' inhabitants of sever
al star systems against 'the yirulent
encephalitis plagues. l'ucanite, a
psychedelic compounii, :was invalu
able for psychotherapy in cata
tonic and autistic cases for it
heightened perceptions ana aware
ness of environment. ne fran el
ners of Tucan baa revived waning
psionic: powers With its use. Deadly
as these ()rugs might tie in one form,
they were essential to millions in
anotlier and must be available. The
gamocle&D swor~ of Use 3D~ abuse
foreyer sWung perilously over the
collective hea{i of mankind.

N o! even a sheIl person was
saerea from the machinations

of a alsfurlied mina
Disturbed mindl Belva's

tlioughts grouncl doWn. Where was
that filiot braWn of hers right DOW?;
Him ana his neanCIerthal attributes
- his muscles - would be very
useful. She felt a mstinct pleasure
within herself as she recall~ his
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beiDg cloute4 wickedly by the third
~. She hoped he .waS bruised,
tieaten and blooiliea :But 3t least
he coulq see il.na hear without am
plification •••
Helv~ felt every erevass of her

mind quivering With the effects oj
sense Qeprivation. How long could
she keep her mind channeled away
from •••

Two households, alike in aigni
~y •••

1 attempt from Love's fever 10
fly. • • •

Fly, I cannot see. Fly?

The quality 0/ mercy is ,It"
straine(t ••

11 aroppeth as the gentle ,o;n
from • ••

No, not heaven. Portia- woula lie
her no goo(J. ne ,Bar~ baa pIay~

her false' whe~ she baa tieen his
stur(ly aavocate on other shores.

In Injia's sunny clime w'here 1
used to spen(l. my lime • • •

rIime she had too much of or Dot
enough. Could it be that she was
suspende<I minway between time
and maaness?

There Once was aiisk,) Irom
Chicester

W lto made all lhe sllin·ts in llzBi"
niches stir • ••



She had a niche once, only she
was moved out, not by a bishop,
but a Xixon. She should sit on a
Xixon or fhon a Xixon or Nix on
a Xixon or •••

She couI(l not move. She could
not see. She coul~ not hear.

Howlonghowlonghowlonghowlong?,
HOW LONG~

When in the course of human
'events, it becomes necessary for one
counlr, to dissolve the • • •

She was 9issolving. There was
nothing she coul<I think of in all
space and time that did not bring
her right back to •••

SOUND I
A scraping metallic souna. But

a souna upon her aural circuits.
Like a hot iron in her brain, a
fiery brand of sanity after the
dense, thick, solid, infinite inquiet
sounCllessness. She screamed, but
having no connections except the
aural, screamed sounOlessly.

III

something was thuniiering: (II
have reconnected your soun(i

systeml"
Helva tuned the volume rapiaIy

aown to an acceptable level. rile
:voice was harsh, whining, nasal, un
pleasant, but the sense ~vinely
welcome. .

"You have been Oisconnected
from your ship function."

The words ma<le no immeaiate
sense. She was listening to' the
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8101'1 Qf souna anil the sens3tioil f)f
noise was unbe1ieyable agODl. it
took a moment for those syUifiles
to re-form themselves into compre
hensible tones.

"You have been connecte<l to ~

limited aumo-visual circuit to per
mit you tQ reWD your sanity. Any
BOUSe of this courtesy Will result in
further if ~ot permanent, Ciepriva
tion." A nastr laugh accompanie9
the threat. : .;'h.

Unexpectedly, sight returncil, an
evil benison because of the object
in her lens. She could not suppress
the scream.

"This is your ioea of coopera
tion?" demanded the strident voice;
and a huge cavern, spiked with
great ivory tusks, opened directly
in front of her, pink anel red and
slimy white.

She adjustoo vision hastily, put
ting the face into normal propOr
tions. It was not a pleasant face,
even at proper size. It belongea to
the man, no longer aisguised as pIa,
who hati styI~ himself the Antio
lathan Xixon.

"Cooperation?," Helva asJiea,
confused.

"Yes, your COOperation or notJi
mg." ne XixOD moved his hand
to one siae of her limite<l yislon,
Wrapping his fingers around input
lea<Js.

"No. I'll go mail," Helva cried,
aIarmeg,frightenea

"MtiiI~" Her formentor laugJied
9liscenely. "You've plenty Qf com-
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pap~. But you shan't go mad ..•
~Q~ yet. l have a use for you."
~ finger dominated her lens like

a suspenaed projectiIe
J'N0, no, fool, not like that1"

Her captor shrieked anQ dasheQ
~ff to one side of her screen.

Desperately assembling her wits,
Belva tunea up her hearing, sharp
_00 her sight focus. She was fac
ing B small audio-visual amplifica
ti91i panel into which were ~lugged

bet leads and those of ••• yes •••
she coul<l count twelye other input
lines. She bact only one line of vis
on, straight aheaa. Directly in
front of her, before the panel, were
two sbells1 trailing fine wires like
fairy hair from their blunt tops.
Within those shells existed two of
her peers. There shoul4 be two
nlore. She had a peripheral glimpse
of Blore wires.

Carefully, she Crew against the
power in the amplifier. A yery Jim
ited capacity. To her leftl whence
the Xixon thing had gone, was the
beginning of a complex interstellar
communications unit from the look
of it and the few dial r~dings she
could see.

Xixon returned, smiling a mock-
ing, smug smile at her.

"So you are the ship who sings.
The Helva obscenity. May I pre
sent your fellow obscenities. Of
course, Foro's company Is limited
to groans 81114 howls. We kept him
in the dark too long." The Xixon
hOJVlea with pure spite. "Jl~'s
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not much better, true, but she will
speak if spoken to. ragi and Merl
have learned not to talk unmss I
aadress them. So shall you. For I
have always wanted my own zoo
of obscenities ~ I have them ~
in you. Ana you, my latest guest,
will cheer my leisure hours with
your incomparable voice. Will you
not?"

'Helva said nothing. She was in
. sfantly plungoo into utter
aark, utter soundIessness.

"He is mad himself. Be is Qoblg
this to terrify me. I refuse to be
terrified 6y a madman. I Will wait.
I Will be calm," she told herself.
"He has a use for me so he will
not wait too long before giving me
sight ana sound again or be will
oefeat his purpose. I will jvait. I
will be calm. I will soon have sight
an(l sound again. I Will wait. I will
be calm but SOOD, oh soon ... "

"There now, my pretty awful,
you've baa time to reconsider my
generosity."

Belva haQ inaeed. She limitoo
her capitulation to a monosyllable.
l11e blessedness of sight and sound
coultl Dot quite erase the seemingly
endless hours of neprivation; yet
she knew, from the chronometer on
the panel boar(J, that he baa shut
her off for a scant few minures. It
was frightening to Jie ~epe~(ient on
this vile beast.

She refmed her vision, scanning
IUs eyes ~oseI~. Ih~re Jras D f~t



hut ..unmistakable .tinge of blue to
his~'~ t(>ne whieD taggEij him as
eitlier B native of Rho Puppis'
~ nabitable }Vorlas or a lUcan
ite addict. The latter seemed the
m~- Jjkely.· FQr one thing, she baa
been carrying Tucanite and she
Q.eJf. the RD had, ~o.

"Feel like singing now?," His
l~Ugti was iJemonic.

"Sir?" saiQ ~ tentatiye ~nd sery
ile !'oioo to her left.

£rJie Xixon turnoo, frowning at
tlUs. Interruption.

"We1l~"
"1he cargo of the 834 contained

no Menkalite."
"NoneI" Her captor whirle(l

fiatt to Belva, his eyes blazing.
"Where aid you squander it?J"

"At ~ania Australis," she re
plied, purposefull~ )teeping her
voice low.
"_. "Speak up," he screamea at her.

"I'm using all the power you've
alIowea me. That amplifier Qoesn't
proauce much."

celt's not supposed to," the Xixon
snappe(l irritably, his eyes restless
ly i'-arting around the room. sua
oen1y there was his finger obscur
ing jJ] other objects from her vis
ion. "Tell me, which ship is to de
liver Menkalite next~"
--"I i!on't know."

"Speak up."
"I f~ that I am shouting ~,l

resay.'.'
"YQu're not. You're whispering."
(CIs this J)etter?"-
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"Well, I ~ hear you. Now, tell
me, whicl1 shi~ is ~t tQ i;leliver
Menkalite'~"

-- ~'I don't maw."
"Will you remember lietter in

i:1arkness?" His laugh ech~ hol
lowly in her skull as he plungeq
he~ pac~ into nothingness.

She forced herself .to count
sloWly, seconC:l speed, so ~t

she ha(l some reference to time.
, He did Dot keep her out ~ery

long. She wante(l tQ scream simply
to fill her mind with souniJ; yet
she managed tQ Jt,eep her voice
very loW.

"Isn't it any Petter?:" he pe
man(Ie<I, scowling suspiciously. "I
took that Foro obsceni~ off coDi
pletely."

Belva steeleCl herself againsf the
compassion she felt. She comforted
herself with the knowledge that
Foro bact already been mindless.

~'For speech, it is sufficient," she
saiit, raising her :volume just slight
ly. She· could not use that ploy
again, for it would cost Merl or
Tagi or Delia what fragile grip
they had oli sanity.

"Humph. Well1 now, see that it
goes."

He appeared.
Belv~ heightene<i lier listening

volume. She could hear at I. ten
iJi,fferent movement patterns be
yond her extremely limited vision.
From the reverberations of soun(J,
they were in some lArge tiut low-



ceiIing~ natural rock cavern. Now,
if the main communications panel,
part of whiCh was visible to her,
was ~ stan~d planetarY model, if
there were no,t too many chambers
beyonCl this one to Qiffuse the
soun(l, ana if an the madman's per
sonnel were nearby, she might just
be able to ~o something.

He wanted her tQ sing, did he?
She waitea and she kept calm.
Presently he returned, rub~ing

absently at his shoulder. Helva: in
cr~oo magmfi~tioo m~ ooti~d

the increase of the subcutaneous
blue. He useQ Tucanite, then. '

A chair was produc~ from some
where for him~ anq he settled him
self. Another disembodie<i band
provided a table on which a 9isli of
choice foOOs was set.

"Sing, my pretty obscenity,
sing," the mad Xixon commanaed,
reaching Ianguorously above his
head towar(l her input leads.

Belva complie<f. She began in
the middle Qf her range, using the
most sensuous songs she could re
member, augmenting them subtI~

in bass reflex but keeping the yol
ume tantalizingly low SO that he
had to crouch forwara to hear her.

It got on his neryes~ when he
peevishlyr~ Qui tc) snatch aU
but her leaas from. the boarC:l, she
begged him not tQ aepriye her peers
of sense.

"Surely, sir, you could Dot, when
all you neeil do is augment Diy
power justslightll fro~ ~e romg
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board. Even without their very
minute power (lrain on this ~Ji
fier, I could not possibly RetiCul
~te a croon, for instance."

He sat up straight, his eyes
flashing with anticipation.

"You ~ Reticulate the mating
croons?"

"Of course," she replied willi
mild surprise. .

He frowned at her, torn between
. a desire to hear those re
nowned exotic songs ana a ~ery

real concern to limit her shell's
ability. He was deep in the thrall
of the Tucanite now, his senses
eager for further stimulation ana
the lure of the ReticuIan crQ9ns
was too much for him.

He did, however, call over ana
consult with a fawning tecbnici3n,
who blinkea constantly ana 1ULd a
severe tic in one cheek. Fascinjtea,
Belva magnifioo'-until she was able
to see each muscle fibre jerk.

She was .plungoo into (lark souil<l
Iessnes:; and then suddenly felt re
newea with the sense of real power
against her l~ds.

"You have ample power now,
singer," he told her, his ~ressiO_

yicious With ~tidpatioiL "Perform
or you will regret it. Ana Do nOO
try any shell games on me, for X
have 1Ja(j them~ off all the f)tJie~

circuits on this amplifier. Sjpg,
shlpless one, ~g for your sight~~
-~ "SQLWU.

§he mPtea until his ~ught~ wea.



Even a Reticulan croon could not
be heard ••• or be effective •••
3Dove that cackling.

She took an easy one, aouble
voicing it, treble and counter, test
ing how much power she could get.
It woul<l be enough. Anil the echo
of her. mting croon came back,
bouncingly, to reassure her that this
installation was not large and was
set in natural stone caverns. Very
good.

She cut in the overtones, graaual
Iy adding bass frequencies but sub
tly so they seemea just part of the
Reticulan croon at first. Even with
his heightened sensibilities, he
wouldn't realize what she was doing.
She augmented the inaudible fre
quencies.

Her croon was of a particularly
compelling variation, and she heard,
under her singing - if one would
permit Reticulan croons such a
pjgnified title - the stealthy ad
vance of his slaves and co-workers,
lured close by the irresistible siren
souna9.

She gathered herself and then
pumped pure sonic hell into the
triple note.

It got him first, heightenoo as
he bad tieen by the Tucanite. It
got him dead, his brain irretriev
ably scrambled from the massiye
~ose of sonic fury. It got the others
in the cavern, too. She coul~ hear
their shrieks of aespair over the
weira composite sound she ha(f
created, as they fainted.
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The overloa'I shortcircuiteil .
era! panels in the master tieaJIJ,
showering the unconscious ~ tiM
dead with b~ding sparks. Delft
threw in what breakers she e..w
to keep her own now rerluc~ ..
cuit open.

:But even she felt the 1taei
lash of that supersonic blast. •
nerve ends tingled, her hearing Ia8g
and she sud~enIy felt extra.,
enervated.

"I'll bet I've aeveloped a 'IIery
acid condition in my nutri~nts," she
toIQ herself With a bit of graveyard
humor.

The great room was silent euept
for hoarse breathing ana~
wires.

"Delia? Answer me. It's Helva."
"Who is Helva? I have no aHISI

to memory banks."
"Tagi, can you hear me?"
"Yes." A flat, mechanical af.-

mative.
"Merl, can you hear· me·?"
"You're ~oud."

Helva stared straight aha. at
the dead body that had tOl'tuJN
them so cruelly. Oh, for a pair .1
bands!

Revenge on an inert hUSK wa!

illogical.
Now what 00 I do? she wo.iter

e!}.
At that point she remem'HNt1

that she had been atiQut to diy...
~eron.Anli'lie 'igh'-lJeam "~jj."

left open? Parollan wasn't the IBM
to sit on his banns. Where was .1

.1
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"There you are, Helva, back at
the old stand," the ST-l

Captain said, patting her column
paternally.
. She scanned to make certain the

release plate was locked back into
seamless congruity with the rest of
the column.

''Your new cadence-syllable re
lease was tuneQ into the metal, an(f.
Chief RaiIly is the only one who
knows it," the Captain assured her.

"Ana the indepenaent audio and
visual relays are attached to the
spare synapses on my shell?"

"Good idea, that, Belva. May
make it a stanaarn procedure."

'-'But mine are hooked up?"
"Yes, yours are hooked up. Seems

like a case of asking for clearance
when lthe ship has blasted off, this
precaution after the fact, but ••• "

"Have you ever been sense-ge
privea, Captain?"

He shudderea ana his eyes dark:
ened. None of the Fleet or Brain
Bra~ Ship personnel who pene
trate<l the Xixon's asteroid head
quarters would be likely to forget
the pitiable condition of the shell
people: the amplifieq human Iie
ings who baa once been considerea
invulnerable.

"Tagi, Merl ana Delia will re
cover. Delia will be back in service
in a year or so," the Captain sai~

quietly. Then he sighed, for he
couldn't bring himself to ~me
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Foro either. "You people are need
ed1 you know." He leaneil fonraril
so suddenly, toward her panel, tJiat

.Helva gasped.. "Easy, HelY3." Anil
he slid his hand down the column.
"Nope. Can't even feel the seam.
You're all secure."

He carefully gathered up the de
licate instruments of his profession"
wrapping them in soft, Spongy sur
gi-foam.

"How are the brawns?" she aske<I
idly, as she stretche<I out along her
rewired extensions, shnigging into
her ship skin.

"Well, Delia's Rife will pull out
of Menkalite addiction. He'd only
had the one dose. They've still to
track GOwn the other two ships tiut
I expect all the brawns will sur
vive."

His expression altered abrupt
ly as if he had caught an unpleas
ant smell. "Why diel you have yont
tight-beam channel open, He1va~

When we got that brawn of yours
out of his paaded cell, he was fur
ious that you could disregarCi prop
er procedure in such a fashion." The
Captain managed to sound liKe Te
ron for a moment. "Why, if you
haan't, and Cencom ha<In't heard
the whole damned thing.... How
come you left the channel open?"

"I'd rather not say, but since
you'ye met Teron, you might a.
a little guessing."

"Huh? Well, whatever the r~·

SOD, it saved your life."
"It took 'em long enough."
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The Captain laughed JLf her sour
l compl3int. "J!OJl't forg~ you'd
DeeD clearei:1 so your Jddnappers
just lifted Qff Durrell Jjefore your
supervisor could stop them. But
ParolIan scorched the ears of every
operator in frequency range getting
Fleet ships after you~ ~t that, With
a whole sector to coml>, an(l the
arog runners using this asteroid off
Borealis as a hitieout, too close to
Durrell to be even a probability, it
toot a little time."

"That Xixon thing was smart
mil(J, hiding right out in sight."

"Well, he baCl a high intelligence
factor," the Captain ~tte~.

"After all, he ma(le if into brawn
training twenty-oij<1 years ago.'1

nat had been an unnerving
nevelopment, Belva reflected. If
he'j'J actually qualifieCl and then
~eveIopea neural maladjustments
••• He had taken enough Tucanite
to break the ijeconmtioning mind
blocks- another matter that was
going to tie re-evaluated 6y Central
Worlds as a result of this incident
...... and ha(1 manag~ tQ insinuate
himself in maintenance crews on
Regulus Base, laying the ground
work for his operation by the judi
cious use .of addictive drugs on key
employees. lhen, using Central
World brain ships With antgged
brawns unaer his control, he could
kaye lanaea anywhere including
Regulus Base.

"1'11 be off now," tne Capfain
said, ~uting her respectfully. "Let
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your own braWn take over _."
'Not if l can help it,' HeJYa

ameniled.
~ whatever bond of loyalty sa. ua
once had for ~eroD haf.I ~ea
as surely ~ she baa been ,.nea
mmh~s~m~.T~oo, u~

aecided that he was hopelessl)! bl..
carcerated, baa stolidly com,.a
himself to await the worst witll eaIm
9igni~ ••• as any logical man ouPt
to CIo.

On anyone else's tapes - iBclug.
ing the captain's, to judge .y tlie
expression on his face - suCh
logic was cowardice; ana tltat !fas
Helva's unalterable conclusion. :AI
though she would grant tat his
behavior hail been consisteBt.

Delia's Rife, on the other ~a,
had tried to break out. He ail
clawed a foothold in the paili}eCI
fabric of his cell, lacerating _iTs
and feet in the attempt to reach
the ceiling access hatch. Dizzy hjDi
a Menkalite injection, confusei Uta
weak from starvation in~ to
allow the Menkalite to jVQrJt un
hin<lered in his system, lie ad act·
ually crawlea as far as the auld
when the rescue group ha(l arriveiJ.

Belva let the ST-! doWn tl1e per
sonnel lift an(J ran a thoro. liut
hasty f1ip-check of herself, scanaers,
sensory meters, power-pile irive
chamber, inventory. It was like re
visiting a forgotten treasury of _0-
miracles. Belva wonCiered if *' liia
ever before appreci8tea the lersl·
tility incorporated in her ship Wl,
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had really valued the power she had
at her disposition, or cherished the
ingenuity of her engineers. Dh, it
}Vas good to be back together again.

"Helva?" a low voice spoke
. tentatively. "Are you alone

now?" It was Central Worlds on the
light-beam.

"Yes. =The ST-1 has just left. You
can probably reach him ••• "

"Shove him." Then Helva recog
nizea that the hoarse voice must
belong to Niall Parollan. "I just
wanted to know you were back
where you belong. You're sure you
are all right, Belva?"

Niall ParQlIan laryngitic with
concern?

Belva ~as flatfere<l ana sur
prise<l, consi~ering the unflatter
ing aescription of lier he'~ hurlea
at her at their last parting.

"I'm intact again, if that's what
you mean, Parollan," she replied in
PIoII goOO hUmor.

She could have sWorn she hearC:l
a sigh over the tight-beam.

"That's my girl." Parollan
laughed, so it must have been a
wheeze she'~ hear<l. "Of course, if
you hadn't had your synapases
scrambled on Beta Corvi, you'd
have lisfened fo me when I fried to
tell you that thaf simple simian
~ctbionite was a regulation-bound.
lirass ••• "

"Not brass, Niall," Belva inter
ruptea sharply, "not brass. Brass
is a me~, ~~ Aeron ~~ none."
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'COh ho ho~ so you adlnit I was
right about him?"

"To err is hunlan ~ .. "
(CThank God!"·
Just then Teron requested per

mission to board.
"I'll see you later, Helva. I

couldn't stomach ... "
"Don't go, ParoIlan ••• "
"Helva, my own true love, I've

been glued to this tight-beam for
three days for your saKe, an~ the
stimutabs have worn off. I'm i:leaJl
in the seatl"

"Prop your. eyelids open for a
few moments more, ~Iall. This will
be official," she urgeiJ Parollan· as
she activated the personnel lift for
TeroD. She felt a cold i:1isliJte re
place the bantering frienijIiness she
had tieen enjoying.

Big as life and Oisgustingly nean·
derthalic, her brawn strode into the
main control room, saluting With
scant ceremony towar~ her JjuJk·
hea<1. StJooel He swaggerea, Helva
thought angrily, looking not the
least bit worse for his absence.

Teron rubbed his ban<Is together,
sat himself down in the pilot's chair,
flexe<l his fingers before he poised
them, yery business-like, over the
computer keyboard. .

"I'll just run a thorough check
down to be sure no a~ge was
Aone."

His woras were neither request
nor orner.

"Just like that, huh?" Belya
aske<l b1 a pangerously quiet :voice.
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Teron frowned and slewed round
l in the chair toward her panel.

"Our schedule has been inter
rupted enough with this mishap."

"Mishap?"
"Modulate your tone, Helva. You

can't expect to use those tricks on
me."

"I can't expect what?"
"Now," he began placatingly,

jerking his chin down, "1 take into
consideration you've been under a
strain recently. You should have
insisted that I oversee that ST-l
Captain during that installation.
You might have sustained some cir
cuit damage, you know."

"How kind of you to consider
that possibility," she said. That
was it!

"You could scarcely be harmed,
physically, contained as you are in
pure titanium," he pointed out.

"Teron of Acthion, all I can say
at this point is that it's a damned
good thing for you that I am con
tained behind pure titanium. Be
cause if I were mobile, 1 would kick
you down that shaft so fast ... "

"What has possessed you?"
For once, sheer blank illogical

amazement flashed across Teron's
face.

"Get out! Get off my deck! Get
out of my sight. Get OUT!" Helva
roared, pouring on volume with each
word, with no regard for the tender
structure of the human ear.

With sheer sound she drove him,
hands clapped to the sides of his
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head, off the deck, down the side ei
the 824 as fast as she ceuld escalate
the lift.

"Take me for granted, will you?
Unreliable organism, am I? Illogi
cal, irresponsible, and inhuman .•• "
Helva bellowed after him in a
planet-sized shout. And then she
burst out laughing as she realized
that such emotional behavior on her
part was the only way she could
have routed the over-logical Teron
of Acthion.

"Did you hear that, Niall Pa~ol

Ian?" she demanded in a reason
able but nevertheless exultant tone.
"Niall? Hey, Cencoffi, you on tl1e
tight-beam ... answer me?"

From the open channel came the
shuddering discord of a massive
adenoidal snore.

"Niall?"
The sleeper wheezed on, oblivious,

until Helva chuckled at this addi
tional evidence of human frailty.

She asked and received clearance
from the asteroid's half-ruined
spaceport. She was going to have a
long chat with Chief Railly.

Her penalty for divorcing Teron
would be a speck against the finders'
fee for four shanghaied BB ships.
And there ought to be a Federation
bonus for aid in the apprehension
of drug runners. Totalled if true
justice was given half a chance,
the rewards might just make her
a free ship, out of debt, truly her
own mistress. The thought was
enough to set her singing. BN1J
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IF • Complete Short Novel

The
Frozen Summer

by DAVID REDO

Illustrated by FINLAY

Man's ancient glory was gone, buried

under the Ice, save where the Goddess

held even Su~~er her eternal prisoner

V el Senna uncorked the speak
ing tube (0 the control room.

uCaptain Zing?"
U Speaking, sir."
ceDo you see the valley?"
There was a pause. Vel Senna

tapped his long purple fingers im
patiently against the tube. Surely
everyone on th~ ~~ h~ seen
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the valley by now. It was a long
green scar on the smooth white
icefie1d below. Even a human could
hardly miss it.

uThe valley is approximately
three miles away, bearing two nine
five degrees," said Captain Zing.
uWe are altering' course towards
if. The ice appears suitable for
landing."

~c .Good," said ~el Senna. U Choose



a safe landing place not Jess than
half a mile from the valley. Take
the ship down as soon as you can."

Vel Senna plugged the speaking
tube. The captain was reliable
~nough, for a native. He could be
trusted to keep the airship a rea
sonable distance from the valley.

Krau Sara was at the window of
their observation room, studying
the valley through a native-made
telescope. He glanced up as Vel
Senna joined him. cc Aren't we land
ing inside the valley?"

UCertainly not," said Vel Sen
na. U Remember the priest's warn
ing!"

U Perhaps it's for the best. I
doubt whether we could land
among those trees." Krau Sara
passed him the telescope. cc Take a
look." I

Vel Senna accepted the telescope.
He was a muscular centauroid be
ing, with purple hide and a single
multi-faceted eye. He needed no
Clothing, but his three-fingered
hands bore several jewelled rings.
Those powerful hands held the
telescope with a surprising deli
cacy.

He and Krau Sara were high
ranking administrators who liked
to spend their vacation years out
in the colonies. This particular
planet, discovered by the Senechi
some five generations before, was
known as 143-Arkon Three. The
natives called it Earth. There were
• \ter fifty million natives, or hu-..

mans, and ~y ...of:,the.m;· ··wete
quite intelligent; this airship had
been· designed and built entirely
by the natives. 143-Arkon Three
:was a pleasant world despite the
ice-sheets covering most of its land
surface, and Vel Senna had visited
it twice before.

Four days ago their hired air
ship had landed at a remote moun
tain valley called Inghota. Its main
feature of interest was the Temple
of Invisible Fire, which contained
many sacred relics. Vel Senna had
persuaded the old priest to tell
them some of the ancient le~ends.

The one which roused their inter..
est was the story of the Summer
Goddess, who lived in a cave full
of gold and jewels in a mysterious
ice-free valley far to the north.
The two Senechi immediately de
cided to visit the valley. The priest
tried to dissuade them, but his out
burst merely convinced the Sene
chi that there was some truth in
the story. And now, four days lat
er, their airship had reached the
valley.

The speaking tube whistled. Vel
Senna opened it.

UCaptain Zing speaking, sir. \Ve
are about to land on the hi~h

ground between the ship and the
valley. Is this convenient, or do
you wish to land nearer it?"

Vel Senna quickly identified the
spot. It was a small rise where the
ice probably concealed a low bill.
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The distance from the rise to the
vaDey was three-quarters of a
Senechi mile - about one kilom
eter in the native measure. eeyes,
this will do. Land at once." He re
placed the cork.

H Landing here?" asked Krau
Sara. "We shall have nearly a mile
to walk."

"We can use a sledge, if our
guide is not too frightened of the
goddess to drive us."

"Weston will give no trouble. The
only one who seems frightened of
the goddess so far is yourself."

((I am takil1g an elementary pre-
caution, that is aD," said Vel Cen
na. He thought Krau Sara was tak
ing the priest's warnings too light
ly. He was sure the native had
been sincere. HThere may not be
a goddess, but there is something
unusual below those tree-tops. A
single ice-free valley in a zone of
severe glacia.tion caODot be natural."

HIt could be volcanic. Soon we
will find out."

(( Soon we shall find the gold,"
said Vel Senna.

Moments later, the airship set
tled gently on the ice. The valley as
seen from the ground was a thin
line of green near the skyline,
with only the topmost branches
visible. Notbing of the valley floor
could be seen.

Vel Senna uncorked the tube for
the last time. U Captain, instruct
our guide to drive tIS to the valley.
Prepare a motor sledge at once."

THE FROZEN SUMMER

Krau Sara was still gazing
through the window. U The priest
:was right about the valley. I hope
he was right about the treasure as
:well."

uAnd tke goddess?"
uThe tale is centuries old. If she

ever existed she has been dead for
many years."

Vel Senna went t'O the door.
((There is only one way to find out.
To the sledge, my friend."

Krau Sara followed him down.

The prisoner lived in silence,
but the silence was in his mind.

There were days when he could
not remember who he was. He sat
alone in the cave, in darkness, try
ing to recall his identity. It had
been so long that sometimes he for
got he had ever had a name. Es
cape was tJae only dream he had.

Every afternoon the prisoner
went outside the C&Te and wan
dered idly through the sunk_ for
est. The grass was soft underfoot,
and birds nested in the braDclt~_

The real world had been under the
ice for longer than he could re
member,. but within this timeless
valley the Ice Age did not exist.
Everything was green, aDd he
hated it. Far in the distance he
ceuld see the ice-covered moun
tains, beckoning to him. They had
the same cold beauty as the wom
an who possessed him. She walked
in the forest too, but she never
looked at the mouatains.
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Early one afternoon, before it
was time to go outside, the prison
er felt a strange stirring in his
mind. He was thinking about his
walks through the trees, and he
realized that he could remember a
time when all the world had been
covered with trees.

He lay quiet in his dark Iittle
corner of the cave rediscovering his
past as it returned to him. It some
times happened like this, as the
witch's power lessened for a while;
he became sane again. Gradually
the cloud lifted.

