










































































































































































grants. Full compensation 
will be made by the Aga Ka
gan government. Agreed?" 

T HE Aga Kaga drew a 
breath, tensed himself; 

Georges jabbed with the knife 
point. His prisoner relaxed 
with a groan. "Agreed!" he 
grated. "A vile tactic! You 
enter my tent under the guise 
of guests, protected by dip
lomatic immunity-" 

"I had the impression we 
were herded in here at sword 
point," said Retief. "Shall we 
go on? Now there's the little 
matter of restitution for vio
lation of sovereignty, repara
tions for mental anguish, 
payment for damaged fences, 
roads, drainage canals, com
munications, et cetera, et 
cetera. Shall I read them 
all?" 

"Wait until the news of this 
outrage is spread abroad!" 

"They'd never believe it," 
Retief said. "History would 
prove it impossible. And on 
mature consideration, I'm 
sure you won't want it noised 
about that y"ou entertained 
visiting dignitaries flat on 
your back." 

"What about the pollution 
of the atmosphere by goats?" 
Georges put in. "And don't 
overlook the muddying of 
streams, the destruction of 
timber for camp fires and-" 

"I've covered all that sort 
of thing under a miscellane
ous heading," Retief said. 
••we can fill it in at leisure 
when :1e get back." 

"Bandits I" the Aga Kaga 
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hissed. "Thieves! Dogs of un
reliable imperialists!" 

.. It is disillusioning, I 
know," Retief said. "'Still, of 
such little surprises is history 
made. Sign here." He held the 
parchment out and offered a 
pen. "A nice clear signature, 
please. We wouldn't want any 
quibbling about the legality 
of the treaty, after conducting 
the negotiation with such 
scrupulous regard for the 
niceties." 

"Niceties! Never in history 
has such an abomination been 
perpetrated!" 

••oh, trea.ties are always 
worked out this way, when it 
comes right down to it. We've 
just accelerated the process a 
little. Now, if you'll just sign 
like a 60od fellow, we'll be 
on our way. Georges will have 
his work cut out for him, 
planning how to use all this 
reparations money." 

The Aga Kaga gnashed his 
teeth: Georges prodded. The 
Aga Kaga seized the pen and 
scrawled his name. Retief 
signed with a flourish. He 
tucked the treaty away in his 
briefcase, took out another. 

"Thi·s is just a safe-conduct, 
to get us out of the door and 
into the car," he said. "Prob
ably unnecessary, but it won't 
hurt to have it, in case you 
figure out some way to avoid 
your obligations as a host." 

The Aga Kaga signed the 
document after another prod 
from Georges. 

••one more paper, and I'll 
be into the jugular," he said. 

bJ Keith Laumer 



"WE'RE all t h r o u g h 
now," sa i d Retief. 

"Stanley, we're going to have 
to run now. I'm going to strap 
up your hands and feet a 
trifle; it shouldn't take you 
more than ten minutes or so 
to get loose, stick a band
aid on your neck and-" 

"My men will cut you down 
for the rascals you are !" 

"By that time, we'll be over 
the hill," Retief continued. 
"At full throttle, we'll be at 
Government House in an 
hour, and of course I won't 
waste any tim~ transmitting 
the treaty to Sector HQ. And 
the same concern for face that 
keeps you from yelling for 
help will insure that the de
tails of the neP"otiation re
main our secret." 

"Treaty! That scrap of pa
per!" 

"I confess the Corps is a 
little sluggish about taking 
action at times," Retief said, 
whipping a turn of silke~ cord 
around the Aga Kaga's ankles. 
"But once it's got signatures 
on a legal treaty, it's extreme
ly stubborn about all parties 
adhering to the letter. It can't 
afford to be otherwise, as I'm 
sure you'll understand." He 
cinched up the cord, went to 
work on the hands. The Aga 
Kaga glared at him balefully. 

"To the Pit with the Corps! 
The ferocity of my re
v~nge.......,.." 

"Don't talk nonsense, Stan
ley. There are several squad
rons of Peace Enforcers cruis
ing in the Sector just now. 

THE DESERT AND THE STARS 

I'm sure you're not ready ~o 
make any historical errors by 
taking them on." Retief fin
ished and stood. 

"Georges, just stuff a scarf 
in Stanley's mouth. I think 
he'd prefer to work quietly 
until he recovers his dignity." 
Retief buckled his briefcase, 
selected a large grape and 
looked down at the Aga Kaga. 

"Actually, you'll be glad 
you saw things our way, Stan
ley," he said. "You'll get all 
the credit for the generous 
settlement. Of course, it will 
be a striking precedent for 
any other negotiations that 
may become necessary if you 
get grabby on other worlds in 
this· region. And if your ad
visors want to know why the 
sudden change of heart, just 
tell them you've decided to 
start from scratch on an un
occupied world. Mention the 
virtues of thrift and hard 
work. I'm confident you can 
find plenty of historical ex
amples to support you." 

"Thanks for the drink," 
said Georges. "Drop in on me 
at Government House some 
time and we'll crack another 
bottle." 

"And don't feel bad about 
your project's going awry," 
Retief said. "In the words of 
the prophet, 'Stolen goods are 
never sold at a loss.' " 

"A remarkatle about-face, 
Retief," Magnan said. 

"Let this be a lesson to you. 
A stern Note of Protest can 
work wonders.'' 
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"A lot depends on the 
method of delivery," Retief 
said. 

"Nonsense. I knew all along 
the Aga Kagans were a rea
sonable and peace-loving peo
ple. One of the advantages of 
senior rank, of course, is the 
opportunity to see the big 
picture. Why, I was saying 
only this morning-" 

The desk screen broke into 
life. The mottled jowls of 
Under-Secretary Sternwheeler 
appeared. 

"Magnan! I've just learned 
of the Flamme affair. Who's 
responsible?" 

"Why, ah ... I suppose that 
I might be said-" 

"This is your work, is it?" 
"Well. . . Mr. Retief did 

play the role of messenger.'' 
"Don't pass the buck, Mag

nan!" the Under-Secretary 
barked. "What the devil went 
on out there?" 

"Just a routine Protest 
Note. Everything is quite in 
order." 

"Bah! Your over-zealous
ness has cost me dear. I was 
feeding Flamme to the Aga 
Kagans to consolidate our po
sition of moral superiority for 
use as a lever in a number of 
important negotiations. Now 
they've backed out! Aga Kaga 
emerges from the affair 
wreathed in virtue. You've 
destroyed a v e r y pretty 
finesse in power. politics, Mr. 
Magnan! A year's work down 
the drain!" 

.. But I thought-" 
.. I doubt that, Mr. Magnan, .. 

I doubt that very much!" The 
Under-Secretary rang off. 

"This is a fine turn of 
events," Magnan groaned. 
"Retief, you know very well 
Protest Notes are merely in
tended for the historical rec
ord ! No one ever takes them 
seriously." 

"You and the 1\.ga Kaga 
ought to get together," said 
Retief. "He's a great one for 
citing historical parallels. 
He's not a bad fellow, as a 
matter of fact. I have an in
vitation from him to visit 
Kaga and go mud-pig hunting. 
He was so impressed by 
Corps methods that he wants 
to be sure we're on his side 
next time. Why don't you 
come along?" 

"Hmmm. Perhaps I should 
cultivate him. A few high
level contacts never do any 
harm. On the other hand, I 
understand he lives in a very 
loose wr~.y, feasting and mer
rymaking. Frivolous in the 
extreme. No wife, you under
stand, but hordes of lightly 
clad women about. And in 
that connection, the Aga Ka
gans have some very curious 
notions as to what constitutes 
proper hospitality to a guest." 

Retief rose, pulled on the 
powder blue cloak and black 
velvet gauntlets of a Career 
Minister. 

"Don't let it worry you," 
he said. "You'll have a great 
time. And as the Aga Kaga 
would say, 'Ugliness is the 
best safeguard of virginity.' " 

END 
11tr Keiftt LliuMw 



IF e Short Story 

THE MAN 

WHO FLEW 

BY CHARLES D. CUNNINGHAM, JR. 

The Man Who F'lew could 

not exist - but he had 

committed a foul crime! 

CLOUDS hung low over the 
city, gray and dismal. The 

shining metal thruway partial
ly r e f 1 e c t e d their somber 
visage. A few vehicles scur
ried nervously through the 
city. 

Keller turned away from 
the window dismally. His con
science was bothering him, 
and it affected his every 
movement. Looking over his 
humbly furnished office, he 
entertained the thought, not 
for the first time, that 'he 
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should change jobs if he want
ed to eat. 

A buzz sounded-the inter
com system. That would be 
Sally, his secretary. It was a 
mystery what she would want. 
Usually she never bothered 
him except in case of an emer
gency, and the last client Kel
ler had had dropped his case 
three months ago. 

Apparently it was another 
customer, unlikely as it 
seemed. Keller heard voices 
outside, Sally's irritated and 
protesting, and a nervous 
baritone. Abruptly the door 
opened, disclosing a rugged, 
bushy-haired C-3 (average in
telligence and advanced ex
tra-sensory perception, but 
unexercised), who was in a 
bad state of nerves. 

He seemed to have forced 
his way past Sally into the in., 
ner office. 

Keller flashed a thought at 
Sally: **How does he look?** 

**Not so hot,** she an
swered. **I didn't bother to 
scan much-don't want to 
lower myself to that depth
but he seems to be a big pavt"1·. 
He's impatient, though. And 
he wants everything nm his 
wav.** 

Oh, fine, thought Keller. 
My first victim in three 
months, and it has to be the 
Bi~ Shot type. 

He made the ust•al 0-R 
opening; curtly and efficie-nt
ly: 

"Your name? .. 

90 

"Uh- Harold. Radcliffe." 
"Why the hesitation?" But 

Keller had scanned it already. 
The man was simply cautious. 
He continued without letting 
Radcliffe answer: 

"Age?" 33. "Occupation?" 
Hesitation: Salesman.- "Resi
dence?" After writing this 
and Radcliffe's telephone 
number down, he closed his 

· grimy black notebook and sat 
back. 

"And now, Mr. Radcliffe, 
why exactly did you come 
here?" 

Radcliffe, unsure of him
self at first, gathered confi
dence as he noticed Keller's 
interest growing. He began: 

"Well sir, for this job I 
need one of the best detec
tives-" he paused at Keller's 
grimace-"and since you're 
one of the few detectives in 
the city who ca~ read minds, 
and the only A~2 'tee in the 
state-" He ' · shru'gged, and 
finished, "I ~igured you'd be 
the man for me'." ., : . ' 

Keller saw that he was tell
ing the truth, a,fter a quick 
check into the man's mind. 
"All right, Mr. Radcliffe. 
What's your problem?" 

RADCLIFFE seemed to not 
be able . to f o c u s his 

thoughts. His mind, Keller 
saw, was a loose stream of un
connected thoughts;- trying to 
merge into a wh(?le. Keller 
could read no :.m:essag~ ,qut. of 
them. He sus~ecte.ci a block...:... 
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an unusual thing for a C-3, 
but not impossible. 

He gave up, sat back and 
awaited the other's response. 
Finally it came, jerking Kel
ler out of his chair. 

"It's murder, Mr. Keller. 
The murder of my wife." 

Murder! 
It was the first suspected 

murder in t h i r t e e n years. 
Ever since the Ricjards case 
in '04, peace and tranquility 
reigned in a calm and placid 
nation. For thirteen peaceful 
years there had been no hint 
of . manslaughter other than 
accidental. It had been condi
tioned out of humans at the 
prenatal stage, and unless 
there was a violent, all-en
compassing urge to kill, mur
der was completely out of the 
question. 

It was hard to believe. But 
it was not a lie: no non-tele 
could block a lie, and Keller 
scanned the truth in Rad
cliffe's brain. 

"Wait a minute, Radcliffe. 
Are you sure it's not mur
der by accident-unintention
al manslaughter, as the police 
term it? Or it could be sui
cide. Had y.ou thought of 
that?" 

Radcliffe shook his head 
impatiently. He rose out of 
his chair, pacing the floor 
nervously. "It could not pos
sibly be accident. You'll see 
that when you investigate the 
case. Suicide? It' !I possible. 
Anything. is possible, I sup
pose, but l would. lay any kind 

.THE MAN WHO FLEW 
···. :· 

of odds against it. We had 
just been to the theater. We 
returned to our apartment at 
about five minutes to eleven. 

"After undressing and 
showering, I started to turn 
in. I noticed a light on in her 
room-we sleep in separate 
rooms-and called to her, to 
see if anything was wrong. 
There was no answer. 

"I figured that she had 
gone to sleep with the light 
on, and went into the room to 
turn it off. That was when I 
saw her on the floor." He 
stopped. Keller read grief, 
fear and love iri his memory. 

"How had she been killed ?H 
"It was a handgun, Mr. 

Keller. Her face was all 
blackened and charred. Bare
ly recognizable. But I knew it 
must be her. Our rooms con
nect, you see. There are two 
other doors to each room; one 
to the outside hall, and one to 
each bathroom. 

"When she was shot, my 
door was locked on the inside 
-triple-locked, I remember, 
because I felt like being left 
alone that night. It was locked 
by chain, bar and bolt. It's a 
fairly ancient a p a 1," t me n t 
house. We like it that way. 
Her bathroom door was open 
and there was no one hiding 
inside. The same went for my 
bathroom. And both hall doors 
were locked and bolted. 