He had had a beginning. He had
not always been in this valley.
That was why he wanted to escape;
he belonged to the \vorld outside.

It had been in the days when
ice was something new and dread
fw. He and his two companions
came to the valley, seeking to rob
the mad woman of her jewels and
precious metals. Her treasure was
the wealth of a dozen forgotten
nations. She was tall and fair
skinned, and wore a circlet of pale
gold to match her hair. Her skin
was smooth and clear, and she
seemed still young. The men
thought she would offer little re
sistance, but they were wrong.

He was the only one to sur
vive. She killed his two compan
ions, and the men who came after.
She stripped the flesh from their
bodies and fashioned their bones
into weird ship-like structures,
wrapped around with gold leaf and
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laden with gems. Sometimes she
made the skulls into grotesque
figureheads for the skeleton-ships.
The prisoner watched her do it,
again and again, and his desire for
the treasure faded away.

He tried to think. how long he
had been here, but he could'

not remember. Parts o.f his mind
were still gray. He recalled other
passing spells of sanity, and his
successful attempts to escape. He
must escape now, today, before the
clouds returned.

His chance would come during
his afternoon walk in the valley.
There was another way to the out
side world - a huge air shaft at
the back of the tunnels - but its
walls were too steep to climb. The
valley was his path to freedom. In
his usual state, possessed by the
witch, he never dared leave file
valley. This time it would be dif
ferent.

He had to .be careful If he
stayed too long in this corner, the
witch might wonder what he was
doing. It was time he went to join
her, in the chamber where the
Sleeper lay dreaming beneath bis
golden blankets.

Quietly the prisoner walked
down the tunnel towards fie
Sleeper. The way to the valley
was through the main chamber, S8

he would have to wait until the
witch let him go out. As he walked,
he looked at the row of skeleten-
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ships liDing the wall on his left.
There was just enough light to
see them. The first ships were in
the Sleeper's chamber, where the
witch worked, and the later ones
stretched away end to end along
the dark tunnels. Each ship meant
anotller adventurer had died - but
how often did treasure-seekers
visit this distant valley?

He kept his face impassive as
he entered the chamber. The soft
orange light seemed strong after
the darkness of the tunnels. The
witch did not look up from her
work as she sat on the bare floor.
She was cutting a ruby with a
small knife which buzzzed stead
ily in her hand. Her long golden
hair hung shining against her
black dress on her shoulders. Its
brightness made him think of sun
shine. She looked young, hardly
more than twenty. She had looked
the same on the day he and his
two friends came to steal the jew
els. But he too had not changed,
and he remembered the long line
of skeleton-ships along the tunnel.

The light in the cave was sup
plied by a crystal sphere suspend
ed from the ceiling. A burning
brand was trapped within the
sphere, giving out a pale orange
light. The brand was never con
sumed. Even the flame had been
frozen by the witch.

Directly below the sphere was the
couch of the Sleeper. Under his
&blden blankets the youth lay still
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and peaceful. The witch· had cared
for him well. Even more than the
prisoner, the Sleeper was complete
ly in her power. He bad no chance
of escape at all. At least the pris
oner had his occasional days of
sanity, unlike the Sleeper.

He had such a day now. Soon
the witch would take him out into
the valley. He waited, and pres
ently the moment came.

I ts engine roaring, the sledge
slowed down and came to a

halt on the edge of the ice. Weston,
their native guide, switched off.
The two Senechi stepped off the
boards and stood on the thin froz
en crust. They looked down into
the valley.

nI do not understand," said Vel
Senna. HI see only trees and grass.
I see no trace of· occupation.
Where is the machinery needed
to keep this area free of ice?"

HIt could be underground," said
Krau Sara, or those boulders at
the northern end could be a camou
flaged heating unit."

Something was heating the val
ley. Thirty feet below them crew
obviously natural temperate-zone
flora. The trees were all decidu
ous, the highest having their tops
level with the Senechi. The only
animals in sight were a brown fur
ry tree-elimber and several small
birds. No humans were visible.

cc The place seems deserted,"
said Krau Sara. He addressed the
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guide. uWeston, bring the lamps.
We shall look for the cave."

UNo, sir," said Weston. uI'm
staying here."

The human sat firmly in his
pilot seat. He had not left the
sledge. .

((Did you hear that, Vel Senna?"
« I understand Earth Basic as

well as you. Weston, are you re
fusing to obey our orders?"

«Yes, sir. I'm not going into that
valley. I know what's down there."

Vel Senna lifted his whip
threateningly, but the native shook
his head. Vel Senna knew this ges
ture meant refusal.

ccA native taboo against en
tering the holy place," Krau Sara
suggested in Senechi.

(( I agree. \Veston expects the
legendary goddess to destroy us."
Vel Senna spoke to the guide again,
((Weston, we will overlook this
matter. Give us the lamps and then
take the sledge back to the air
ship. Return in three hours with
lifting tackle and a towing sledge."

((Thank you, sir. I'll arrange ev
erything. " Weston looked relieved
for a brief moment. U And . . .
Sir, I can't stop you, but I think
you shouldn't go near that cave.
Believe me, it's more dangerous
than you realize."

I appreciate your concern," said
Vel Senna patiently, Ubut we Sen
echi can protect ourselves."

The huge centauroids were larger
and tougher than anything now na-
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tlve to Earth.~ IU ~ ~
of human guards.

T hey watched Weston drive
away, then returned to study

ing the valley. It did not look like
a trap.

((We should be cautious,'" said
Vel Senna. (( Weston is compara
tively reliable, like the captain. He
would not warn us of danger with..
out good reason."

((The cave may be occupied by
a wild beast if not by a goddess.
There is always a first time for
discovering a new species. I think
a little caution is wise."

Vel Senna pointed to the upper
end of the valley. ((See that open
space covered with boulders, and
the bare rock of the cliff face. The
stream appears to flow from there.
I t is the ll10St likely place for a
cave."

Krau Sara agreed. The two
Senechi walked along the valley
rim, their hooves sinking deep in
to the ice,. until they reached a
vantage point to look down on the
fallen boulders. There were very
few trees at this end; the ground
was mainly exposed rock with a
few patches of grass. In the cliff
face were several promising shad
ows, and at last Vel Senna judged
it safe to leave the ice.

They scrambled down the slope
to the rocky floor thirty feet be
low, trying to avoid .,any undue
noise. They tiid not want to arouse
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anything in the cave, animal or
goddess.

((It is warm," said :Vel Senna,
as he felt his skin adjusting to the
higher temperature. uI wish I
could see some of the heating equip
ment."

((It must be well camouflaged,"
said Krau Sara. HI am certain these
plants are survivals from the pre
glacial period. Time has stood still
in this valley."

((The priest used those same
words at the Temple of Invisible
Fire. He has been right about
everything so far."

n So far, Vel Senna. He
could be wrong about the jew
els - and right about the god
dess, although I doubt it. We take
the risk. Come, follow me towards
the cave."

The two Senechi crept forward,
close to the cliff face. Approaching
the entrance in this way, they
couId not be seen from inside.
Quietly they picked their way
through the boulders.

Suddenly they heard a faint
sound ahead. They sank down up
on the stones, lowering their bod
ies right to the ground. They wait
ed.

Two humans came out of the
cave. One was a man, the other a
woman. They walked into the trees
without seeing the hidden Sene
chi.

The man was old, and wore a
brown trouser suit. Yel Senna
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glimpsed a gray beard on his chin.
The woman was much younger,

wearing a long black. dress which
reached to her ankles. She had
bright yellow hair which trailed out
behind her. By native standards
she was extremely beautiful.

The goddess, thought Vel Sen
na.

II

John Weston stood on the lower
deck of the airship. The !even

crewmen were facing him as he
told them why he had returned
without the aliens. The aew had
seen him bring back the empty
sledge.

HWe shouldn't leave them in
that valley," said Mike JODeS, the
burly chief engineer. HWe ought
to go back. before the three hours
are up."

Weston shrugged. (~I tried to
stop them going oown, but they
wouldn't listen. Still, maybe the
witch only kins hUmaD!."

t( Don't you believe it," said anoth
er engineer. HThe witch kiDs any
one who goes after her treasure."

H This pair isn't bad for ~ene

chi," said Mike. "They don't hand
out the floggings like some of tltese.
third-generation types."

Ram Badal Zing was the cap
tain and part owner of the airship.
He said, "Mr. Weston, you ac
companied our clients into the mu
seum of radiation studies. How
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much did the attendant tell them
,about the valley?"

UMost of it," said Weston,
thinking back to that day in Ingho
ta. The attendant bad described
the cave and the treasure quite ae..
curately. He had warned them
about the witch. But he had
Dot mentioned her son who was
DOW dreaming away the centuries.
"He didn't say anything about the
Sleeper. Maybe he didn't want to
interest them too much. He stop
ped answering their questions when
he realized they wanted to go
there."

uPerhaps you should have done
the same," said the captain.

Mike had taken a quick look at
the Senechi through a small tele
scope. UDon't worry, they're still on
the ice. Our bosses have moved
along a bit and now they've set..
tIed down to watch something.
They aren't rushing in there just
yet."

UThat's better," said Weston. uI
thought they were going straight
down. As long as they stay up
here they'll be all right."

All the same, he thought, Mike
was right. If the Senechi did en
ter the valley, he ought to take
the sledges back, just in case. Al
though, what could he do for the
aliens if they were seen by the
witch?

HWell," said Anna, u you may en
joy standing here doing nothing,
but I don't."
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Anna Holm, a taIl Nordic blonde,
was their navigator. She

pointed over the rail at the two
~ens and colltinued, "They'll
pever miss one of the sledges. I'll
take one and Check up Oil that
pit we saw on the way doWIL"

"I don't • . . It's highly ilregu
lar," said Captain Zing.

Weston remembered seeing the
pit as the airship landed - a cir
cular patch of shadow on the bril
liant white ice. It was Dear the
valley but rather SIIWl, so ~ybe

the Senechi hadB.'t spotted it.
Wanting to poke around it was
typical of Anna. Crazy ideAl He
and Mike Jones came 110m a
country where woaen weYe barred
from holding respoasible positions.
The more he saw of Alma, the
more be admitted tl!e oW folks
bad had some seme. That pit- was
only a queer-sItaped CleyB8Se ...

Then the impBr.ation hit him.
The pit was aloBg tlle Hne el the
valley's axis. Was it anotber cave
entrance? It mig1lt be a .:DeW way
into the Sleeper's cave. .

"One sledge," said Captain
Zing, giving in re1uctaDtlJ.

U That's settled. then," said
Anna. She thumbed the davlt but
tons. U I'll take t1Iis sledge. 11Jl be
back well before t1le three heurs
are up."

uYou are not goiag alon.f
21 !aid

Captain Zing. U Someoae must ac..
company you."
~~Why ~OD't you?" sl1e asked,
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as her sledge was lowered automat
ically onto the ice.

"I'll go," said Mike quickly.
"You're right, cap'n - someone's
got to keep an eye on her."

"I can take care of myself1"
((The Senechi thought so too,"

said Weston. "I'm not so sure. I'll
come along with you. We'll take
the lifting gear they want on a
trailer, so we can go straight from
the pit to the valley to meet the
bosses."

"Hmm," said Anna. "It might
save time. All right. Load up."

"One other thing," said Weston
to the captain. "If our bosses go
into the valley, send someone over
there. Flash us with a signal lamp
if you need us."

"Certainly," said Captain Zing.
"You know best, Mr. Weston."

His tone implied the opposite.
Zing didn't like him, he knew. A
good captain, though.

Well, it didn't matter. He was
off to the pit with Anna Holm. He
helped Mike finish loading the
trailer.

"come along," said the witch.
The prisoner accompanied

her down the passage to the cave
mouth. The sunlight at the entrance
was the most beautiful sight in the
world. If he succeeded now, he
need never see the orange light of
the Sleeper's chamber again. He fol
lo.wed her into the open air.

In the woods, they parted with-

r,

out speaking. The witch expected
him to follow his usual afternoon
routine. He went on beside the
stream until he was sure he was
well away from her.

This was it. All he had to do
was climb up the slopes onto the
ice. He would be free. The real
world was very near now.

A bird on a branch caught his
eye. It was a dark grayish-blue
bird with a yellow breast, and a
bright inquisitive eye. Poor pris
oner. But he was different from
the bird. He was going to escape.

He left the stream and hurried
through the trees to the side of
the valley. Tell meters above him,
the slope levelled off and the ice
fields began. Up there was free
dom.

He did not hesitate. If she re
captured him, he was lost agaiA,
perhaps for good. He thrust one
foot firmly on the slope. How easy
it was! He took an,other step, and
another.

On the fourth upward step his
foot seemed heavier. On the fifth
it was heavier still. He faltered.

She was trying to hold him back.
He could feel the strain mounting
as he struggled to lift his feet.

He drove himself up towards the
ice. The higher he reached, the
more he suffered. His heart throb
bed like a mighty engine, and there
was pain with every beat. He sank
to tl1e ground, unable to stand
any more, but he went on crawling.
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Every movement took an eter
Bit)' to accomplish. His limbs had
become monstrous, stiff and dum
trY, and the weight of his body
pressed him into the ground. Inch
by inch he dragged himself up. He
moved through shadows, for the
light was fading around him. Still
he fought the invisible power bind
ing him to the valley.

His upward progress was barely
perceptible. His lungs were almost
bursting under the pressure. Now
the light was gone completely, and
he str~ined forward in darkness.

The blackness exploded within
him, and he was overwhelmed.
Red shadows whirled around him.
His grip on the earth failed. He
slid, and rolled downward, and
came to rest on the grass.

He lay still, arms outstretched.
After a while he opened his eyes.

The witch stood over him, her
golden hair shining in the sun. Her
dress was the color of night.

She smiled, her expression mock
ing, and she spoke. "When you are
ready, come back to the cave.
Don't be too long; we have visi
ters."

Then she was gone. He lay there,
helpless, his body aching, his eyes
watering. He was still a prisoner.

vel Senna crouched among the
boulders, glancing from the

trees to the rocks and back again.
The goddess and her companion
had been gone for several minutes.
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Nobody else had come Qut_ of the
cave.

uQuickly," whispered Klau
Sara. ULet us go inside before they
return."

They rose swiftly and bounded
to the entrance. It was wide enough
for them both, and the roof was
several feet above their heads.
Switching on their lamps~ they went
in.

The tunnel grew smaller and
narrower. It bore to the left, past
a strange pillar of rock. Vel Senna
shone his lamps on the stone col
umn. It took the form of a giant
human arm, the elbow rising from
the stone floor, the hand appar
ently supporting the roof. The
workmanship was extremely crude.

HI think it is unfinished," said
Krau Sara.

"Perhaps the sculpture was
abandoned when the ice came," sug
gested Vel Senna. The opposite
wall of the cave was blank" He
looked around for further relics
and noticed a faint orange glow in
the tunnel ahead. He pointed to it.

H Let us go nearer," whispered
Krau Sara.

Past the stone arm, they had to
go in single file, stooping to avoid
the roof. Krau Sara led the way,
blocking Vel S~nna's view. Then
the tunnel opened out again,
and they entered a large high
roofed chamber. An orange bulb in
the ceiling shone brightly.

uThe jewels," said Krau Sara.

'17



Gems and Rfecious metals lay in
confused heaps around the cham
ber. Vel SeDDQ saw long rods of
shiDing silver., pyramids of golden
ban, and motJDds of countless pre
cioD stones. Some jewels were in
mixed heaps, others had been
sorted - emenJds in one pile,
sapphires in another, rubies in a
thinI. There was no furniture, only
the treasure. Leaning against the
walls were hwadreds of shields and
dishes made of gold studded with
gems. A miniature hill in the cen
ter' lOOmed to be entirely gold.

Vel Senna picked up the nearest
sbie1d. The soft gold had been
battered and deeply scored, and
over half the diamonds were miss
ing from their sockets. The rest
of the relics had received similar
treatment. Despite this, the hoard
was enough to put them both into
the highest non-hereditary caste.
The Senechi valued treasure like this
even more highly than humans did.

'He saw a large sheet of gold
·-nearby. It bore the shape of
a human hand, impressed on it like
a footprint ia wet clay. Vel Senna
showed it to Kant Sara. ~~The metal
must have been softened in the
mid state for that print to be
made."

«You are right," said Krau
Sara. H There are more prints on
the gold <iscs there. They could
oltl,. have been made with a rna
leoa1ar field cfistorter."
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UI know. But the selective distor
er is a heavy industrial machine
weighing many tons. Do you see
the implications?"

UI think so."
uThis valley is maintained by

post-technological techniques. Here,
at least, Earth's old civilization
was ahead of us. We saw no ma
chines because the natives have
passed beyond machines. Elsewhere
they reverted to technology, but
here they carried their ancient se
crets with them into the Ice Age."

U The theory is fanciful, but you
couId be right. It explains the ab
sence of the heating equipment,
which you were seeking so· anx
iously."

Ul am sure of it," said Vel Sen
na. He indicated the orange bulb
in the ceiling. UThat lamp func
tions, undoubtedly, but its pur
pose is mainly decorative. Every
thing in this chamber is for pleas
ure." ~l

UForget your theories," said
Krau Sara, eyeing the treasure
again. (We are here for gems, noti
for science. We must collect a first
installment before the natives re
turn. I thought you were the cau
tious one, not I I "

Krau Sara, was right, of course
Vel Senna followed his example
and swallowed a few pounds of
emeralds and rubies into his first
stomach. He need not regurgitate
\the stones until he was back on the
airship.
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weston steered the sledge in a
curve around the valley,

the engine muted. He did not want
the Senechi to stop him on his way
to the pit. Explanations might be
awkward. Despite the added weight
of the loaded trailer, the sledge
reached the pit in five minutes.
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Gazing across the chamber, Vel
Senna saw a peculiar structure of
gold and silver. It resembled a na
tive sailing ship. There was a row
of others like it, stretching away
into a small tunnel entrance. As
he looked for more, he saw a patch
of lighter color in the central gold
en mound. The longer he stared,
the stranger it seemed. Puzzled, he
went over to look.

The light object was a human
bead, fair-haired, facing upwards.
The mound was a circular golden
bed, and the head belonged to a
human being sleeping .there.

At his call Krau Sara came over.
He saw the sleeping man.

uWe must leave," whispered Vel
Senna. uHe might awake."

"Yes," said Krau Sara. "We must
go at once."

As they turned, they saw some
one enter the chamber. It was the
woman they had seen earlier, tall
and beautiful in her black dress.
She held up her hand.

uYou can't go," said the goddess.
uI won't let you."

/

III

H Everybody out," said Mike.
ULet's have a look at it."

The pit was a large 8IDOQth
sided shaft, twenty feet in diam
eter, absolutely vertical, with a
floor of rough gray stone. There
was no snow inside it at aD.

((That's nice," said Anna Holm.
UIt's ice-free, just like the vaHey."

uThe bottom's aBout fifteeD feet
down," said Weston. UIt's a 8it
far to jump. Anyway, we couldn't
climb out again. Those sides have
been polished smHth."

U We'll throw a rope down," said
Mike.

Weston nodded. uSure. We can
:use some of the gear here. I'D pull
it off the trailer."

HWait a minute," said Anna.
Weston waited.

UWhy are you tw. so ea.ger to
go down there?"

~(No harm in a quick. cbeck,"
said Mike.

H Seems safe en.ugh," added
Weston.

UNo it doesn't, and you know
it. That pit obviGusly ha! some
thing to do with the vane,. You
didn't dare go with the bosses,
but you're falling over yoUJSe1ves
to jump down there. Why change
your minds so suddenly?"

((I can guess John's reason," said
Mike. U A way round the prohibi
tion?"

UWhat prohibition?" asked An
na, pouncing.

UIt's a long story," said Weston,
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silently cursing Mike. He had no
wish to tell Anna about the death
of his ancestors in the valley. Still,
he had better give her .part of the
truth.

((We guides are forbidden to en-
ter this valley. It's Family law.
Most of the other banned zones
are radioactive. This place doesn't
have any radiation, but it comes on
the same forbidden list. The valley
is just as deadly, in its own way,
as a ruined nuclear power station."

C( Then why do you want to go
do\vn the pit?" asked Anna.

((The list includes the valley. It
says nothing about this pit."

That statement was misleading,
but he intended it to be. Besides,
it was true.

(( You men!" said Anna. H Hop-
ing to get into the caves by a back
way without breaking Falnily rules,
are you? I don't know!"

He knew she was satisfied. She
already had a low opinion of men
from his country.

W eston and Mike brought over
the tackle from the trailer

and set it up. The rope ladder
dangled over the edge of the pit,
hanging invitingly from the pay
ing-out board.

uWell, here I go," said Anna,
hand on the rope.

UNot so fast!" said l\1ike. HOne
of us is going down before you."

Even after years in Anna's coun
try the old instincts returned.
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(~ I'll go," said "Vesten. "You
stay there, Anna - the navigator's
more valuable than the guide."

UYou just want the thrill of being
first," said Anna.

HNo, never," said Mike. (~We're

making sure the place is safe for
you. Go on, John, before she makes
a jump."

~~When the Family try me for
breaking regulations, at least I'll
be able to say I was first down."

He started descending the lad
der as he spoke. Seconds later he
was standing on the rocky floor.

((I'm down. 'VeIl, you can see that.
Leave the ladder where it is. The
sides are so smooth nobody could
climb out. No holds at all."

(~Can you see anything?" called
Anna.

(~Something," said \Veston. He
had found the dark opening of a
low cave, level with the floor.

(( It's a tunnel going into the
rock. This is the 'side facing the
valley, isn't it?"

Anna checked. ~~Yes. Your tun
nel must lead towards the Sleep
er's cave."

It probably did. There was quite
a draft in the opening.

(~I'm coming down!" called
Anna.

~~ All right," said Weston. ((Do
you mind staying up there, Mike?"

(~No, you're welcome. From the
look of that gap I couldn't squeeze
into the cave anyway. Wrong shape.
Say, John, tie a rope round you.
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l'hen I can call you back if we
get any signals from the cap'n."

«Right," said Weston. Mike
thre\v him one end of a lightweight
coil, and he tied it around his
chest. Four tugs from Mike would
mean that he had to return at
once.

Anna joined him. She gave him
a small torch. «One each." She
switched hers on and studied the
opening.

«Off we go," said Anna. She
slid herself into the shadow.

ttl thought I was going first,"
said Weston.

ttyou thought wrong, mate,"
said Mike. tt Hop after her before
she vanishes."

Hurriedly Weston followed Anna
into the cave. Darkness surround..
ed him.

"you can't go," said the god
dess. tt I won't let you."

Vel Senna knew there was no
way out from the chamber. The
goddess was standing in the en
trance, and the other tunnel was
too low for Senechi to use. He and
Krau Sara were trapped.

t<Can you understand me?" she
asked.

ttYes, perfectly," he replied in
Earth Basic.

USit down," said the goddess.
There was no furniture in the

cave, other than the couch with
its sleeping occupant. Vel Senna
knelt on the floor beside a group
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of ancient jewel-studded shields.
The goddess sat ,gracefully in front
of the Senechi. She matched the
priest's description of the Summer
Goddess, but she looked like a
normal female native. Only the gold
circlet on her head was unusual.

«I've never seen creatures like
you before," said the goddess.
ttWhat are you?"

tt\Ve are Senechi," said Krau
Sara. n Surely you recognize us?"

ttNo. Where do you come from?"
Vel Senna understood then that

the goddess had never heard of
the Senechi, even though Earth had
been discovered nearly two cen
turies ago. tt Surely, even in this
isolated northern valley you know
about the Senechi?"

HI know nothing about you. Tell
me."

ttWe are natives of a planet
called Delvla," said Vel Senna. He
described how his race had discov
ered space travel and started col
onizing the planets of nearby stars.
Earth was one such colony, with
nearly a quarter of a million Sen
achi living in the equatorial re
gion. The goddess had no diffi
culty in understanding the concept
of space travel. She had not known
any surprise at their non-human
bodies either.

UWhat brings visitors from an
other world to my valley?"

(tWe are searching for tracesef
the legendary pre-glacial civiliza
tion," said Yel Senna. He Jtepetl
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she had not seen them swallow
the jewels.

uWe were warned to keep away,"
added Krau Sara. C~They said a
goddess killed everyone who came
here. A foolish superstition. • • ."

c~Foolish?" She smiled. uYou
caDle here to steal my gold, didn't
you~H

uWe are scientists, explorers,"
Vel Senna began.. IDs protest was
interrupted by' the voice of a
native.

((You're tllieves I"

It was the old man they had seen
earlier, outside. They had not

heard him enter the chamber.
ctShe'll kill you," said the man.

~~She always kills you, whatever
you ate. You're aD thieves to her."

USit down and be quiet," said
the g~ddess. U Ignore him. He is
rna••"

The man sat down, running his
fingers through his gray beard.
His clothes aDd face were streak
ed with mud, Vel Senna noticed.
Who was he? The priest had not
mentioned him.

uYou Senecbi, come over here,"
said the goddess. ~~I'll show you
what I do to thieves."

She rose and led them across
the Chamber to the ship-like struc
turea. She pointed to the first. It
had a corrogated golden hull, dec
orated with precious stones, and
had five sails of thin silver sheeting.
AD the metal shone.
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UThat was Pilovitch," said the
bearded man.

cc Can you recognize a human
skeleton?" asked the goddess.

Vel Senna recognized one now.
The hull of the ship was a human
rib-cage. The bones were covered
with gold foil, and the gaps be
tween them filled in with gold ancl
jewels, but it was clearly part of a
human skeleton. '

U I discarded the skull," said the
goddess. uThe arms and legs I
used in the ship. The mainmast is
a fibula, and the other two masts
come from the lower arms. You
see, this is an ulna. The remain
ing arm and leg bones filled this
gap between the ribs and the pel~

. "VIS.

It was a beautiful piece of work:.
So was the next one, and the next.
Yel Senna could see a long series
of skeleton-ships disappearing into
the small tunneL None of them
was identical in design, but the
basic materials were obviously the
same. Many of the ships had skulls
in the bows or high on the masts.

uI've been making these since
my vigil began. The thieves kee~

coming, and I always need more
bones." She studied the two Sen
echi~ (CI'm not sure what to do
with you. You're almost human
Jrom the waist up, but the quad
ruped part of you is a problem."

Vel Senna said nothing. He pie
,lured the succession of jewel
thieves who had met their deaths
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THE fROZEN SUMMER

"OWl" exclaimed Anna. uThaf
is the second time I've hit

my head on the roof."
((Not so much noise," whispered

WestOD. UThey'll hear you at the
other end of the cave."

He and Anna were still crawling
through the tunnel. It was slop
ing very slighty downwards. The
light from their torches cast strange
shadows on the walls as they moved
forward.

Ult's aU right for you - you
haven't bumped yourself once yet."

U I have enough sense to keep
my head down. Kee~ moving,
Anna."

tel am moving! Don't rush me.
~here, John. rhe cave's opening
out."

l\bout time foo, he thought. If
he went on crawling much longer
he'd forget how to walk.

Soon the tunnel was four feef
high and almost as wide. Sma.ll·

in this valley. It was disturbing to . er openings appeared in the sides
know he would join them, so far at intervals, but the main passage
from the communal dying-place of was obviously the way ahead. Af
his home. iter a while Weston took the lead.

ccHow -can we escape?" asked The cave was high enough for
Krau Sara, in Senechi. him to get up off his stomach.

uI don't know," said Vel Sen- Anna did the same.
na. They looked at the skeleton- He tried to make as little noise
ships, then back at the entrance. as possible. There was no knowing

uYou can't get out," said the where sound might carry in these
bearded man watching them. UIt's passages.
too late. You've forgotten how to According to ·his sense of di
resist here. You were in her pow- rection, the cave was heading to;.
er from the moment she saw you." wards the valley. The twists and

turns did not affect its overall di
rection.

Quite suddenly, he came round
a slight bend and saw a strange
silver and gold object shining in
the torch-light. He stopped.

(tWhat is it, John? Not. a dead
end?"

U No." He let her move up along
side him.

It was like a model of a sail
ing boat, made from jewels and
precious metals. He could see oth
ers ahead, forming a long glitter
ing row against the dark stone.
There was just enough room to
squeeze between the line of boats
and the opposite wall. He glanced
over them quickly. All had squat
~lden bodies with silver sails
above. Hundreds of gems spar
kled in them.

They knelt down fo examine the
first object. It seemed unfinished,
as if someone had put the main
members of the hull together and
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then forgotten to fill lip the gaps,
Inside the hollow boat, partly hid
den in its covered bows, were sev
eral long golden rods with knob
bed ends. Weston picked up one
of the rods, thinking it looked fa
miliar. He scratched the metal ex
perimentally. The gold leaf rum
pled and came curling away.

weston unwound the gold
sheet, exposing a hard

whitish substance beneath. It took
him a moment- to realize what it
was. Anna said it for him.

HIt's a bone. That's a human
arm bone."

A sudden shiver ran along his
spine. He carefully replaced the
bone. He paused and looked hard
at the boats. The next one had
a strange figurehead - a human
skuH..

He studied the first boat again.
Now he knew what to look for,
he could easily identify it as a
rib-cage. The arms, legs and head
had been removed at some time,
leaving only the bones of the torso
from the neck to the pelvic girdle.
Everything in the mutilated skel
eton was covered with gold leaf,
and the ribs bore clusters of dia
monds.

~~ There must be dozens of them
along here," said Anna. HSo this is
where all the people disappear to."

uThe witch does this," said
Weston. celt's what you'd expect
of her, -if you knew the old ·stories."
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At that moment soolething jerk
ed around his chest. He felt a
spasm of fear; he had forgotten the
rope. It jerked again - four times
in all.

((That's Mike's signal," said
\Veston. ((The Senechi must have
gone into the valleys."

HWe can't go back now! \Ve've
just started finding things. "

HIt's tough, I know. The Sleep
er's cave can't be far no\v. But if
we're wanted up top we've got to
go."

(~I suppose so." She stared at
the golden remains again. ((They're
horrible, but they're fascinating."

HSo they are." He touched the
diamonds on the skeleton, then
drew back. (( I hate leaving these,
but we can come back for them
later. Come on."

They started back slo\vly to
wards the surface. At the pit, l\-1ike
Jones was waiting for them to re
turn.

perhaps it was his imagination,
but Vel Senna fancied the or

ange glow had deepened to imi
tate the death-lamps of his home
land.

(~Why do you not kill us now?"
he asked.

~~I don't know how to use you,"
said the goddess. U Your two sep
arate rib-cages won't form a ship
as they are. I don't want to sever
your spinal columns, but there's
no other way.
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ULet us leave and your problem
will be solved," said Krau Sara.

UYou can't leave. I'll kill you
tonight whether you give me an
answer or not."

After that, the goddess appeared
to lose interest in her captives. She
sat down by a heap of. rubies, put
ting a handful in her lap and ex
amining them one by one. \Vatch
ing her, Vel Senna wondered how
many other prisoners she had held
in this chamber.

UPretty, isn't she?" said the
bearded man. (( Do you think you'll
escape?"

Ul do not know," said Vel Senna.
UShe kills them all. She should

have killed me with the rest. "
((You will not die," said the god

dess, momentarily looking up from
her rubies. (( 1 shall keep you
alive."

((You're the lucky ones," said
the man to the Senechi. ((You'll
die soon."

((How long have you been a pris
oner here?" asked Vel Senna.

((1 can't remember. I know I'll
be here until he awakes." The man
pointed to the sleeping form in the
central mound.

((\\Tho is he?"
The prisoner ignored \Tel Senna's

question. Hyou know, he's the
cause of all this. If he'd never
been born, none of this would have
happened. Everything depends on
that boy. When he awakes the
valley will cease to exist."
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How absurd, thought Vel Senna.
1 could arouse mm with a sin(l~

touch.
Why not? He reached out for

the Sleeper. Somehow he failed te
touch him. He moved forward
again, but· the Sleeper was still
the same distance away. It was
impossible to reach the golden bed.

(("7hat is happening?" he asked.
((Nothing," said Krau Sara.

((What do you mean?" .
(( I told you, you're in her pow

er," said the prisoner.
Vel Senna gave up the attempt.

((It is very strange."
(( It is simple," said the goddess.

((I don't want you to touch my
son."

Her explanation was no expla
nation at all. If an invisible

force-field had surrounded the bed,
Vel Senna would have understood,
but her casual disregard for logic
and science left him bewildered.

(Your son?" asked Krau Sara.
((Is that sleeping human your
child?"

« Of course he is. Didn't you
know?"

((The priest said nothing about
him," said Vel Senna. .

((I'd better tell you, if you don't
know where you are. My son and
I came here when the long winter
began. I've guarded him ever
since."

U ImpossibleI" cried Vel Senna.
uThe last interglacial period end-
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ed at least a thousand years ago?"
UWhat?" the bearded man stood

up, staring at the goddess.
UIt doesn't matter. It will be

longer still before the ice melts.
When the Ice Age comes to an end,
my son will awake. He will go out
into the world and rule over its
peoples. That is his destiny."

U I have heard this before," said
Vel Senna. UIt is nonsense."

UIt is true. He will build new
civillzations."

UI cannot believe it," said Vel
Senna. uThis tale of a Sleeping
God occurs on many planets. It
is common among the religious be
liefs of primitive people."

U A thousand years," said the
bearded man.

t'Forget the legends. You are in
my world. My son will inherit the
Earth at the end of the ice."

uWiIl the ice ever melt?" asked
Krau Sara.

U It must," said the prisoner.
Vel Senna remembered the old

stories he had heard from the na...
tives. The humans had reached
the height of their ancient civillza
ton, only to see it destroyed by the
ad~cing ice. All trace of that age
had vanished, except for the Sum
mer Goddess and her valley. By
her power she had held back the
ice for a thousand years. She had
defied the laws of the Universe
to shape the destiny of her ·son. It
:was beyond reason.

He looked at the goddess again.
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She had said the bearded prisoner
was mad, but it must be she who
was mad. And yet • • • In this
valley Time had stopped. She
might be insane, but that did not
lessen her power.

U So . your son will awake and
rule your planet," said Krau Sara.
UWhat is his name?"

((Conqueror," said the goddess.

IV

on the edge of the ice, Weslon
and the others gazed down

into the valley. Nothing lDOyed

((This is where the Senechi were
last seen," said Captain Ram Ba
dal Zing.((They vanislted before we
arrived."

The two female engineus had
accompanied the captain. One of
them said, ~(I saw a man walking
out of the trees. He went into
a cave among the rocks."

uHas he come out?" 8.!ked
Weston. UNo? Where's the cave?"

The captain pointed. -That
large opening just tlUs side of the
stream."

((What did the man look like?"
U Bearded, gray Ilair, pale !kin,

brown clothes," said the woman
who had seen him.

« You think our bosses are in
that cave?" asked Mike.

U They are not in the l'alley,"
said Captain Zing.

Below them the trees wen stiD.
Only a few small birds could \le
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seea. ' Weston searched in vain for
a flash of purple.

U Any sign of the witch?"
cCNo."
Weston paused. If would be al

most certain death to go after the
Senechi. He knew now how those
earlier Westons had felt, centuries
ago, standing on this same brink.

It had started with his ancestor
Endes Weston, whose gang bad
crowned their previous robberies by
stealing his own Family Shield.
The rest could be forgiven, but not
the Shield. The Family of Guides
traced the gang as far as the
valley, and here the trail ended.
Several Westons had died before
the quest was finally abandoned.
Some people who only spent a few
moments in the valley survived, but
those who went into the cave never
returned.

John Weston felt responsible for
the Senechi. He had brought them
here. He had been mad to think
they could find the Shield for him.
It was his duty to save them some
how. He wished he had never ac
cepted their contract.

He might reach the Sleeper's
chamber through the tunnel from
the pit, but the Senechi could nev
er get out that way. The centau
roids were far too big for the nar
row tunnel.

uWe've got guns and grenades
on the sledge," said one of the en
gineers. U We could fight our way
In.''
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U Don't be stupid I" said Mike.
uGuns agains r~e witch?"

U A cave is an excellent defensive
position," said the ca~tain.

W eston made no eommenf.
They had no idea what an

cient weapons the witch might have
in her cave. The ice had covered so
much.

UI know," said Mna Holni.
(~One person could slip in and look
around without being seen."

Good idea, thought Weston. It
might just work.

UNo," said Mike. uIf there were
guards waiting inside we'd never
see them."

ccI could look in witli a nighl
telescope. I'd see the guards then."

rr You could?" snapped Weston.
ccYes, why not? I've been in

caves before."
uSo have I," said Weston, and

his decision was made. uYou're not
going. I am."

He should have gone down Witli
the Senechi at the beginning.

tCThat's typical of you two. You
keep all the exciting things for
yourselves."

CClt's not exciting, Anna. It's
dangerous." That woman would
never learn. ~

Swiftly he began arming him"
tself with weapons. from the sledges.

Guns for gas, projectiles, ice anc
sonic rays. Grenades: smoke, gas;
explosive one of them might
work..
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.Capfain Zing cougJled. uMr.
Weston, you .are under a separate
~ntract. I cannot order you not
to go down."

uThen don't," said Weston. He
checked his weapons. HThat's
enough. If I break a photoelectric
relay it's too bad. Give me twenty
minutes in the cave. If you don't
see me by then I won't be coming
out. Don't come in after me."

He walked to the very limit of
the ice. His feet touched the valley
earth.

((Good luck, Mr. Weston," said
Captain Zing.

Looking up, he realized the man
meant it.

HJohn," said Anna quickly, (thaw
will you know when the twenty
minutes are up?"

HMy watch, of course? Why?"
HThis is the valley where time

stands still. Will your watch work
down there?"

He.held up his wrist. ((It's work-
ing now."

U People have been in the valley
before," said the captain. <elf the
body rhythms continue normally,
timepieces will not be affected."

HThere you, are," said Weston.
uTime hasn't really stopped. She's
done something else to it."

It was an intriguing notion, but
he could.. not pursue it now. ((See
you later, then. Twenty minutes."

'It was too easy. Weston went
.' down the slope, across the grass

II

and into the fa11eD boulders, aU
without incident. Nearing the cave
mouth, he crept forward slowly.
He knew the others were watching
him from the ice.

Almost there, he had a moment
of doubt. What if Anna had been
right, and time flowed differently
in the valley? His watch seemed
normal, but suppose a few minutes
in the valley were equivaleBt to
several hours of outside time.
Twenty minutes to him might
seem like a day to the people out
side. Well, it was too late for him
to worry about that BOW. He
thought of those dead Westons of
long ago.

He drew his night telescope and
peered into the shadows.. The cave
was empty as far as a corner. This
was still too easy. As he wallred
in he drew his projectile gun.

A faint glgw appeared at the
far end, growing brighter as he
walked on. The old histories were
true, he thought, seein~ a rounded
pillar of rock at his side. This
could only be the Sleeper's cave.
Then suddenly the passage t'pened
out, and he was in the chamber.

The orange light and the Sleep
ers couch were as he had expected.
Gold and jewels lay everywhere,
astonishing him by their sheer
quantity. The two Senechi were
there, and the bearded man the
engineer had seen. There, too, was
the golden-haired witch, dressed in
black, a legend come alive. The
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dead Westons were very close to
him now.

Whipping up his projectile gun,
he squeezed off a quick burst of
bullets. They bad no effect. He
fired the whole clip, but she was
unharmed. Somehow he was not
surprised.

He had other weapons. He
snatched up a two-second smoke
grenade, thumbed it and flung it
at her. The bearded man jumped
up towards the witch, and then the
white smoke enveloped them both.

High up near the roof, some
thing dark and shapeless

floated towards him. It touched
the smoke and withered away.

Shaken by the sight of that dark
presence, he set off two more gre
nades. As they burst, he saw the
bearded man go flying backwards
to crash against the wall. Simulta
neously, waves of dizziness washed
through his brain. The Senechi
were standing at the fringe of the
smoke clouds, unmoving.

« Run, you idiots 1" he cried. ee Get
out."

They remained like statues, and
the smoke covered them. The diz
ziness pulsed through him, strong
er and stronger. Tiny blue electric
discharges appeared in the smoke;
he heard them crackling. The blue
sparks flashed towards him and
stung wherever they hit him. His
head was throbbing under enor
mOllS blows.
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The witch appeared from the
clouds. He fired his sonic gun, but
a giant blue flash jerked it from
his hand. The gun hit the floor
and exploded.

Both lte and the witch were
hurled to the ground by the blast.
He had not the strength to rise. He
thought foolishly that it was a fee
ble explosion. Recovering his wits
despite the constant pounding in
his brain, he drew his ice gun.
Blue sparks from the smoke still
jolted him, but the gun stayed
put as he fired.

A stream of rectification impulses
hissed towards her, freezing every
thing in their path. Snowflakes
whirled out of the beam, but the
witch was untouched.

Sparkling diamonds showered
upon them. Weston glimpsed the
bearded man through the smoke,
casting jewels into the air. The
gun crumbled away in his hand,
but he hardly noticed. He was al
most beaten.

HIt's time you stopped this,"
said the witch, getting to her feet.
Sapphires descended from the)
smoke. t

eeA thousand years!" cried ..
bearded man. ee Curse you, da1lfli1
terI" '~
. Suddenly ~he jewels were ~=
lng. Inner fIres flared up WI .

the crystals, flashing out bright....
lYe Some of them struck WestonJ
burning him. All around him th,
jewels were heating up, shinin_
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one of the natives stepped for
I ward. It was the dark-6kin
ned captain, Ram :Badal Ziag. He
asked, uSir, whaf happened in the
cave? Where is Mr. WestoB?"

The guide was probably dead by
now. He could not win agaiDst the
goddess. In fact, the sooner, the
Senechi left the area the better. It
was too dangerous to stay here.

uWhere is Mr. Weston?" the
captain repeated.

like colored searchlights thrOUgD ~tXhis wa~l." h~ cri~. uFollow
the thinning smoke. An~ :th~ S~~ me I ,~

chi were screaming. Krau Sara was jiritJi him. They
Then the light was cut off, and raced out of the Chamber gallo~

everything disappeared. All the ing madly along the tunnel. Sun
noises ceased, even the thunder of light struck them like a blow.
his pulse. His mind became quiet He saw natives above the val-
and peaceful in the darkness. ley. Their crewI The two gianf

All resistance ended, an<l he let centauroids hurtled across the
the witch possess him. . ground.

Safety was but a few yards
away. Vel Senna put every possi
,hIe effort into leaping up the
slope. His hooves hit ice. They were
out.

uWe have escapedl" he shouted
sending the natives reeling back
in alarm. He clasped Kran Sara.
;Their flight had taken mere sec
onds, so swiftly had they moved.

He looked with new visioll at the
ice on which he stood. That froz
en white water was more predous
than any colored crystals he could
possess. It meant he was free of
the goddess and her eternal sum
mer. He was back in the Ice Age.

vel Senna watched the battle
between their guide and the

goddess without emotion. The na
tive could not kill her. He was
fighting bravely, but his efforts
were in vain. The goddess would
soon subdue hm.

Smoke swirled around the Sene
chi, and Vel Senna saw tiny blue
sparks crackling in the clouds. Ob
viously the goddess was using a
localized field distorter, although
he could not see the instrument.

The bearded prisoner flung
handsful of jewels into the smoke
He cried out, U Curse you, daugh
ter! "

Her .face became terrible. Vel
Senna screamed.

Fire burst out within him. The
gems in his stomach were burn
ing! He coughed in desperation,
and with terrible slowness the
stones came up. A stream of glow
ing emeralds and rubies spouted
from his mouth.

He had to get outl Suddenly his
mind was free. Xhe goddess had
lost controL
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(tHe has served his purpose,"
said Vel Senna. C( We will return to
the airship at once."

"What happened to him?"
These natives were infuriating

ly persistent. "He was fighting the
goddess when we escaped. He is
now dead or a prisoner."

"We can't just leave him," said
the chief engineer, Jones.

uYou must. The goddess can in
fluence your minds to make escape
psychologically impossible. She
may be affecting you now. We
plust not remain here. Get aboard
the sledges. We shall hire a new
guide at the next town."

,cNo," said the captain.
Vel Senna boarded the nearest

sledge, Krau Sara following. U Cap- .
tain Zing, I order you to drive
back to the ship."

(CMr. Weston is still in the cave."
Vel Senna and the captain stared

grimly at each other.
Jones broke the silence. U I'll

drive them back, cap'n. The rest
of you stay here and look for John.
We'll wait for you."

The engineer swung himself in
to the pilot seat. "I'll have you
back in a few moments, sir."

The possibilities were good,
thought Vel Senna. Hastily count
ing the natives here, he calculated
there were two crew members at
the airship - plus Jones. That was
enough to fly to the nearest town,
and then they could pick up a
fresh crew.
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"Drive off," said Jones, kicking
on the engine. He cut in the fly:
wheel, and the sledge moved off.

That was the last they would see
of those natives. It was allDOying,
because good crews were harg to
find and also extremely expensive.
But it was worth it to escape that
terrible valley.

The journey to the airship was
over in millutes. Jones halte(l

the sledge in the slaadow of the
gasbag, right under' the davits. Vel
Senna gained the lower deck in a
single leap.

"Secure the sledCe," said Vel Sen
na to the two humaas aboard. They
attached the hooks and indied the
sledge up into itsflijl.t positlea.

"Jones, come wifb. us to tie con
trol room," said Vel SeDD&.

u Yes, sir." The eagineer lollewed
the two Senecbi alone the )18SSI.ge
way.

In the control room Vel Senna
felt more relaxed. Soou he woJdd be
far away from the Soddess. He
pointed to the instrutneab. "Lift
ship, Jones."

The engineer frowned. "What 
take off, sir?"

"Yes, human. Take ofi."
"Well, sir, if you put it like that

. . . " The native went up to the
controls. Clearly he was better con
ilitioned to obedience thaD the oth
ers.

At the controls Jones readied in
to a pocket. Out came a heat gun.
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He fired into the panels. He did it
58 casually that Vel Senna stood
there and watched him do it.

Under the hisiing beam whole
banks of instruments melted away.
The steering co1umns collapsed in
wards. Vapor rose up from the
wreckage, and drops of liquefied
metal spattered on the floor. There
was a bang as the fuses blew.

"Well, there's a thing," said
Jones, as the last controls dissolved.
He stopped firing and shook his
head.

"I don't know what came over
me. I'll start the repairs right
away."

vel Senna drew his whip. "Hu
man, you have immobilized

this airship."
~~ Clever of you to notice." AI

mest by accident, the gun was now
pointing t.owards the Senechi.
((Just by the .way, I'm the only
one on board who can repair these
controls. Unless you want to go
back to the valley for my assis
tants you'd better leave me com
pletely alone."

~(The other two here - "
~(They cannot help," said Krau

Sara. (( They are unskilled domes
tics."

~(Quite true," said Jones. HMai
sie's a good cook but she's a hope
less engineer. Well, I'll pick up
semething to start patching up this
mess. I might have some part
trouble because of the changeover
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to Senechi calibration. Still, it's
not as bad as it looks. I should
rig up something by nightfall."
He strolled out. His footsteps re
ceded along the passageway to the
equipment stores.

Vel Senna let his whip fall. uI
shall definitely kill that human to
morrow."

HWhy not now?" suggested
Krau Sara. We could ride a sledge
back to civilization."

((No, we need him," said Vol
Senna. ((If we do not return with
this airship there will be an in
quiry by the Native Relations
Board. We cannot stand another in
vestigation."

(( So Jones has the advantage?"
~(Yes, and he knows it. The na

tives back at the valley are arm
ed. If "Te kill Jones and leave, they
will pursure us - on. sledges or in
the airship."

(( Can we kill him now? His sub
ordinates will do the work."

~~We would have to return to the
valley. They might search for the
guide until sunset, and then we
would have to spend the night
here. I do not wish to face tke
goddess in darkness. "

HNeither do I."
HSo now we must wait for

Jones."
(( He's the second native today

who has trapped us."
uYes," said Vel Senna, with

rare hitterness. (C I shall not for
get this day."
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T he prisoner touched a sapphire
hesitantly. It was quite cold

again. Around him, the smoke was
drifting away as the chamber re
turned to normal. On the ground
lay the fur-clad warrior, still and
quiet in defeat. His weapons had
disappeared. The prisoner re
membered other warriors coming to
the cave, all had met the same
end.

He had tried to help the stran
ger, but the end had been inevi
table.

His one consolation was the
escape of the purple monsters. Only
three people had ever escaped be
fore, and two of them had later re
tmned and died. The struggle to
free the aliens had been worth
while. The battle had been hard;
jewels were scattered everywhere,
and the bursting grenades had
printed white smears over the floor.
His hands were still raw where
his daughter's fury had turned the
jewels to fire as he held them. He
was amazed that the stranger had
fought on for so long.

His daughter stood over the war
rior, calm and in control once more.
She was not ready to kill the man
yet.

"Get up," she said. "What is
your name?"

The stranger obeyed slowly. nI'm
Jehn Weston," he said. He looked
around and saw the skeleton-ships.
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Clearly' he- recognized. .them.
Watching him, the prisoner real

ized that this man Weston had
known from the beginning what his
fate would be. Then the stranger
saw him.

tc I remember you," said the
stranger, tc you and the jewels.
You called her daughter. Are you
her father?"

((I am, God help me."
((What is God?"
A thousand years, thought the

prisoner.
((My father is no better than

you," said the witch. ((He was the
first to come after my treasure. Do
you know why I keep him alive?
To show my son that his ance~tors

were peasants and thieves. He is
the past that Conqueror will de
stroy."

He was completely in his daugh
ter's power. It was his punishment
for bringing her into the world.

U Do you hate your father that
much?" asked Weston.

UNo," she replied. uHe is weak.
They were all weak."

The prisoner saw Weston look
towards the row of gleaming skel
eton-ships.

(( You will be one soon."
((I thought so. I've seen them

before."
((You have actually seen them?"

asked the witch. UWhere?"
U In the cave."
(( From the air shaft? How did

you get out?"
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The prisoner was as surprised as
as IUs daugltter. He had often

crawled along tile dark tunnel to
the pit, but his daughter had al
ways prevented him from climbing
out. Other captives had tried it
before she killed them, a.n~ all had
failed.

uWe turned rgund and went back
the same way ,ve came." said
Weston.

UWe? You were not alone?"
((ADna was with me."
((What made you turn round?"
"Mike's signal. I had one end of

the rope. He stayed outside, and
wltea. he tugged it I knew we had
to ge back."

u·EKtemal stimulus," said the
witclt. uHow simple, how ingeni
ous. I shall prevent it in future."

That explained it, thought the
prisoller. Anyone entering the air
shaft was lured further in by sub
tle meatal suggestions. The signal
called Weston back before her au
tomatic conditioning had taken
full effect. Perhaps the idea was
common, for they had had fewer
visitors of late, it seemed.
R~I Weston was not alone.

There were other men outside with
ropes. Perhaps they were still there,
thougltt the prisoner. If he went
up to the pit they might be able
to puIt him out.

The prisoner qlZickly formed a
new plan. When his daughter was
fuII7 occupied with Weston he
would leave tlie chamber for the
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air shaft. If the men were there
they would help him escape. It
was his final chance.

uYou made a very determined
,assault on me," his daughter was
saying to Weston. tt You resisted
me for several minutes. What kept
you going?"

uI don't know."
Good. She was busy probing

\Veston's motives for the attack.
Presently he would slip away to
the shaft. The purple aliens would
want to rescue Weston, and they
would surely have men stationed
up there.
. It was hard for him to remem-
ber, but these. periods of sanity
lasted for about a day. He would
have ample time to escape.

(~I feel guilty about bringing
them here," said Weston. ((I was
hoping all along they'd· go inside."

(tWhy was this?" she asked.
uI hoped they might find our

Family Shield." I

There were many shields in the
cave, mostly dating from before
the Ice Age. It was possible that
some of them had belonged to the
Families, but it did not matter to
the prisoner. He had lost interest
in shields long ago. Only one thing
mattered to him now.

. (eI see it now," said the witch
to Weston. ((You are not the -first
Weston I've killed. There were
others. Describe your Shield."

(( Rose patterned gold, sapphires
dominant upon diamonds in field.
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'V.Te still use the same design ..."
Now, thought the prisoner, go

now while she's still interested in
him.

While they were talking, the
prisoner stole away silently past
the skeleton-ships. The tUnnel led
to his private corner - and to the
air shaft.

They had not seen him go. He
could still hear their voices as he
hurried along the dark passage.

"This is the one,"- said the
witch.

Weston looked at the shield she
was holding. It was old and bat..
tered, ~~ ~y eIDp~ je~

sockets, but he knew the design.
It was the ancient device of his
Family.

uYes. It's our Family Shield."
'u A man called Endes Weston

brought it here. He had already
stolen this from his Family, and
he came here to steal more."

Other shields lay about the
chamber. Most of them were in
bad condition, but Weston saw
one standing by the Sleeper's bed
which was perfect.

(( So the blood of Endes Weston
still flows. You came here With
your purple friends to steal back
your Shield. Your greed and your
guilt were combined - as in my
other Westons."

He did not want to die, but he
saw no way to prevent it. She
had taken away his will to resist.
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Endes Weston must have gone
through this same torture three
hundred years agO.

U Did you tum my aneestor's
bones into a boat?,"

u Yes, I use you all. Perhaps I
shall put you beside him."

The witch suddenly looked up
towards the entraace. She had seen
something. Weston turned.

In the chambel' stood &Ilother
woman, also' a blende, but dressed
in furs. U Hello there," she •Mid.

Anna HolmI
It was impossihle. He lad told

them not to follow him. But it
would have to be Anna, who dis
obeyed him. Calmly she was walk
ing to them.

uHave you come to die too?"
asked the witch.

nOb no," said Anna. uI've ceme
to give you something."

Weston could oaly stSl6,at Iter.
She put her haIUi mto a p8eket

and brought something out. 1* was
a small watch. Its ticking was loud
in the quiet cave.

Anna offered it to the :witch.
UIt's for you. A 'present trom me.
Look, it tens you tile time."

Time. The watclt was tkking
away, in a place where time had
been forgotten. IDs 8W'D wakh had
vanished with his weap<)DS. Now
here was another.

Uput it away," said the witch,
drawing back.

((No, take it," sai4 Alma. ~It's

yours. You like treasure. 'De cas..
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ing's made of solid gold. Don't you
want it?"

Tick, tick. Tick, lock. The
witch's eyes were fixed on the
moving hands. Seconds passed with
no other sound.

Gold isn't any use to me," said
Anna. UYou can have it, really."

UNo," said the witdl. (CStop tor
menting mel"

uIf you don't want it, just pick
it up and smash it. I won't mind."

"I cannot touch your gift. The
sight and sound of it are terrible.
You have made Time move before
me."

CCWhat's wrong with that?"
"I make Time stand still."
"I had an idea you did."

The second hand went on round
and round, marking eff the

numbers without pause. The witch
looked away.

UVery well. Go from here, and
take your watch away."

uAnd John?"
uTake your man as well."
AnDa caught hold of him. H You

heard. Come on I "
He was bewildered. H Yes, but

-" He pOinted to the Weston
Family Shield.

Weston hesitated, unable to de
cide.

n Don't i;' cried Anna, jerking at
his wrist. (( Don't spoil everytlting
now!"

Anna. Trust Anna. Weston aI
l.wed himself to be led away. As

"

he went, he felt the mists inside
his head suddenly disappear.

HDon't look back," said Anna.
((This way."

uI know," said Weston. "I'm
clear again."

"Remember," called the witch,
"my son shall conquer you aUl"

"Come on," said Anna. "Back
to the others I "

They went running out of the
chamber, away from the orange
light and into the darkness of
the tunnel. Weiton had a vision of
ice, stretching away in endless
wastes across half the world. He
ran towards the ice. The pale light
of the entrance expanded before
him, and suddenly he was out of
the cave and in the valley. It was
wonderful to have open air around
him again.

They struggled across the rocky
ground to the slope. Anna stumbled
on a loose stone ; Weston held her
firmly.

(( I'm all right. You can let ge
of me now."

(( Not yet. You're the only real
thing in the valley."

Together he and Anna scram
bled up the slope. He saw the
captain and the engineers waiting
on the' skyline. They looked reas
suringly solid. They reached down
and helped the two of them up
onto the ice.

Ice, firm and hard, outside the
witch's domain. Weston stamped
on it, feeling it crunch underneath
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his heel. ((Ice," he said. uNothing
to beat it."

uLook," said the captain.
Down in the valley, the witch

had come out of the cave. She
stood looking up at the little group
of people.

Weston found Anna's hand
again. (( This is where we get out
for good. I'm not staying here any
longer."

(( An extremely sensible point of
view," said Captain Zing. He nod
ded to the engineers. (( Right,
aboard the sledge. Back to the
ship."

The witch was still ~azing at
them as they sped away. Her face
was full of hate.

It was bitterly cold at the bot-
tom of the pit. The prisoner

sat against the smooth wall, his
eyes closed, his breathing slow.
Five meters above him was the
ice, a circle of blue sky, and noth
ing else.

He did not return to the tunnel.
His period of sanity was not over
yet, and while it lasted he in
tended to wait in case the men
came back. They were his only
hope of escape. A thousand years
in this valley, he thought, pulling
his clothing tighter against the
cold. No man could have remained
sane throughout such a captivity.
The wonder was that the mad
ness ever faded at all.

It was an eternity later that the
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prisoner heard the engine. He stood
up as the sound of the motor~
louder. The men had returned I
He listened intently as the noise
gave a final roar and died away.
Voices came down to him.

((Stand back!" It was a man
speaking and one accustomed to
authority. ((The witch may ltave
laid a trap since you were here
last."

((I'm not worried about her,"
said a woman. H I just hope the
Senechi don't fly off before we
get back."

((You leave that to Mike," said
another man. (( \.,.ou saw what he
did. to those controls."

The prisoner recognized the last
voice. It was Westonl The man
had escaped. Something had hap
pened in the Sleeper's chamber
after he left.

((Now," said \Veston, I'm going to
the edge. Give me five seconds
and then pull me back whatever
happens. No, make that three sec
onds. Ready?"

Suddenly \Veston came into
view, staring down at the prisoner
from the ice high above.

((Help me!" cried the prisoner.
U Get me away from here I "

U Stay there!" \Veston shouted,
and disappeared.

Rescue. In a few moments he
would be free. He heard Weston
speaking to the others. cc Yes, it's
the man from the cave. He's
there."



UI told you he would be," said
the woman. nXhis Is the only;
place lte could have come."

U He was lucky you thoughf of
it," said Weston. ((I didn't see him
leave the chamber. Ahl Thanks.
Fire away."

The prisoner heard a series of
ringing metallic blows, seven or
eight in all. WAat were they do
ing up there? Tl1e noise might at
tract his daughter.

Weston reappeared, accompanied
by severnl other people.

one of the men flung a rope
ladder. It hUllg quivering in

front of the prMoner, inviting him
to take hold of it. He could see
every strand of the rough fibers.
HesitaBtly he touched it.

The men shouted at him to
climb up it.

He pUt his foot on the first rung
and began to climb. He moved very
slowly, hardly daring to breathe
in his tension. On the third step
he felt the old familiar heaviness
flowing into his limbs. He knew
that her power was still strong.

After six steps be paused, his
breathing labored, and he found he
could not rise again. The ropes
were taut and stretching under the
weigkt of his distorted body. They
would break soon. He knew the
men watching him, uncomprehend
ing. He hung there on the ladder,
not moving, until the ropes parte4.
He dropped back into the (:!it.
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He lay on the floor, looking up
:wards at the puzzled faces. They
threw him another ladder and
urged him to try again, but be
shook his head wearily. He would
never be able to reach the surface
:while his daughter possessed him.'