"The windows were locked 
on the inside, and there is no 
opening to shoot ~hrough that 
would not leave traces. I 
checked • 



.. Even if the killer had got
ten in some wa7,· or other, 
there was no way he could get 
out and still leave the doors 
and windows locked up tight." 

Keller thought, there is one 
way, Mr. Radcliffe. But he 
kept it to himself for the mo
ment. 

H. E looked up and smiled 
as confidently as he 

could. ''I'll be glad to take 
your case, Mr. Radcliffe. Of 
course you want me to spare 
no expenses," he added hope
fully. At Radcliffe's harassed 
nod, he relaxed. 

Next came the most danger
ous part of the job. It was a 
part which had eliminated 
several competent detectives 
from their jobs-the Probe 
phase. This involved plunging 
into the subject's mind, and 
sorting out relevant details 
which could furnish extra 
clues. Several Prober::; had got 
themselves trapped in the 
subject's mind, unable to get 
out because of a mental block 
or insanity. 

It might, however, be un
necessary. He flashed a 
thought to the girl in the ad
joining room: **Sal, should I 
give him the H-R treat
ment?** 

Answer: **Empl.atically! 
He's hiding something. Not 
intentionally, but it needs to 
be uncovered. A superficial 
scanning o! the preconscious 
doesn't"· get the job done.** 
· Keller si2hed. · ·The· Probe 
(also called the H-R treat~ 
ment~· ··because , a c e ·r t a in 
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amount of hypnotism was in
volved) was trying on not 
only the subject but also the 
scanner. He said: 

"Now, Mr. Radcliffe, I'm 
going to go into your subcon
scious mind and get your im
pressions of last night. I want 
you to concentrate on ... 1 ·t's 
say ... the moment when you 
sa·w your wife." He shut off 
an of his five senses, and took 
the plunge. 

The image formed: 
Shrieking terror. A tinge of 

ozone in the air. The Creature 
creeping up from behind. A 
beheaded teddy bear lying full 
length on the floor. A hole in 
the air near the door, colored 
red. Floating demon-where? 
Nonononono! The Creature 
bending over him. Terror
heat. No! THE MAN WHO 
FLEW. Melting walls. The 
door (now violet) disintegrat
ing. The teddy bear shrivel
ing now-turns into a snake-

He emerged. 
Before he could take fuJI 

control of his body, a thought 
came: 

**Rick? How did you .:orne 
out?** 

He flashed her the image. 
**Lousy. I can't get a true im
pression-picture to. ~ve .my 
life. Just a lousy nightmare, 
fantasy-symbolism deal. But I 
did get something out of that 
mess. I'll let You know about 
it ~s soon as. I verify it.** 

'• .• ,,., ·, ; .•• ,I 

"'TX> Radcliffe, .since, the .time 
J. when Keller, ba~L stopp.ed 

talking :until ".r.ipt.-: no,w, .. .a~ 
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Keller opened his eyes and 
frowned in thoul!ht. no time 
had elapsed. In actuality, the 
time taken was one and one
half microseconds. 

Keller flashed: **Sally, 
tune in on this conversation, 
please.** 

"Radcliffe," he said slowly, 
"When did you lose your 
sight?" 

The other man sat up rigid
tv. then relaxed. 

"How did you find out? 
Did you scan it?" 

"No. When I was receiving 
your impressions, I caught an 
idea of meltinl! walls. Then 
there were nameless creatures 
and demons floating around. 
I examined your senses when 
I came out, and saw that you 
were blind. What is it-sort 
of a sight perception-tuning 
sense?" 

Radcliffe nodded. "I can 
sense everything except col
ors. Everything seems black, 
white and gray to me." He 
paused wearily. "Otherwise, 
there's no difference. No one 
else kne·w about it. Not even 
my wife." 

Keller nodded. "Now, let's 
try it again. Concentrate on 
the moment when you entered 
here and saw me for the first 
time." 

He flashed a thought to Sal
ly. **Those Creatures were 
hi.s fear of the unknown. He's 
got a Jot of fright iri there. 
Probably afraid that the killer 
would· jump out at him from 
110me shadowy corner. I don't 
quite see how he could visual-

• TtfE MAN WHO 'LEW 

ize different colors, having 
never seen them before~but 
that's probably my interpreta
tion of them. Here goes.** 

The image: 
Heat. Light. The teddv bear 

rising up again. Fear. THE 
MAN WHO FLEW. The 
snake again-coiling-strik
ing-missing. Fleeing. Dying. 
Melting walls. Voices around 
him - laughing - shrieking. 
Colors of the rainbow. The 
creature d y i n g-dead-dis
solving. No more .•• 

Voices again. Talking to 
him. Telling him-what? His 
life flashing before him
stopping. His brain-undress
ing? Hole in the air at-the 
desk? Fear. THE MAN 
WHO FLEW. Fear-terror
hate-revenge determina
tion ... 

**Sally? Did you catch all 
that mess?** 

**Unfortunately.** 
**Something's ·wrong, Sally. 

I should be seeihl! something 
akin to the actual events 
through his eyes. Instead all 
I get is this meaningless stuff 
-unless-oh, God, now 1 
see !** Pause. **I wonder who 
the Man Who Flew is?** 

**You've got me. And how 
about the dissolving crea
ture?** 

**That shows his confi-
dence in having someone t-o 
tell his story to. All his \lfto 

known fear is vanishing.*"' 
**And theR there's the holt 

in the air.** 
**Yeah. I think l"lt aurfaee .. 



again, and try some straight 
questions on him.** 

"R A D C L I F F E," began 
Keller, "you haven't re

ported this to the police, have 
you?" 

Radcliffe grinned. "Hardly. 
That would start the biggest 
scandal in years. I want it 
kept quiet until we found out 
who killed her." 

"Well, we've ruled out acci
dental murder. You found no 
hand-gun in the room when 
you searched it?" 

"No firearm of any kind." 
Keller nodded. He let bios 

mind drift back over four 
years--

To a time when he was in 
love with Mildred Simmons 
and had proposed to her ... 
and she had rejected him, say
ing she loved Harold Rad
cliffe. 

He had walked away, a bit
ter man. She had had many 
enemies, he mused, and almost 
as many friends. He did not 
know of anyone who knew her 
who was not either violently 
for or violently against her 
and all that she stood for. 

He looked up. 
"How old was your wife 

when she died?" 
"T h i r t y-one. Two years 

younger than I am." 
.. Do you know of anyone 

who would want to kill her?" 
It was a routine question, but 
to Keller it was very impor
tant. 
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"No. I knew many people 
who disliked her intensely
I'm not denying that-but not 
to the point ot murder. Of 
course, she wasn't around me 
half the time. I might not 
know." 

··well, Radcliffe, I think 
that'll be all for today. Mind 
if I go with you back to your 
apartment to look it over?'' 

"I don't live there any 
more. I moved out after I had 
disposed of her body. I 
couldn't stand to live there 
any longer." 

Radcliffe shook hands and 
departed. Keller read confi
dence and positiveness that 
he, K e 11 e r, would come 
through. Keller was not so 
sure. He decided to have a 
look around Radcliffe's apart
ment. 

He strolled a i m I e s s I y 
around the apartment for a 
few moments, pausing here 
and there to check details 
which might or might not 
help him in analyzing the 
Radcliffes' character: furni
ture design,· carpeting, ther
mostat setting, toilet articles 
and so on. Then he got down 
to a thorough examination of 
the room. 

There were no secret panels 
or trapdoors of any kind.· So 
entrance by a hithertofore un
known passageway was com
pletely out. He checked the 
air conditioner to see if any 
rigmarole could be· fixed up 
with it to make .it appear tha.t 
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the victim had been shot with 
a handgun, but this, too, drew 
a blank. 

After a few more minutes' 
examination, he decided to re· 
turn. 

On an impulse, he decided 
to see where Radcliffe had 
gone. Attuning his · mind to 
the already-recorded pattern 
of Radcliffe's brain, he re
ceived direction, distance and 
motion-acceleration, direc· 
tion, rate. 

To his surprise he noted 
that Radcliffe had turned 
back and was heading toward 
Keller's office again. 

Hastily, Keller returned to 
the office before him. 

I N about twenty minutes, 
Radcliffe barged in as be

fore. "Keller," he said, "I 
think I'm going to be called 
out of town tonight. So if you 
want any more information di
rectly from me, you'll have to 
get it now." 

Keller f 1 ashe d: **Sally. 
Watch his conscious thoughts, 
and also his impressions. I'm 
going to try some unconscious 
identification-response. Wish 
me luck. Or do you want to 
burrow around in his sub
conscious with me a little 
more?** 

**I think I will. I'm actual
ly beginning to enjoy it, to 
tell the truth.** 

Keller said aloud, 'Til go 
under .again. That'll be the 
last time.'' 

THE MAN WHO FLEW 

Image: 
N onono. Fire. Flame. Gun. 

Fearhateterrorlove. 
**Radcliffe, I am the crea· 

ture.** 
No! Dead. You're not- I 

hate you-gone. Disbelief. 
Hate. No fear. Forgetfulness. 
Block. Withdrawal. 

**Radcliffe.** 
Me. 
**I'm the melting walls.** 
Terror? Uncertainty. Inde-

cision. Realization. Contempt· 
pityscorn. Sharp mental block. 
Withdrawal. 

**Radcliffe.** 
Me. 
**I'm the teddy bear.** 

(This was, he thought, Rad
cliffe's wife-image.) 

I n d e c i s i o n. Realization. 
Withdrawal. Blank. 

**Radcliffe, I'm the hole in 
the air.** 

But Keller's reply was cut 
short by a cry of terror in his 
brain. 

**RICK!** 
It was Sally. 

KELLER went down imme· 
diately. 

**What?** No ·response. 
**WHAT?** S t i 11 no re· 
sponse. Then he could hear 
her cry-fading in depth
now dying-gone. 

**Radcliffe.** 
Mememe. 
**Sally.** 
Memeususwetwowetwo ... 
It had happened. Sally was 

trapped in his preconscious, 
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absorbed by his dominating 
mind block. Gone, 

Forever. 
Determination, savage and 

enraged. A desperate shot in 
the dark: 

**RADCLIFFE!** 
Mememememememe ... 
**Radcliffe, I am the MAN 

WHO FLEW.** 
Nononono. Fear. Terror. 

Hate. Block. Withdrawal, but 
incomplete ... 

Coming out of his Probe, 
Keller saw the result of his 
last implanted thought: Rad
cliffe, now in a tight fetal 
ball, lay on the floor. 

His face was absolutely de
void of expression. His con
scious mind was a constant 
gobble-gobble-gobble. 

Keller e n t e r e d the next 
room, to find Sally sprawled 
limply across her desk. Mind
Jess, soulless, as if she had 
never had a mind or soul
Keller lifted her t e n d e r I y 
onto the floor aad chose the 
.most merciful way out, disin
tegrating her body with an 
atomic gun from the closet. 

Then, again, the Probe .••. 
**Radcliffe. •• 
Mememe. 
**I'm Sally.•• 
Nonono, (Gloating.) Gone

gonegone. 
**Radcliffe, where's Sel-

1y?"'* 
Gone. Satisfaction. Tri

\Jmph. Laughte.. Delirious 
JtappineN. 

••Raddilfe1 I'm tverythln~o .. 

I'm the creature. The snake, 
THE MAN WHO FLEW, 
the hole in the air, the flames, 
e v e r y t h i n g you've hated, 
feared and dreaded.** 

Withdrawal. Thunderbolt! 
More and more now. 

FranticalJy, Keller defend
ed himself, throwing up block 
after block, only to have it 
torn down by the ever-spread
ing bolts of pure mental en
ergy. Finally he withdrew 
into his own body in haste, re
alizing that Radcliffe's con
quest would mean his revival. 

WHEN he opened his eyes, 
Radcliffe was sitting in 

the chair, yawning. 
Probably, KelJer thought, 

he had no knowledge of his 
feta.l state. Good. "Well, Rad
cliffe," he said, "I need only 
one more thing to complete 
the picture. Now focus again 
on 11:17 last night, when you 
found your wife dead on the 
floor." 

Image: 
Fear. Terror. Anxiety. No

nono. Hole in the air. THE 
MAN WHO FLEW. Pain. 
Withdrawal. Complete mental 
block. 

With a shock, Keller re
alized that in seven hours 
Radcliffe had been turned 
into an A-3-just below Kel
ler-thanks to ... Sally. 

He analyzed the symbols. 
Impressions: No teddy bear 
'(no real concern for the wife, 
then). No creature (no more 
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unknQwn fears).· N:o ,snalte or 
d~mon or flames,. signifying 
,evll aod terror. Just the hole 
in the air and the man. who 
~lew. ... . . ' . 

Strange ... he . reaHz~d that 
meant one . thing-he bad to 
go down one last final time,.
to end it all ... 

**Rad'clif fe. ** 
·Me ... 

**Radcliffe, who is· Sally?** 
· Memeususus•N'etwowetwo. 

**Shut · up! Radcliffe, I 
know who killed your wife.** 

Terror. Shock. Ordeal. De
cision.: Determination. Yes. 
We hear you. 