One of the men shifted his feet,
iiislodging a piece of snow. ·The
lump came falling into the pit, buf
it melted away in the air. ne
prisoner saw it vanish.

He had to face the truth. His
iiaughter's power never lessened.

This had all happened before,
again and again. He had lain here
~ previous centuries, seeing the
anxious people above, knowing
their efforts were useless. Now he
remembered why Weston's face
was familiar in these surroundings.
Endes Weston had stood up there,
three centuries before. And how
many others had tried to rescue
him from the pit? All of them had
failed. He was fated to remain
here until the Sleeper arose.

He was trapped in this fragmenf
of a forgotten summer, beyond the
help of any man. Bitterly he called
out to them to go away, and pres
ently they did. Their engine start
ed up, fading gradually into the
distance until he could no longer
hear it. He was left alone.

It always ended like this. He
was no better than the birds in
the trees, singing the same songs.

Only the peoEle outside were
free. END
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THE FAITHFUL

IF • Short Story

MESSENGER
by GEORGE SCITHERS

The message was urgent! The late

of empires rested on it - and it

was 14,000,000 years too late!

A lonely wind whispered across the planet's had since the ocean
the dead city's harbor, carry- boiled away."

ing with it a wisp of dust from the "Well, you aren't going to have
dry sea bottom. Jon followed the much excitement to match a low
swirl of dust with his eyes, saw it grade nova - I suppose that's what
eddy around the rounded, time- it was. Still - "
smoothed stones of the crumbled Shrill bells sounded. The two
ruins, then drift to the ground as men jumped, then ran for their
the tired wind died. The Scout Scoutcraft, a few hundred meters
looked up; though the local sun away in the ruins. As they ran, Jon
stood high, the sky was almost touched his radio, yelled, eel hear
black, and he could make out De- ya; alarm acknowledged! What'n
neb. Sol, he knew, was just a few space is it?"
degrees to one side, but too far - eeAerial craft approaching, non
much too far - to be seen from Terran, non-Federation." The
here, even through this thin, dry Scou~craft's computer shifted from
atmosphere. its flash-message to its emergency

"Quiet place, isn't it?" asked tone of voice, continued: "Bearing
Jon's partner, tall Rolf. 80 degrees, elevation 42 degrees;

"Yeah, we're the most excitement field drive of novel type; broadcast
99



HUGO WilNER
George Seithers received II•• Hugo for the
fan magazine (fanzine) h. eelllI, which ..
called AMRA and II devoted to lWore£.
and-lorcery literature. In additIon to be
ing on. of our Hugo winner., Sdthen
II allo the author of thl. month'. "flnt"
1IoIy, aDd .. look forward to seeing hi.
IIaIIIcI aacI thlnl and man, more when
. reIvraa fr. active dutr In the Far

1-··

IPI ~ ml radar frequency anCl
~Ul _ftemBting to establish
~.~~

JC1!oIce 6rO~Clcasf?:" panted Rolf
til Ii~ y~uIfci;l oyer 3 heap of austy
stelle.

((Digital signals - esfablishing a
number base - multiplication table
- series of prime numbers-shall I
attempt tQ open communication"?"

"YesI" said jJon. He slappeg his
radio, said "¥es-I" again.

"Unknown is ~pparently com
ptltec-<tirectea," the Scouteraft
COIRputer went on in its priority
message tone of voice. "Program
miag includes 3 language-learning
and-translation program of ~a·
or<tinary adaptability."

"Where'n space the thing come
from?" pantoo Jon, remembering to
tuna on his radiQ this time. He
boun<lea over a crumbled wall, slid
to a stop at the Scoutship's side.
"I thought you saiCl there wasn't
anvthing radiating on the Jp'hole
plutet before we Iandoo."

"The unknown was DOt OD planet
then," said the computer. "Fascin-
181

.,lttt 1&DSIa_ Dfbii"IIiiIidD~ II
Jrm tie ible f.Q COD.v_ldtJi~~!
the time It arrIves.JI

((You· meaD~ it-_a us fOtDiCl UiIs
planet _t exactll tHe same time!
il'hat's - that - " RoU feB silenl,
100kea up ~d pointea. cC:IJJ,ete it
is·I"

A spa! in the slty quickly grew,
resolveil Itself into an oblong; tar
nishea spacecraft some ten. mefers
long that settIea almost to tJie
groun(f some Wstance from the twQ
Scouts ana their ship. The unknoWli
floated slowly, silently toWard them
ana stopped, still floating, ~ (Iozen
meters away.

[fon took a step into his Scout
craft's airlock, hesitated, then
steppe(l back out, staring. The ~.
known looke<J: like nothing he ha~

ever seen before - too small to be
a manneij spaceship, too big to be
a bomb, too featureless to be an
exploratory probe ana aefinitely Dot
a Federation device of any kind.
Not that there would have been an
other Federation j:levice on this
planet of Deneb, countless light
years from Earth.

A new !oice cut through the tbiIi
air.

The unKnown aslte<I: "As tile
Representatives of the Minister of
Messages of the Governmeat of
rherin 12, will you accept - "

"What in space aQ you mean?"
aske<I Jon.

"Ana no or what are you?'"
ask:~ Rolf.
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"I ~ __message 1859'?047, -_ I
Jiave lranslated the number

from tiAse twelye to your Dumtier
system - of the Goarrn Region,
MessagefraDsport lJepartment, of
r.r~-Raken, with rush and ordina
ry messages from the regional cen
ler." I'he tarnished spacecraft
paused, then added, "I am on the
Realm's business."

UBut - but - what Iiappened
~ here'?" saia Rolf, gesturing at the
sere Janilscape, at the 9usty ruin
of the ~eaa city.

"Are you sure you aren't off
course?," said JaD.

"Way off course?" asKOO Rolf.
"I've never heard of the Realm."

"Increilible," muttere<I the oblong
messagecraft. "You are in the very
miast of the Realm. Still, it has
been a long time - "

"How long?" And what in space
lzappened here?" .

"I am Dot authorizoo to maKe
astronomical reports. or provide ir
relevant information," saiCl the mes
sagecraft, apologetically. "Now:
this ;s the planet Therin, and you
Me only intelligent beings inhabit
ing thereon, correct?"

nyes, but -" said Rolf.
"Therefore, you constitute the

Government of Therin 12 and
hence, you necessarily encompass
the office of Minister of Messages
as well. Wherefrom it follows logic
aDy that you are authoriz~ to
JJccept messages. Now - "

CCBut- "
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"J)em~eshave lieeD too long
ileJa):ef1 iJI iJeJitef1;; I must i1eJi~
tlieJQ at once. You of COUrse affirm
your own secrecy-Worthiness;'~ som~

of tJie messages are Realm's Se
crets."

"Well- "
ccAs the Government of Theriil

'12, you obviously can authorize
yourselves to receive official mes
sages. Will you accept the mess-!
ages?/"

"Oliay, tiuf -"
"I have," said the messagecraft,

"just now transmitted my messages
to your ship's computer." J

"Printout of the aata reaQy," saia :
the Scoutcraft computer, via raiUo.
[fOD scramblea aboard, founa a five
centimeter stack of paper sfackei!
under the ship's printer.

"1 would," saicl the farnislieCl
messagecraft as f on slowly stepped
from his ship with an armloaCl of
message text, "have given you m~

messages by yoice, Qnly I unaer
slana from your ship's compu~

that you reaCl faster than you lis
ten. If you WilI check the messages
now?: I have translated them, of
course, With the data from yout
computer."

Jon hanQoo Rolf half the SUlci
of freshly printed paper, then tie
gan .to read the top "page himself.

"Most Urgent, For DeIiyery In
Haste," 6egan the message. "From
WD Goarm to WD, TheriD 12, for
reaHdressal. 17 Thiril 2,3746. The
invasion of the l~g e9ge of the
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IIIiia spiral by the Confederacy
lfIeJet places the Realm's ilefense
~ODS in seriQus ~d. [m
m~te mob~tioD of the follow
inc ~-forces is hereby ••••"
JOII glanee<l ~own a page of nu
merical designations, turned to the
ne%t communication, read a frag
ment: " ••• loss of six systems in
the trailingenij of the Goarrn
RegiOD makes necessary instant re
tr~rt of auxiliaries ana supplies
for six again six sub-squadrons for
0.39 years to the far side of the
D3rker Nebula •••• " Jon turne(l
to another: (( ••• immediate ~out-

sending of interstellar watch and
iietection forces on bearing."

Another message ~ected inven
tory of ferrous plating. Others sent
forces thither, supplies bither, pa
trols yon. An invasion had swept
acr~ss an eighth of the galaxy;
the Realm and the invaaers haq
heeD lockoo in struggle over sys
tems, over whole clusters of stellar
~stems. But ••••

Joo look~ up from the messag~s,

glanced around The Chill.Ci swept over dusty ruins, over
wom rubble, as it sighe(l past the
age-crumbled city ana out across
~ iusty basin of a long-vanishoo
jjceID. Behina Jon, his Scoutcraft
glittered, sleek and polished, in the
p~e sunlight. ~ead of Jon, the
tirDisJI.ea mess&gecraft of the Realm
of [I)m-Raken still floatea a half
m. aIJ.Oye the dustr groun(J.
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"But where ....... " JQn gestured
helplessly, at tb.e time-WOrn stones,
at the dry ileso~tiOD that· sur
rounde.(J them.

"If you acknowle<lge receipt ana
° have no traffic for me to store, I
must •••. " began the mess~ge

craft.
"Wait," said Jon. "The Realm

- where? And how long? What
happeni'4 here?"

"I am not authorized to report
irrelevant information," said the
tarnished, oblong spacecraft. U I
-" the machine pausoo, went on:
"I can provide information ~bout

message handlirig only."
"Hal" said Rolf. "Ub - mes

sagecraft, why were you delayci:l in
delivering these messages?"

"There was a class six nova in
the local sun just before my emer
gence from hyperspeed translation
which blew away the atmosphere
and oceans of the planet. Since
then, I have waitea. The present
atmosphere gradually seeped from
the planet after the sun normaled
again." The messagecraft paus~,

a'dde<I, "Cause of nova unknown."
"But - there's a message here on

the use of nova-inducing weapons
by the invaders and a warning-"

"Minister of Messages," said the
messagecraft in an immediate-mesOli

sage, somehow shockeCl tone of
voice, "we fJe'U°e, read the messages
Jrith which we are entrusted."

[fan asked, "How long ~go'?"

"J am ~ot author~ ~ "
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, JCN9, DO," ~11 loIf. ICWliit Is
...... the~ bf uansmissioD of
tJiese lDessages'l" -

"From 13 througli 11 nn-a
2,3146. Were not the 6eginning
times on the messages you re
ceivea~"

"Yes, but - "
"Then' you acJmowlooge ae

livery~" asked the messagecraft,
floating hall a meter higher, as if
~ger to be off.

"Yes, and wliat's tliat in our
Rating system, ana what in space
b your hurry?" asked Jon.

"Your computer's data on ilia
secular deceleration of your time
J[eeping planet's rotation are incom
plete for precise extrapolation,"
saijJ the messagecraft. "However,"
it continuoo, while Jon and tall Rolf
Iookeil at each other in surprise,
"the beginning times in your time
~eeping are between about 10 Sept
emtier ana 20 October, 14,5781.
~02."

Rolf gasp00, "Fourteen million
--"

"B. C.," addcil the messagecraff,
in a calm, routine-message voice.
"Ana since For Delivery In Haste
messages require acknowledgmenf
of C!elivery to 6e returned to the
~aer, I must depart imme~ - "

":But fourteen million y~,)J

Slia Jon. "In that time the~
~f - of -"

"Pf ~arn-Raken," said the mes
sagecraft. "Unless you have a mes
sage- "

"Yes," saia Rolf. "I 00 have a
message: 'Good Luck'."

" And the address?"
"It's for you. Good Luck."
The messagecraft floated a few

centimeters lower. "This is very un
regulational ana irregular but 
tiut - receipt acknowledge4 an~

Dna thanlt you."
ne tarnishea oblong of metal

6ol>beil once more, then liffed
swiftly, silently into the «lark sKy.
In seconCls, messagecraft 1859004Z
was out of sight.

,,over fourfeen million. years,"
said Rolf weighing the pile

of messages in his arms.
"l1ie Realm of Tam-Ralten

must've liad the slowest message
i:1elivery system in space," satij
([on.

ICAD of that," agree(J Rolf. He
loOJiea up towira the empty slty
that once ha(l J1ela the mighty, lost
empire of Tarn-Raken. "And cer·
tainly the most faithful." END
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l,P' • Short Stliry

Illustrated by GAUGHAN

IIBeware, all you tyrantsl I come

If) help the und rdogs - no mailer

what their color, creed or racelll

. Nong willi the JillIbilly ambrosia
.a Jlectjl, i\ f~t cry ~untiPg DB
the II:"""t of the fIamin 0 Ihi ere(l~ ._- - g .g
in thOse S3D1e WsmaJ hot beayens:
I'Complim~ts of the EJ1dfr3~ of the
Play-I.". rn~ Rea-Ne~ea Ofays pauseiJ iii
t1ieir snatching tQ n£~ a ragged
~eer.

nis was nof the firs! exploif of
the mysterious ~uger jVhQ Ii3CJ
thus f~ left PQ cJue tQ his identity:
exce~t a cry from the sky. Most
folb DOW attripufe(J to him the
signs, "Whitey Ji!esl" wmob ~

Jl1()J1ili a~ hmI~ tQ 8ppeat
scrawlea big ~ shiversomely &ring
spots, suclJ as the front wall of
the Blaclt House in Memphis. Then
a weti ag~ _ Jjoisterqus party of

r Jerled by tlieir wafchmen, wllo
were mosU~ Seminoles, the Req-

'. _.A~ Ofays of the OItefinokee
eserVation came hUrtling out of

; .~ ~ holes and nests Willi
sucll ~olence thaf the' ~gafors

~ aDD ~- Bter moc~ went hurtling
...~ ~ intQ theirs. Reptiles can take
,nly sQ muc11 excitement.

Witti hoarse cackles of happiness,
the emaciated ,whites anti their Red
Indian fe11ow-reservationists floun
nered abouf snatching at. the

. tittle tr~ent packets of hom
iny; grits, chitterings, and moon
shine o~y mten<le~ for' the
~~ r Plack.~ of Appalachia" buf

. ~ ~.. miraculously diverted and
J~n_lilte.mannafrom the sweaty

;southern sky.
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LUiGi BJi<£cJ on asWeep-ana-annol
acursion through the Bayous Res
~tioD had had their persons and
BWamp buggies deluged with yazoo
mud "Courtesy of the Endfray of
the Ofayl" Many intellectual and
fashionable Blacks had secretly
approved this literally dirty trick,
since the chivvying and terrorizing
of helpless Ofays was beginning to
be considered uncouth behavior.
nen only yesterC:1ay a 17-year-old
white concubine of the Caliph of
Harlem had been kidnapped by
the Endfray and levitated back to
her tribe in the Great Barrens
Reservation. Reactionary and mor
alistic Blacks, long detesting the
Caliph for his contempt of the
strict rules against miscegenation,
had openly praised the act. In fact,
only the rescued and windblown
white girl had been completely un
happy about the whole business.
But no Blacks could tie expected
to approve the food drop, which not
only upset the national economy,
but also violatoo the even stricter
laws against interfering, by helping
the weak, With the divine principle
of survival of the fittest.

The Black wardens of the Dlte
finokee melted with their furious
ana frightenoo messages the wires
to Memphis, Cairo, Thebes, Luxor
(once Vicksburg and Natchez) and
the other great Government cities
of the American Nne.

Within ten secon<Is two squa(l·
roDS of Black ~els base4 on
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HUGO. WilNER
WinnIng this ,ear's Hugo for his novelette
"Gonna Roll the Bones," Fritz leiber
added the new troph, to the two h.
has already won, one In 1958 for hI.
novel THE BIG TIME and one la 1965
for hi' 1I0vei THE WANDERER.

Karnat had scrambled ana another
}vas screaming down through the
stratosphere.

At. lier palatial HQ iIi Mempli!s,
Her Serene Darkness noted the

aisturbance ana ordered that sam
ples of the food packets be re
covered and rushed to her. She Bid
not, nevertheless, shift one bId
iota of her essential concentration
off the great war that was being
fought between North America and
Africa to Make the World Safe for
Black Supremacy, by determining
which Blacks really were supreme.

Ten secon<Is more ana all three
squaClrons of Black Angels were re
versing course west as quickly ~
their already great velocity :would
permit, ~d then shifting into oyer
9rive.

Wora baa come tliat there JiaCi
lieen another drop of mysteriously
aiverted vianas - this time on tlie
Death Valley Reservation of the
Bearoea and Beaded Dfays.

Once again there had come Uial
Weird cry from the sky:· "Compu
ments of the Enafray of the Ofayl"

Along With the packets of fruit
~n~ saffron-tinted, precoo~ea rice
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anil vegetables, there were falling
foam - packaged Tibetan prayer
wheels, smuggled no man might say
how through the Nirvana Saeen.

ne starving tiescendants of
ancient .hippia9, beats, cultists an<!
movie moguls had come boiling up
out of the furnace-hot mouths of
their caves and holes." ,Even outside
the reservations, holes were a pop
u1ar residence in those exciting
times when Black atom bombs were
in the air and when all mankind
W~ preoccupied, to a negree at
least equal to his interest in space,
With Earth's molten, slow-chuming
mantle, rich in mohole-minable
radioactivies and also a source of
strange and mighty powers when
properly tickled by CDEF (Cole
man - Dufresne Electrogravitomag
netic Fields) or by magic spells.
For in the new world sorcery and
science walked ann in arm, some
times so closely that none might
tell which was which, or who was
holding the other up. And the
aansity ana aarkness of Earth's in
terior suited the Black Age. Russia,
which ever since Dostoyevsky Day
had shifted her fundamentally in
trospective and peasant interests
from the sky to the Easti European
plains and Siberian steppes, bad
used CDEF (and possibly some
Tunga chants) to carry by slow
convection and concentrate vast suo
critical masses of fissionable radio
actives un<lerneath all the world's
continentS. Inereasea CDE~ tick-
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ling would produce unimaginabll
destructive earthquakes - the so
called mantle bombs that were t1ie
:USSR's doomsday answer to a~es
sion. Africa and North Amerl_
utilizoo. the same methods to eD
rich the radioactives they took fro$D
their mohole mines. Australia had
employed CDEF and bone-pointiDg
Aboriginal magic to accelerate co.
tinental drift, so that the gr~t

down-under island, shoving Tas
mania before it, was now separatea
from Antarctica by only a narrow
strait. Australia enjoyed a Canadian
climate and was hemme<I by ex
tremely rich fisheries. While tile
great Buddhist hegemony of Sino
India had used CDEF (possibly)
and yoga and zen (certainly) to
create the Nirvana Screen.
~ response to the echoing Cry

from the my sky, the Beaded and
Bearded Ofays touched fingertips
to foreheads and briefly meditated
their gratitude.

In the fringes of her awareness,
Her Serene Darkness noted this
food-drop also, and she gave the
same or<Ier.

Over the Pacific, a tiny west
ward - speeding vehicle reversea
course .instantaneously, and so of
course Without circling, to 'return
momentarily to a point over Death
Valley and shout GOwn, "The End
fray thanks you for your prayers."

The Ofays below rejoiee<J, wbUe
by the psionic grapevine that tel\u
ousty links unfortunates, a tittle
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hope was kindled in the Swarthy
OIays of the Chihuahua Reserva
tion,' the Stunted Ofays of the
Jersey Flats, the Giant Ofays of the
~~ijle Reservation, the Long
Haired Ofays of the Toles, and even
in the Wild or Unfenced Honkies
of the Rocky Mountains, the Black
Hills, and the Badlands.

me Endfray's linear loop wasted
enough time to let the :Black Angels
zero in on him, Iher, it or them, with
their radars and telescopes. With
barIDy a millisecond's tielay, they
aimed ana activated their (leadly
lasers, rocket bombs and constric
tio~ fields.

The Endfray went zigzagging
I west again just in time. His
evasive tactics were masterly. He
seemed able to anticipate each move
8f his pursuers. Mini-atomics burst
info searing violet spheres about
him, red laser-needles lanced past
him, space itself was squeezed and
wrencheCI, but he bobbed along un
harmoo like a Ping-pong ball in a
tornado.

For an instant one Black Angel
telescoped him clearly. The fleeing
vehicle was incredibly tiny, the size
ana shape of a chunky CIwarf's
spacesuit, snow white in hue, and
across it went the reO letters "End
fray of the Ofay." There were no
jets or antennae. It flashed out of
sigJit perhaps a microsecon(l 6efore
_ laser pierced the space it baiJ
~iea.
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Yet despite or perhaps because
of the Endfray's ingenious doub
'lings and ~artings, the Black Angels
were gaining on him. He veered
south, but Australia· sent up a line
of warning star rockets. He veered
north, but when he neared the
moored, melancholy black balloons
marking the Russian borCler, they
moane<I, CCNyet; nyet," at him and
he. once more reverseCl course and
sought the Equator.

The blue of the sky ahead be
came grainy and glittering like a
holograph. It extended down to sea
level, blotting out Borneo anCl the
western shore of Ce1eties..

Without hesitation the Enilfray
plunged, af precisely 120 (Jegrees
east longitude, into the Nirvana
Screen.

Chanting their fatalistic neath
chants, the pilots of the Black
Angels sent their slim eoon ships
after him.

Without perceptible passage of
time, pursued ana pursuers emerged
over the Indian Ocean at ~O de
grees east longitu(Je.

The same thing would have hap
peneCI in reverse if they had been
traveling east, or at 45 (Iegrees north
latitude and the Equator if they
baa been traveling along a north..
south vector. It was the Orient's
master mystery, greater than the
rope trick. Truth to teD, no one out
side knew for sure whether Inma
and ChiDa still existed inside the
N~ ~cteen, or Dot. Explana-
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Uns r~ the gamut from spacejfarp
to mass hypnosis ana the ~ig~
1ulI-spelL While what the super
lCieatific and/or superphysic Bu(l
aUts pi ~ Fourth Dimensional
PAtti might go if they eyer came
Gut, chilled eye:q EBltb's b1a~t

bloOO.
Africa IOQmea, the continent that

was the home of the biggest. ~
mills, the biggest magics ana the
biggest bombs ~ the world. ne
Endfray climbed steeply. ~eady

at greater altitu<le, the Black Angels
rooe the hypotenuse Qf a coUisioJ]
course.

Ninety miles from intercept, mag
Dibonilis mashe<I the stratosphere
everywhere Broun<l the Endfray
.Ci coalesced into pne massiye in
canilescence.

Veering off With harilly nanosec
Gnds to spare, the Black Angels'
Wing commander bounced home his
message off the most convenient
orbital relay: "~arget aestroyeg ti~
Afric;:IA antisp~cecraft fire.U

rn-:Uf before it was received at
o Memphis, there was mopping
OR the Fierce Fuzzy, or Bluecoatea
Ofays of the Chicago Craters Re
servation, ~ shower of packeteCI
food - wienerschnitze1, corned beef
and cabbage, Irish whisky, beer 
ana foam-erated roller skates, the
latter diverted from a shipment in
teaae(l for the great gladiatorial
tiIlg at Cairo. While ijown tlie
I4Bts of rain from the w~ ~
ENDFRAY OF THE OFAY

there resounoed, "Compliments of
the Endfray of the Ofayl"

NQ one knew :why the Chicago
Craters Ofays were ca1Iea fuzzy, or
simply refered to as "the fuzz,"
since all of them were totally bald
'from residual radioactivity. It was
one of recent history's many my
steries, about which thought was
.Wscourageif. Buf anyone could fig
ure out that roller skates would be
jln excellent means of transporta
tion on crater glass. Ana tiy now
~eryone, Blact or White, knew
t.h8t the Endfray was an impudent
and un~ble affront tQ absolute
authority.

Her Serene D'arJiness maQe Ii de
cision ana took her mind complete
ly off the war. She could safely 00
this because her uncles were good
generals ana because her psionic
intelligence organization was the
world's best, With vast powers of
Itelepathy, clairvoyance, clairauai
ence, telekinesis ana teleportation,
'from the orbiting espers each shut
eyed in her capsule to the Blacks
in Blackness: whole psionic families
which had lived ·for generations in
i:1eep-buried, absolutely anechoic, 8

optical psi-spy-proof environments,
their only connections with the up
per Worla being inboupa nutrient
pipes and oxypipes and quartz
cable ultraviolet conCIuctors ana
outbound waste-pipes and report
lines. Psionic Intelligence~s chief
task was to spot ~d course-cbart
Ii9mtis lobbed ~er from ~frica and
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up frQm Argentina and Brazil,
where Africa had an enormous
beachheaCf, ana then either turn
them back by telekinesing their
controls, or else guide atomic in
terceptors to them. Her Darkness
was certain that her espers were the
world's finest because she had been
their working chief before taking
over her largely conscious, nonpsi
onic imperial auties.

Now like an arboreal black leop
ard - slim, f1ashing-eyed and dan
gerous - she gazed down the Wa
tusi-Hottentot gap between her and
her pages.

"Summon me my psychia-
wi tches and sorceresps," she
commanded.

The patter of sprinting bare feet
faded from the tesselated ~oor,

which was a great, diagrammatic
map of Earth and the spaces
around. Turning her beautiful,
small head on her slender, long
neck, Her Darkness gazed out be
tween the narrow pillars .of Ver
mont marble fretted with Califor
nia gold at the rippling blue Mis
sissip, and she meditated.

A page entered and knelt to her,
lifting a golden tray on which
gleamed glassy packets, samples
from the E~dfray's food-drops. She
silently indicated where to set it.

A tall, glossy warrior in HQ
harness folded his arms in the
Communications doorway and
intoned, "Acapulco, Halifax and
Port of Spain have sustained med-
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ium to severe damage from DU~
near-misses. Our rockets intercept
ed, but not in good time. Orbit@l
warnings on the three Africp -.t
tacks were late and inadequate."

"What from the Blacks in BlacJt.
ness?" Her Serenity inquir~.

"No warning whatever from that
quarter."

She nodded dismissal and re
turned to her meditations.

_Yet it seemed hardly picosec
onas before the Presence Pa~on

was once more full and silent, ex
cept for the faint susurrus of the
most respectful breathing and the
pounding of frightened hearts.

Slowly, one by one, Her DarJt~

ness gave her assembled psy
chiawitches and sorceresps the
leopard look which her populace
expected of her and loved, espec
ially when they did not have to
face it.

Those gathered in the pavilion
were almost as tall as she and even
more gorgeously clad, but they
crouched away from her an(l
ducked their heads like terrified
children.

Then she asked in a voice thaf
set them shivering, "Why is our
newest and insolentest enemy un
caught by you, nay, unreporte«I
even," and without waiting for an
answer commanaed, "ReaCl me the
mind of the Endfray. Ice it an~

slice it, dice it and rice it. Skewer
him in space, nail him in time.
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S'. him from Jlislowest note t
IIle ~ of his compass. ll'eU me
IUs moree, his _tore aua JUs f~te.JJ.

bstantly ;J. sorceresp of tli~

Se!Slth RanJi tiabbled, 'cae is a
a~f white trainea ~a equippe(l
in a secret Iatioratoiy in ~ brancli
of tlie Carlsba,q Caverns unCierly..
ing the White Sands ReservatiOll
()f the Bulge-Brained Dfays. His
., unquestionably, is the foment~

ing of an Ofay reyolt, a Honky iii
surrection. He is now hovering sev..
enteen miles above Aswan • St.Paul." . 0- 0 _.' • - -_. --- - --

Witliout intervening pause, ilie
Seconq Psychiawitcli chittered,
~'He is an African agent of Pygmy
~ction, A marauaer skilleq iQ
ft'eleportation and telepathy. ffis
ble3DS of aerial locomotion is a Cl~

t:~f; he uses sloweg-aown telepor
lation, not speooeij - up fiela flight.
:Under cover of the magmoomo
ti~t, he IanCled tm.harmeA in the
territory of our hateful enemies
ana is now making report to His
D:errible Tenetirosity in his shelter
~ beneath Moga(tishu."

I'ne Endfray is not one, liut
many," another' toolt up. "He is
..aitioactive atoms over the SomaU
toast. He also speeas ~t intact
Pv~ PIg OeyeJa,n<l QD the Deaf!
Se3. ~Qthe~ pi tli~~ gu~U·
~teS-"

o J'.Bl' Basf it1Cl 6y Ptali, We Ena~

fray is extraterrestrial," yef an
pd1er cut in. I'};, seven-tentac1e(f
~p~ from tliefolUih ~et
EN.FRAY OF THE OFAY

of ~uIsi,n1 Altair, he is ttie fQre.
111DD~ Qf IP1 inv~op wliicti .... on

"D- Sera is ana UI.iW'ftft~Mtes~ --- 0 p ~ ~~~ i
8Iie is an Xni1ian witcli, sister tQ
Jtali, &tile to penetrate the ~~~

~aD3 ScreeD ang let Qthers througli.
~he~"

J'~l1e Enafray is a group-mmdeil
lfation Qf BJa.,ck Martian Ants. On~
Jy sucli tiny creatures coulCl sur..
yive' the ~~pges pf .momentum
~t-"

"ne Ennfray is a fantasml
~liat's why no -J11aterial we~po~
can ..... " -
-. "nat'll tie enought" interposeCl
Her Serene Darkness. "Wheli I
wanf improvisations, I'll SummOD
me my artists." rThe faint, jeering
DOtes of an electronic calliope on
~ itistant pleasure barge seemeCI an:
9yertone of her scornful contralto
yoice. "Facts I aesire. Where is tlie
Endfray? ~ake scent and searchl"
Ana picking up the gold tray,· she
s~tterea its contents across the
J'Q9m in pne sweep.

T he s~aring, transparent' !oo~.
o pacltets were snatched, smffoo,
fingeroo, bela to ear ana foreheaa,
passed hand t<) hanii. There were
'faint growlings ana eager whimper
Ings as the ~l~ traJ1Sformea
~to a paeIt.

Her Sereni~ Wrected, "Eacn
searcli that part tif earth or space
ijJi which she stanas," referring to
Ihe ma~tic floor map. ''Let
P.-Q~ ~~e qaZl! ~ ~y Qr fissure
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ef .p clay cave be overlooked,
ana forget not the far side of the
mOOD. Except you ••• and you,"
she added, beckoning the First Psy
chiawitch and a~ the sorceresp of
the Seventh Rank who had been
first to answer. "The rest, to workI"

"How many minutes have we for
eur task?" the Secona Psychia
witch ventured. The eyes of most
of the others had a1r~y closeti or
gone blank ~ the minds behin~

them clairvoyantly scanned.
"I give you each one hunClred

seconds." Then, turning to the Sev
enth-Rank sorceresp, "You spoke
of an Dfay revolt. Where? When?"

"One is planneii, Your Darkness,
It will begin in Los Alamos ana be
timed to coinci~e With an alI-outi
African assaulf ordered by His
Terrible Tenebrosify."

"RidiculousI " the Firsf Psychia
witch interjectea iii _whisper. "Not
even ffis Idiocy would be so stu~id

as to think the reseryation Of#Y9
might be roused to helpful revolu
tion, or the wila Honkies organized
for any purpose. Nor woula even
His Yl1eness stoop to use such foul
ana tawdry means."

In the Commui1icatioDs iioor
way there appeared a warrior, im
passive but white-eyea. Her Seren
ity showoo him her finger. He in
tonoo, "The B.Iacks in Blacltness
report that Africa has launched
from Casablanca a yehlcle Jvitli a
two-hunmed-million-pounil first
stage thrust. WmiIow douas sur-
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round it. Its course bends west."
"Two hundred million?"
"Aye. Ten times that of any

known Afric or Americ launching
vehicle."

"It is the revolt-sign I " the Sev
enth-Rank sorceresp waileiJ.

"From its size, it's more likeI~

itself our (Jeath-sign, if our inter
ceptors let it get over our lan(),"
the First Psychiawitch remarked
coolly.

"Silence," Her Darkness said,
not unkindly. Then, to the rooml.
"The hundred seconds are up.
Where is the En(lfray?"

I n the hundred and seventy
odd faces, eyes opened and/or

came alive With spirit, looking
toward Her Serenity with a profes
sional confidence which, as the sec
on& passe<1 and not one of them
spoke, transformed, again into fear.

"Has anyone of you not com
pletOO search?" Her Darkness in
quired. "Or failea to maKe it as
iliorough as I commandoo?"

HeaOs rotate<l from side to side.
Lips forme(J, "No."

"Then the En(lfray is nowhere,"
the First PsychiaWitch whispereC:l in
a yoice that was not meant to car
ry, tiut mCl.

One crioo, "If is as I said. He
is a fantasm, invisible to psionic

-~ "searUl.
"No, it is as 1 said r" another

foolt up. "He is from ~tair, and
returned there in the twinkling of
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• self-tele~rtive thought. We have
.. searched Altair, only space Qut
to Pluto."

"When the pOssiliIe seems to fail,
om, iVea1t 6r1iDs grasp ilt the im
pOssible," Her Serenity interposei1.
"Stellar teleportatioD takes per
ceptible time ana leaves percepU-
.hie clues, as you well know. Whfie
fantasms make no teleportive food
PrOPS ana leave no psychic scent.
No, to solve our problem we must
use an apothegm of Sherlock
Holmes."

Eyes grew puzzle(J, while tlie
First Psychiawitch murmurea,
"Who is that?"

"Sherlock Holmes was a Crypto
bIack. of yast doouctive intelligence,
who uvea is - " Her Darkness
rapidly starred herself, moving fin
gertips to the seven cardinal points
- "theTab~Times."

Everyone else copioo Her DarK
ness and starrea herself at once,
te war<l off any ill hap which
might come from mention of a for
bidden area of the continuum.

Her Serenity continuea, "Tlie
Sherlockian apothegm I have in
mind is this: when all other ex
planations are proven false, then
the least likely explanation must be
the tnle one. You have not search
ed all of habitable Earth and Solar
~."

The psychiatrist standing on:
Memphis said hesitantly, "But,
begging Your Serenity's parilon, I
have searche(t every closet of your
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secret E1uarters, inclumng the apart
mepts housing your harem and
your Iatioratories of magic ana the
vault guaraing your secret for
tune."

"It is well tliat you have," Her
Darkness repuea, smiIing most C:Jan
gerously. "But those are not the
sole forliidden or esp-proof yol
umes of Earth."

"You are thinking of the mantle
~a core?" one asked.

"I said, 'habitable,'" Her Dari~

ness snappeil. "·Can you not guess
the other spot I have iii minalQ

\

'A. sorceresp stanmng just soulli
of Louisville cried out, e'l scent the
Enofray over Bowling GreenI His
yector, southwest· by west. He
speeQs. Alreaay he overpasses
Clarksville."

l1le psychiawitch stanDing be
tween her and the one on Memphis
took up Withl "And now I catch
his scent ~ turn. He comes on fast.
He is over Paris, Milan, Bells,
Brownsville, Covington - "

"And now - " the one on Mem
phis began.

l1le air screamea. The gold
chased pillars shook, and the purple
silken awning snapped and flapped
as something white flashe4 through
the pavilion, tumbling by its blast
everyone but Her Serenity.

l'he scream, which had abruptly
aropped in pitch as the disturbance
went 61, and then fade(l. somewhat,
now rose again in pitch ana :volume.

"He retUrns to buzz us once
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more," the First Psychiawitch
pspeiI from the floor.

Her D3l1t Serenity - hair un
spiraleiJ .a straight on en(J, eyes
like II maa tiger's, fists clencheil,
knees bent, slender feet a-stamp
incanted rapijUy,

"Null Kull, null Rull,
NuB time, liun space,
Null motion aniJ nuD Grace.
:By ~ed M~, Spades, and

Lovers
:Be winge9-clogged, all that

hovers.
Paralysis know, and fear - "

ne screaming knifed. The pil
lars Degan to shake. Something
~hife-

" --4 Ana Chop (lown here I "

SiI~n~e retur~~ with a r~a:. ~.ome
thing white lay on tlie tesse

lated floor - a squat and rigid
spacesuit Iilte a wliite on arum With
stubby cylindrical arms and legs,
but wmiJowless anC:1 without sign of
heaCf.

Her Serenity ~ew an(J expeIIe<I
tIlree gasping but controned
lireattis. Her bair recurleti With
faintest rustlings. ~ arouna
cranea, 'I~ in, and peered,
tliOugti jfithC>ut rising fully from the
f16Qr itliere tliey baa been sent
spralJ.fJrg.
JI~ out her right hand prone,

Het serenity ~oD11D!l.Dgeil, cCAriseI"
Like the reverse() motion picture
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of a rigid fall, tIie wtilte spacesuit
swung erect Is U Ifs heels were
hinged to tl1e 'f1Qi)f.

"EmergeI" Her Serenity con
tinued.

ne suit did not open, but out of
it, as if walking through a whitewan, there steppe(l a banilsome
black boy who looked nine years
old. He wore a loincloth. Thougb
his eyes were shut tight, his f.ce
was animated, and he smiled as he
looked up.

"My Empress -" he ))egan.
Her slender hands, snaking for

ward to capture 'him, clamped tight
on air.

A chuckle came from the far end
of the pavilion, where the black ooy
hail remateria1ized midway between
IDYning and floor. Heao.s sWitc1ie(J
arounCl to watch him where be
stood OD air•

Two sorceresps pointed at him,
the one a wand, the other a yellow
tbighoone.

Three warriors appeared at the
Force door, tiearing silvery, cone
nosed hanCI weapons. Her Darkness
snappe(l her fingers.

Still shut-eyoo, the black boy
chuckleC:l again. The three warriors
swayed like ticke<l bowling pins,
arms tight fo si(Jes, legs tight to
gettier, bountl by the constriction
fields their weapons had projected
backfiring on them. WhDe pointed
wanP an(f tbfgh60ne hung -limp as
cOokea spaghetti from the hands
of the sorceresps.
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"Any more games?" the black
boy inquire<l hopefully. If he'il
Iieen chubbier, he'd have seeme<1
like a wingless cupid.

"Who are you?" Her Darkness
CIemaDded far more coolly than she
felt.

")'he Endfray, of course, Em
press," he replied, looking at her as
itirectIy as if his eyes baa tieen
open. "At your service, providing
- I humbly beg your pardon 
the service suits me."

"Yet you have helped the Hon
kies, aided the Ofays-why?" Her
Darkness asked automatically. She
was still half in shock.

The Endfray's grin widened and
he quirked his face. Finally, "Just
for fun," he saia. "No, that's not
true. Fact is, you see, I like stories
of wars an(l battles, and - "

"As any young Black should,"
Her Serenity interruptea approv
ingly. She was regaining her sense
of command, and her mina was be
ginning to work again.

At her feet the First Psycbiawitch
look fire from her and cried out,
"Indeed yes! Brave battles! Com
plefe courage! Stark strength!
Merciless might! Violence and vic
toryl"

The Enofray hung his heaii. His
expression became an odd mixture
of embarrassment and defiance.
"But you see, Empress, I always
liJ[e the losing side best. Being With
the Winners is no fun. :But siding
with the losers, when all the odds

ENDFRAY OF THE OFAY

are against them - And you got to
admit, it's hard to imagine a losing
er siae th~ the Dfays."

"AccommodationI TomismI
Honky-Iove! " the Seconit Psy

chiawitch cried scanifaIizea'.
"Don't you know the first sign

of high intelligence is the facul~

of yiolence?" the First Pyschi3
Witch iIemanded.

"Inside the Niryana Screen, they
think it's the atiility to sit still,"
the Endfray countered.

"Strength is virtue. Weakness is
sin," the Leading Sorceresp chantea.

"But you got to rememtier we
were the losingest once, we were
the weak ones, we - " the Enilfray
continuoo stubbornly, tiut his voice
was ~owned in cries of horror at
his unprefaced and unstarred re
ference to the Tabooea Times.

The warrior appearing at the
Communications Cioorway Oid Dot
stanel on ceremony, but roared eyer
the illn, "Our psionic traclters have
lost touch with the African super
missile south of the AzoresI The
Blacks in Blackness have broken
off their reports."

T here was shocked silence, in
which the Endfray's voice

sounded out clearly. His grin was
gone. "Yes," he said, "and DOW, big
as a metal moon, it's ap-proachlng
Bertnuoa. Our interceptors rise to
(lestroy it. CoUiltet-missiles moot
from it an(l become balls of white
flame. Our inferceptors puff into
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aethingness. It still comes en."
Lrhe Leading Sorceresp pointed

at him 3 shaking arm. "He is all

Alricanagent," she screeched,
"seat to Wsrupt our counsels at
tJis moment of crisis."

"That's ]!ot true, Empress," the
JlaRfray protested. "I'~e stuCK
with America because we are the
losingest side of this war. We are
tile weaJt ones. ~frica's going to
wiD, unless I ~ "

Once again his yoice was lost,
dais time in a am of outrage that
tiroke off only when Her Dark
S.-eaity threw up her p.rms an(J
craied, "FoolsI Have you not yet
e-essea who the Endfray is? Have
JCMI not yet solve(l the Sherlockian
riddle?: The only spof you haven't
psionically searched is psi-proof
Mammoth Cave, immemorial home
of the Blacks in Blackness ana just
Iiy Bowling Green. He is clearly
ORe of them, and their best tracker
tBo, highest proauct of our breeOing
fer psionicity. When he was out
_ his mad mission to the Dfays,
tJaree bombs got through. When he
returned home and you could not
-a him, we got reports on the
launching of the Mrican super-mis
sile. When he started here, those
reports stopped. And (tid it not
occur to you that he keeps his eyes
slNt because he has never before
tieeD: in an environment of optical
licht"?~ You are all idiotsl Endfray,
hew goes It~"

cC:I'he J)ig one zoom~ in over
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Savannala an4 Macon. Its last
CQUDter-missiles blasted thOse pi
o~ coastal a.n:d backup ifefeDSes.
~en seconas ;!go it was about to
lireat up over Birmingbam ana
shower ~ the cities of the Nile
with a hundred hydrogen Jieaas.'J

"Was'?"
"Of course, 'was,' Empress. While

all these here were squawking, J
jiggerea its controls and put it Into
a permanent 93-minute circular Qt
bit amunit Terra. I'm going to k:ee~

it there too. I'm sorry, Empress"
but in spite of you being "l~

bright an<l right about me, I (Ion'.
trust you With that big Ii bomo. ~
His Temole Tenebrosity, of course.
War's romantic, but destruction's
too realistic."

Her DarItness turned on hhtt.
''You have your nerve!"

His embarrassment returnoo. "I
told you I'm sorry, Empress."

She paused and tumoo towaril
the Communications (loorway,
where awarrior had appe8reCI. "The
super-missile still speeds west," he
rappe(l out. "Twenty of our inter
ceptors have risen from Colorailo
Springs and thirty from Frisoo t<)
~estroy it."

"ImbeciIes! Would you llreal( it
up, to (10 aestruction, while it is
still over our continent?"

"Don't worry, Empress," ilie
Endfray said.

'A second warrior appearea 6ehin(l
the first. "Our fifty interceptors
~'ye escaped control ana formei1
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themselves into tWQ ~oose wings
slanting back from the super-mis
sile. Their radar blips are unmis
takable."

The Enofray grinned. "Anil now,
my Empress, I got to be going. That
flock neeCls looking after."

A third warrior appeared behind
the second. "A bliplet, tiny buf

unmistakable, has added itself to
the fifty blips and one super·blip."

"We know," Her Dark Serenity
saia ~ shade wearily, waving her
han(f in Qismissal. Then, to the
First Psychiawitch, who was at last
pushing herself up from the floor,
"What exactly, Sister, means the
word Enofrav?"
. 'cO Your· Drea<I Serenity," the
other replied, "now that the taboos
are lifting, it comes to me. I take
it to be a word of Swine Roman,
or Pig Latin if you prefer, a secret
language of the Evil Days when
Satan-Dis-Ahriman ruled. It was
formed from English by putting the
last part of a word first and then
a«iding a long A. Even as Ofay
means foe, Endfray means friena."

"Friena of the Foe," Her dark
ness intonoo tiredly "I might have
Cieducoo all from his name alone."
Her eyebrows lifted. "Or Ender of
the Fray. Frayenaer."

"However you name him, he
appears to have a lost-cause fixation
and a comics-bOoks mentality," the
First PsychiaWitch intellectualize.<J.

"Stop," Her Serenity protested,
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raising a listless P3J.m. "rLl'ie
1leard enough about H~es 101.
day. Dismiss ~"

Russia norea the ~D0m6
orbiting with its entourage~ set
off a warning earthquake thll quiv
ered all Antarcti~. AusfraU4, in
turn aropped in the Bering Sell ~
warning bomb that upset a sealer
ana sent small a tsunami foaming
over the beaches of Kamchatka.

But that night the Ofays in their
reservations went to sleep for the
first time in a century with hope
and even a little confidence in their
hearts. Someone cared.

Next day North America anaAf
. rica agreed to a bombing half.
It was madness to continue II war
which only built up the EnCffray's
orbiting armory. They (liverted all
their research - scientific, psionic
and sorcerous - to a hunt for a
means of knocking the EnBfray
out of the high sky. But secretly
Her Dark Serenity aecidoo that he
would make her ideal successor.
She pondered plans to Win him over.
So did his terrible Tenebrosity.

The Endfray turne(l his major
attention to the ,plight of the Un
touchables behind the Nirvana
Screen. There was a cause even
more lost than. that of the Ofays.

Ana he still had, for a lost-cause
ace in the hole, the Boers ani! other
white trash of the BlancostaDs aniJ
concentration camps of Rhooesia
and South Africa. BND
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WHEN
by LESTER DEL JiEY

V~ fe~ SCie1ice-ficUo~ sfories
DVe iiealt ill @D~ wa1 willi

~o]jots, though the term has lleen:
~ ,ften iPla cr~tures pi metal
~y~ been some pf the best char..
IcIers fauna In our literature. nut
lli$e haye atmQst aIw~ys b~

Dl~ mechanical men or sull-meg.
~ Jioth their ~ture an~ the func
U_ they smye, ·they are simpI~

Jiflifi~ humans, sometimes lim
lfei .. ability an~ frequently given
gr~fer strength or tou~essl. buti
Jl~ essentially mfferenf.

From the view of economics
iiJiidt is .mlt -kLrgely iletermines
hlJI tJBngg wm really i:levelop--
tJiis as uttet DO~. It makes .11Q
~ tQ use g; costly machine fQ
i1~ I] ~'s joli. 7here will ~ no
.tase ~f humanity for sucJi
~_~ JIBl¢ss there's ~ rt@cal Change
~ ~ prQCIiIi~ tQ ijreea ~

Jjring up o~ oWn ldna. L\nu fot
the jobs requiring strength, an in
telligent ~ insiQe 3 power ma
Chine is still a lot more efficient
thlm iUl intelligent machine.
~ McCaffrey suggests that

·tJie man-4nsid&-machine idea ma~

Jle ~ea much further in the fu
ture. IIi her story, 'file Ship Who
Disctppe!Jftf4, the narra,tor is an ul..
timate cyborg - a mixture of or
gani~ Intelligence and mechanical
parts, ig ifhich the human being
J)ecQmes A PArt Qf an interstellar
ship.

Sucti ~ sliip slioul(t tie the per..
"feet place for a robot tirain, if. one
is ever deve1opea. rI'he huge num..
tier of sensors that have to tie mon
itoreil In such a. complex mechan
ism seems t<) ilemand an intelli
gence Willi mQre information in
putS tha.D can be hoo~ea to the
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It~ nervous system; and neea
fQ~ almost instantaeneous integra
lion of the information a1sQ ito
~ sometbiDi Witli greater speea
tb&D that foUhCl tietween human
)lel!e ~. Ana" the bufidQig of
snell a ship is going to be so ex
pensive that the aadea cost of to
J)Qt control no longer seems prohib
itive.
~1Iiow, the iaea of using an

~teCf Ji~ tieing here yiolates
P-Qttier tlleoretfcalIy impOrtant ec
jmomlc rule:" a man shoulii not be
usett tQ ilo a macbine's jon.

LnIs is a gooil rule, but it is fie
iDg firQ~eJi regularly in many of
JjUl factories tOOay - anq proD
iLbIX JVilJ tie 6rolten ~ the future,
as ittD. It's often clieaper to waste
I iDiD III some routine mechanical
~oJi ~ sucl1 as fastening a
~ul ~nto a bolt - than to install
t1ie self-regulating machinery to re
place Iiim.

:Unless tJie ro60f is functionally
anft economicaJIy superior to a
miD - unless he's iIefinifely un·
liJte i man, in other woras - Miss
McCaffrey is corred in her clioice
of Ii hUman-ship cyoorg.

SO far, science can'f fell us
much about rollots, except

tJiat they must tie 8ifferentfr6m
men. The eyliemetidsts who worIt
Wit]] "thinking" machines have
pone no betfer tlian science fiction
~hen It comes t() ro60ts.

CQmputers are simply tools, ~a
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the real intelligence they show
~omes from the programming pODe
lix human operators. M~elous as
theI are, they lack the self-pro
grammipg anel cQmplex learning
atiQities that are minimum require
ments for what we call ~ robot.

:Yet the computer has made the
roliot Jlf leasf mecbancially possible
tOOay. Thirty years ago, the idea
()f such it creature was pure fan
tasy. lbe yacuum tu1les needeC:l for
all the circuits couldn't have been
Paclte(J. inside the Empire State
BuDding, ana the waste heat from
the PQwer neeaea would have mane
agequafe cooling impossible.

NoW we have gone to the tran
sistor Bnil tieyond it to the le
the Integrated circuit; this puts
sever~ transistors ana the other
compon~ts of a circuit onto an
etcheg bit of silicon so small that
hunBreds could tie staclioo on a
q~er. ne power requirement for
their operation is also rooueea to
sucH ~ small amounf that it is DO
longer a problem. A meclianism as
complex as the organization of
tiraln celIs neetled for human think
ing might conceivably tie little
liuWer ~a maw little more pOWer
than the botiy that is neetled to
support a man's 1ir~.

But the har<lware has far out
strippeti the software in this case
-tliat is, the knowle<Jge of }low
to 6uffi1 our rooot ana what to
build. -We simply Qon't MOW

enougti atiout perception and
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tllought yet to haye any clear igea
ef how tQ Jjuijd. them into ~ ~.'

iag machine.
~t a recent BosKone meeting in

BOston, Dr. MarviJi Minsky Ws
cussea the problem of teaching a
CCtmputer tQ "see" - ana showed ~

film of his program. By a<Iding a
scanning tube from television to the
computer, he baa worke<I out a prO
.-am thAt enabled it tQ distinguish
various cubes well enough to staclt
them. up into piles. nis represents
21 Pifficulf progress in machine per
aeption. But it's still a long way
from the human ability to look Pot
, circle from the side ana see a
circle, rather than the oval it be
comes, or to bull(J up a pattern
from many distorte<l images.

But we still haven't the faintest
ilea of how our own internal think
iDe machine functions. We aon't
aew bow we organize the percep
tions into patterns, nor even: how
we store them as memories. Lately,
there ~ been some specuIatio~

tOt everything we baa guessOO
Mout memory in: the past is Wrong.
We assumed that each bit of in
formation was somehow registered
somewhere in a certain cell. In
steaa, it may be that memory is
aiifuse, ~d that everything is
somehow impressea everywhere.

lIbis Is ca.nea the hologram the
«y of memory, since it tiehaves
Yke' tlie holograms used in laser
~oDstratioi1s of tDree-Qimension
81 ~rQJ~D$. On such 3 film,1.

every bit Qf the film ~onWns the
whole picture~ ana cutting off a
piece for use still yieI<ls the whole
image, rather than QD1y part of it,
thQugh th~ fip@ess 9f Ae~ sui
f~rs.

;If so, we ~on't knoW Jiolt it is
pone, nor how such memory can
be used. ~g we iion't eyen bow
whether this is a f~ guess or just
another lllina ~~ Qf s~tiQn •

~.. ·Tevertheless, worK has alreaiIy
u...~ startOO in an attempt to build
it robot. He aIreaCly has a name
FreC:1erick, for Family Robot for
Entertainmenf, Discussion, Edu
cation, the Retrieval of informa
tion ana the Collation of Knowl
ooge. :Ang the projecf is being un
aertaken quite seriously by a group
of scientists at the Edinburgh pe
partment of Machine Intelligence
an<I Perception. "(They haven't
shortene<i that to EDMIP - yef.)

This will be a tasK in which
many fields of research can be
poole<l. It is hea{Ie<J by Professor
Donala Michie, who is a biologist,
and his two chief fellow-workers
Will tie a psychologist an(l a theo
retical chemist.

Frederick Will never be a me
chanical man. His brain may lie
housed ~ a building separate from
his "sense organs," or even in sev
eral scatterea units, linkea DY ca
bles. Nobody is interested at pre
sent in giving him a tiOOy, bey~na
some kip,<t of m~caJ ~ or
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manipulating tool. He isn't meant
~ tie I working m~el of a science
fiction robot, but simply a tool for
research into how mechanical sim
.tioD of thinking can be achieved.

rrhe men working on him have
amtiitious enough a project without
trying to make him fully human
(li!l. lfhey want to find ways for
storing information as patterns of
memory for fastel' retrieval ana for
his own use. They want to enable
1lim to perceive and manipulate ob
jects under Wider an(l less specific
cOl1ditlons than now possible. Anti
tie must be able to learn. He must
tie a6le to program himself to a
large eDent. When. the programs
lie is given (Jo~'t work, he must be
able to revise the rules ana make
up new ones to fit the recurring
new situations he will face. Hope
fully, he Will learn to communicate
sipificantly about what he per
ceires ana learns. This won't be in
Englisb, protiably, but in a more
generalized language than previous
speciaJ computer languages that
h3ve 6een CievelopOO.

Lrhe results won't prove much
aoout hOw the human brain thinks,
~ectly. We can already duplicate
some of the specific actions of the
tin@, but there is no eVlaence that
tlie Circuits usea (10 their work in
tie' same way that the human nerve
ceDs (Jo.

But science Will learn it great
aeal a60ut one form of thinking
nm Fre(lericJ[, ana that will be
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far more thaD we now b-ow. From
such knowledge, it shouJa ije pOs
sible to form a reasonable JiOO~ of
theory atiout thought In generaI,
and from that we can gQ on to test
jmd formulate theories §oout how
the human mina functions.

Ana from what we can then
learn _60ut human thought, it will
be possible to go tiaclt aQ~ make
a far tiefter attack OD.. the problem
of sim~ting thought iii A rooot.

The robots that evolve from
such Ii continuous program

won't be human simulacr~ in tlieir
thinking, however. We can give
them a somewhat similar set of "m
stincts" - since they'D tie prepro
grammea Iiy Jiumans, just as Jte're
preprogrammed Willi human in
stincts 6y our evolutionary liacIt
grounif. We may even finl1 ways to
give them the equivalent ()f our 61
ological ~ves, such as a pleasure
pain response. But they'll still have
to~ In non-htunan ways.

Dr. ClauQe E. ShaDDen - "the
father of information theory"
outlinetl some basic itiffereiices in
a symposium at :MIT on Mtmltge
me'" OM ~h8 Compute, oJ IlIB Fu
'",e. I\ccofding to him, a rotiot's
circuits will be precise ana Be
signei1 for their functions, wliere
human cell linkages are ranDom
anda~a OD reaunaancy to worli.
l\Jso, a roliof Will thiDJt serially 
step-6y-sfep, liut at • fantastic
rate; Ilhile men ap~ent1~ tliInt
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in a parallel fashiOB, attacking ~

problem ~ sort ~f an ~-oyer fash
ion.

In time, such mfferences mighl
be brought closer together, of
course. But there is one essential
difference that will never change,
because it is the one big advantage
of robot thinking.

A robot necessarily carries on
the maneuvers of thinking~what
ever they may be - at a rate thou
sands of times faster than the hu
man brain can. Messages travel
along nerves ana across the gaps
between celIs at a rate measure(l
in thousands of feet per secon<l;"
electrical pulses travel along Wires
at over a hun<Jroo thousand miles
a seconCI. A nerve cell has a re
sponse cycle measured in tho~l

sandths of a second; and the cir
cuits of a computer today operate
in nanoseconds - thousanaths of
a millionth of a secona. At his
slowest, the robot is going to have
his thought processes operating a
hunClre<J thousand times as fast as
those of a human being.

Perhaps with that speeCl of
thought, a far less complex cluster
of "celIs" will be able to 00 the
job for him. He can make serial
thinking work, where we have no'
time to trace every step down, but
must have enough circuits to ex
amine our memories in parallel.

Witla that difference, a robot
can't think like ~ human tieing. Jt
would be like a man trying tQ
think by waiting a whole day tie
tween each word he utters I ne
robot is going to have to use i1if
ferent symbol structures in his
mind, and' that means he's going
to perceive his "reality" (fifferent
Iy from the perception of any hu
man being.

Our robot may some (Jay tie su
perior to us, or he may always tie
inferior - probably because We
won't permit him to be otherwise.
But his thoughts are going to lie
alien to us in a sense that the
thoughts of no protoplasmic braiQ
can ever be alien I

Out of that alienness Will come
the abilities he has which are un
ique to him and useful to us lie
cause they are not talents wbicn
we can oevelop. We can't possibly
know what good he Will be until
we begin to build his prototypes.
Unquestionably, he'll have uses;"
and those uses Will be unique, not
imitations of human activity.

There's one comforting thouglit,
however. If men and robots are so
different in thought and function,
they won't be in competition.
They'll form a natural symbiotic
pair, with no oanger of the rotiot
human war so often oescriDe<l in
early science fiction. BND
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SABOTEUR
by TED WHITE

Illustrated by BARR

He could see thai the world was

doomed fo chaos, and Ihe only

hope was 10 speed the process 1

I Goor openeCl, ana the legena "A. &
L Expediters" was revealed. Then

M ark: Re<IWing, a lean, ~arli man the woman baa entered ~d closed
of less than average height, the door behind her.

slipped the mimeograph stencll ~edwing's features lit with a
from his typewriter -.na gazea ~t saturnine expression. "Listen to
it with .dmiration. this, LinCla - I really love this1

A sIwloJV feD on thefrosfea Listen: 'l'he time has come and
glass dQOr of his sm~ ~fficel the p~ for idle contemplation. We
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cannQt remain silent, inactive. We
can DC) l~ tolerate wholesale
Witchhunts ana the persecution of
eur membership by fascist hate
groups. The Emergency Committee
for the )Jefense of Gus Wilson sees
no other alternative to that of
mastic, immediate action I Now is
the time I , " He chuckled. "I've
thrown in every raillcal political
cliche I could' think of. How does
that strike you? Anything I've
missed?"

Lin(fa shook her heaiI. "That
s110uld shake them up on both
fro~ts, an right. Ana I guess you're
ready for these." She set down the
pacltage she'd been carrying ana
UDwrappe(l it. It was a box of fresh
letterheat:Is.

"Let's see one," said MarE,
reaching. He held it up to the light,
then pulled open his top Ciesk
Brawer and took out a secon(i sheet.
He compared the two, ran his' fin
ger OVer the printing on the fresh
one, ana noaaea his approval.
"very ~ce, ~early identical. A
goo(l job, a fine job of printing."

cel'a just as soon not go tiaci
t1iere though," Linaa said. She
slirugge(l from her suit jacket ana
hung it neatly JjesiCle the door.
celt's one of thOse shops where you
just mow they're not meeting their
over:tieaa willi legitimate work. I
feel • little crawly every time I'm
in tliere.