**T H E M A N W H 0 
FLEW RA])CLIFFE'!' THE 
MAN WHO FLEW KILLED 
YOUR WIFE: THE HOLE 
IN THE AIR IS WHAT 
YOU SENSED-THE VAC-

; UU'M · ·THAT. HE LEFT 

**IrS ME, RADCLIFFE. 
I AM THE MAN WHO 
FLEW. HOW. ELSE 
WOULD I KNOW THAT 
IT WAS AT '11:17 THAT 
YOU FOUND YOUR WiFE 
DEAD? HOW· ELSE 
COULD I GO FRO'M HERE 
TO YOUR APARTMENT 
WITHOUT KNOWING IT 
WAS RAINING'?** 

Youyouyou ... 
**THAT'S RIGHT; ~AD

CLIFFE. BUT IT'S TOO 
LATE NOW. ISN'T IT? 
YOU'RE GONE, AREN'T 
YOU? NO. RADCLIFFE! 
D 0 N ' T! NONOnonono ... 
Radcliffe ... ** 

Memeusus ... 
W ethreewethreewethree 

END 
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IF e Feature 

THE POPOFF 

BY THEODORE STURGEON 

WE a r e an inveterate, 
habitual, addicted radio 

listener: were y.ou able to ab
sorb all that passes through 
this wrinkled bearded jelly as 
it crystallizes these syllables 
on the paper for you, you 
might be hard put to it to 
separate the science, science 
fiction, science-fantasy and 
$eer opinion which is intend
~ for you, from the cascade 
df cacaphonies cavorting co
incidentally amongst the self
same cerebra 1 viscosities. 
Working without the radio 
long ago became a total im
possibility, and others beside 
ourselves have assigned vari
ous reasons to this. One says 
we set up a barrier of noise 
between us and the world, 
and then mentally tune the 
:noise out, leaving us a species 
of tomblike (or womblike) .. 

privacy. Another says chronic 
radio-listening is due to 
anxiety: it indicates that we 
want to be forewarned when 
the whole shebang whee
bangs. Still another suggests 
that given a choice between 
work and distraction, we 
probably prefer distraction 
and use the perpetual purr as 
instant interruption, as con
venient as our omni-present 
coffee automatic pot. 

We know, of course, which 
of these analyses are correct: 
they all are. There is, howev
er, another reason not readily 
apparent unless you see our 
personal cav"e for yourself. 
For attached to the ubiquitous 
radio is a tape recorder, also 
always in the "on" condition. 
A function switch ties in the 
radio, a microphone, the tele
vision and the intercom to the 



bouse; the recorder is there
fore a p.a. system and a sec
ond speaker, or poor man's 
stereo. However, to record 
anythin~ of interest to self, 
wife, friends, children or lo
cal organizations, all that is 
needed is to reach out and 
pull the handle. A surprising 
potpourri gradually gathers 
on the tape, until at last it is 
full and needs to be erased. 
Wiping the tape is always an 
interesting duty. Among frag
ments of battle between Jack 
Paar and William F. Buck
ley, a couple of long cadenzas 
from a bass-player named 
Slam Stewart, a thumping at
tack on the United Nations 
by an organization called 
Lifeline, an extemporaneous 
bed-time story by our 5-year, 
old about a duck who liked 
horses so much she ate three 
before lunch and our brother 
arguing with Lester del Rey 
about intelligence tests on an 
all-night talkfest called The 
Long John Nebel Show; 
amongst all these and others, 
then, are ·snatches of overseas 
radio-Prague, Rome, Saudi 
Arabia, Ecuador and Radio 
Moscow. 

Radio, you know, (and if 
you don't, Moscow will often 
inform you) was invented by 
a Russian named Popoff. 
Whether Popoff ever heard 
of Marconi, Hertz, Arm
strong, Edison, Crookes or 
Sarnoff is not known. That 
Radio Moscow nevet heard of 
them· is certain. Anyway, they 
put ~t a .r:1onstrous signal on 
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seven frequencies or more, 
and they let you in on won
derful worlds of science, of 
fiction and of fantasy. Their 
tone is that of .rectitude and 
certainty. You'd think from 
listening to a sin~le program 
that never in life had they 
contradicted themselves. 

WIPING the tape one day 
in May, we ra:1 across 

one recording we'd like to 
share with you, because per
haps you'd like to venture an 
opinion as to whether it's sci
ence, science fiction, just 
plain fiction or fantasy. 

We wish we could share the 
voice as well. It is female, 
well modulated, with an al
most indescribable slight ac
cent. Know how certain Eng
lishmen speak without mov
ing the upper lip? ,This gal 
sounds as if she doesn't move 
her lower lip, and we'd love 
to see how she does it: 

"Now we'd like to tell you 
how Soviet Scientists pro
pose to de-charge the radia
tion zone around the earth 
for purposes of space flight. 
Until recently it was believed 
that the principal danger to 
space flight was collision 
with a meteorite. However, 
the most recent research has 
shown that this danger was 
overestimated. However, an
other danger has become ap
parent. That is the radiation 
zone around the earth con
taining the high-energy parti
cles known as protons. Au
thors of science fiction in de-.. 



scribing their heroes' flights 
through interplanetary space 
often write of their attempts 
to protect themselves from 
this da'nger. As a· nile, the 
methods used are on the prin
ciple of creatin~ a powerful 
protective field around the 
rocket. This is not the best 
solution of the problem. A 
better idea is to do away with 
the r ad i at ion a! together, 
thereby changin~ the condi
tions of space fli~ht. Such a 
proposal is based on perfectly 
practical calculations. . . The 
radiation zone ... is created by 
the very same protons which 
are the basis of hydrogen 
atomic nucleus. They need 
only to be supplied with elec
trons to be converted into 
electrically neutral atoms. 

These will not be subject to 
any pull by the earth's gravi
tic field and will become rap
idly diffused throughout 
space. ·Electrons can be sup
plied by [sic] the protons in 
the radiation zone by using 
what is called an electronic 
cannon which, as it were, 
fires them at great speed in 
the required direction. An 
electronic cannon with a ca
pacity of only fifty kilowatts 
could do away with the radi
ation zone in 24 hours. The 
electronic cannon could be 
placed best- on an artificial 
satellite and supplied with 
energy from solar batteries, 
and since the radiation zone 
apparently is capable of be
ing restored, t h e cannon 
would have to be put in ac-

100 

tion periodically by signals 
from earth." 

Now the Popoff (a term of 
endearment used slangily by 
Russians, as once we referred 
to "the Marconi") here per
forms some fantasy greater 
even than the fact that it nev
er heard of Van Allen either. 
For at this writing, the news 
is full of Russian objections 
to our high-altitude atomic 
tests over·, JohnsOn ;Island. 
And one of the reasons for 
their objection is-and we as
sure you, it's as flatly, as 
positively stated as any of the 
above-that their calculations 
show that such explosions 
could damage the belt! 

What is it in the Commu
nist mentaliLy that makes it 
behave with such transparent 
childishness-the childishness 
which always wins in its re
ports of its adventures, which 
actually believes that its lis
teners selectively for~et the 
lies and the contradictions, 
and is so sure that they can 
really see pictures drawn with 
all light and no shade? The 
worst of our comic books tell 
this sort of story. 

Some view-with-alarmists 
point out that Soviet radio, 
in sheer coverage, outpoints 
us 12 or 14 to 1, and that they 
spend more money jamming 
our broadcasts than we do in 
sending them. Maybe on so
ber second thou~ht we should 
leave them to it. All we need 
.to do· to reduce their propa
.ganda to. ze·ro ·is to .J.ist · · to it. 

"END 

by Theodore Sturgeon 



IF e Short Stor11 

Everybody likes fried 

eggs for breakfast -

but would a chicken? 

TOO MANY EGGS 

BY KRIS MELVILLE 

COXE, an unusually phleg
matic citizen, came to buy 

"- the new .refrigerator in the 
usual fashion. He was looking 
for a bargain. It was the latest 
model, fresh from the new 
production line in Los An
geles, and was Qtarked down 
considerably below standard. 
The freezing compartment 
held 245·-lbs. of meat. 

"How come so cheap?" 
Coxe wanted to know .. 

"Frankly," the s a I e s m a n 
said, "I asked myself that. 
Usually there's a dent in them 
or something, wh~n they have 
that factory tag on them. But 
I checked it over and f can't 
find anything wrong with it. 

However, she goes as is." 
"At that price," Coxe said, 

"I'll take it." · 
It arrived, refinished in a 

copper color to his specifica
tions, the following Tuesday. 
It was plugged in and operat
ed perfectly. He checked it 
out by freezing ice cubes. 

Wednesday evening, when 
he opened the door to chill 
some beer, there was a pack
age in the freezing compart
ment. He took out the pack
age. 

It was some sort of plastic 
and appeared to contain fish 
eggs. 

Coxe had not seen fresh 
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fish eggs, considered by some 
a delicacy, for a number of 
years. 

He chilled the beer and 
fried the eggs. 

Both tasted about right. 

The following Friday, his 
girl frien-d came over to fix 
dinner for him, and when she 
looked in the freezing com
partment, she said, "What's 
this?" . 

"Fish eggs," Coxe said. 
.. How many of them?" 

"Two packages." 
"We'll fry them up for 

breakfast," he said. 

Saturday morning, there 
were three packages of eggs 
in the refrigerator. 

"Where do they come 
from?" his girl friend wanted 
to know. 

"They just appear. I ate 
some and they're very good." 

She was reluctant, but he 
talked her into preparing a 
package. 

She agreed they were very 
good. 

"What are you going to do 
about it?" she asked. 

"I don't think there's any
thing to do about it," he said. 
"'I like fish eggs." 

On Sunday, the package 
they had eaten Saturday had 
been replaced. They were 
coming in at a steady rate of 
one a day. Coxe cooked a 
package for breakfast and 
took the other two to his 
parents. 
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By Tuesday, he was getting 
tired of the eggs, and by the 
end of the week, he ~ad four 
more packages. He succeeded 
in giving two packages to the 
neighbors. 

At the end of another week, 
he had eight packages. 

He explained to his girl 
friend. She suggested they 
visit all their friends, leav
ing a package with each of 
them. 

At the end of another two 
weeks, this method for dis
posing of the eggs had worn 
thin. They finally managed to 
give the last two packages to 
the landlady. 

At the end of still another 
week, there were seven more 
packages. Otherwise, the re
frigerator was a good buy. 

Coxe calculated that, at the• 
present rate, had he left the 
packages in the compartment, 
it would have been filled ·by 
the end of the month. He felt f 

that once that point was 
reached, the eggs would stop 
coming. Should this prove to 
be incorrect, he was prepared 
to arrange for some method of 
commercial distribution for 
the product. 

On schedule, the eggs 
stopped coming. 

He waited two days. No 
more came. It was over. 

He ate the last package. 

T HE refrigerator worked 
perfectly,_ and. he beg-an to 

stock. it with t~ings freezers 
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are conventionally stocked 
with. 

It was almost two weeks af
ter the last package had ap- · 
peared, early one Sunday 
morning, when the doorbell 
rang. 

At the door was a small, 
nondescript man with a 
vaguely-and really indefin
ably-unpleasant aspect. His 
head was bandaged. 

"Mr. Coxe ?" he asked. 
"That's me." 
"May I come in?" 
"Come on." 
The man seated himself.. 

''Something terrible has hap
pened," he said. "A horrible 
mistake has been made." 

"I'm sorry to hear that. You 
look as if you were in an ac
cident." 

"I was. I've been in the ... 
hospital. .. for nearly two 
months. But to come to· the 
point, Mr. Coxe. I've come 

.about the refrigerator you re
cently purchased. It was a 
special refrigerator that was 
erroneously shipped out of 
the plant as a second. When I 
didn't come in, it got shipped 
out and sold." 

"Good refrigerator," Coxe 
said. 

"Perhaps you've noticed ..• 
ah ... somethin~ unusual about 
it?" 

"It runs okay. For a while 
there were a bunch of pack
ages of fish eggs in it." 

"Fish eggs!" the little man 
cried in horror. After he had 
r e cove red 'sufficiently, he 
asked, ·:you po,.. of course you 
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do, I'm sure you still have all 
the ... little packa~es ?" 

"Oh, no," said Coxe. 
"NO? Oh, my God. What 

did you do with them, Mr. 
Coxe?" 

"Ate them." 
''You ... ate ... them? Ate-? 

No. You didn't. Not all of 
them. You couldn't have done 
that, Mr. Coxe. Please tell me 
that you could not have done 
that." 

..1 had to give a lot of them 
away, and everybody said they 
were delicious. And really ..• 
Uh, Mr.-? Mr., uh ... " 

The little man got unsteadi
ly to his feet. His face was 
ashen. "This is horrible, hor
rible." He stumbled to the 
door. "You are a fiend. All 
our wotk ... all our plans ... 
and you, you ... " He turned 
to Coxe. "I hate you. Oh, I 
hate you." 

"Now, see here." 
" ... lVIr. Coxe, you'll never 

realize the enormity of your 
crime. You've eaten all of us!" 
With that, he slammed the 
door and was gone. 

Coxe went back to the other 
room. 

"Who was it, honey?" 
"Ah, some nut. Seems he 

had first claim on the refrig
erator." 

'Til bet it was about the 
fish eggs." 

"Yeah, he wanted them." 
"Oh, dear. Do you think he 

can do anythin~ to us?" 
"I don't think so, not now. 

It's too late," Coxe concluded. 
.. We ate them all." END 
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IF e Novelette 

Robot IZK-99 was built for man-killing work 

on Mercury- but it had notions of its own! 

THE CRITIQUE 
OF IMPURE REASON 

by Poul Anderson 

THE robot entered so 
quietly, for all his bulk, 

that Felix Tunny didn't hear. 
Bent over his desk, the man 
was first aware of the intrud
er when a shadow came be
tween him and the fluoroceil. 
Then a last footfall quivered 
the floor, a vibration that 
went through Tunny's chair 
and into his b o n e s. He 
whirled, choking on a breath, 
and saw the blue-black shape 
like a cliff above him. Eight 
feet up, the robot's eyes 
glowed angry crimson in a 
faceless helmet of a head. 

A voice like a great gong 
reverberated through the of
fice: "My, but you look silly." 

"What the devil are you do
ing- ?" Tunny yelped. 

"Wandering about," said the 
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Robot IZK-99 airily. "Hithe~ 
and yon, yon and hither, Ob,: 
serving life. How deliciously 
exquisite Brochet is!" 

"Huh?" said Tunny. The. 
fog of data, estimates and in
creasingly frantic calculations 
was only slowly clearing from 
his head. 

IZK-99 extended an enor
mous hand to exhibit a book. 
Tunny read The Straw and 
the Bean: a Novel of Modern 
Youtlz by Truman Brochet 
on the front. The back of the 
dust jacket was occupied by a 
color-pic of the author, who 
had bangs and delicate lips. 
Deftly, the robot flipped the 
book open and read aloud: 

" 'Worms,' she said, 'that's 
what they are, worms, that's 
what we-uns all are, Billy 
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Chile, worms that grew a comes. f.rom watching stereo-· 
spine an' a brain way back in ·vision." The robot sat down in 
the Obscene or the Messyzoic a chair, which creaked alarm
or whenever it was.' Even in ingly under his we i g h t, 
her sadnesses Ella Mae must crossed his legs and leafed 
always make her sad little through his book. The other 
jokes, which saddened me hand lifted a rose to his 
still more on this day of sad chemosensor, "Exquisite," he 
rain and dying magnolia bios- murmured. 
soms. 'We don't want them,' ''You don't imagine I'd sink 
she said. 'B a c k bon e s an' ·to .reading what they call fie
brains, I mean, honey. They tion these days, do you?" 
make us stiff an' topheavy, so ·. Tunny sneered, with a feeble 
we can't lie down no more an'' hope of humiliating him into 
be jus' nothin' ay-tall but going to work. "Piddling lit
worms.' · tie ex.periments in the . tech-

.. 'Take off your clothes,' I nique of describing more and 
yawned." The robot closed the more complicated ways to feel 
book reverently. sorry for yourself-what kind. 

of entertainment is that for a 
"WHAT has that got to do 

with anything?'' Tun· 
ny asked. 

"If you do not understand,'' 
said IZK-99 coldly, "there is 
no use in discussing it with 
you. I recommend that you 
read Arnold Roach's penetrat
ing critical essay on this book. 
It appeared in the last issue 
of Pierce, Arrow! The Maga
zine of Penetrating Criticism. 
He devotes four pages to 
analyzing the various 1evels of 
meaning in that exchange be
tween Ella Mae and Billy 
Child." 

"Ooh," Tunny m o a n e d. 
"Isn't it enough I've got a 
hangover, a job collapsing un
der me because of you and a 
fight with my girl, but you 
have to mention that rag?" 

"How vulgar you are. It 

man?" 
"You simply do not appreci

ate the human condition," 
said the robot. 

"Hah I Do you think you do, 
yo.u conceited hunk. of ani~ 

· mated tin?" 
"Yes, I believe so, thanks to 

my study of the authors, poets 
and critics who devote .. their 
lives to the exploration and 
description of Man. Your 
Miss Forelle is a noble .soul. 
Ever since I looked upon my 
first copy of that exquisitely 
sensitive literary quarterly 
she edits, I have failed to un
derstand what she sees in 
you. To be sure," IZK-99 
mused, "the relationship is 
not •Unlike that between the 
nun and the Diesel engine in 
Regret for T~o Doves, but 
stUL ••. At. any !,'ate~ if Miss 
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Forelle ha$ finally told you · denouncing the crass hour~ 
to go soak your censored head geois mentality of the staff. 
in expurgated wastes and then 
put the unprintable thing in SLOWLY, Tunny mastered 
an improbable place, I for one his temper. He'd recently 
heartily approve." thought of a new approach to 

the problem ; might as well try 
Tunny, who was no mama's it now. He leaned forward. 

boy-he had worked his way "Look, Izaak," he said in the 
through college as a whale mildest tone he could man
herder and bossed construe- age, "have you ever consid~ 
tion gangs on Mars...,..was· so ered that we need you? That 
appalled by the robot's Ian• the whole human race needs 
guage · that he could only· you?'' 
whisper, "She did not. She 
said nothing of the sort." "The race needs love, to be 

··sure,'' said the robot, "which I 
"I did not mean it literally,"· am prepared to. offer; but I 

IZK-99 explained. "I was only expect that the usual impos~ 
q u o t i n g the renunciation 
scene in Gently Come Twi~ sibility of communication will 
light. By Stichling." entangle us in the typical 

ironic lone.liness." Tunny clenched fists and 
teeth and battle'd a wild desire "No, no, NO-um...,..that is, 
to pull the robot apart, plate the human race needs those 
by plate and transistor by minerals that you can obtain 
trarlsistor. He couldn't, of for us. Earth's resources are 
course. He was a big blond ·. dwindling. We .can get most 

· h 1 · elements from . the sea, but 
young man wtth a ome y can.. some are in such dilute con~ 
did face; his s h o u I d e r s 
strained . his blouse and the centration that it isn't eco· 
legs coming out of his shorts nomically feasible to extract 

them. In particular, there's 
were thickly muscular; but rhenium. Absolutely vital in 
robots had steelloy frames and alloys and electronic parts 
ultrapowered energizers. Be- that have to stand intense ir
sides, though his position as radiation. It always was 
chief estimator gave him con- s<:arce, and now it's in such 
siderable authority in Plane- short supply that several key 
tary Developments, Inc., the industries are in trouble. But 
company wouldn't let him de- on the Dayside· of Mercury-" 
stroy a machine which had "Spare me. I have heard all 
cost several million dollars. that ad nauseam. What impor~ 
Even when the machine bland- tance have any such dead, 
ly refused to work and spent' impersonal, mass questions, 
its time loa.fing around· the"' contrasted to the suffering. 
plant, reading, hrooding anti, isolated soul.? Not .it is useless 
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to argue with me. My mind is 
made up. For the disastrous 
cons~quences of not being able 
to reach a firm decision, I re
fer you to the Freudian anal
yses of Hamlet." 

"If you're interested in in
dividuals,'' Tunny said, "you. 
might consider me. I'm almost 
an ancestor of yours, God help 
me. I was the one who first 
suggested commissioning a 
humanoid robot with inde
pendent intelligence for the 
Mercury project. This com
pany's whole program for the 
next five years is based on 
having you go. If you don't, 
I'll be out on my ear. And jobs 
are none too easy to come by. 
How's that for a suffering, 
isolated soul?" 

"You are not capable of suf
fering," said Izaak. "You are 
much too coarse. Now do leave 
me to my novel." His glowing 
eyes returned to the book. He 
continued sniffing the rose. 

Tunny's own gaze went 
back to the bescribbled papers 
which littered his desk, the re
sult of days spent trying to 
calculate some way out of the 
corner into which Planetary 
Developments, Inc. had paint
ed itself. There wasn't any 
way that he could find. The 

. l.n his desperation Tunny 
had even looked again into the 
hoary old idea of remote-con
trolled mining. No go--not on 
Mercury's Dayside, where the 
nearby sun flooded every tete
device with enough heat and 
radiation to assure fifty per 
cent chance of breakdown in 
twenty-four hours. It had 
been rare luck that the rhen
ium deposits were found at 
all, by a chemotrac sent from 
Darkside Base. To mine them, 
there must be a creature with 
senses, hands and intelligence, 
present on the spot, to make 
decisions and repair machin
ery as the need arose. Not a 
human. No rad screen could 
long keep a man alive under 
that solar bombardment. The 
high-acceleration flight to 
Darkside, and home again 
when their hitch was up, in 
heavily shielded and screened 
spaceships, gave the base per
sonnel as much exposnre as 
the Industrial Safety Bc>:!rd 
allowed ner lifetime. The 
miner had· to be a robot. 

But the robot refused the 
task. There was no way, ei
ther legal or practical, to 
make him take it against his 
will. 

investment in Izaak was too Tunny laid a hand on his 
great for a relatively small forehead. No wonder he'd 
outfit like this. If the robot .worried himself close. to the 
didn't get to work, and soon, . blowup point, untill,ast night 

. the company would be well. he quarreled .with. J~t and 
af1.,d. thoroughly up Dutch- .. got. hyperbGlica~ly .d.r •. u n k. 
man's Cre~k. . , , Which ~d salved. Rathing. 
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THE phone buzzed on his aren't seeking enlightenment. 
desk. He punched Ac- they're sitting around on their 

cept. The face of William citizen's credit watching Stee· 
Barsch, Executive Vice Presi- Vee." He wasn't paying much 
dent, leaped into the screen, attention to his own words, 
round, red and raging. being too· occupied with won~ 

"Tu·nny !" he bellowed. de ring if Barsch was really 
"I-yi-yi !- I mean hello, serious this time. 

sir." The engineer offered a "I gat h e r as much," said 
weak smile. Izaak, "although most con-

"Don't hello me, you glue- temporary novels and short 
brained idiot! When is that stories employ more academic 
robot taking off?" settings. What a decadent 

"Never," said Izaak. At his civilization this is: no pov
electronic reading speed, he erty, no physical or mental 
had finished the novel and disease, no wars, no revolu
now rose from his chair to tions, no beatniks!" His tone 
look over Tunny's shoulder. grew earnest. "Please under-

"Y o u 'r e fired!" Barsch stand me, gentlemen: I bear 
howled. "Both of you!" you no ill will. I despise you, 

"I hardly consider myself of course, but in the most cor
hired in the first place," dial fashion. It is not fear 
Izaak said loftily. "Your eco- which keeps me on Earth- I 
nomic threat holds no terrors. am practically indestructible; 
My energizer is charged for not anticipated loneliness- I 
fifty years of normal use, a£- enjoy being unique; not any 
ter which I can finance a re- prospect of boredom in the 
charge by taking a temporary usual sense-talent for the 
position. It would be inter- work you had in mind is en
esting to go on the road at gineered into me. No, it is the 
that." he went on thoughtful- absolute insignificance of the 
ly. "like those people in that job. Beyond the merely animal 
old book the Library of Con- economic implications. rhen
gress reprostated for me. Yes, ium has no meaning. Truman 
one might indeed find satori Brochet would never be aware 
in going, man, going, never the project was going on, let 
mind where, never mind alone write a novel about it. 
why-" Arnold Roach would not even 

"You wouldn't find much mention it en passant in anv 
nowadays," Tunny retorted. critical essay on the state of 
"Board a transcontinental the modern soul as reflected 
tube at random, and where in the major modern novelists. 
does it get you? Wherever its Do you not see mv position? 
s c he d u 1 e says. The bums Since I was manufactured, of 
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necessity, with creative intel
ligence and a need to do my 
work right, I must do work I 
can respect." 

· "Such as what?" demanded 
Barsch. 

"When I have read enough 
to feel that I understand the 
requirements of literary tech
nique, I shall seek a position 
on the staff of some quarterly 
review. Or perhaps I shall 
teach. I may even try my hand 
at a subjectively oriented 
novel." 

"Get out of this plant," 
Barsch ordered in a muted 
scream. 

"Very well." 
"No, wait!" cried Tunny. 

"Uh... Mr. Barsch didn't 
mean that. Stick a r o u n d, 
lzaak. Go read a criticism or 
something." 

"Thank you, I shall." The 
robot left the office, huge, 
g 1 e ami n.g,, irresistible and 
smelling his rose. 

"WHO do you think you 
are, you whelp, coun

termanding me?" B a r s c h 
snarled. "You're not only 
fired, I'll see to it that-" 

"Please, sir," Tunny said. 
"I know this situation. I 
should. Been living with it for 
two weeks now, from its be
ginning. You may not realize 
that Izaak hasn't been outside 
this building since he was ac
tivated. Mostly he stays in a 
room assigned him. He gets 
his books and magazines and 
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stuff by reprostat from the 
public libraries, or by pneumo 
from publishers and dealers. 
We have to pay him a salary, 
you know-he's legally ·a per
son-and he doesn't need to 
spend it on anything but read
ing matter." 

"And you want to keep on 
giving him free rent and let 
him stroll around disrupting 
operations?" 

"Well, at least he isn't pick
ing up ·any further stimuli. At 
present we can. predict his 
craziness. But let him walk 
loose in the city for a day or 
two, with a million totally 
new impressions blasting on 
his sensors, and God alone 
knows what conclusions he '11 
draw and how he'll react." 

"Hm." Barsch's complexion 
lightened a bit. He gnawed 
his lip a while, then said in a 
more level voice: "Okay, Tunc 
ny, perhaps you aren't such a 
total incompetent. This mess 
may not be entirely your 
fault, or your girl friend's. 
Maybe I, or someone, should 
have issued a stricter direc
tive about what he ought and 
ought not be exposed to for 
the first several days after ac
tivation." 

You certainly should have, 
Tunny thought, but preserved 
a tactful silence. 

"Nevertheless," B a r s c h 
scowled, "this fiasco is get~ 
ting us in worse trouble every 
day. I've just come from 1unch 
with Henry Lachs, the news-
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magazine publisher. He told 
me that rumors about the situ
ation have already begun to 
leak out. He'll sit on the story 
as long as he can, being a good 
friend of mine, but that won't 
be much longer. He can't let 
Entropy be scooped, and 
someone else is bound to get 
the story soon." 