"B'ut they're ctieap, .ana tliey asJt
DO questions," :Mark saiit, oismis-
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HUGO WINNER
Ted Whit., a long-time fan, was honorecl\
with a Hugo for his many distinguished
articles and controversial contribution. to
various fan magazines. Mr. Whit. has
also functioned as a professional If edItor
and wrlt.r. In 1967 h. was co-chalrman
of the World ScIence Fiction Convention,
held In New York City.

sing the complaint. "Here's the
stencil. Set it up and start nmning
them off. I want to start them into
circulation by this afternoon."

l11e cream phone rang. Linda
scooped it up on the first ring. ccA
and L."

She extenaed the phone to Reil
Wing. "For you, 'Mister Lewis.'"

lie took the phone. "Lewis·
here." There was a lQng pause. He
grunte(l several times, then re
pIaceC:I the receiver. "Everything's
moving along smoothly," he said.
"The bus company fonna the homo
in Boston in plenty of time."

"t X Thile Linaa took tlie plastic
VVcover off tti~~ (Jesktop mimeo

graph, RooWing moved to the Wall
of filing catiinefs. From one me he
pulleil an eDvelope. He returneCi to
his Hest with it.

From a lower oesk: arawer lie
tOolt a sheet of unwatermarlte(J,
WooljVorth's sulfite typing Iion;d
ana toDeQ It Into his typewriter.
His _as pausOO, momen~y,
over the lieyb"Ojr(l, and tlieII;· tie-
gaD rattling ou!' tHe lirief message:'
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r.ons js pur last wariling. ~ou
Ila e Ubtil rrhursday the ~lsf

~ publish YQur agreement in
the personals sectioD of the
Ne:w York Times. ne enclosea

_~ J'eminger th3t your tim
is nmnin~ ~ut.

Front the envelope he removep
sh~f Qf snapshQts. rrhere were

several aifferent shofs. EaclJ in
. ~pl~te. ~ sboweCI a near
ly dentica1 scene; they mus~ have

taken iii quicK succesion.
L e subjects were two men. One

p~t his middle age. His face
was clearly visible. [t was a face
.• I ~d' neen well known for

~ quarter of a century, the
'face of it: maD who, by Presidential
r. ensation, stilI hel~ his high

ernmental post long after the
~ (fa ory retiremen~ age. The

o .er _~ ~ 10ung m~n. Botti were j

'nu_ e.
Redwing selecteq one of the

s shots ana laid it on his Besk
,~ . · e he neatly folded his brief
letter info thirds ana then inserted

, hi a business envelope. A car
D went into the file, along with
the envelope of remaining photo
gr- hs.

~'Any of those things run off
yet?" he asked Linaa.

She sfoppea the clacKeting, mim
aph ana passe<J him a smaIl

of sheets. "Most of thetn are ~
ff, Boss," she saiCf. "Here's the' .
" ~fy 9,r thirJy." :j/J
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~1 ".GoOO," he gr~~. He ilropped
diem to· the floor. LI:he~ slipped
an~ fluttered until they were
blanketing the floor arouna his
feet. He diji not benij to retrie~e

them. Instead he began walking pn
them, ~ping his feet OD them,
scuffling them as be might a 900r
~t.

When he was satisfied With the
results, he pick~ them up anel
shuffled them intQ an untidy pile
OD his desk. From another file
~wer he removei! Ii Set of letters
ana envelopes. Some' of the letters
were ~ - on ilemoDStratioD
machines in ~cy's- jt.n~ some
were hailil-scraiYled. Xhe latter baa
cost an ~erage of fifty cents
apiece ana hail b'een Written iritti
careful effort liy the Winos and
ilerelicts he bail founij when he hajJ
spent ~ afternoon three months
earlier wandering from Unio~

Square ~oWn Fourth Avenue to the
;Bowery. l'he paper uset:1 for tlie
i'Ufferent letfers Jras a motley va
riefy, ranging from monogrammea
sheets in ood sizes aniJiints to
lined paper iom from a paa.

T Jie fop leller jVas typeWritten.
.It S3ii:J, "Dear Sirs. I founa

this crazy paper on the street ana
I thinJt Its msgrjsefull an(l you out
to go something a60ut it ri~t
away."R~ fol~eCI. it together
jjitti one 6f Pie f(jQtprintea mitn:eo
~pJiea sHeets, ana lnserteCi ~em
tiOtH iii ~ envelope i1adressed to
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"Xhe Justice D~jrfmen.l.t Wa9ip!-4
toJi DC."

Lne Qther letters were similar In
sentiment. ne~ were.~ to
congressmen ~iI seD3fors, with
~g accurijcy, as well ~ to a
number of goyerDmental agencies,
including the Department of
He3Ithl &iucation and Welfare.
MeticulQusly, Redwing foldtij the
mrty sheets with their iDdign@t
letters anil sealed -them into their
respective envelopes.

"nis eyening, Linda, I want you
fo take five of these out to :Brook:
Iyp With _·you ana mail thetn in
tioxes in Oifferent zones. ~
have return addresses - you can
post them nearby."

Linda shrugged. "Tliere goes ml
evening, just ariYblg around.
Couldn't they all just have mBiIeCI
them in Grana Central ~taUon ~n

their way home?"
"You can take off aD hour early,"

Rei;Jwing said.
nat morning Rei1lriDg ana his

secrefary folded ~ stuffea over
five bUnarea of the form letters-
:onifirfi~ this time - lnlQ enve
lopes aiTdressea to major names 01
every political aeno~tion: LiD
eraJ, Reform Jlemocrat, Socialisf,
Sc:idalist Worker, ReputiUcan,
D"emocrat, Young Repu1ili~,

Youth ~ainst War aDd Fascism,
Dixiecrat, ilie ~ti-Defamation

League, CORE, SNCC, llie l\meri
caD Nazi Parly, Uie [JOM Birm
Society, JeWish leagers, leaders of
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""', ,rH-eUo, Marlt," Ch~ter F~lk~

L - ~ saig a shaile too ~gerll.
;R(ijwing stifleg his inwarg impulse.
~ aroma of blend~iieoi:lorant, hair
cr~1. !lfter-shave lotion ;lng
month wash ~~ him; he want...
ed to wrinkle his DOse in 9isgust
and turn his back. Folkes :was, at
something less than thirty, ~eaij~
neatly preserved in all the pro~

embalming agents. His sandy hair
~as too thin, put brushed impec
cably in place ana held there as
if lacquered. His shining face had
a pinkness that would never become
ruddy. His outstretched hand was
so plump that his knuckles were
aimpled. Ana it was because of these
qualities and the others they all too
accurately suggested that Reijwing
had jiecided immediately that
Folkes would be useful. He had let
the man cultivate him.

"Share my table?" Folkes aske~,

his hand still out.
"Certainly, Chet," Reawing sai<I

Warmly. "Just let me get washe<l
up fust." He turned as if not
Doticing Folkes's limp gesture. His
hands were itching badly now, ana
he neeCled to remove the transparent
robber surgical gloves he always
wore ~ the 'A & L office. Once in
the washroom he could soaK his
Jianas for g felt minutes JjefQre talc
Ing them.

Once seafe(l at Fontes's lalile in
tlie iIinjn r~m lie toox a .Bee" -. g ...- I -" .._- -- ..... P
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tile NtM ~ft, KKKJansmenl. Bible '
J_eAt ~triefs.

"W'h9 is this Gus Wilson, ~y
n:JJ"Linda asked Bt one po4\t.

J.ei!wing flapped I pozen more
enye1opes. ":Head of a trape uniQD.
Suspected ()f strong leftist leanings.
(l:his letter should clinch it. Right
now he's testifying before the Sen
ate Labor Relations Subcommittee.ae's Dot putting on too goo<! a
sIiow, ana there's been a few ~em·

~~tions on his behalf. ~here's

an emergency committee set up to
¢oJIect funds for his defense; they'ye
~eaay cut him off from the union
w~r chest. The ~ion's about ready
tQ ilump him. Urls letter should
help."

"But, if he's already on the way
9ut-:~"

"Why go after him"?," Roowing
smne<l. 1here was no warmth in
his smile. "Chaos. This should mua
ify things up a little. It should
emoarrass a lot of people. It's too
pa~; somebody on the emergency
(Jefense committee will catch the
J>Jame. A saboteur. Disunity Will
erupt. l\n<l of course that's the pre
ltide for our campaign against the
UiiJODS. I'm setting it up for the
wolves."
~=-. if noon Roowing 100000 the neat-
l~ ~aressea envelopes into his
atfich6 case ana tooi them to
Gfdna Cenfral station, where lie
pOStii them tiefore bea(ting up
~~ :Avenue tQ his priy~te cluQ fQr
1~-t.;AftiA "
!~



breath, held it for the count of ten,
let it ~t slowly, an~ smiled warmI~
at his erstwhile companfon.

"How's the work coming, Mark?"
Chester askea effusively. "I he;u
Ford just renewed your grant."

Redwing noodoo. "l'hey aid.
We're In the midst of a very prom
ising line of research."

"Is that right?" Folkes sai~.

"You know, I don't believe you've
ever tolt! me much about your pro
ject."

"1hat's true," Reawing agreed.
He glanced ~own the menu.

"Something to (10 with politics,
isn't lf~" Folkes askoo.

"Group nynamics," ReaWing said.
"Il very rough science. We're still
in the early: stages of setting things
up hi terms that can be program
mea, ana I Qon'f anticipate full
scale application of our finiiings for
use in political prediction for an
other, oti, ten years yef."

"Group aynamics, eh?" FolKes
said, :trying to sound both know
loogea61e ana curious.

"The tieliavior of groups, you
might say," Redwing amplifie<l.
"There's astrong analogy to atomic
physics. ~ inCIivii:1ual electron
is pretty unpreCUcta6le, tiut
statistically you bow exactly what
they'll Qo. Human 6eings are an
inmvidua1istic lot, talten one 6y
one. But group behavior is anotliet
stOry. Moti psychology, political
action;' if you can peg ifown enough
of the yariables, you can rougli out
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a lf~rgl)le equation. Right now,
we're stiQ ftorJdng witJI the ruCU
men~ Jiut If C)ur present researcli
pans oufl. we'll be a long way toward
~ genuine political science."

"well, that's marvelous, I must
sayI Just marvelousl Ypu

know, I certainly am amazea at 3U
the things they're aoing With science
these aays. Why, it seems onl)! y"es
terday we hadn't even men on tIie
moon, and now we've not only got
them on Mars, but f1atwall colo~

rv, an~-"
"An~ the Russians have ljaseg on

Mars too, as well as their oWn p0
sitron bomb," Redwing sai~. His
:voice mopped ana became more in
tense. "It's unfortunate that tJi~

baa to tie first, tiut that's tHe
breaJts, huh? Of course we realIl
aon'f have to be afraiCi. of tDe RUs
sians these (fays, anyWay, but it II
a little scary to realize that once
every eighteen hours a Chin~

space statioD passes over our coun'
try, isn't it?, Some people J1aye
trou61e sleeping when tJiey get to
speculating over hoW( Close the
Chinese are to tlle positron liomti,
now that they have the (leliye~

system. Buf that's prOgress, I guess.
You can't stop progress."

Folkes looked up sHarply from
his meal. "What's thaI, Mar~a

Who'(J wanf fo stop progress?
Re<IWing smiIoo. If was a felJne

expression, ana if seeme'a 10 fraus-
fix FolKes's WideneQ ~yes. "Havij
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rju. ~~ jfonQerea~" lie ~~11
"CODsiger this. Fifty learS ago, thiS
dub - Ite gestured atiout him It
the teaJ[~ Jva1ls~ somtiet
hues, the obsequious staff ana
~tJiy clubmen - "woulCl nev~
liaye admitted an American InaiaD
_ Its sacrosanct rooms. And manl
&tiD grumble _t the thought. WouIa
ycMI have their :whole "a~ of life
~bea~"

Folkes triea to c1iuckle at what
lie sensed must be the JOKe. ";But,
Mark - fifty years ago, how man~

Jnitians had ••• " His voice seemea
ta lose all impetus ana trickle off
IS he realizea what he was saying.

"ffit oD, made their mint, cast
Off their loin cloths, and come off
the reservation?" Redwing aske<l,
finisbing the question for him. "Not
many, I'm sure, Chester. it's a sign
ef changing times. S9metimes
change is not fully appreciate<l.
Sometimes it shakes somnambulent
.ea from their quiet slumbers willi
the threat of extinction. Sometimes,
OIester, it Will jar a man into rasli
action. Things start happening just
a little too fast for him to compre
heatL He doesn't think. -....oj he reacts.
Bang, goes the weasell"

"But, abh, Mark. Are you saying
yOU think we should stop progress?"

"You can't stop progress. That's
iI1eaniDgless," Reawing said. "But
still, better to let the sleeping Bogs
lie, eh? Than to provoke their barlt
..a their bite"?" His yoice W-as sar-
iIooic.
SABOTEUR

CCMlr~, I'JQ afraid I iIoD.'t UDilet~

sfaD(l JQU at ~" Ches. lo~
said slowll. He shook his heaa IS
he spoke, ~ his flesh~ chee~
shook.

ltedwing jVOniierei! lio\\' long It
ifoul~ ~e Folkes to lose the fl311,
after the' f~ stoppeil.

rtt-"fter .luncheon~ .~eajring piclte<l
n, up an early OOition of the afte~."J
noon Post~ and admired the heaif~,
line, "FINANCIER LEAPS." ne.
photo, in the bottom left quartet'
of the page, !Vas of Selma Ryan, t

itisplayiDg as much thigh as pos
sible for the purpose of publicizing
her latest TV show. The few short
lines directly under the heailline on
the tabloid's front page said sim
ply: "Abraham Victor, President of
the New York Stock Exchange,
jumped to his 6eath • • • Market
closOO; ••• immOOiate investigation
under way ••• story on page three."

Page three,. carried the story
~oss four columns of the top left,
;irouna the smiling photo of a gray
ola man. Redwing read only the
opening lines: "Abraham Victor,
president of the New York Stoc~

Exchange for nine years, took his
life tOOay only shortly after open
ing business hours, at about 10:15
a.m., in a spectacular neath (five
'from his 35th-story office in lower
Manhattan. He left behina only a
pDe of well crumbled ashes to ex
plaiD his action ••• "

"Strike one," saia Reawing.
. :::
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III

Mark . edwing did not return
to the small office until late

that afternoon, just as Linda was
preparing to lock up. His expres
sion was troubled.

"What's up, Boss?" Linaa asked
_A solicitously. "Seymore's retty
if charts get out of order?"
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Redwing sat down and stared out
the single office window at the wall
of the airshaft opposite. "No, not'
at all. I wish you wouldn't keep
riding him. You've never met the
man. He's an extremely able indi
vidual, exactly the man for the job,
my perfect front man. Trouble is,
he's too good."

"What do you mean? On the
phone he's another one of these
perfect Whiteys, all full of hearty
hello's, how-are-you's, always telling
me how we must meet some time,
since we have the same boss. He
strikes me as the sort who's better
at getting a job than holding it. I
~et the feeling every time I talk to
him that he's making a long-dis
tance pass at me." She shrugged.
"He should only know."

Redwing shook his head impa
tiently. "That's just the mold they
cast scientists from these days. If
he hadn't met me, Seymore would
be bucking for a Government re
search grant or a niche in some
lluge corporation. Like everyone in
his field, any intelligent man who
wants to get anywhere, he's taken
on the protective coloration. You
should see him operate on those
people from Ford.

"No, that's not the problem. Sey
more is an okay man, all right. It's
his job to set up the main computer
program for us and to coordinate
all the rest. He's already through
the prelims - and it's the direction
he finds himself headed toward that
SABOTEUR

is scaring him. He's smart. He can
evaluate the stuff he's feeding into
that program. And he's been getting
closer and closer to the truth.

"As far as he knows, the Institute
for Population Studies is simply
trying to program a long-term study
of political behavior, with an eye
to a Iittle forecasting in times to
come. But nobody in the Institute
is aware of my real reasons for set
ting it up, nor the uses I've been
putting the program to. No one has
any idea of my real purposes. They
naively believe they're helpillg to
turn political science into a real
science, and they're full of what
they think it'll do for human re
lations and all that baloney. God
help us. If this sort of thing ever
was used in politics ...

"But, anyway, Seymore is catch
ing on."

"How could he? You haven't
been doing anything to make him
suspicious, have you?" Linda asked.

Redwing swivled around to stare
at her. She was not unappeal

ing. "I don't have to. It's all there
already. He's reading it out of the
preliminary results and the data
we've amassed. The headline on
Victor crystallized it for him.

"The human brain, Linda, is a
vastly superior and more efficient
computer than anything we've yet
built. Those chains of protein mole
cules store and remember every
thing. Every so often the SUDcon-

131



IIiHa correlates a couple of items-= comes up with a 'hunch,' "Well
,.. the most~ we ignore. Sey-
..e- the~ has a broaa grasp
el everything programmea for the
c.-puter. It's all up there in his
GWil oomputerlilte brain." Redwing
f.aIIped his own forehead. celt's just
waitiag for his subconscious to sort
it" out.

"·Now ideally he shoul(J arrive
at tile same conclusions. There's
ne lOgic to a computer, Lin<la. It
juat adds things up. Its only real
a.Yaatage is its single-mindOOness.
It eperates Without bias, Without
the built-in 'noise' of aistractions
we Ilumans have. It i!oesn't require
a particular answer in order to just
ify its existence to itself. It has no
prejlldices. It just weighs all the
facter's, like a super adWng ma
chiae, ana reports the balance.

"There have been human com
puters - people With trick minas,
the lightning calculators, the type
wll. work huge sums Without ef
fert, or recall or compute the (late
of ally Clay of the year, for any
year in history. Most are idiots.
Simple-minded. It's not a survival
trait. - ..

"_tit most of us have min<Is clut
teeea with too many problems, too
maay unrelated thoughts and ide$S.
0tK" emotions get in the way. ~d
we ilon't trust our intuition. So
tkece is Seymore; he's been picking
... suticonsciously sOrting aU the
iIata he's tieen feei:ling tlie machine.1.

"There's only one answer. An~

it's nagging at him, at the fringes
of his consciousness. Victor's Cleatli
was yery upsetting tQ him. He caa't
quite figure out jrhy, but it Is ifis
turbing the man, LinAA. Anil th~t

Pisturbs me."
Linda noddeCI, slowly. cel see. Buf

just how much cali he fin(l out?"
"The tiroad outlines: the tren<fs

ana countertrends. They're all there
in the data - I know; that's where
I got them. The Beath of the in
mvi(Iual among the masses. Popu
lation pressures. Racial friction.
Religious friction. The growth of
insuperable pressures, ana mono
lithic power blocs. The signs are
all there, just as I'd originally in
stitute<l them. The Institute's sfu~~

necessarDy confirms them.
"If you look for them, the trenas

are obvious: power massing, gaps
growing. The world's getting too
small. No man is more than two
hours, by BST, from any other
man in the world. You can't go off
and live on an island any more.
A baa cabbage crop in France Will
lay ten thousano men off Detroit
assembly-lines. No one has fo make
oecisions aDy more. Responsibility
is a corporate function. How much
longer can we wait for the Chinese
ana hope for prosperity to human
ize them? One more major famine
over there, and they'll take us all
With them, just for spite. The races
aren't assirmlating any more 
tJiey're aivifting. And where will
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pu, allegiance go? " He laughed
mirthlessly, "You've heard it 3D
from me before. l'he worla is one
great machine now, an(1 an of us
are cogs Within wheels Within cogs
within wheels. We're all geared in
together, anC:l we don't have a fly
"heel to balance us. We're a steam
roller without brakes.

CClt's all there for Seymore to
read. 'A huge machine on the verge
of going completely out of control.

"And you know what we have to
ito, Linda. When a machine goes
out of control, you have to stop it,
before it blows up and qestroys
you. ,

"That's our job. To stop the ma
chine." He nodded towarCl the Out
basket. "Don't forget those letters
when you go."

IV

'Roowing worked late that night.
He spent the next hour making

phone calls and jotting notes. Sever
al of his calls were overseas, by
satellite.

Following that, he Wrote letters,
brief and anonymous, .on Wool
worth's typing bond. Occasionally,
before sealing an envelope, he would
tuck in a photostat or photograph.
Once he opened the safe that was
behinCi the file drawer marke<I "M"
ana removeQ several bills of a large
denomination, which he droppe(l in
to an empty envelope with a blank
sheet of paper. By the time he was
SABOTEUR

finished, the hour was late. He
stood- and stretched, then :went out
in the hall, locking his office be
hind him as though leaving it, ana
soakoo his haili:ls for five miliutes
in the washroom down the tiall.
His hands felt puffy an.<l sore when
he added more talc, snapped the
gloves back OD, and returned to the
office, but he did not aoff them for
the night until his letters were in
the mail and he was on his way
home.

"'Tou Know,". said Cliesfer
.I._ Folkes, after taking a rather

strong gulp of his martini, "it is
really not safe to be out on the
streets, these Clays. Can you im
agine it? There I was, taking an
afternoon stroll from the apartment
just trying to work up a little hon
est appetite, you know, ana the
next thing I knew, there' were liuI
lets flying all around me I This
seeGy little colored man, if you
know what I mean, he was running
down Sutton Place with a suitcase
in one hand, and these policemen
were shooting at him." He moppeil
his forehead with the napkin, 05
livious to the reproving stare of. the
approaching waiter. "They got him,
of course. Along with an the glass
in the telephone booth oli the cor
ner across the street. They sliot
him ana knockill him Clown in a
heap right in the miaIDe of the side
walk, right in the direction in wIDch
I was beailing. ne suitcase' fen
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opea aad a little pile of dirty laoo
drr Ipilled out of it. I heard one
Qf tile po.liceman swearing ~bout it,
.ana UQ:ut how it would have to be
co!er~ up. I can't imagine what
he was talking about. I was so up
set that I halled a cab. I would
have crossed the street if a cab
ha!in't come" along, you know that?"
He aowned the remainder of his
martini and signale<l for another.
cCl'otally unnerving, to be shot at
on Sutton Place."

"I can imagine," murmured Red
jring.

~aere are some quite fascinating
• .L stories in here, if you know
where to look for them," Redwing
remarkea to Linaa a few days later.
He tappea his copy of the morn
Ing Times with his forefinger.

"For instance, scandal has struck
llie Church. The Archbishop of the
~fem Diocese shot himself. A sin,
~ linow. There was a riot in
~~tUe; somebody started potshot-
tmg the police (luring the Boeing
~e, and they attackea the strik
ers. ~ shame; the strike baa almost
been resolve<I. ~9 there's an edi
lorial about that regiment of Amen
(:ail Legion hothea<ls who invaae<l
~ East Village last night looking
lor pacifists to beat up. Another
~ll erashoo into Long Islan(l
~~. almost Unme<Iiately after
I).~f from Kemieay, ana yet an
JftJier. mistoolt the Inman Ocean for
ftrlaaa. ne FAA is considering
·'1~.c

~ounding them all. Douglas is
screaming, of course."

"Was that ~ us'l"
Re<Iwing DoQded, flashing his

surprisingly canine teeth in a mo
mentarily smile. "All but the Amer
ican Legion."

"You've really got your program
rolling, now," she said. Her tone
was strange.

"Push a little here ••• pull a lit
tle there," Mark said. "Yes. Phase
one is finished. We've flexea our
muscles sufficiently to prove their
capabilities. Now it's time for phase
two - the main program."

"I just aon't know," Linda said.
"~ mean, I can't see what good it's
really Going, Mark. All I can see is
that you've hurt a few individ
uals, ruine«l a few lives. Ana now
you're aiming to aestroy more
people. But you Js,eep saying that
there is no individual responsibil
ity any more. How can you expect
this to add up to anything more
than- "

"More than a Iittle nastiness?"
Redwing sighed. "That's where good
old Population Studies comes in.
I'm not hitting out at random, Lin
Qa. This is juao, an aavanceQ sort
of judo.

"I alreaoy knew things were
heaning out of control. You knew
that. What I wantea, what I had
to fina, was a way to cripple them
Without just accelerating the tiig
bang. I haa to find a way to sabo
tage things, slow them (lown,·with~
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out completely destroying every
thing. Sure, Population Studies is
a front, but it's a good front, be
cause it's real. It's equally valid for
what people think it's doing. But
its real purpose, the real reason I
set it up, is to weigh the masses
of data, to show me the time and
the place for another judo chop,
another crippling blow. By hitting
at the people. I do, when I do, it's
as though I knocked the tooth out
of a gear - and made the mach
inery falter. It's not the specific
men I hit, it's the things they sym
bolize, and what I strike through
them. Like I said: chipping teeth
from the gears. The gears aren't
stripped, but - "

"I see," Linda said. Her tone was
emotionless. "It's all a matter of
gears and tactical chops to you. Just
a matter of choosing the right- targets
at the right time?" There was some
thing in the way she said it that
kept Redwing from automatically
agreeing with her.

"What's the matter, Linda? De
veloped a conscience all of a sud
oen?"

"you're like a kid with an air-
... rifle," she said, her voice

tight, intense. "Like a kid who
plinks at birds and squirrels like
they were tin cans tha~ moved.
You aon't see these people as real,
live, human beings, do you?

"Sometimes I think you're just a
hostile Goddamned Indian still
SABOTEUR

sniping at the white settlers, you
know that? And you feel free to hire
me to assist your little scheme be
cause you think, 'She's a Negro.
She'll go along with my ideas;
she wants to see things changed too.'
But you're a rich man's son. It's
like everything else for you - it's
all just abstractions."

He stared at her with concealed
surprise. There was a hint of tears
at the comers of her eyes. It was
the first. emotional outburst he'd
seen from her.

"I forgot you took a Ph.D. in
sociology, Linda," he said calmly.
"I forgot you knew all the answers
already."

There was a long silence. Then:
"I've been talking with Seymore,"
Linda said quietly. It was a bomb
which fell, ticking, to the floor be
tween them.

His face flickering no change of
expression, Mark asked, "When
was this?"

"Yesterday, when you were out.
He called, he wanted to talk to you
again. It was very urgent, he said.
I asked him what he wanted. I told
him I knew the main details of the
program.

"He told me, Mark. He told me
what was happening - what's real
ly happening."

"You didn't tell me he'd callea.".
"No."
There was another long silence.

Suddenly the shrill yammer of the
. black phone broke the silence. Red
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Pc fixed Linda with a sardonic
I", tIieD swiy:elclI his back to her
.. pi~ea up the phone.

"AIaIi, Mark?" It was Cliester
F.... c'Abh, listen, Mark, l'm
....i I'll have tQ skip lunch With
, .. tq(fay." Mark: said it was all
1'iIW. "I hate to cancel out on you,"
PAes said. His yoice was thin BAa
__ oyer the phone. ('I know how
.._. you enjoy the chance to relax.
Iht things have been a little hectic
1aWy. Stocks are acting up, d'you
mow what I mean'?: My broker has
.... quite a bother for the last
~ of &18. I ~well, I aon't
waat to cry on your shoulder, 01<1
.... Perhaps tomorrow, eh?"

"Certainly, Chester," ReaWing
~. "TomorrOW." He hung the
pIi_e up, and sWung back arounCl
te face Linda. "Where were we?"

"Seymore."
"Yes."
"Do you want to know what be

sailll"
a.eawing illd not answer.
''J!e told me he was running some

iD.Clepen<Iant checks of his own,
titt he'd hail a hunch about things
aBEl he wantea to check it out. It
lffiS Yictor's suicide. You wete
right about that, Mark. That's what
set him off. It was too neat. It
happeRed at too opportune a time.
He wasn't sure for whom it was op
poriae, but... He workoo it out.
A jfeeIt earlier, or a weelt later
it Wouldn't have had the effect it
_i. I~ was just too pat for him.
116

SQ he starte4 integrating a new fac
tor: a party or parties gedicatea to
taking adyantage of just such jVeak
points lIS in the ~ictor case. Ana
he extrapolate<l the trends."

"A"-·'·nq just what wa he fina out,
.Linda?" Reawing asJtea soft-

ly.
"Chaos. Total chaos. Not just a

little slowing down. The reverse. He
saiCl that things were snowtia1Iing,
that it was like a finely tunoo ma
chine. If you threw it out of bal
ance, the internal vitirations woula
tear if apart. You can't slow if goWn
because that's how the balance is
lost. lie maae some predictions,
Mark. You want to know a couple?"

Redwing noode(l, with it vague
show of polite interest. IDs min<l
was elsewhere. Seymore was going
to be a problem. One he'~ have to
deal With.

"He preQicte<I that there'~ be
a breakdown in labor-management
negotiations throughout most of the
major industries. He sai<I any spark,
almost, coula set it off. He said
that there might be an aviation
crisis. He suspectoo that there
might De a popular uprising against
organized religion."

"That's not all," RenWing said.
"Tonight on Public Television, in
the midsf of the Disney Retrospec
tive, a fifteen-minute piece of ani
mateCI pornography Will tie sliown
in living color. Snow White neyef
looke<l so goo(l."
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LiJ;ldi glared iLt him, wordlessly.
"But you're right, 3t tbat," Red

fiiJig said. "Let's not quibble over
f.erms. We have only one foresee
Bble future: ~os. We haye tWo
pOsslDIe ways to get there: slow
~tiOD, or the big bang. If
S~re weren't ~ Idiot, he'a
have triea an extrapolation along
~tIi 1Q1es instead of just the one.
~ WlDI chaos, yes. But I want the
cliaQs tb3t man can survive. Yes,
I ~~ want to roouce our gleaming
teclinology to rubble.. I want to
bring the whOle stinking mess ~own

around our ears, Linila, because as
IijrCl as it'll hurt, it's better than
extinction for the race."

Reciwing rose from his qesk ana
Iiegipl .to pace. "Ever since we've
baa atomic power, we've been in
JiCUte CJanger. J\nil since the posi
troQ bomb has been a reality we've
IieeD living on borrowed time.