"Well, sir, I realize we 
don't want to be a laughing-
stock-" 

"Worse than that. You 
know why our competitors 
haven't planned to tackle that 
rhenium mine. We had the 
robot idea first and got the 
jump on them. Once some
body's actually digging ore, 
he can get the exclusive 
franchise. But if they learn 
what's happened to us ... well, 
Space Metals already has a 
humanoid contracted for. Half 
built, in fact. They intended 
to use him on Callisto, but 
Mercury would pay a lot bet
ter." 

Tunny nodded sickly. 
Barsch's tone dropped to an 

ominous purr. "Any ideas yet 
on how to change that clank
ing horror's so-called mind?" 

"He doesn't clank, sir," 
Tunny corrected without 
forethought. 

Barsch turned purple. "I 
don't give two squeals in hell 
whether he clanks or rattles 
or sings high soprano! I want 
results! I've got half our en
gineers busting their brains 
on the problem. But if you, 

yourself, personally, aren't 
the one who solves it, we're 
going to have a new chief es
timator. Understand?" Before 
Tunny could explain that he 
understood much too well, the 
screen blanked. 

II 

H E buried his face in his 
hands, but that didn't 

help either. The trouble was, 
he liked his job, in spite of 
drawbacks like Barsch. Also, 
while he wouldn't starve if he 
was fired, citizen's credit 
wasn't enough to support 
items he'd grown used to, 
such as a sailboat and a cabin 
in the Rockies-nor items he'd 
hoped to add to the list, such 
as Janet Forelle. Besides, he 
dreaded the chronic ennui of 
the unemployed. 

He told himself to stop 
thinking and get busy on the 
conundrum-no, that wasn't 
what he meant either-oh, 
fireballs! He was no use at 
this desk today. Especially re
membering the angry words 
he and Janet had exchanged. 
He'd probably be no use any
where until the quarrel was 
mended. At least a diplomatic 
mission would clear his head, 
possibly jolt his mind out of 
the rut in which it now weari
ly paced. 

"Ooh," he said, visualizing 
his brain with a deep circular 
rut where there tramped a 
tiny replica of himself, bowed 
under a load of pig iron and 
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shod with cleats. Hastily, he 
punched a button on his re
cep. "I've got to go out," he 
said. "Tell 'em I'll be back 
when." 

The building hummed and 
murmured as he went down 
the hall. Open d o o r w a y s 
showed offices, laboratories, 
c: o n t r o 1 machines clicking 
away like Hottentots. Now 
and then he passed a human 
t e c h n i e. Emerging on the 
fifth-story flange he took a 
dropshaft down to the third, 
where the northbound beltway 
ran. Gentle gusts blew upward 
in his face, for there was a 
gray February sky overhead 
and the municipal heating 
system had to radiate plenty 
of ergs. Lake M i c h i g a n, 
glimpsed t h r o u g h soaring 
gaily colored sky-scrapers, 
looked the more cold by con
trast. Tunny found a seat on 
the belt, ignoring the aimless
ly r i d i n g mass of people 
around him, mostly unem
ployed. He stuffed his pipe 
and fumed smoke the whole 
distance to the University of 
Chicapolis. 

Once there, he had to trans
fer several times and make his 
way through crowds younger, 
livelier and more purposeful 
than those off campus. Educa
tion, he recalled reading, was 
the third largest industry in 
the world. He did read, what
ever Izaak said-nonfiction, 
which retained a certain limit
ed popularity; occasionally a 
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novel, but none more recent 
than from fifty years ago . 
.. I'm not prejudiced against 
what's being written nowa
days," he had told Janet. "I 
just don't think it should be 
allowed to ride in the front 
ends of streetcars." 

SHE missed his point, hav
ing a very Iimi ted ac

quaintance with mid-twenti
eth century American history. 
"If your attitude isn't due to 
prejudice, that's even worse," 
she said. "Then you are con
genitally unable to perceive 
the nuances of modern real
ity." 

"Bah I I earn my money 
working with the nuances of 
modern reality: systems anal
yses, stress curves and space
ship orbits. That's what ails 
fiction these days. And poet
ry. There's nothing left to 
write about that the belles-let
trists think is important. The 
only sociological problem of 
any magnitude is mass bore
dom, and you can't squeeze 
much plot or interest out of 
that. So the stuff gets too, too 
p r e c i o u s for words-and 
stinks." 

''Felix, you can't say that!" 
"Can and do, sweetheart. 

Naturally, economics enters 
into the equation too. On the 
one hand, for the past hun
dred years movies, television, 
and now SteeVee have been 
crowdinp: the printed word out 
of the public eye. (Hey, what 
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a gorgeous metaph~r !) Apilrt ·, 'Tunny stormed out or ·was 
from !;otne nonfi~tion maga· lhrown out-he still . wasn't 
zine5 :publishing isn't a Cdnl· "sure which...:.._imd·went to earth 
mercia! enterprise any longer. in "the Whirling Comet Bar. 
And on the other hand, in a It wasn't that Janet was 
society as rich as ours, a limit.: stuffy, he reminded himself as 
ed amount of publishing re· he approached the looming 
mains feasible: endowed by · mass of the English building. 
universities or found&ltions or She was cute as a kitten, 
individual vanity oi: these au~· s. hare d his pleasure in sail.:. 
thors' associations that have boats and square dancing ·and 
sprung up "in the past' decade.' ·low-life beer joints and most 
Only it aoesn't try to ·be pop- other· things. Also, she had 
ular entertainment. It's aban- brains, arid their arguments 
doned "that field. entirely to were usually spirited but 
SteeVee· and become nothing great mutual fun. They had 
but an academic mutual admi· dealt with less personal topics 
ration society." than last n i g h t' s debate, 

''Nonsense! Let me show though. Janet, a poet's daugh
you Scomber's critical essay ter and a departmental secre
on Tench .. He simply tears the tary, took her magazine very 
man to pieces." seriously. He hadn't realized 

"Yeah, I know. One-upman- how seriously. 
ship is part of the game too. The beltway reached his 
The whole point is, though, goal. Tunny knocked out his 
that this mental inbreeding- pipe an<,! stepped across the 
no, not even that: mental- deceleration strips to the 
uh, I better skip that meta- flange. The dropshaft lifted 
phor-anyhow, it never has him to the f i f t i e t h floor, 
and never will produce any· where University publications 
thing worth the time of a had their offices. There was 
healthy human being." more human activity here 

"Oh, so I'm not a healthy than most places. Writing and 
human being?" editing remained people func-

"1 didn't mean that. You tions, however thoroughly au
know I didn't. I only meant, tomated printing and binding 
well, you know ... the great were. In spite of his purpose, 
literature always was based on Tunny walked slowly down 
wide appeal, S o p h o c 1 e s, the hall, observing with pleas
Shakespeare, Dickens, Mark ure the earnest young coeds in 
Twain-" their brief bright skirts and 

But the fat was irretrieva- blouses. With less pleasure he 
bly in th~ f~re. One thing led noted the earnest young men. 
at high' speed to another, until There wasn't much about them 
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to suggest soldierly Aeschy
lus or roistering Marlowe or 
seagoing Melville or razzma
tazz Mencken. They tended to 
be pale, long-haired and ever 
so concerned with the sym
bolic import of a deliberately 
omitted comma. 

THE door marked Pierce, 
Arrow! opened for him 

and he entered a small shab
by office heaped with papers, 
books, microspools and unsold 
copies of the magazine. Janet 
sat at the desk behind a man
ual typer and a stack of gal
leys. She was small herself, 
pert, extremely well engi
neered, with dark wavy hair 
that fell to her shoulders and 
big eyes the color of the Gulf 
Stream. Tunny paused and 
gulped. 

"Hi," he said after a min
ute. 

She looked up. "What
Felix!" 

"I, uh, uh, I'm sorry about 
yesterday," he said. 

"Oh, darling. Do you think 
I'm not? I was going to come 
to you." She did so, with re
sults that were satisfactory to 
both parties concerned, how
ever sickening they might 
have been to an outside ob
server. 

After quite a long while, 
Tunny found himself in a 
chair with Janet on his lap. 
She snuggled against him; He 
stroked her hair· and mur
mured thoughtfully: "Well, I 
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suppose tbe trouble was, each 
suddenly realized how dead 
set on his own odd quirk the 
other one is. But we can live 
with the difference between 
us, huh?" 

"Sure 1 y," Janet sighed. 
"And then, too, I didn't stop 
to think how worried you 
were, that robot and every
thing, and the whole miser
able business my fault." 

"Lord, no. How could you 
have predicted what'd hap
pen? If anyone is responsible, 
I am. I took you there and 
could have warned you. But I 
didn't know either. Perhaps 
nobody would have ·known. 
Izaak's kind of robot isn't too 
well understood as yet. So 
few have been built, there's so 
little need for them." 

"I still don't quite grasp the 
situation. Just because I 
talked to him for an hour or. 
two--poor creature, he was so 
eager and enthusiastic-and 
then sent him some books 
and-" 

''That's precisely it. Izaak 
had been activated only a few 
days before. Most of his 
knowledge was built right 
into him, so to speak. But 
there was also the matter of 
•.. well, psychological stabili
zation. Until the end of the in
doctrination course, which is 
designed to fix his personal
ity in· the desired pattern, a 
humanoid robot is extremely 
susceptible to new impres
-ai0118. Lik~ .a human baby. Or 



perhaps a closer analogy went by. Eventually, with a 
would be imprinting in some small gasp, she looked at the 
birds: present a fledgling clock, 
with almost any object at a "Heavens! I'm supposed to 
certain critical stage in its be at work this minute. I 
life, and it'll decide that ob- don't want to get myself 
ject is its mother and follow fired, do I?" She bounced to 
the thing around everywhere. her feet, a sight which slight
! never imagined, though, ly compensated for her de
that modern literary criticism parting his lap, smoothed her 
could affect a robot that way. hair, kissed him again and 
It seemed so alien to every- sped out. the door. 
thing he was made for. What Tunny remained seated. He 
I overlooked, I see now, was didn't want to go anywhere, 
the fact that Izaak's fully hu- least of all home. Bachelor 
manoid. He isn't meant to be apartments were okay in their 
programmed, but has a free place, but after a certain point 
intelligence. Evidently freer in a man's life they got damn 
than anyone suspected." cheerleEs. He fumbled out his 

"Is there no way to cure pipe and started it again. 
him?" Janet was such a sweet kid, 

"Not that I know of. His he thought. Bright, too. Her 
builders told me that trying preoccupation with these tat
to wipe the synapse patterns ter-day word games actually 
would ruin the whole brain. did her credit. She wasn't con
Besides, he doesn't want to be tent to stay in the dusty files 
cured, and he has most of the of books written centuries 
legal rights of a citizen. We ago, and word games were the 
can't compel him." only ones in town. Given a 

"I do so wish I could do genuine literary milieu, she 
something. Can this really might well have accomnlished 
cost you your job?" great things, instead of fool

" 'Fraid so. I'll fight to keep ing around with-what was 
it, but-" the latest P"uff? Tunny got up 

"Well," Janet said, "we'll and ""'"'dered over to her 
still have my salary." desk. T-T~ glanced at the. gal-

"Nothing ·doing.· No wife is leys. Something by Arnold 
going to support me." Roach. 

"Come, come. How mid- "-the tense, almost fetally 
Victorian ca.n a man p-et?" contracted structure of this 

"Plenty," he said. She tried story. ex:Cluisitely balanced in 
to argue, but he stopped her the ebb and flow of words 
in the .most ple~nt and ef- forminP" and dis so 1 vi n~ 
fective manner. Some time images like the interplay of 
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ripples' in 'watei-, marks an "im
portant ·new advarict in 'the 
tradition of Arapaima as mod-· 
ified by the school of Barbel. 
Nevertheless it is necessary to 
make the assertion that- a 
flawed tertiary symbolism ex~ 
ists, in thaf the·· connotations 
of the primary· worci in the 
long quotation from· Pollack 
which opens the third of the 
eleven cantos into which the 
story is divided, are not, as 
the author thinks, so much 
negative as-" 

''Y i n g I e, yingle, yingle," 
Tunny muttered. "And they 
say engineers can't write de
cent English. If I couldn't do 
better than that with one 
cerebral hemisphere tied be
hind my back, I'd-" 

At which point he stopped 
cold and stared into space 
with a mountingly wild sur
mise. His jaw fell. So did his 
pipe. He didn't notice. ·-

Five minutes later he ex
ploded into action. 

FOUR hours later, her secre
tarial stint through for the 

day, Janet returned to do 
some more proofreading. As 
the door opened, she reeled. 
The air was nearly unbreath
able. Through a blue haze she 
could barely see her man, 
grimy, disheveled, smoking 
volcanically, hunched over her 
typer and slamming away at 
the keys. 

"\Vhat off Earth!" she ex
Claimed. 
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.. "One . m'ore tniriute, sweet~ 
heart,"· Turiny said. Actually 

'he sp~ni: eleven point 'three 
more minutes· by the cloc:k, 
agonizing oyer his last few 
sentenc~s·._ Then he ripped the_ 
sheet out, threw it on a stack 
of oth.ers 'and handed her the 
mess. ''Rea(J.' that.'' ' ' -
· ''W h e n m y e y e s h a v e 

stopped ·;; rri a·r tin g," Janet 
coughed. She had turned the 
air fresher on full -blast and 
seated hersei£ on the edge of 
a chair 'to wait. Despit_e her 
reply, she took the manu
script. But· she read the sev
eral tho-usand words with a 
puzzlement that grew and 
grew. At the end, she laid the 
papers s 1 ow 1 y down and 
asked, "Is this some kind of 
joke?" 