"nere are two schools of
tl1Qugbt. One tiol(lg that power is
so ftangerous that it must not be
l1el~ oy maiyiduals, but by groups
-- corporations. The other feels
tl1at power must lie held tiy a sman
ani) closely watcheil numtier of in
WV1CJuals.

"Buti lhey are both Wrong.
As long as power exists in sueD a
tremeniJous concentration, it doesn't
malter who ooIds it. IIi any hanils,
it's too a&ngerous. We must Qisarm
the oomti. We must sfrip out the
fuse oil scatter the components to
tlie tnKls.
sABoTEUR

"In othe~ words, Lin~, we must
create chaos. My ancestors liatl the
right idea. When mankind is re
duceg to SDU\ll an(f. semi-isolated
commUllities at best - or subsis
tence-level existence p,t worst 
when the lines of communications
a.niJ transportation are completely
tirokeu so that there can be no war
ring nations poise(I at the tirinlt of
iHsaster, 't/zen the human race can
late _ aeep breath and begin to
liye again.

"We've been pushed too far, too
fast. We're breeding out of control.
We're ~ half-ma4 cage of over
Crow!Ied rats. We're losing our souls
in the hell of our own~.

(CIt has to en(J, Linda. Jt will
end. Of that there can lie noi'loubt
ing. The only question is lztifiJ. Can
we control -i~ sufficient1y·~ Or Will
it wipe us all outl

"Sure, millions - lii1lions,- even
- Will me. ney'll be the ones who
can't adjust, the dty-tiWeUers cut
off from foOO ana water anti - "
he laughea once, a snort tiarJi
"their clubs. They're the excess.
ney have to go. SometbiJig woulel
tate them in any case: plague, war,
pollution. Bul they can't can their
present lives really l;~"g, anyway,
~ught ;ls they are in sterile bOxes,
pressured from birth to ~eat1l in
~onymity.

"I i:10D'ti ;ki~ myself I'm really
iioing tiem ~ favor, Ule ones "Jio
~OD'j mal(e ·If. Jut I'll Jle ~oing

tHe race ~De."
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, 'y"0u poor naive, idiotic fool,"
a M Linda said quietly and bit

terly. "You, you-ldealist. Back to
nature. Back to your father's fa
ther's ways. Solve everything by
turning the clock. back. Do you tbi~
that aestroying this country alone
woulil accompllish anything - be
yond doing the Sino-Soviet Bloc's
work for them? Do you really think
you'd be aoing a favor for anyone?"

Mark sighed, turned to stare out
the small dingy window. Sunlight
slanted GOwn the airshaft, warming
ana yellowing the sooty brick wall
opposite. "You can't conquer a
country when it isn't a country any
more," he said. "Not when it's noth
ing but an area of tribes ana iIi
dividuaIs, ana all the channels for
control are gone. But that's an
acaaemic point in any case. I'm not
quite so much alone in this as you
may have thought, Linda. And in
any case, they're too closely joinoo
to us, economically, to escape the
scythe. You're right - it's a snow
ball. It won't observe the artific
ial Oistinction of national boraers.
I'm sorry you've chosen to react in
this way, Linda. Because this is
my mission. I will not be stoppOO."

Behina him, Linaa reacheCI a
shaking hand into her purse and
remoyea a smaIl gun. It was a .25

calibre solid-fuel, self-propelling
slug Scbneikel automatic. It was as
thin as a cigarette case; it was ae
signed for a woman's purse.

'''I was afraid of that." Her voice
caught and something about it
alerted Redwing. He started to turn.

"The trial period's over, you saUl.
Ana Seymore says soon we'll be
over the brink, past the point of no
return. Somebody has to stop you,"
Linaa said. "I wish it didn't have
to be me. GoOO-bye, Mark."

The violent hissing of the small
gun blenaed With her last words.
It was much easier than she'd
thought it would be. The gun lay
easily in her hand, and when she
squeezea the trigger it aid not
recoil.

The first shot was high, ana slie
thought she'd missea, as Rea

wing threw himself at her. The sec
ond ana third shots caught him in
his throat ana chest. It was mucli
messier than she'd expecte<I.

The cream phone began to ring.
Redwing's leg kicke<I weakly at

the aesk., then lay still.
With subdueG haste, tlie saoci

teur gatherea up her few thiligs
from the office ana left.

The phone continued to ring for
a long time. END
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He fled into Skagganauk, the abyss
• • • where there are no stars, and

- men dare not go, and even gods die I

.Illustrated by REIBER
I

"'FatIie~·?" says the dark horse
shadow upon th~- castle wall.

ceyes, Typhon." .
uFatherl"
, sound to break t e ears occurs

t D.

13

U Anubis said you had perished1"
uHe lied. Osiris must have wield

ed the Hammer, saying that he as
saving the universe, for I was los-
ing the battle." .

ec Xhat is true," says the Prince.
UI was n t losing, however. I



was winning. He wished to slay me,
not the Nameless."
~cHow did you survive?"
JcA: reflex. I went into fugue as

the blow descended. A fraction of it
feU upon me, and Anubis retrieved
me, senseless, and spirited me off to
his House. He scattered my gear
BcrOSS the Midworlds. He trained
me as his weapon."

ccTo slay Thoth?"
,uThat was the task he gave me."
U Then he diesI" said Typhon and

rears, flaming.
lCDesigf, brother," says the

Prince. uHe did not succeed, and
~e ~y yet have a use for the dog~'

But already the dark horse shadow
lias faded, and the Prince lowers
his h'eaCl. •

He looks to Sef.
JCSllould we follow to stop him?"
JCWliy? Anubis has lived a thou-
~ years too long. Let him guard
himself now. - And how? Even if
wi Would, there is none can sfo~
~hon when the madness lies up~

on him."
~cXliaf is true," says the Prince

and luming, he addresses Yramin:
uIf you would serve me further,

my former 11ngel of the Seventh
Station, go you to the House of
the Dead. It will soon require the
presence of one who can operate
Ute maChinery." .

.uXyphOD :was Lord of the House
of Fire," says Yramin.

uYes, but I f. he will not re- .
main in the House of the Dead af-
l~O

ter he has gained vengeance. If I
know my brother, he will then
seek out the one who wielded the
Hammer. He will go after Osiris."

n Then I shall remove me to the
House of the Dead. Will you ac
company me, Madrak?"

((If the Prince has no further use
for me here."

tel have not. You may go."
uLord," says Vramin, nit is kind

of you to trust me again, knowing
the part I played in the Wars of the
Stations."

uThose days are gone, and we
are different people. Are we not?"

U I hope so - and thank you."
The Prince crosses his arms and

bows his head. Vramin and Mad
rat:vanish.

(CHow," says the Steel General,
Umay I assist you?"

uWe go again to fight the Name
less," says the Prince Who Was A
Thousand. U Will you come and
stand in reserve?"

uYes. Let me summon Bronze."
uDo so."
T)le winds ,of Marachek stir

the dust. The sun flickers its way
into another day.

Vramin stands in the great Hall
of the House of the Dead,

holding his Mamole cane. Its
streamers go forili, entering into all
the passageWays, visible or other
wise, which come together at thaf
place.

:At his side, Madrak shifts his
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weight fr.m foot to foot and stares
about him.
~r~'s eyes glow, and the light

dances within them.
uNothing. Nothing alive. No

where," he says.
ccThen tryphon has found him,"

says Madrak.
uTyphon is not here either."
uThen he has slain him and de

parted. He doubtless seeks Osiris
Jlow."

uI wonder.••• "
UWhat else could it be?"
uI do not know. But now I am

master here, by delegation of the
Prince. I will find the ~laces of
pejVer and learn their functions."

ccYet once you broke faith willi
the Prince."

CCXhat is true - and he forgave
me."

Then Vramin seats himself upon
the tln:one of Anubis, and Madrak
pays him homage, saying:

.ccHail, Yraminl Master of the
House of the Deadu

"

uYou need bend no knee to me,
old friend. Please rise. I will need
your assistance, for this place is
quite different from Seventh Sta
tien, where once I reigned."

:And for hours Yramin studies the
secret controls about the throne.
~hen, ((Anubis! " cries a voice
which he knows is not the voice
of Madrak.

:And somehow he mimics the
Ituk, the whine:

~:Y~?}'
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cc You were right. Horus was de..
feated, and he returned here. But
he is gone again."

It is the voice of Osiris.
He gestures with his cane, and

the big )vindow ap~ars in the mid..
dIe of the air.

~cHello, Osiris," he says.
uSo the Prince has finally moved,"
says Osiris. UI suppose I am next"

UI hope not," says Yramin. <tI
can personally attest to having
heard the Prince assure Horus that
he would not take vengeance upon
you - in exchange for coopera..
tion."

uThen what has become of Anu
bis?"

uI do not know for certain. Ty..
phon came here to kill him. I came
here to clean up after Typhon and
to hold the Station. Either he has
slain him and departed, or Anubis
fled and Typhon followed. So listen
to me, Osiris. Despite the Prince's
:assurance, you -are in danger. Ty
phon is not aware of the Prince's
promise, an(l he :was not party to
it. Having learned 1 the true story
from Set herself and having heard
it confirmed by the Prince, he is
likely to seek vengeance on the
wielder of the Hammer - "

USet lives?"
uYes, He was known for a time

as Wakim."
U Anubis's emissary1"
uNone other. LI'he dog had strip..

ped him of his memories and sent
hlm tG sl~y hjs ()WD son - ~d fa-
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there That is what moved Typhon
to anger."

.ccA pox on the whole bloody
family! And what has become of
my son? He but left me this note,
anfl - Of courseI"

U 'Of course,' what?"
celt is not too late. I - "
.uBehind you, on the walll" cries

Yramin. uTyphonl"
Osiris moves with a speed which

1lelies his fragile appearance. He
ttives toward a green tapestry, casts
it aside and moves beyond.

The shadow flows after him and
rears.

When if moves away, there is a
lryphon-shaped hole in the tapes
try and the wall itself.

"Typhon," says Vramin. .'
U I am here," comes the

yoice .uWhy did you give warning?"
U Because Thoth gave him his

life."
UI Was not aware of this."
~cYou did not remain long enough

to hear it repeated. Now it is too
late.n

UNo. I fear he has escaped me."
uHow so?"
UHe was not within the chamber

when I destroyed it."
"nus may be a gooa thing. Lis

fen. We can use Osiris."
UNoI There can never be peace

between our families so long as he
lives, regardless of any chivalrous
sentiments my brother may mouth.
No. I will search this House until
142

I fmd Osiris and he passes .In
Skagganauk Abyss I "

U As did Anubis?"
uNol J\nubis has escalfed mel"

comes the cry. uFor a time."
~en Typhon rears; the flames

come, and he Is gone.
Vramin makes a daisy-belieaaing

gestUre with his cane and the win
dow is closed.
. uAnubis still lives," says Mad-
rak, looking back over his shoul
~er.

UObviously."
UWhat shall we do?" .
"We shall continue to sfuoy ilie

functions of the House of the Dead.
U I wish to rest."
uThen do so. Find yourself a near

chamber and retire. You knoW
where the food is."

uYes."
U Till later, then."
ccTilllater, Lord."
Madrak goes forth from the great

Hall and he wand~rs. He comes af
ter a time {o a chamber where the
tiead stand like statues. He seats
himself among them. He s~aks.

ttl was his faithful servant. Hear
me, lady with the breasts like mel
ons. I was his faithful servant. The
poet went to war with the other
J\ngels, knoWing it went against
his will. But he is forgiven and ex
alted. And where am I? Servant to
a servant."

It is not fair.
UI'm glad you agree willi me.

Md you there, fellow with the
IF



extra arms. Did you spread reIi~

gi•• and morality? Did you single
haadedly defeat monsters and won
~us beasts among the unenlight
~ned?"

0/ course not.
USo you see." He slaps his thigh.

uSo you see, there is no justice,
and virtue is constantly betrayed,
befouled, imposed upon. Look what
has become of the General, who
aevoted his life to humanity; Life
took away his own humanity. Is
that justice?"

Hardly.
U All comes to this, my brothers.

We all become statues in the House
of the Dead, regardless of the lives
we led. The universe never thanks.
The giver is never repaid. Oh, You
Wha May Be, why did You make
things to be this way - if You
did make things, to be this way,
that is. Why? I have tried to serve
You ana .the Prince, Your Agent.
What's it gotten me? Coach fare and
third-class accommodations. I am
glad that Set battles the Nameless
:without the gauntlet of power - "

UWhat?"
~d looking up, he sees a statue

which had not been there before;
~d unlike the others, it moves.

Its head i~ the head of a black
061, and its red tongue darts and
curls.

"youl How could you have
hidden from Yramin, esca~

ea Typhon?"
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UThis is my House. It Will be
many ages before all its secrets may
be learned by another."

Madrak stands, and his staff
spins in his hands.

UI do not fear you, Anubis. I
have fought it every clime and place
where man may take the Word. I
have sent many to this House, and
I come myself as a conqueror, not
a victim."

uYou were conquered long ago,
Madrak, and you only just now re
alized it."

(~Silence, dogl You speak to one
who holds your life in his hands."

UAnd you speak to one who
.holds your future in his."

UWhat do you mean?"
uYou said that Set goes to bat

tle the Nameless once again?"
UThat is true. And when the

Nameless has been destroyed, the
millennium will come."

UHal Save your metaphysics,
preacher. Answer me another thing,
and I will tell you a very good thing
indeed."

UWhat thing?"
Anubis steps forward, limp arm

fluttering at his side.
""What of the g(Juntle~ oj lJower'l"
uOh," says Madrak, removing

a gauntlet from beneath his dark
garment and drawing it upon his
right hand. uWhen I obtained this
item, I thought that worlds might
be :won for the faith With it." It
reaches to his elbow, his shoulder.
UI did not know that Wakim was
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Set. I was tempted to kee~ it for
JDyseIf. So" I substituted my own
~a~tlef-that-grows. If Is a com
moli enougli item in some places
among the Midworlds. This one
seems to be of~ ~tency,

while the other is but ordinary ar
mor." The gauntlet now flares to
cover his ba~ ~~ his chest.

cCI could kiss l11y fal cheeks,"
says I\nubis. uFor Set will now
have less of a ~ce against the
Nameless. And an along you plan
ned this betrayall You are a
slirewder man than I'd sup~sed,

DaCil"
uI·was used and I was fempted."
U Buf no more shalt thou be used.

Oh not Now you wear tlie glove,
"and I ~ropose an alliance - "

uBack, dogI You're no better
than ~yone else. I've something
you wanf now and my backside is
suddenly kissing sweef. 011 no I
WDafever I tIo with my newfound
power, I do for one ~son: Mel"

UThe alliance I pro~se will be
mutually beneficial."

U I need buf give the alarm and
you will be bound so tigJiUy that
all your guile will not serve to free
you. I need but s~in my staff in
the proper manner and your brain
will decorate the walls. So speak
now with that in mind, fork-tongue,
and I will listen."

{( If Osiris still liv_es," says I\nu
bis, U and if we can ream him, then
we three together may be able to
destroy Thoth."
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U I am sure that Osiris still lives
- though for how much longer this
will be so, I cannot say. ~liOD
pursues him about the House of
Life at this momenf."

U We've a cliance, a very good
mance, of recovering all - now
that you hold the gauntlet. I've
gof a way to get us to the House
()f Life, and perliaps a way to res-
cue Osiris, also." .

uThen what? We Clo not even
know where the battle with the
Nameless is occurring."

UOne thing by itself, anotlier
when if arises. Are you with me?'~

uI'll go along with you to the
House of Life, as Thoth desires tliat
Osiris live and I may hel~ to
effect this much of his will. In the
meantime, I s1iall be thinking."

ul'hat is good enough."

,'see how the. gauntlet grows.
Further tlian beforeI It is

down to my tbigb$ this timeI"
U Excellent I The more invincible

you become, the better for us alI.'~

U A moment. Do you seriOUs1~

~nk the three of us can defeat
Thoth, Set and the Steel General??J

uYes."
UHow?"
uThe Hammer may strike" again,"

says Anubis.
UIt still exists?"
uYes, and Osiris is its master."
uWell, granting all these thlngs

and assuming that even ~~!!'riijnJ.
who is now master in your HoUse~
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may be dealt with - what ef the
.tIler? WlIat of the great skadow
.. tIie shape of a horse whicll will
prsue us till the end of our days,
he wlio (Joes not live in space as
we know it, ,,110 cannot be destroy
eel, ana who cannot be reasoned
witli when anger lies upon him?"

Anubis looks away.
~(TyphOD do I fear," he admits.

nA~ ago I constructed a weapon
- no, not a weapon, a thing 
which I thought might serve to re
strain him. When I tried to use it
recently, he fell upon it and de
stroyed it. He also took my arm. I
admit that I have nothing but my
~t to use against him. But one does
net throwaway an empire for fear
of one individual. If only I knew
tile secret of his power. • • . "

U I heard him mention Skagga
:nauk Abyss."

uThere is no such place."
(CI've never heard the name be

fere. You have?"
uLegend, fancy, fiction."
u And what do these things tell

.f it?"
uWe waste time discussing non

$eue."
uIf you wish my assistance, you

will answer me. See, the gauntlet
new reaches to my knees

USkagganauk Abyss, sometimes
called the chasm in the sky," says
:Anubis, ~c is the place where it is
said that all things stop and noth
iq exists."

unere are many very empty
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spaces thrQughout the universe."
ccBut tlle Abyss is said to be

~pty of space, also. It is a bot
tomless kole that is not a hole. It
is a ga~ in the fabric of space it
self. It is nothing. It is the theoreti
cal hub of the universe. It is the big
exit leading nowhere, under, over,
beyond, out of it all. That's Skag
ganauk Abyss."

uTyphon does seem to possess
these qualities himself, does he
not?"

uYes, he does. I'll admit thaI.
But it answers nothing. Curse the
mating of Set and IsisI They have
begotten a brute and a monster I "

uYou can hardly talk, Anubis.
Was Typhon always as he is now?
How could the Witch be delivered
of such a one?"

uI do not know. He is older than
I. That whole family is shrouded
in mystery and paradox. Let us be
off to the House of LifeI"

Madrak nods his head.
uShow me the way, Anubis."

II

[H- orus walks in the places of
power, and none know his

name. But if each among the crea
tures which pass were to be ask
ed, they would say that they had
heard something of him. For he is
a god. His power is almost beyond
measure. He has been defeated,
however. The Prince Who Was A
[I'liousand, his brother, worked his
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undoing to preserve his own Iife
and the order of life which he rep
resents.

Now, Horus turns up an avenue,
well lighted, where the various spe
cies cavort. Power and the night are
around him.

He has come to this particular
street on this particular world for
a reason: He is invariably undecid
ed. He needs opinions. He loves
oracles.

He seeks advice.
Darkness in the sky, bright lights

along the thoroughfare. He passes
places and people of entertain
ment.

A man moves to bar his way.
He seeks to pass around him, step
ping into the street. The man fol
lows and seizes his arm.

Horus glows his breath upon him
and it comes down with the force
of a hurricane. The man is swept
away and Horus moves on .

After a time, he comes to a place
of oracles. The Tarot readers and
the astrologers and the numerolo
gists and the casters of the Yi
Ching beckon to the god in the
red loin cloth. But he passes them
by.

Finally, he comes to a place
where there are no people.

It is' the place of the machines
which predict.

At random, he selects a booth,
enters.

((Yes?" inquires the booth.
U Queries," Horus replies.
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UA moment."
There carnes a metallic click, and

an inner door opens.
(( Enter the cubicle."
Horus moves to enter a small

room.
It contains a bed, of sorts. A

heavy female torso lies upon it,
joined with a gleaming console. A
speaker is set within the wall.

(( Mount the inquiry unit," he is
instructed.

Discarding his loincloth, Horus
does this thing.

The rule is that your questions
will be answered for so long as you
give satisfaction," he is informed.
((What is it that you wish to
know?"

. ((I have a problem: I find myself
in conflict with my brother. I tried
to defeat him. I failed. I cannot
make up my mind as to whether
I should seek him out again and
renew the battle."

(( Insufficient information to re
ply," comes the answer. ((What sort
of conflict? What sort of brother?
What sort of man are you?"

Gruesome grow the lilacs and the
rose rows be hedges of thorn. The
garden of memory is filled with
frantic bouquets.

(( Perhaps I have come to the
wrong place."

((This may be, and it may not.
Obviously though, you do not know
the rules."

((Rules?" and Horus stares up at
the dull mesh of the speaker.
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D ry monotone, the voice is sifted
through:

« I am not a seer, nor am I a fore
seer. I am an electrical-mechanical
-biological votary of the god Logic.
Pleasure is my price, and for it I
will invoke the god for any man.
To do so, however, I need a more
complete question. I do not possess
sufficient data to answer you at this
point. So love me, tell me more."

{{I do not know where to begin,"
Horus begins. (( My brother once
ruled all things - "

« Stop! Your statement is illogi
cal, unquantifiable - "

H • • • And quite correct. My
'brother is Thoth, sometimes called
the Prince Who Was A Thousand.
One time, all of the Midworlds were
his kingdom."

({ My records indicate the ex
istence of a myth concerning a
Lord of Life and Death. Accord
ing to the myth, he had no broth
ers."

Correction. These matters are
generally kept within the family.
Isis had three sons, one of them
by her lawful Lord, Osiris; two of
them by Set the Destroyer. Unto
Set she begat Typhon and Thoth.
Unto Osiris she begat Horus the
Avenger, myself."

{{Thou art Horus?"
((You have named me."
(( You wish to destroy Thoth?"
((That was my assigned task."
uYou cannot do it."
HOh."
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{( Please do not depart. There
may be more questions you wish
to ask."

U I can't think of any."
But Horus cannot depart at

this moment, for the fires are upon
him.

{(What are you?" he finally in-
quires.

{(I have already told you."
((Yet how have you become what

you are: half-woman, half ma
chine?"

H This is the one question I may
not answer, unless I am preperly
cued. I shall, however, attempt to
comfort thee, seeing that thou art
distraught."

{(Thank you. You are kind."
({ It is my pleasure."
"I'd say that once you were hu-

man."
({ That is correct."
({Why did you cease being so?"
"I may not say, as I have already

said."
(( May I help you in any way to

effect anything which you may de
sire?"

({Yes."
{{I-Iow?
((I may not say."
(( Do you know for a fact that

Hor·us may not destroy Thoth?"
((This is the most valid proba

bility, based on the knowledge of
the myths which I possess."

(( If you were a mortal woman,
I'd be inclined to be kind to yeu."

((What does that mean?"
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UI might love yeu for your ter
l6Ie Jaonesty.

(CMy god, my god I TIlou hast__ me."
ccWliaf (10 yOu meal1?"
~CI have been (loomed to this ex

ia&ace till one who is greater than
..shaD look upon me with love."

CCI might look' upon you in such
• lUDDer. Would you deem that
PNlaable?"

~ cCNo, for I am too used."
cc~rJien you know not the god

Kens.''-
CCIt is the utmost improbability."
ccBut I've no one else to love. So

I I_e y~u."

DIe god Horus loves me?"
~cYes.'1.

cClbeD thou art my Prince, and
din hast comeI"

UI do not - "
C(Bide thou a moment and other

tIIiIap stiaU occur."
'01 shall abi~e," says Horus.

III

V:· ramin walks ilirougli the House
of the Dead. Had you eyes in

dlat .place, you couldn't see a thing.
It Ii far too dark for eyes to be of
v_e. But Yramin can see.

He iValks through an enormous
r..., and :when he reaches a cer
.. P:Gint within it there comes
• ,JigIat that is dim and orange and
cnwded into comers.

11aen they come up out of the
~arenf rectangles which now1.

appear in tlte floor, come up un
breathing, unblinking and horizon
W, and they rest upon invisi.
ble catafalques ~f a heighf of two
feet, and their garments ana skins
'are of an tolors and their bodies
of all ages. Now some have wings
and some have tails, and some have
horns and some long talons. Some
have all of these things, and some
have pieces of machinery builf in..
to them and some do not.

There comes a moaning and a
creaking of brittle bones, then
movement.

Rustling, clicking, Chafing, they
sit up, they stand up.

Then all bow down before him,
and one word fills the air:

"Master."
He turns his green eyes upon tl1e

multitude, and from somewhere a
sound of laughter comes to fall u~
on his ears.

Turning, turning, turning, ae
:waves his cane.

Then there is a suaden movement,
and she stands by his side.

uYramin, your new subjects pay
you homage."

(CLady, how did you get in liere'?"
But she laughs again and does

not answer his question.
U I, too, have come fo honor

thee: Hail Vraminl Lord of the
House of the DeadI"

UYou are kind, Lady."
UI am more than kind. The end

draws near, and that which I de
sire is almost at hand."
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Ult Was you who raised these
deaCI to rest once more, ana I may
ask your assisfance. I may also
ask what it is thaf you (lesire."

uAnd I may fell you."

The dead suddenly lie Clown and
• descend into their graves. The
lighf de~arts.

UDoyou know why Anubis fled?"
lie inquires.

UNo, I am only jusf arrived
kere."

uHe (Jeparted, pursued by your·
SOD lfypJion."

:ADCI the Red WifeD smiles witli
in her veils.

uThat lfyphon lives pleases me
beyond measure," she says.
Where is he now?"

uPresently, he is seeking the life
of Osiris. It may be that he has
already disll.Osed of both the dog
and the bird."
~CI slie laughs, and her familiar

lea~s U~D tier shoulder ~d holds
its sfomacli With both hands.
·~How joyous a thing this would

be - nowl We must look upon this
~fairl. -

~CVery good," and Yramin draws
a green picture frame uI!On the
dark air.

Isis moves to his side and takes
his hand in liers.

Suddenly there is a picture within
the frame, !md it moves.

It is the picture of a dark horse
shadow, alone, moving uI!On a
~
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U]'his is of no heI~ to us," says
Yramin.

UNo, but it is good to 100£ upon
my SOD once again, my SOD who
contains the Abyss of Skagganauk
within him. Where may his brother
be?" .

With his father, as tJiey have
gone to fight the Nameless once
again."

AnfJ Isis arops her eyes, an~ the
picture wavers.

- cc I would look upon this thing,"
she finally says.

cc Before this, I would locate Anu
bis anil Osiris, if they still live -
and Madrak." .

cCYery well."
:And within its emerald frame,

the ~icture slowly takes form.

'H-is arm is around her waist, and
l. together they watch the pic
.tures that form within tlie frame,
there in the House of the Dead.
They watcli Osiris, as lie sails across
.the sky in his black crossbow, up
on which is mounted a thing that
can smash a SUD. He rides alone,
and the yellow eyes never blink
within tliat face whicli cannot know
expression. They ~fcli the dark
,cockleshell which contains Anubis,
Madrak ~nd an empty glove which
holds ~wer.

~ramin traces two lines iVith the
courses of the vessels. rrhe picture
Changes to the ~lace where the
tines intersect. There lies the twi
light }Vorl~, an(} its surface UD-
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gee· goes upheavals as they watch.
ullew it is that they could kn6W

th~ place?" asks Isis.
ccl do not know - Unless 

Osiris I He found a note. I watched
his expression as he read it."

uAnd ••• ?"
ttHorus. Horus must have left

him the note - telling him the
place. "

uHow could Horus know it?"
uHe fought with Thoth - prob

"ably vlithin Thoth's o\vn mind, and
Horus can look into a man's head,
know what he is thinking. Some
[time during that encounter, he
must have stolen tlus knowledge
from the Prince, who is normally
proM against such skills. Yes, at
some time he must have let down
his guard for an instant. He must
be warned I"

nperhaps Typhon will yet pro
.vide for his safety."

uWhere is Typhon now?"
Tltey regard the frame and all

pictures flee.
Black, black, black. There is

,notlailtg.
.cclt is as though Typhon does

not exist'," says Vramin.
uNG," says Isis. uYou look upon

Skagglllauk the Abyss. 1Yl?hon has
withdrawn from the universe, to
seek his own way along the un
~ersides of space as men know it.
II IUay be that he, too, has found
JvJlatever note Horus left."

Jttrhis is not sufficient insurance
fer tile Prince. n~ whole ~bject

1.

may miscarry unless we can reach
him.n

U Then go to him quickly I "
n I cannot."
nOne of your famous gateways."
CtThey only function Within the

Midworlds. I draw my power from
the tides. I cannot operate beyond.
Lady, how did you come here?"

UIn my chariot."
uOf the Ten Invisible Powers?"
ttYes."
ttThen let us use it."
t( I fear --:. Listen, Mage. ~.ou

must understand. I am a woman
and I love my son, but I also love
my life. I anl afraid. I fear the
place of that conflict. Do not think
the less of me if I refuse to accom
pany you. You may take my char
iot and you may ride in it, but you
must keep your own company."

U I think not the less of you,
Lady."

ttrhen take this pendant. It con
trols the Ten Powers that drive the
chariot, and it will give you addi
tional strengths."

uWill it function beyond the Mid
worlds?"

~tYes," and she slides into his
arms and for a moment his green
beard tickles her neck while her
familiar gnashes its tiny teeth and
knots its tail, twice. "

rrhen she conducts him to her
chariot on the roof of the House of
:the Dead, and he mounts if, holds
high the pendant in his right hand,
becomes for ~ momenti ~~t ~f a
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cleverly contrived tableau within a
red-glass bottle, is then a distant
twinkle in the heavens Isis watches.

Shuddering, she retreats to the
.~ of the dead, to dwell again
U~D the one whom she fears to
face, who is even now battling the
~ameless.

~ramin stares ahead With eyes
()f jade. Points of yellow light dance
within them.

fB-ehind Vramin's eyes is the vision
, . ~tilled.

rrhere stands the Prince, down
ward staring. The surface of the
~orld's afire. On the hood of the
Prince's shiH stands the beast whose
body is ~or, whose rider sits un
moving, gleaming, also facing the
place of conflict The crossbow ap
proaches. The cockleshell swings
·forward. The Hammer is cocked,
SDaRS forward. Then rag-tail ablaze,
the comet comes forth, glowing,
brightening as it races onward.