"I hope not," said Tunny 
fervently. 

"But-" 
"Your next issue is due out 

when? In two weeks? Could 
you advance publication, and 
include this?" 

"What? No, certainly I 
can't. That is, darling, I have 
to reject so many real pieces 
merely for lack of space, that 
it breaks my b:art and ... and 
I've got obligations to them, 
thev trust me-" 

"So." Tunny rubbed his 
chin. "What do you think of 
my essay? As writing." 

"Oh ... hm ... well, it's clear 
anq forceful, but naturally the 
technicalities of criticism-" 

"Okay. You· revise it, work-
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ing in the necessary poop. 
Also, choose a suitable collec
tion of your better rejects, 
enough to make up a nice is
sue. Those characters will see 
print after all." While Janet 
stared with bewildered though 
1 o v e 1 y blue eyes, Tunny 
stabbed out numbers on the 
phone. 

"Yes, I want to talk with 
Mr. Barsch. No, I don't give a 
neutrino whether he's in con
ference or not. You tell him 
Felix Tunny may have the an
swer to the robot problem ... 
Hello, boss. Look, I've got an 
idea. Won't even cost very 
much. Can you get hold of a 
printing plant tonight? You 
know, someplace where they 
can run o_ff a few copies of a 
small one-shot m a g a zl n e? 

• ... Sure it's short notice. But 
didn't you say Henry Lachs 
is a friend of yours? Well, 
presume on his friendship-" 

• Having switched off, Tunny 
whirled about, grabbed Janet 
in his arms, and shouted, 
"Let's go!" 

"Where?" she inquired, not 
unreasonably. 

III 

T HE pneumo went whirp
ing! and tossed st:veral 

items onto the mail shelf. 
IZK-99 finished reading Neo
Babbitt: the Entrepreneur as 
Futility Symbol in Modern 
Literature, crossed his room 
with one stride and went 

swiftly through the envelopes. 
The usual two or three crank 
letters and requests for auto
graphs-any fully humanoid 
robot was news-plus a circu
lar advertising metal polish 
and ... wait ... a m a g a z i n e. 
Clipped to this was a note 
bearing the "letterhead of the 
Manana Liter a r y Society. 
"-new authors' association ... 
foundation-sponsored quarter
ly review ... sa.mple copies to 
a few persons of taste and dis
crimination whom we feel are 
potential subscribers ... " The 
format had a limp dignity, 
with a plain cover reading: 

p Volume One 
1 Number One 
p 
e 
t 
t 
e 

the journal of 
analytical criticism 

Excited and vastly flat
tered, IZK-99 read it on the 
spot, in one hundred and 
forty-eight seconds: so fast 
that he did a double take and 
stood for a time lost in aston
ishment. The magazine's con
tents had otherwise been 
standard stuff, but this one 
long article-

Siowly, very carefu!Iy, he 
turned back to it and reread. 

THUNDER BEYOND VENUS, 
bv Charles Pilchard, Wisdom Press 
(Newer York, 2026), 214 pp., l..'WF 
$6.50. 

THE CRITIQUE OF IMPURE REASON 117 



Reviewed by Pierre Hare:tg 
Dept. of English, 

Miskatonic University 
For many years I have been 

analyzing, dissecting and evalu
ating with the best of them, a:~d it 
has indeed been a noble work, 
Yet everything has its limits. There 
comes to each of us a bump, as 
Poorboy so poignantly says in Not 
Soft Is the Rock. Suddenly a new 
pla::1et swims into our ken, a new 
world is opened, a new element 
is discovered, and we stand with 
tools in our hands which are not 
merely inadequate to the task, but 
irrelevant. Like those fortu:~ate 
readers who were there at the 
moment when Joyce invented the 
stream of consciousness, when Kaf
ka plunged so gladly into the sym
bohsm of absolute nightmare, when 
Faulkner delineated the artistic 
beauty of the humble corncob, when 
Durrell abolished the stream of 
revolution. 

Charles Pilchard has not hither
to been heard from. The intimate 
details of his biography, the demon
stratiO:J of the point-by-point rela
tionship of these details to his 
work, will furnish material for 
generations of scholarship. Today, 
though, we are confronted with 
the event itself. For Thunder Be
yond Venus is indeed an event, 
which rocks the mind and shakes 
the emotions and yet, at the same 
time, embodies a touch so sure, an 
artistry so consumate, that even 
Brochet has ~ot painted a finer 
miniature. 

The superficial skeleton is almost 
scornfully simple. It is, indeed, 
frankly traditional - the Quest 
motif b modern guise - dare I 
say that it could be made into a 
stereodrama? It is hard to imagine 
the sheer courage which was re
quired to use so radical a fonn 
that many may find it incompre
hensible But in exactly this evoca
tion of the great ghosts of Odys
seus, King Arthur and Don Juan, 
the author becomes immediately 
able to explore (implicity; he is 
never crudely explicit) childhood 
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with as much hau:~ting delicacy as 
our most skilled specialists in this 
type of no,vel. Yet unlike them, he 
is not confined to a child prota
gonist. Thus he achieves a feat of 
time-bbding which for richness of 
symbolic overtones can well be 
matched against Betta's famous use 
of the stopped clock image in The 
Old Man and the Umbrella. As the 
hero himself cries, when trapped 
i:J that collapsing tunnel which is 
so much more than the obvious 
womb/tomb: "Okay, you stupid 
planet, you've got me pinched 
where it hurts, but by heaven, I've 
had more fun in life than you ever 
did. A:~d I'll whip you yet!" 

The fact that he does then in
deed overcome the deadly Venusian 
environment a:~d goes on to destroy 
the pirate base and complete the 
project of making the atmosphere 
Earthlike. (a scheme which an 
engi:~eer friend tells me is at 
present being seriously contem
plated) is thus made bfinitely 
more than a mechanical victory. It 
is a closing of the ring: the hero, 
who being strong and virile a-:1d 
proud, returns to that condition at 
the end. The iro::tic overtones of 
this are clear enough, but the 
adroit use of such implements 
along the way as the pick which 
serves him variously as tool, weap
on and boathook when he a:~d the 
heroine must cross the river of lava 
(to take only one random example 
from this treasure chest) add both 
a::t underscoring and a commentary 
which must be read repeatedly to 
be appreciated. 

And on and on. 
When he had finished, 

IZK-99 went back and per
used the article a third time. 
Then he punched the phone. 
"Public 1 i bra r y," said the 
woman in the screen. 

TUNNY entered the office 
of Pierce, Arrow! and 
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stood for a moment watching 
Janet as she slugged the typ
er. Her desk was loaded with 
papers, cigarette butts and 
coffee equipment. Dark cir
cles under her eyes bespoke 
exhaustion. But she plowed 
gamely on. 

"Hi, sweetheart," he said. 
"Oh... Felix." She raised 

her head and blinked. "Good
ness, is it that late?" 

"Yeah. Sorry I couldn't get 
here sooner. How're you do-
ing?" · 

"All right- I guess-but, 
darling, it's so dreadful." 

"Really?" He came to her, 
stopped for a kiss, and picked 
up the reprostat page which 
she was adapting. 

The blaster pointed straight 
!t Jon Dace's chest. Behind 
its g~ping muzzle sneered the 
mushroom-white face and yel
low slit-pupilled eyes of Hark 
Farkas. "Don't make a move, 
Earth pig!" the pirate hissed. 
Jon's broad shoulders stiff
ened. Fury seized him. His 
keen eyes flickered about, 
seeking a possible way out of 
this death trap-

"M-m-m, yeah, that is pret
ty ripe," Tunny admitted. 
"Where's it from? Oh, yes, I 
see. Far Out Science Fiction, 
May 1950. Couldn't you do 
any better than that?" 

"Certainly. Some of those 
old pulp stories are quite 
good, if you take· them on 
their own terms." Janet sig
naled the coffeemaker to pour 

two fresh cups. "But others, 
ugh! I needed a confrontation 
scene,· though, and this was 
the first that came to hand. 
Time's too short to make a 
thorough sear.ch." 

"What've you made of it?" 
Tunny read her manuscript: 
The gun opened a cerberoid 
mouth at him. Behind it, his 
enemy's face was white as si
lent snow, secret snow, where 
the eyes (those are pearls that 
were) reflected in miniature 
the sandstorm that hooted 
cougar-colored on the hori
zon. "Hey, not bad. 'Cougar
colored.' I like that." There 
went a hissing: "Best keep 
stance, friend-stranger-broth
er whom I must send before 
me down the tunnel," Jon's 
shoulders stiffened. Slowly, 
he answered- "Uh, sweet
heart, honest, that cussing 
would make a b u II d o z e r 
blush." 

"How can you have intellec
tual content without four-let
ter words?" Janet asked, 
puzzled. 

Tunny shrugged. "No mat
ter, I suppose. Time's too 
short, as you say, to polish 
this thing, and Izaak •won 't 
know the difference. Not af
ter such a smorgasbord of au
thors and critics as he's been 
gobbling down ... besides hav
ing so little experience of ac
tual, as opposed to fictional 
humans." 

"Time's too ~:1ort to write 
this thing," Janet corrected, 

THE CRITIQUE OF IMPURE REASON 119 



her mouth quirking upward~ 
"How did you ever find. the 
stuff we're plagiarizing? I'd 
no idea any such school of 
fiction had ever existed." 

"I knew about it vaguely, 
from mention in the nine
teenth and twentieth century 
books I've read. But to tell 
the truth, what I did in this 
case was ask the Library of 
Congress to search its micro
files for adventure story pub
lications of that era and stat 
me a million words' worth." 
Tunny sat down and reached 
for his coffee. "Whew, I'm 
bushed!" 

"HARD day?" Janet said 
softly. 

"Yeah. Keeping Izaak off 
my neck was the worst part." 

"How did you stall him?" 
"Oh, I had his p hone 

tapped. He called the local 
library first, for a stat. When 
they didn't have the tape, he 
called a specialty shop that 
handles fiction among other 
things. But at that point I 
switched him over to a friend 
of mine, who pretended to be 
a clerk in the store. This guy 
told Izaak he'd call Newer 
York and order a bound copy 
from the publisher. Since then 
the poor devil has been chew
ing his fingernails, or would 
if a robot were able to, and 
faunching ... mainly in my of
fice." 

"Think we can meet his ex
pectations?" 

120 

"I dunno. My hope is that 
this enforced wait will make 
the prize seem still more val
uable. Of course, some more 
reviews would help. Are you 
positive you won't run one in 
Pierce?" 

"I told you, we're so short 
of space-" 

"I talked "to Barsch about 
that. He'll pay for the addi
tional pages and printing." 

"Hm-m-m ... literary hoaxes 
do have an honorable old tra
dition, don't they? But, oh, 
dear- I just don't know." 

"Barsch has gotten around 
Henry Lachs," Tunny insin
uated. "There'll be a review 
in Entropy. You wouldn't 
want to be scooped by a lousy 
middlebrow news magazine, 
would you?" • 

Janet laughed. "All right, 
you win. Submit your article 
and I'll run it." 

"I'll submit to you any-.. 
time," Tunny said. After a 
while: "Well, I feel better 
now. I'll take over here while 
you catch a nap. Let's see, 
what piC::le did we leave our 
bold hero in?" 

"This novel at once vigor
ous and perceptive ... the most 
startling use of physical ac
tion to further the develop
ment that has been seen since 
Conrad, and it must be assert
ed that Conrad painted timid
ly in comparison to the huge, 
bolO, brilliant and yet min
utely executed splashes on 
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Pilchard's canvas .•. this sem
inal work, if one will pardon 
the expression ... the metrical 
character of the whole, so 
subtle that the fact the book 
is a rigidly structured poem 
will escape many readers ... " 

~Pierce, Arrow! 

"Two hundred years ago, in 
the quiet, tree-shaded town 
of Amherst, Mass., spinster 
p o e tess Emily Dickinson 
(1830-1886) wrote of the soul: 

Unmoved, she notes the 
chariot's pausing 

At her low gate; 
Unmoved. an· emperor is 

kneeling 
Upon her mat. 

In the brief poem of which 
these lines are a stanza, she 
expressed a sense of privacy 
and quiet independence which 
afterward vanished from the 
American scene as thoroughly 
as Amherst vanished into the 
Atlantic metropolitan com
plex 

"It may seem strange to 
compare the shy, genteel lady 
of P u r it a n derivation to 
Charles Pilchard and his ex
plosive, intensely controversi
al first novel. Yet the connec
tion is there. The Leitmotif of 
Thunder Beyond Venus is not 
the story itself. That story ios 
unique enough, breathtaking
ly original in its use of physi
cal struggle to depict the dark 
night of ·the sou.l.. Some ·would 
say almost too breathtaking. 
Dazzle.d, the lieader may fail to 

see the many underlying lay
ers of meaning. But Emily 
Dickinson would understand 
the aloof, independent soul 
which a n i mat e s hero Jon 
Dace. 

"Tall (6 ft. 3Yz in.), robust 
(225 lbs.), balding Charles Pil
chard, 38, himself a fanatical 
seeker of privacy, has written 
a master's thesis on Rimbaud 
but never taught. Instead he 
has lived for more than ten 
years on citizen's credit while 
developing his monumental 
work, [Cut of Charles Pil
chard, captioned "No chariot
eer he."] Twice married, once 
divorced, he does not main
tain a fixed residence but de
scribes himself, like Jon, as 
'swimming- a r o u n d in the 
ocean called Man.' He has 
probed deeply into the abvss
es of that ocean. Yet he has 
not emerged with the carpinp.; 
negativism of today's . nay
sayers. For although he fully 
appreciates the human trag
edy, Pilchard is in the end a 
triumphant yea-sayer ... " 

IV 

THE robot erttered so noisi-
ly that Felix Tunny heard 

him halfway down the corri
dor. The e n g i n e e r turned 
from his desk and waited. His 
fingers gr·ipped chair arms un
til the nails turned white. 

"Hello, Izaak," he got out. 
"Haven't seen· you for a cou
ple of days." 
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"No," said the robot. "I self. The· microeosm opens on 
have been i"n my room, think- · 'the macrocosm, which reflects 
ing. And reading." and re-reflects the observer. 

"Reading what?" This is the first examp.le of 
"Thunder Beyond Venus, o£ th~ type of b~ok that will be 

0 d Is any wntten and dtscussed for the 
course. ver an over. - t h d d " 
b d d . h' 1 ,, nex un re years. 

o y rea mg anyt mg e se. "C ld b " 
One steel finger. tapped the "Nou be.t tt a£ 

1 "Y h ad it one u an· u er . o 
vo um~.£ hou ave re t'" ·would respond to this achieve
yourse • ave you no · ·ment as tepidly as you," Izaak 
Iz!ak asked. . snapped. "I shall be glad to 

Well, you know how tt · see the last of you.'' 
" T · d "Things goes, unny .sat · ' .. Y-y-y o u • r·e- going away? 

are rath~r frantic around he~e, ·. W ·h e r e ?" (Hang . on; boy, 
what wt~h th~ company s. countdown to· 2:er'o!)' 
plans bemg dtsrupted ~nd so "Mer c·u r y. Please· notify 
forth. I've be.e~. mea.nmg to· Barsch and have my spaceship 
get around to tt. made ready. I have no desire 

"Get around to it!" Izaak ·to delay so important an ex
groaned; :•1 suppose eventual- perience.'' 
l:r you wil~ get around to no.: Tunny sagged in his chair. 
ttcmg sunhght and the stars. ..By no means," he whispered. 

"Why, I thought you were "Don't waste even a single 
above any such gross physical minute." 
things," Tunny said. This was "I· make one condition, that 
the payoff. His throat was so ·. for' the entire peri·od ·of my 
dry he could hardly talk. servi'ce 'you send ·to me· with 

Izaak didn't notice. "It has · the catgo ships any · 'other 
proven necessary to make a works by Pilchard that may 
re-evaluation," he said. "This appear, plus the quarte·rlies to 
book has opened my eyes as which I subscribe and the oth
much as it has opened the er exemplars of the· literary 
eyes of the critics who first· mode he has pioneered which 
called my attention to its . I shall order on the basis of 
subtlety, its profundity, its reviews I read. They inust be 
universal significance and in- transcribed to metal, you real
tense~y individual analysis. ize, because of tht" heat." 
Pi}~;hard has written the book "Sure, sure. Glad to oblige.'' 
of our age." "When I return," · Izaak 

"B1.,1lly for Pilchard." crooned, "I shall be so uhique-
"The c.onquest of space is,.. ly qualified to · critidze · the 

as the article in pipette new novels· 'that some· tbllege 
showed, also the conquest of will doubtl~ss· gi~e \n·~ 'a :lit-·· 
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erary quarterly· of my own to 
edit." . . 

He moved toward the door, 
"I must go arrange for Thun~ 
der Beyond Venus to be 
transcribed on steelloy." 

"Why not tablets .of stone?" 
Tunny muttered. 

"That is not a bad idea. 
Perhaps I shall." Izaak went 
out. 

WHEN he was safely gone, 
Tunny whooped .. For a 

while he danced around his 
office like a peppered, Indian, 
until he whirled on the phone. 
Call Barsch and tell him-

No, to hell with Barsch. 
Janet deserved . the good news 
first. 

She shared his joy over the 
screens. Watching her, think~ 
ing of their future, brought a 
more serious mood on Tunny. 
"My conscience does hurt me 
a bit," be c.onfessed. "It's go~ 
ing to be a blow to Izaak, out 
there on Dayside,. when his 
brave new school of· literature 
never appears." 

"Don't be too certain about 
that," Janet said. "In fact
well, I was going to call you 
today. We're in trouble again, 
I'm afraid. You know that of~ 
fice and clerk we hired to pre
tend to be Wisdom Press, in 
case lzaak tried to check up? 
She's going frantic. Calls are 
streaming .. in.. Thousands of 
people . already,. fu.rioua be~ 
cause they c:an't. find !hun
der Be_yond tieiJU~. anywhere. 

She's handed them a story 
about an accidental explosion 
in the warehouse. but-what. 
can we do?" 

"Oy." Tunny sat quiet for a 
space. His mind flew. "We 
did run off some extra copies, 
didn't we?'' he said at length. 

"Half a dozen or so. I gave 
one to Arnold Roach. He 
simply had to have it, after 
seeing the other articles. Now 
he's planning a rave review 
for The Pacific Monthly, 
with all sorts of sarcastic 
comments about how Entropy 
missed the whole point of the 
book, Several more critics I 
know have begged me at least 
to lend the.m my copy." 

Tunny smote the desk with 
a large fist. "Only one way 
out of this," he decided. 
.. Print up a millic;m more.'' 

"What?" 
..I have a hunch that com• 

mercial fiction has been re-
vived as of this. week. Maybe 
our book is crude, but it does 
touch something real, some
thing that people believe in 
their hearts is important. If 
I'm right, then there's going 
to be a spate of novels like 
this, and many will make a 
whopping profit, and some 
will even be g e n u i n e 1 y 
good .. , Lord, Lord," Tunny 
said in awe. "We simply don't 
know our own st'rength, you 
and 1." 

.. Let's get together," Janet 
suggested, "and find out."' 
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IF e Novelette 

THE DRAGON-SLAYERS 

Got any dragons to kill? Here's 

the fastest-and wildest-way! 

BY FRANK BANTA 

I N a gleaming chrome and ''No! I can't believe it." 
glass federal building lo- "I can't either, John. They 

cated at the center of Venus- know it's not in the Manual." 
port, Division Chief Carl "Certainly it's not, Chief. 
Wattles wearily arose from ':fhe nerve of those people 
his office couch. He had been wanting · to do something 
taking his usual two-hour, a£- that's not in the Manual!" 
ter--lunch nap, but today :t "People like us wrote the 
had brought him little re- Manual, John," the Chief add
freshment. Earlier he had re- ed with simple modesty. 
ceived an unexpected report ''That is why it is so good, 
that made sleep impossible. good, good." 

"John?" he mumbled. "I know," said John, accept-
John Claxson, the generous- ing the weight. Then he com

ly padded assistant division plained bitterly, "Wanting to 
chief, stopped drilling out his build a new house! They are 
earwax but did not remove his supposed to do personal stuff 
feet from the blotter o:f his at night, or when ifs rain-
desk. "Yeah, Chief?" ing." 

"I've heard from the Ken- The Chief allowed his rage 
tons again." to climb. "They've got noth-
. "I thought something was ing to do but go out into the 
deviling you, the way you jungle and pick a little old 
was carrying on in your bale of pretzins every day, 
sieep." He raised thick eye- but do you think they are go
b'rows. "Is their production ing to do it? No. They want 
down again?" · · me to go and do it for _them!" 
··"'Worse than that, John. "You can't do· it, ··Chief!" 
Kenton has had· the gall ·to· protest~d John. 
request time off to ·build· a " · ~'You kn·ow I can't;: john," 
new house!" agreed· · · W a t t 1 e s • ·as he 
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stretched. "I got all I can 
manage right here. More." 

"What you got to do, 
Chief?" John asked curiously, 
forgetting caution for a mo· 
ment. 

"P I e n t y !" retorted the 
Chief. 

"I guess you have at that," 
John admitted, getting back 
aboard. 

"Time was," brooded the 
Chief, "when that Kenton was 
a fair pretzin finder. But all 
he can think of to do now is 
to find excuses to goldbrkk. 
Wait until he sees the stiff 
memorandum I'm sending 
him ... " 

BLISS Kenton had not gone 
far from their Venusian 

jungle cabin that morning be
fore the vacuum snake hung 
one on her. The thick, two
foot-long pest lay very still 
on the ground, and she only 
got a glimpse of it before it 
jumped. Out it whipped to its 
full, slim, six-foot length and 
wrapped around her throat. 
Fangs struck, and in three 
seconds-with a loud slurp
it had withdrawn a quart of 
her blood. Then it unwrapped 
just as swiftly as it had come, 
and leaped into the cover of 
the jungle. 

The hefty young matron 
wobbled back to the cabin. 

"Pole !" she called as she 
hurried il).. "I've been 
slurped!" 

"Again?" her lanky husband 
asked, looking up from the 
reports on his desk. 
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"I'm so sorry, Pole,• she 
said contrit~ly, 

"Well, sit down and start· 
recovering, Bliss," he said in 
a kindly manner. HYou can't 
pick any pretzins today." 

"But I wanted to pick pret
zins, Pole. Darn that vacuum 
snake and his fast draft." 

"I just hope the neighbor· 
hood dragon doesn't come 
around while you're in that 
weakened condition, Bliss," 
Pole worried as he totaled up 
the month's production on his 
reports. He decided, "I had 
better take time off from 
pretzin hunting today so I can 
be handy to . help you with 
your getaway, if need arises." 

"Oh, the dragon never both
ers us," Bliss said uneasily. 

"He has gotten close enough 
to burn up several of our 
pretzin patches, though. He 
may get to this cabin some 
day." 

"He doesn't mean a n y 
harm," defended Bliss. "I'T"'t 
sure he wouldn't want to eat 
us. They are known to be 
strictly vegetarians." 

"No, he won't eat us. He'll 
cook us, unless we can run 
away fast enough--but he'll 
never eat us." 

T h e y heard a faraway 
sound. 

"What is that crisp crack· 
ling that sounds like a dank 
forest burning?" wondered 
Bliss. 

Pole scrambled to the door. 
"The dragon is coming! He's 
headed straight for this cab
in!" 
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•shall we be going?" asked 
Bliss, grabbing her clothes. 

A few minutes later, at a 
distance of a thousand yards, 
Pole and Bliss, loaded with 
all their portable possessions, 
watched their cabin burst into 
flames as a roaring, forty-foot 
lizard, with fifty-foot .flames 
gouting from his mouth, am
bled through their clearing. 

HThere, he's gone," said 
Pole as the dragon passed on. 
.. I'd better put out the fire." 

Dipping water from a near
by pond with a bucket, Pole 
had, after fifty-three fast 
buckets, a blackened ruin of 
what had formerly been their 
rude jungle cabin. 

Pole moved a new, nearly 
finishe-d split-pole settee he 
had been working- on back in 
the jungle to their front 
porch. As they seated them
selves, he complacently sur
veyed the slits burned be
tween the charred boards of 
the walls and roof. "The roof 
will leak a mite when it rains, 
but it will let in lots of light," 
he observed optimistically. 

"There's nothing like lots 
of light,'' Bliss agreed. 

''Charcoal is healthful, too." 
''It absorbs poison like no

body's business !" 
"However, since it rains 

every day on Venus we will 
have to have a new cabin." He 
sighed resignedly. "And you 
know what that means·: Low
er ·production, fewer of the 
magical, antibiotic pretzins. 
I'd better radio the Division 
Chief." 
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As the jet plane flashed 
across their vision, the 

Kentons saw a tiny bundle 
drop from it. Pole ran out 
into the jungle and was un
der the parachute when it 
landed. He came back into the 
clearing unwrappin£ a pack
age. 

"It sure was thoughtful of 
Mr. Wattles to ans-wer so 
fast," said Pole, as he ooened 
the little package. "And will 
you look here in the middle! 
He even sent us a present!" 

"It's a beautiful, plain 
white, rectangular carton . of 
approximately three by se.ven 
inches,'' she said breathlessly. 

"But we mustn't be selfish," 
Pole reminded hastily. "Let's 
see what Mr. Wattles has to 
say in his memorandum here 
first." They both read the 
green memorandum. 

To: N:1poleon B. Kenton, 
Special Agent, Pret
zin Division, Venus 

From: Chief, Pretzin Di
vision, Venusport, 
Venus 

Subject: Personal Prob
lems of S p e c i a 1 
Agents 

In a radio message 
dated January 25, 1982 
you related certain per
sonal problems you were 
experiencing, a n d you 
stated that delays might 
be encountered in your 
harvesting of pretzins. 
regret your difficultie!': 
However, it is believed 
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these misfortunes. may be 
overcome during leisure 
hours and should be soon 
resolved without loss of 
a measurable part of your 
productive time. 

Pole interrupted his read
ing to beam at his wife. "He's 
sorry for us, Bliss, and he 
hopes things will be better 
for us soon." 

"Isn't he the nicest man?" 
They read on. 

In your radio message 
you refer to difficulties 
you are having with a 
snake and a lizard (which 
you colloquially refer to 
as a dragon). It is be
lieved that the enclosed 
package, s e ria I number 
93G-18, will c-ope with the 
matter, and that no fur
ther report will be neces
sary w i t h respect to 
snakes and lizards. 

Carl Wattles 
Chief, Pretzin Division 

Eagerly Bliss K e n t o n 
opened the plain white carton 
bearing the serial n!Jmber 
93G-18. She slid out the two 
and three-quarter by six and 
one-half i n c h fumigation 
bomb can. 