Somewhere, a banjo is plucked as
Bronze rears and the head of the
General swivels over his left shoul
der to face the intruder. His left
hand jerks toward him and Bronze
continues to rear, up onto his hind
most legs and then springs away
from the Prince's vessel. Three
strides only are taken. Mount and
rider vanish. There comes a hazi
ness, a crinkling, and the stars
oance in that corner of the sky, as
though they are reflections Within
~ agitated pool. The comet is
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caught up In this wind tliat is
Change, becomes two-dimensional,
is gone. Pieces of the broken cross
bow continue on along tlie ~tb

the vessel had followed when whole.
[I'he cockleshell lieads towar(l the
surface of the world, vanishes amid
the smoke and the dust, tlie flames.
For a long whlle, the entire lableau
is a still-life. Then the cockleshell
streaks away. It now contains three
occupants.

YrBmin tightens his .liana upon
the piece of bloody light, ~(l the
Chariot of Ten turns to nursue.

The conflict rages upon the sur
face of the l!lanet. [.['he globe seems
a liquid and boiling thing, chang
ing shape, spurting forth fiery fOUD

tains. There comes a series of enor
mous blazes and a mighty sliafter
ing. The }vorld comes a~art [.['here
is brightness, mighty, mighty, and
dust, confusion: fragmentation.

Behind the jade eyes of ~ramin,

Within which dances the yellow
lights, there is this vision.

I~

'Hands clasped behind his back,
I the Prince Who Was a Thou
sand considers the destruction of
the world.

The broken body of the world,
its members splintered and cruslled,
rotates beneath him, flattening,
elongating, burning, burning, burn
ing.

:Now he watches througn an 10-
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stcument as he orbits about the
rum, an instrument like a pink lor
gli.ette with antennae. Occasionally,
tkere is a click and the antennae
twitch. He lowers it, raises it again,
several times. Finally, he puts it
aside. -

UWhat is it that you see, my
brother?"

He turns his head, and the dark
horse shadow is at his side.

tt I see a living point of light,
caulht up in that mass doWn there,"
he says. UTwisted, shrunken, weak
ly pulsing, but still alive. Still liv
ing."

uThen our father has failed."
uI fear so."
uThis thing must not be."
And Typhon is gone.

N ew, as Yramin pursues the
.. cockle of Anubis, he sees the

tbiBg for which there is no under
staading.

Upon the blasted heap of ele
m_ts that was a world there comes
now a dark spot. It grows, amidsf
the light, the dust, the confusion,
grows until its outline becomes dis
c&Bable:

It is a dark horse shadow that
has fallen upon the rubble.

It continues to grow until it
achieves the size of a continent.

Rearing, the dark horse is ram"
putt over all. It swells, it expands,
it lengthens, until the Wreckage of
the entire planei) is contained with..
ia it. .
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Then it is framed in flame.
Nothing lies within the blazing

silhouette. Nothing whatsoever.
[fhen the flames subside and the

shadow shrinks, retreating, retreat
ing, running down a long, absolute
ly empty corridor.

nen there is nothing.
It is as if the world had n~ver

existed. It is gone, finished, kaput,
and the Nameless Thing That Cries
in the Night along With it. And
now, Typhon, too, is gone.

'A line comes into Yramin's head:
uDie Luft ist kuhl und es dunkeIt,
und ruhig fllest den Rhein." He
remembers not the source, but
knows the feeling.

Bloodbolt held on high, he pur..
sues the god of death.

v

Awakening, slowly, manacled
~ spread-eagle fashion to a steel
table, bright lights stabbing down
through his yellow' eyes like electric
needles within his brain, Set groans
softly and tests the strength of his
bonds.

His armor is gone, that pale glow
in the corner might be the star
wand, his shoes that walk u~on

everything are not to be seen.
uHello, Destroyer," says the

wearer of the glove. uYou are for
tunate to have survived the en...
counter."

uMadrak?" he asks.
uYes."
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C( I can't see you. Those lights-"
cCI'm standing behind you, and

.those lights are only for purposes
of preventing your use of temporal
fugue to depart this vessel before
we are ready to permit it."

((I do not understand."
uXhe battle waxeth furious be

low. I am watching it through a
port now. It looks as if you have
the upper hand. In a moment, the
Hammer that Smashes Suns will
strike again, and you will of course
escape it as you did the last time
- by means of the fugue. That is
why we were able to pick you up a,
few moments ago, just as Anubis
did-in days long gone by. The fact
that you did appear testifies to
what will happen shortly. Therel
Osiris strikes, and the Hammer be
gins its descent - Anubis1 Some
thing is wrongl There is some sort
of change occurringl The Hammer.. "IS. • • IS ii • • gone. • • •

nYes, I s~ it now," comes the
familiar bark. "And Osiris, too, has
gone away. The Steel General, he
it was."

UWhaf shall we do now?"
uNothing. Nothing whatsoever.

This turn is even better than we
had hoped. Set's occurrence recently
by means of the fugue testifies that
some cataclysmic event will still
shortly occur. Does it not, Set?"

UYes."
uYour final clash Will doubtless

destroy the world."
"Probably. I W~n't stay."
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((Yes, there it goes," says Mad
rake

"Wonderfull Now we have Set;
Osiris has been disposed of, anCl
the Steel General is DO longer avail
able to pursue us. We have Tholli
precisely where we want him. Bail
Madrak, new Lord of theH~ ~f

Life! "
uThank you, Anubis. I (fi(Jn'f

think it could be that easily accom
plished - but what of the Name
less?"

uSurely it must have fallen this
time. What of it, Set?"

UI don't know. I struck. it with
the full force of the wand."

uThen everything is tied ·up
-neatly. Now hear me, Set. We wish
you no ill, nor will we harm. your
son Thoth. We rescued you when
we could have left you to 'rot - "

U Then why have you secured me
thus?"

uBecause I know your fem~

and your power, and I wished to
reason with you before freeing you.
You might not have granted me
sufficient opportunity, so I insured
it myself. I wish to deal With notli
through you - "

uLordl" cries Madrak. uObserve
the ruined world1 There comes over
it a monstrous shadowl"

CCIt is Typhonl"
uYes. What can he be doing?"
UWhat do you know of this,

Set?"
UIt means that I failed, and ttiat

somewhere amid the rujns ~ Name-
IF



less Thing still cries in the night.
lfyphon is completing the job."

uThere is fire, master, and 
I cannot look upon the emptiness
which occursI "

e~Skagganauk ~byss!"

"~yo09," says Set. cCTypnon is
~ ~kagganauk Abyss. He evicts

the Nameless from the universe."
.ccWhat was the Nameless?"
uA god," says Set, uan old god,

I'm sure, With nothing left to be
diviDe about any more."

CCI do not understand," says
Madrak.

(CHe jests. But what of Typhon?
How shall we deal with him?"

ccYou may not have -to," says
Set. UWhat he has done has prob...
ably resulted in his own exile from
the universe."

(CThen we have won, Anubis! We
have won! Typhon was the only
thing you feared, was he not?"

uYes. Now the Midworlds lie
for ever Within my hands."

cCARd mine, don't forget I "
eeOf course not. So tell me, Set.

You see the ways the stars are
drifting. Will you join with us?
You will become the right hand of
Mubis. Your son can be a Re
gent. He may name his own job,
for I do not undervalue his wis
~om. What say you?"

eel must tbi~ of this thing."
eeTo be sure. Take your time.

Realize, however, that I am DOW

invincible."
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ttAnd you realize that I have de
~eated God in battle."

(CIt could not have been God,"
says Madrak, ee or He would not
have been defeated I "

~cNo," says Set. UYou saw Him at
the end. You witnessed His power.
:And even now He is not dead,
only in exile."

Madiak lowers his head, covers
his face with his hands.

Cter do not believe youl I cannot."
UBut it is true, and you have

been party to this thing, oh recre
ant priest, blasphemer, apostate I"

ccSilence, Set I " cries Anubis.
UDon't listen to him, Madrak. He
sees your weakness, as he sees the
weaknesses of all things he en
counters. He seeks to draw you on
to a battlefield of another sort,
o~e where you struggle against
yourself, to be beaten by the guilt
he has contrived for you. Ignore
him! "

UBut what if he speaks the truth?
I stood by and did nothing - even
profited by - "

ulndeed you did," says Set. ((The
guilt is mainly mine, but I bear it
with pride. You were party to the
action,) however. You stood by and
:watched, thinking of the profit
that would come to you, while He
Whom you served was beaten to
His knees - "

Anubis strikes him a terrible
blow that rips the flesh of his
cheek.

eel take it that you have made up
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your mind, and this is your an
swer: rfo, fry to turn Madrak
against me. If will not work. He
is not so gullible as you think 
are you, Dad?"

Madrak does not answer, but
continues to stare out the port.
Set struggles against his bonds but
cannot loosen them.

cCAnubisl We are pursuedl"
Anubis departs Set's side, van

ishing into darkness. The lights
continue to stab downward.

~~It is the Chariot of Ten," Anu
bis says.

ceOf the Lady Isis?" Madrak
inQuires. UWhy should she follow
11Sl'~

JCBecause Set was once her be
lovea. Perhaps he still is. Eh, Set?
Wliat's the story?"

Buf Set does not reply.
UWhatever," says Madrak, uif

draws nears. How strong is the
Red Witch? Will she give us trou
hIe?;"

ceShe was nof so strong but thaf
she feared her old Lord, Osiris,
avoiding him for many centuries 
and I am certainly as strong as
Osiris. We Will not. be beaten by _
woman. Not when we have come
this f~."

M adrak bows his head, mumbl
ing, and~ to b~t u~~

his breast
l CSfog thatl Jl'ou'r~ being ridicu

louSl.'~

But Sel ~ughs, and Anubis turns
156

upon him with a savage snarl.
uI'll tear your heart outi fQ~

thatl"
. Buf Set raises his bleeding left
hand which he has just tom free
and holds it before his body.

~cTry if, dog I Your one liand
_gainst mine. Your slaff edany
other wea~D you nave against the
left hand of Sef. Come closerI"
~d his eyes glow like twin~
and ~ubis falls back beyond his
grasp.

The lights continue to dazzle and
spin.

uKill· him Madrakl" cries Anu
bis. Ulle is of no further use to ust
You wear the gaunt1e~ of powerI.
He cannot stand against itl"

But Madrak does not re~ly, in..
stead, uForgive me, Whatever You
:Are or Were, Wherever You Mayor
May Not Be, for omissions and
commissions in whicli I indulged or
did not indulge, as the ~e may
be, in this matter iYhiclihas just
come to pass," lie says, still beating
his breasf. ~cAnd jn the event
tl1at - "
~cneD give me the g1ovel" cries

i\nubis. ~cQuicklyI,~

.Buf Madralt continues.
~ sliudder runs through the cock..

leshell" and magicians and goets be
ing very good at tliaf sori ~f thing,
_ ~oorway whicli hatl been ~oubl~

sealeil springs ()pen, ~~ ~r~
~fers.

He "aves his cane and smil~.

~caow ~o~ Jlow ~Q?}~
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U}'ake him, Madrakl" cries
~ubis.

But ~ramin a9vances, anq Mag
rat stares out the window, mum
bling.

[rhen Mubis raises his staff be
fere him.

,tCAnge! of the Seventh Station,
an(J faIlen, departI" says Anubis.

~cYou use myoId title," says
Yramin. ttl am now Angel of the
House of the Dead."

uYou lie."
~cNo. By appointment of the

Prince do I now occupy your for
mer position."

With a great wrenChing move
ment, Set frees his right hand.
~ramindandles Isis's pendant be

fore him, and Anubis backs away.
,uMadrak, I bid you destroy this

oneI" he cries out.
I ~cYramin?" says Madrak. (COn,
no, no't Vramin. He is good. He
is my friend."

Set frees his right ankle.
uMadrak, if you Will not destroy

Yramin, then hold Setl"
U ',Thou Who might be our Fa

ther who perhaps may be in Heav
en. • • • ' " Madrak intones.

ifhen Anubis snarls and poinfs
his staff like a bazooka at Yramin.
uCo~eno further," he announces.
But Yramin advances another

step.
A blaze of light falls upon bini,

buf the red beams from the ~ndant
cancel it out.

~cI'oo late, dog," he 'says.
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Anubis circles, draws near the
port where Madrak stands.

Sef frees his left ~e, rubs it,
stands.

~cYou are (Jea(J," says Set, and
moves forward.

But a~ this momenf, ~ubis falls
to the knife of Madrak, whic1i en
ters his neck above the collar bone.

ttl meant no harm," says :Mad
rak., U and this is to pay in part
for my guilt. The dog led me astray.
I repent. I make you a gift of his
life."

uThou fooll" says Yramin. ttl
wanted him prisoner."

Madrak begins fo wee~.

Anubis bleeds in red spurts u~

on the floor of the cockleshell.
Set lowers his head slowly and

rubs his eyes.
uwPat shall we do now?" asks

Yramin.
tt 'Hallowed be Thy name, if a

name Thou hast and any desire to
see it hallowed ••• '" says Mad
rake

Set does not answer, having
closed his eyes and fallen into a
sleep that will last for many days.

VI

The Citadel of Marachek, empty,
... not empty, empty again. Why~
Listen••••

Set stands his ground, faCing tlie
monster, and it lunges toward him.

For a long while they wrestle, there
in th.e courtyard.
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Then Set brea~s its back, and - And each time that Set destroys
it lies a-groaning. _ a creature, he turns his eyes once

Then Thoth, his son, his father, again toward a place, a moment,
the Prince Who Was A Thousand, where he had battled the Nameless
Qpens again the bottle of instant and destroyed a world and where
monsters and removes another seed. the dark horse shadow his son

Sowing it there 'in the dust, an- rears and blazes; and heeding the
other menace blooms beneath his beck of annihilation he moves to
hand, then bends toward Set. ward that place, that moment. :But

The madness that lies within Thoth follows, distracting him with
Set's eyes falls upon the creature, monsters.
and there is more conflict. This is because Set is destruc-

Standing above its broken body, tion, and he· will destroy himself if
Set b,ows his head and vanishes. there is nothing else that is sui.ta-

But Thoth follows after him sow- ble at hand or somewhere in sight,
.ing monsters, and the ghosts of Set in time or in space. But the Prince
and the monsters he fights rage is wise an~ realizes thi.s. This is why
through the marble memory that he follows after his father on his
is wrecked and rebuilt Marachek. temporal journey toward the altar
r-::: ~ of annihilation, after his awaken-

WHAT IS SEND IN A BUCK ing from the trance of battle against
'WITZeN~~ AND FIND OUT, BASY! the Thing That Cries In The
~ONeY. '

Night. For Thoth knows that if. he
can distract him long enough from
his pilgrimage, new things will arise
toward which Set's hand may be
turned. This is because such things
always arise.

But now ~hey move through time,
filling perhaps all of time, consid
ered from this moment of it - the
wise Prince and his deadly father/
son - skirting always the Abyss
that is Skagganauk, SOD, brother
and grandson.

This is why the ghosts of Set
and the monsters he fights rage

AVAIlABLE 8'1MAlL ONI-\! AMAG BY through the marble memory that is
~R,.OS mf FAN5.LAC:~ fRAZE1TA, CRW4PAu. wrecked and rebuilt Marachek, the
"I~.. .,.."'... Iii woo~ sox ,982 1d t et . END'
ANSON'A srATIO~, N.~c. 10(25) 0.1 ~ Cl y. - ..
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Dear Editor:
. Isaac Asimov's The Holmes-Gins
book. Device (Dec. If) was a dam
funny story, which makes me wish
that the Good Doctor would do more
writing, other than science-populari
zatien. But, on the first page of the
story. the narrator says, "Mike Gins~

boo was born on Jan. 1, 2001, which
made him exactly as old as this
century." I beg to differ with Dr.
As· ov, but if Ginsbook had indeed
been born on the 1st of January, in
20 1, he would be exactly one year
less than the age of that century
(i.e., in 2035 Ginsbook would be
34 years old.) So he must have
been born Jan. 1, 2000.

'Was that a typographical error,
or did My Hero goof? -

Mack Reynolds's serial The Coni
puter Conspiracy was a very good
novel. But tI am puzzled about one
thin. [ am damn sure that this
sto is the latest in a (more or less)
series about such things as Inallen
a~le Basic, teevee wrist phones and
the.,wilds of Brooklin (or is it Man
~taa1) which aU seem to stem from
.. lJ First by the name of Bircher,
t t was published a year or so ago.
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But Mack' Reynolds (I am' fairly
sure). has been around a lot longer
than a year or two. Wh re did I
go wrong? Did my memory circuits
blow a gasket or what?

Two finalJ questions: Whatever
happened to the If policy of over
lapping serials (I miss them)? And
whatever happened to the novels by
Robert Heinlein you used to print
every now and then (1 miss them
too)?

If If continues to be such a fine
magazine~ it will mike a clean sweep
of the Hugo field for POUR straight
years (at least as long ~ MY vote
has anything to say about it.-)!!!
James A. Juracic, POBox 11, Fruit
vale~ [B~C.~ Canida.
• . No goof. Figure it for yourself.
There was no Year Zero, so Janu
~ 1st of the year 1 was the fir t
day of the first century; January 1st
of the year 2001 will be the first
day of the twenty-first century; and
so on through the ages. Asimov
make a mistake? You must be kid-
ding! -- .

About Mack ReYnoldS: Yes, he's
been around quite a while, and isn't
the author of Biicher - different



story, different writer. Heinlein: He's
stil1 building his super-house, but
sigos are he may soon be getting
back to novels - at which time we
ItOpe to get back to bringing them
~o you. Overlapping serials: We stop
ped overlapping them because we
couldn't find enough good serials
to keep it up. Writers move in cycles,
like lemmings. It looks like the mi
gration is toward good serials again,
so maybe we'll be able to overlap
them again before long. - Editor.

• • •
Dear Editor:

1) Before aU else, let me add
my congratulations to the multitude's
on the occision of the award to
Worlda of If of the Bugo for the
third consecutive yearl 1bis honey of
praise should sweeten the sullet be
fore the gall of stricture, here follow,
ing, is sipped. Look Dot behind you
to see of the pursuit, nor. linger to
bask In favor's wPth, fOf, know
that always the competitions' chop
pers gnaSh at your heels. A pseudo
archaic touch of Elowird or Edison
Marsha1I may weD lubricate the ac
companying rode Shaft of criticism.

2) While this writer does, in
troth, admire your successfol electi...
cism is editor in selecting (and, no
doubt, amending) the contents of
Wo,lda of If, the mechanical and
substintiative aspects of the maga
zine apparently have not had yom
full attention. ITEM: 1) In the
December, 1968 issue (not even read
in full as yet) mechinlca1 errors
abound typogijiphica1Iy as evinced on
pages 81, 82, and 83 to exhaust not
the list. AS for substantiation, ITEM:
2) In the fast-paced, thought-pro-
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voking and well-enjoyed serial TM
Computer Conspiracy, its author
Mack Reynolds, an omnivorous _uta-
didact by all the signs, states most
inaccurately on pjge 126 that the
Esperanto phrase venu rapide means
(page 127) kill hlm. Not so. Tbe
significance of ttbese two wo~ds is
come quickly; to ~hieve the desited
merely shoot lin mo,tlguJ ITBM: 3)
On page 133 Reynolds asserts incor
rectly that ,Hungarian's sole Ungoistic
relative in Europe is Finnish. Not s~.

Not affluent perhaps, but an indu
bitable relative (cognate, even, to
Finnish) is Estonian. And some
would. add, is second cousin perhaps,
Turkish which retains a small but
definite toehold in Europe. All these
last could have been precluded by aD
ilert researcher through a phone call
.pr Uu'ee to some knowledgable source
VSJd there in mighty, if slowly de-t
Composing, New York. Now, it is not
suggested that in addition to your
other duties you assume directly those
of proofreader and researcher (but
then, why not?I); however, as editor,
you we responsible for an li~
material appearing in your magi
zlne, and therefore you should ex·
ercise a firmer control over its ap-.
pearance and content - as a mat
ter of your editorial reputation, if
nothing else, don't you ~gree?

3) Alas, in most laurel wreaths are
concealed a few thorns. If moved
thereto, hopefully a few more of
the former could appear in the fu..
ture from your scabrous, but 10y81
subscriber - R. C. Marble, P 0
Box 545, Reseda, California 91335.
• Mea culpa, Esteemed Subscriber.
Typographical vicissitudes (and aac-

IF



t«ial mis4emeanors) inevitably re
.... discrecU~ly to redactive rep
utations. Yet "." IIfI88U, what is one
te do when previously normative p~
~ eater a heteroscedastic p_?
-BtIltot.

••••
Dear Editor:

"ScIence-fietio~" it says here OD
die cover of If. So what's Creature3
-I LIght, a fantasy by Roger Zelazny,
'eiDg here? I don't like fantasy. Like
religion, it is the product of humau
i_agination with no basis in fact.
That's where religion came from. If
[ want to read fantasy rll read the
DiMe. - Roger Frohn... ...
Dear Editor:

Mack Reynolds, an entertaining
author and construeter of ingeni~

0111 tales, needs some editorial as
sistance.

He is obsessed with the idea that
preper development of his characters
requires "Cuteness" and a slang to
which he tries to impute CUlTency:
zoroaster, trant. wizard, chum-pal,
fuBker, whistlin Dixie, lush, guzzle,
dilL Some are his and some are bor
rowed, and none are good.

If ae must use such blunt tools,
he sheulcl at least I:esearch thein to
the extent of obIJervJDI their mort-!
ness of span In real life.

Can't yOD help him? au4 me? 
W. P. Poynter, 1200 Monterey Bou
levard, San Francisco, California
94127.

.••.*
Dear Bditor:

Since you read PU the stories sub
mitted and decide which stories are to
be published (is you state In Bue
& Cry) eDCt1y what do the Manag
ing and Associate Editors do? I had
always thought that they screened
the stories tint and seat the best
to you for final selection. .

I bought WO1'lds of Ff)lJttJ81. It's
excellent. More, pleasel - Free! F.
Jackson ~ 289 Dellwood, lPontiic,
Michigan 48053.
• What do they do? Why they do
all the hard work, of course -proof
reading, manuscript editin& dealing
with artists, etc., while The Editor
lounges at. his ease, eating chocolates
and reading stories. R. H.l. P. 
Editor.

Science Fiction Society of Columbia Uni
versity. At the Harknesl Theater, Butler
Library, Columbia UDivenlty, New York
City, from 1:00-5:00 P.II. There wU1 be
aD ezhlbidon of bibHograpbical and
scholarl,. works on Idence fiction. The
program wUl Include pr8I8Iltadonl by
Hbrariall., blbHographen, collectors, etc.

, For iDformadon: Fred Lerner, 98-13, The

• _ ....lIIiiiiiiIQ..~...- ................-_' Boulevard, East Pa~enou, New Jeney
I 07407.

MarclJ I, 1969. First Annual Confer- March. 2, 1969. ESPA :Annual OpeD1GC8. the "Bibliography of Science Flc- Meetiq. At YK-YW~ 600 Broad
~.." IPODSorM by the J1'aatas, and Street, Newark, New lJ.., 07104. GeD-
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era! theme: "Looking Backward: 1969
1939," Changes in the SF Field in the
Last Thirty Years. Admission: $1.25. For
Information: Allen Howard, 157 Grafton
Avenue, Newark, New Jersey 07104.

March 22-23, 1969. BOSKONE VI. At
the Statler-Hilton, Boston, Massachusetts.

. Guest of Honor: Jack Gaughan. Mem
bership $2.00. For information: New Eng
land Science Fiction Association, Box G,
MIT Branch Station, Cambridge, Mas
88chusetts 02139.

March 29-30, 1969. ldARCON. At
the Holiday East Motel, Columbus, Ohio
43227. Guest of Honor: Terry ~ Carr. Fea
tures: Panel Discussions, Open Party,
B&,nquet. Registration fee: $2.00. Ban
quet Ticket: $5.00. For information: Bob
Hillis, 1290 Byron Avenue, Columbus,
Ohio 43227.

April 4-6, 1969. MINICON TWO. At
the Hotel Andrews, 4th Street at Henne
pin, Minneapolis, Minnesota. Guests of
Honor: Charles V. De Vet, Gordon R.
:E)ickson, Carl Jacobi, Clifford D. Simak.
Membership: $2.00 - register' now and
receive two progress reports. For informa
tion: Jim Young, 1948 Ulysses Street
Make checks or money-orders payable to
Mrs. Margaret Lessinger.
N.E., Minneapolis, Minnesota 55418.

April 4-6, 1969. BRITISH SCIENCE
FICTION CONVENTION. At Randolph
Hotel, Onord, England.- Guest of Honor:
Judith Menil. For information in the
USA: Sam Russell, 1351 Tremaine Ave
Due, Los Angeles, California 90019.

April 11-13, 1969. LUNACON. Guest
of Honor: Robert (Doc) A. W. Lowndes.
At the Hotel McAlpin, New York City.
Advance membership $2.00, or $2.50 at
the door. Two Progress Reports will be
sent to members. For information: Frank
lin M. Dietz, 1750 Walton Avenue, Bronx:
New York 10453.

May 9-11, 1969. DISCLAVE. At Sky
line Inn, South Capitol and I Street, S.W.
Washington D.C. Guest of Honor: Lester
del Rey. Membership: $1.50, in advance;
$2.00, at the door. For information: Jay
Haldeman, 1244 Woodbourne Avenue,
Baltimore, Maryland 21212.

June 6-8, 1969. PgHLANGE Pitt!t't
t.urgh regional convention}. At Allegheny

1'2

Motor Inn, 1424 Beerschool Road, Pitts
burgh, Pennsylvania. Guest of Honor:
Robert Silverberg. Features·a lDanquet.
Membership: $1.50, in advance, $2.00,
at the door. For information: 1421 Wight
man, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 15217.

lune 23-August 1, 1969. THE SEC
OND ANNUAL CLARION WRITERS'
WORKSHOP IN SPECULATIVE FIC
TION. Participants may register for two,
four or six weeks, and college credit may
be granted. Faculty: Robin Scott, Fred
erik Pohl, Fritz Leiber, Harlan Ellisou,
Damon Knight and Kate Wilhelm. The
cost is $88.00 for each two-week seg
mant and includes full room and board.
For information: Robin Scott Wilson,
English Department, Clarion State Col
lege, Clarion Pennsylvania 16214.

June 28-30, 1969, MIDWESTCON. At
The North Plaza Motel, 7911 Reading
Road, Cincinnati, Ohio. For reservatioD
blanks and information: Lou Tabakow,
3953 St. Johns Terrace, Cincinnati, Ohio
45236.

July 3-6, 1969 WESTERCON XXll/
FUNCON II. At Miramar Hotel, Santa
Monica, California. Guest of Honor: Ran
dall Garrett. Fan Guest of Honor: Roy
Tackett, Toastmaster: Harlan Ellison.
Membership: $3.00 in advance, $5.10 at
the door. A supporting membership of
$1.00 entitles you to all publications. For
information: FUNCON II, Box 1, Santa
Monica, California 90406. Make checks
payable to Ken Rudolph.

August 29- September 1, 196!. ST.
LOUISCON: 27th World Science Fiction
Convention. At Chase-Park Plaza Hotel,
212 N. Kingshighway, St. Louis, Missouri
63108. Guest of Honor: Jack Gaughan.
Fan Guest of Honor: Ted White. Fea
tures: Project Art Show; Masquerade
Ball; All-night movies - every night;
Rock Band; Panels and speeches featur..
ing all your favorite writers, editors, end
artists; Auctions; Awards Banquet Bnd
the Presentation of the Hugos. Mem
berships: $4.00, attending; $3.00, sup
porting. Join now and receive all the
progress reports as they are published.
For information: St. Louiscon, P.O. Box
3008, St. Louis, Missouri 63131. Make
checks payable to St. Louiscon.

IF



PITY THE POOR READER!

We've heard the sad story over and over at science-fiction

meetings. Some reader was right in the middle of one of our

award-winning serials when his magazine dealer goofed, and

he missed an issue. Or he found the stand all sold out and

never read the novelette every other fan is raving about now.

Naturally, nobody wants to miss an issue of IF-the magazine

that won the Hugo as Best in the field at the past two World

Science Fiction Conventions. And surely nobody will want to

miss the great stories and brand new features we are already

scheduling for the future issue of IF.

We try to make sure there are enough copies for every reader,

but we can't guarantee that you won't miss an issue, un

fortunately.

Only you can do that. And it's really quite simple and will even

save you money. Just fill in the coupon below-or if you hate

to mutilate the magazine, write the information on a sheet of

plain paper-and mail it today! Then nobody will pity you,

because you'll be sure of getting every vital issue of IF!

....... ---------- -- -- - -------.
GALAXY PUBLISHING CORPORATION
421 Hudson Street
New York, New York 10014

Yes, start my subscription to Worlds of If right away. I enclose my check or
money order for:

D 12 issues for $6.00 D 24 issues for $11.50 0 36 issues for $16.00

Name .

Address .

City &State Zip Code .

Prices outside of the Western Hemisphere add $1.00 per year for postage.
Please check whether 0 new or 0 renewal



The EMs in your neighborhood
won't run off with your books
if you put inside the ·front cover
of each book ... a gummed bookplate

ith your name printed on it!

. No. CF-614 by Emsh

YOUR NAME HERE
No. CF-612 by Emsh

No. CM-12 by Cullen Rapp

FINAGLE SAYS-

The umpteenth corollary
of Finagle's General Law of
Dynamic Negatives says:

"No books are ver lost
by lo,aning except on s you
particularly want to k.ep."

100 for $5; 200, $7.50; 300, $10
with owner's name imprinted

All Postpaid.
Add state sales tax, if any.

ACTUAL SIZE, all designs, 3x4 inchet

The designs shown above are the only ones we offer J

Order from GALAXY 421 Hudson St., New York, N.Y. 10014
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