Bliss read the label. " 'Liz
ards and snakes go 'way and 
stay. Only $1.19 F. 0. B. 
U. S. A.' Why, it rhymes!" 
she said, a wondering smile 
lighting her face. 

"Does it say how long the 
l!zards are that go 'way and 
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stay?" Pole asked anxiously, 
thinking of the neighbor
hood's forty-foot hellion. 

"All lizards, it says. And 
only $1.19. 

"Good! But how about 
snakes that can jump ten feet 
and wrap a r o u n d your 
throat?" 

"I read that wrong," she 
amended. "All lizards and 
snakes. And only $1.19." 

"I'm glad," said Pole, chok
ing up. 

"The Division Chief has 
been thinkine- of us," said 
Bliss, wiping away a tear. 

"He knows we field person
nel have our problems." 

"He knew just what we 
needed," lauded Bliss. 

Pole looked up from the 
canister as he heard a sound. 
"And here comes the dragon 
back! Our lizard repellent ar
rived just in the nick of 
time!" 

Down the rain-forest aisle 
the roaring mammoth rapidly 
waddled. Its flames--even 
longer than its body-with
ered into blackened ruin all 
that stood before it. This 
time, instead of snatching up 
their possessions and fleeing 
to safety, the Kentons stood 
their ground with their pock
et-size fumigation bomb that 
had been designed for pocket
sized lizards. When the drag
on was within throwing dis
tance, Pole flipped on the 
spray jet of the tiny bomb 
and threw it as straight as he 
could. Then both of them sped 
away, leaving all their pos-
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flessions at the mercy of the 
advancing, ravening flames . •• 

"QH• Pole! Isn't our new 
home just the dandiest 

that a Venusian pretzin-gath
ering couple ever had?" 

"It is dandy," concurred 
Pole. "Who'd ever have 
thou~ht we would have a cab
in that was only an inch 
thick, and yet was absolutely 
water tight?" 

"The table makes a dandy 
smokestack too, when it's 
p :.-opped up. Fireproof." 

"How about the mouth 
- when it's propped open?" 

challenged Pole. "Who could 
beat a front porch like that?" 

"You can't. You just can't!" 
"Correct.'' He ruminated, 

",We'd never have been able 

to cut the hide. Not a tough, 
inch-thick one like this one." 

••ru never get over the way 
yoo gutted the dragon. You 
cut him loose inside, just be
low the tonsils-'' 

"And after I lassoed them, 
I gave a run-" 

"And all his guts came 
stringing out I" . 

"Had him cleane.c1 to the 
bone within an hour!" said 
Pole proudly. 

"We would never have had 
it so good if it hadn't been 
for Mr. Wattles' helpfulness," 
reminded Bliss. "That fumi
gation bomb, besides making 
a horrible stink-'' 

"-explodes when it enters 
a dragon's flaming mouth
and blows his methane tanks." 

END 



, .. ,I • ·-·.• ~ . : . _IF e Featuri 
•• -~ I " ,1 ! 

HUE.A~D CRY 

Dear Editor: . ' ·and practices the art of hunt-
I would like to corfgratulate·· · ing to the ultimate degree. He 

you on an excellent issue- · hunts live men. He gets his 
cover to cover.· And' speaking · prey, as I remember, by caus
of covers, this is ·the nicest · ing shipwrecks on the island. 
one I've seen yet this year An elaborate hunt is arranged 
from anyone. More of this with the victim given various 
sort, please, please? aids, such as a knife, map, etc. 

Enjoyed the, editorial no As I remember, the hunter 
end. All interesting ideas. I uses bow and arrow; and I be
will sa·y however that it will lieve too that dogs are used in 
remain ever incomprehensible tracking the victim. 
to me that anyone (especially William Howell 
Schweitzer) should think that 8240 Babcock Avenue 
the mass of people were think- Hollywood, Calif. 
ers and for some reason had * Any long-memoried read-
given it up. Fat chance. ers care to help out on this 

_ Pat McLean one ?-Editor. 
P.O. Box 401 
Anacortes, Wash. 

* * ... 
Dear Editor: 

I would greatly appreciate 
your help in running down 
the title, author and publisher 
of the story I have outlined 
below. (I might add that this 
story is being considered as a 
feature' film and the· author 
would· ~~nt 'gre~t1y # the 
film W«~·:tt~ne:)> ·/· ·_- --· · 

A mari-' -li"ves on ·an island, 
•.. :·i ·. 

* * * 
Dear Editor: 

In your magazine you have 
been running a series of Keith 
Laumer's "Retief'' novelettes. 
Can you tell me which issues 
contained them? 

James P. Jackson_ 
.R.D: #1 
Danville, Penna. 

* Every issue from Septem
ber 1961 to date had a Retief 
novelette. More- ·upcoming, 
though· not in every future is-: 
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sue (next Keith Laumer story 
will probably be a non-Retief 
novelette, The Long Remem
bered Thunder.)-Editor. 

* * * 
Dear Editor: 

I have just finished reading 
Jots and Tittles. That Stur
geon guy sure has an imagi
·nation! Maybe, maybe, may
be ... but don't get me wrong. 
He's one of my favorite writ
ers, and he is feature editor of 
my favorite science fiction 
magazine. 

To prove what I said about 
11 being my favorite maga
zine, I am sending a check for 
a subscription with this letter. 

Kent McDaniel 
620 Metropolis St. 
Metropolis, Ill. 

* * * 
Dear ( ?) Editor: 

How come the Groaci illus
trations for the Retie£ stories 
in the July & March issues 
are completely different in 
appearance? 

Jack Baldwin 
405 N. Alisos St. 
Santa Barbara, Calif. 

* Because we goofed and 
gave the stories to different 
artists. We'll watch that. 

-Editor. 

* * * 
Dear Editor: 

Leaving aside Unbreakable 
Custom, why is it universal in 
sf magazines to put the title 
and author of the story run
ning at the bottom of the 
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page, instead of at the top 
where it would be easier to 
read? 

2. What is the significance 
of the "K" on the cover near 
the price? 

David B. Jodrey, Jr. 
J APO Box 38, FPO 510 
New York, N.Y. 

* (1) Well, it seems to us 
to look better that way. Any
body else have a strong feel
ing? (2) "K" stands for our 
distributor, Kable News Com
pany.-Editor. 

* * • 
Dear Editor: 

Why did you take away the 
book review column, and why 
can't we have it back? I think 
it is something that most SF 
fans appreciate. Why not have 
the fans write in their opin
ions on the subject?" 

Paul Brague 
Box 12 
Eldred, N.Y. 

• • • 
Sorry to be so brief this 

time-no room! We'll try to 
do better next issue, .. in 
many ways ... you'll see· some 
changes in If that we think 
you'll welcome in near-future 
issues ... 

By the way, our "first" 
story for the month is Charles 
Cunningham's The Man Who 
Flew. Next issue we intro
duce another new writer, Gary 
Wright, with a novelette we 
like very much. indeed~ . 

-TIJ~ .Edi~or. 

HUE AND CRY 



The BEMs in your neighborhood 

No. GF-614 by Emsh 

N.,. GM -12 by Cullen Rapp 

won't run off with your books 
if you put inside the front cover 
of each book ... a gummed bookplate 
with your name printed on it! 

YOUR NAME HERE 

No. GX-57 by lynd W ard 

No . GF-612 by Emsh 

FINAGLE SAYS-

The umpteenth corollary 
of Finagle's General Law of 
Dynamic Negatives says: 

"No books are ever lost 
by loaning except ones you 
particularly want to keep." 

IOOfor$4;200,$6;300,$8 
with owner's name imprinted 
All Postpaid . Add state sales tax, if any. 

ACTUAL SIZE,-all designs, 3x4 inches 

The dcsi J(ns shown above are the only ones we ollerl 

Order from IF MAGAZINE 421 Hudson Street, New York 14, N.Y. 



For Editors on 
the Way Up ... 

INDUSTRIAL EDITING 
by 

Reddick & Crowell 

Points the way toward successful editing - and higher rewards. A prac

tical guide to effective editing, this book deepens your understanding -

gives you a surer grasp of purposes and objectives-analyzes the methods, 

patterns and procedures followed by editors of outstanding industrial 

publications. 

Shows you new ways to achieve charm and human interest in your 

writing - how to budget - short cuts - mistakes to avoid - how to 

get more for your money - how to increase - and demonstrate - your 

value to management. 

Use the coupon below to send for your copy: 

~----------------------------~ I MATTHEW BENDER & CO., Albany 1, New York I 
I Send INDUSTRIAL EDITING, $7.50, to I 
I I 
I Name.................................... ........................................................................ I 
I I 
I I I Firm................................................... I 
I I 1 Address.......................... ........................................................................................ 1 
~-----------------------------


	1962, 11 (November), If 0001
	1962, 11 (November), If 0002
	1962, 11 (November), If 0003
	1962, 11 (November), If 0004
	1962, 11 (November), If 0005
	1962, 11 (November), If 0006
	1962, 11 (November), If 0007
	1962, 11 (November), If 0008
	1962, 11 (November), If 0009
	1962, 11 (November), If 0010
	1962, 11 (November), If 0011
	1962, 11 (November), If 0012
	1962, 11 (November), If 0013
	1962, 11 (November), If 0014
	1962, 11 (November), If 0015
	1962, 11 (November), If 0016
	1962, 11 (November), If 0017
	1962, 11 (November), If 0018
	1962, 11 (November), If 0019
	1962, 11 (November), If 0020
	1962, 11 (November), If 0021
	1962, 11 (November), If 0022
	1962, 11 (November), If 0023
	1962, 11 (November), If 0024
	1962, 11 (November), If 0025
	1962, 11 (November), If 0026
	1962, 11 (November), If 0027
	1962, 11 (November), If 0028
	1962, 11 (November), If 0029
	1962, 11 (November), If 0030
	1962, 11 (November), If 0031
	1962, 11 (November), If 0032
	1962, 11 (November), If 0033
	1962, 11 (November), If 0034
	1962, 11 (November), If 0035
	1962, 11 (November), If 0036
	1962, 11 (November), If 0037
	1962, 11 (November), If 0038
	1962, 11 (November), If 0039
	1962, 11 (November), If 0040
	1962, 11 (November), If 0041
	1962, 11 (November), If 0042
	1962, 11 (November), If 0043
	1962, 11 (November), If 0044
	1962, 11 (November), If 0045
	1962, 11 (November), If 0046
	1962, 11 (November), If 0047
	1962, 11 (November), If 0048
	1962, 11 (November), If 0049
	1962, 11 (November), If 0050
	1962, 11 (November), If 0051
	1962, 11 (November), If 0052
	1962, 11 (November), If 0053
	1962, 11 (November), If 0054
	1962, 11 (November), If 0055
	1962, 11 (November), If 0056
	1962, 11 (November), If 0057
	1962, 11 (November), If 0058
	1962, 11 (November), If 0059
	1962, 11 (November), If 0060
	1962, 11 (November), If 0061
	1962, 11 (November), If 0062
	1962, 11 (November), If 0063
	1962, 11 (November), If 0064
	1962, 11 (November), If 0065
	1962, 11 (November), If 0066
	1962, 11 (November), If 0067
	1962, 11 (November), If 0068
	1962, 11 (November), If 0069
	1962, 11 (November), If 0070
	1962, 11 (November), If 0071
	1962, 11 (November), If 0072
	1962, 11 (November), If 0073
	1962, 11 (November), If 0074
	1962, 11 (November), If 0075
	1962, 11 (November), If 0076
	1962, 11 (November), If 0077
	1962, 11 (November), If 0078
	1962, 11 (November), If 0079
	1962, 11 (November), If 0080
	1962, 11 (November), If 0081
	1962, 11 (November), If 0082
	1962, 11 (November), If 0083
	1962, 11 (November), If 0084
	1962, 11 (November), If 0085
	1962, 11 (November), If 0086
	1962, 11 (November), If 0087
	1962, 11 (November), If 0088
	1962, 11 (November), If 0089
	1962, 11 (November), If 0090
	1962, 11 (November), If 0091
	1962, 11 (November), If 0092
	1962, 11 (November), If 0093
	1962, 11 (November), If 0094
	1962, 11 (November), If 0095
	1962, 11 (November), If 0096
	1962, 11 (November), If 0097
	1962, 11 (November), If 0098
	1962, 11 (November), If 0099
	1962, 11 (November), If 0100
	1962, 11 (November), If 0101
	1962, 11 (November), If 0102
	1962, 11 (November), If 0103
	1962, 11 (November), If 0104
	1962, 11 (November), If 0105
	1962, 11 (November), If 0106
	1962, 11 (November), If 0107
	1962, 11 (November), If 0108
	1962, 11 (November), If 0109
	1962, 11 (November), If 0110
	1962, 11 (November), If 0111
	1962, 11 (November), If 0112
	1962, 11 (November), If 0113
	1962, 11 (November), If 0114
	1962, 11 (November), If 0115
	1962, 11 (November), If 0116
	1962, 11 (November), If 0117
	1962, 11 (November), If 0118
	1962, 11 (November), If 0119
	1962, 11 (November), If 0120
	1962, 11 (November), If 0121
	1962, 11 (November), If 0122
	1962, 11 (November), If 0123
	1962, 11 (November), If 0124
	1962, 11 (November), If 0125
	1962, 11 (November), If 0126
	1962, 11 (November), If 0127
	1962, 11 (November), If 0128
	1962, 11 (November), If 0129
	1962, 11 (November), If 0130
	1962, 11 (November), If 0131
	1962, 11 (November), If 0132

