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Secrets

entrusted
toa
few

THERE are some things that cannot
be generally told — things you ought to
know. Great truths are dangerous to
some —but factors for personal power
and accomplishment in the hands of
those who understand them. Behind
the tales of the miracles and mysteries
of the ancients, lie centuries of their
secret probing into nature’s laws—
their amazing discoveries of the hid-
den processes of man’s mind, and the
mastery of life’s problems. Once shroud-
ed in mystery to avoid their destruc-
tion by mass fear and ignorance, these
facts remain a useful heritage for the
thousands of men and women who pri-
vately use them in their homes tocfay
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of learning, have preserved this secret
wisdom in their archives for centu-
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EDITORIAL

HE arguments about the ori-

gin of meteorites promises to
go on as spiritedly as ever. That
virtually no . two authorities
agree on almost anything about
meteorites was made clear at a
recent symposium on the subject
sponsored by the National Acad-
emy of Sciences.

As a matter of fact, only one
meteorite in history has ever had
its orbit traced (out to some-
where in the asteroid belt), and
astronomers do not even agree on
whether the objects come from
our moon, from the Belt, or from
somewhere else. Now, as a series
of 64 cameras is being set up in
the central part of the U.S. to
check speed and trajectories of
meteorites with split-second pre-
cision. This should help to track
orbits and reach .-some conclu-
sions about site of origin.

The most interesting contro-
versy at the seminar concerned
the manner in which meteorites
have been formed. The antago-
nists were Dr. Edward Anders of
the University of Chicago and
Dr. Harold Urey of the Univer-
sity of California. Anders pro-
posed that half of all meteorites
were born in a single gigantie
collision—probably between as-
teroids—that took place 400,-
000,000 years ago. Anders holds
that remnants of this catastro-

phe caa be found in three clus-
ters of 34 asteroids that swing in
their orbits close to Mars. These,
he says, are pieces of the origi-
nal, larger bodies that remain in
the original orbits. Debris from
these, and from a fourth group
whose orbit comes close to that
of Earth’s, accounts for most of
the meteorites that fall on our
planet, Anders believes. The or-
bits of eight asteroids in the
Apollo group also cross the
earth’s orbit: sooner or later,
said Anders, these too will collide
with us. Anders’ supportive evi-
dence for the timing of his pri-
meval collision was an analysis
of radioactive material within
the meteorites. Results indicated
they were all suddenly heated at
once: 400 million years ago.

Among Anders’ challengers at
the symposium was Prof. Urey,
who has mairtained that meteor-
ites are chips off the Moon, hurled
into space when that satellite is
struck by iron meteorites. Urey
cited evidence that the makeup of
the surface of the moon resem-
bles the makeup of the meteo-
rites. (The meteorites in ques-
tion, to forestall pointers-out-of-
error, are those classified as hy-
persthene chondrites, a group
which makes up over half of all
meteorites which have been ob-
served falling.)—NL



RIDER IN THE SKY

By RAYMOND F. JONES

Ever since he was a little boy, Sam Burnham had

wanted to be an adventurer of the starways. In-

stead, he had become an accountant. But now he

had a crazy chance to

God, and country, and

blaze the star-paths—for

for Space Products, Inc.

'IYHERE, for a long time, the
Government was the only
ageney involved in space activi-
ties, and if you wanted to sell

Hiustrated by FINLAY

space equipment you sold to the
Government. But this couldn’t
last forever that way, of course.
It began to ease off when Telstar







was launched, and by the time
the first Lunar Colony was firmly
set the opportunity was really
ripe for private enterprise. On
our side that is, of course. The
Commies had their colony, natu-
rally, and were constantly yelp-
ing about Marxist superiority
and boundary violations. Every-
thing there was the State. But on
our side, commercial members of
the eolony increased rapidly.

Space Products, Incorporated
was actually the brainchild of a
couple of the first Apollo fellows,
but after they’d made their ten
million they sold out to Lew
Lasky and his group. Lasky did
not give it much personal atten-
tion. It was just another money-
maker, which he turned over to a
president and a board of direc-
tors. One of the things Lasky
couldn’t have known was that the
president, John T. Connors, as
able a corporation man as ever
breathed, would hire Joe Smiley
as Sales Manager.

Joe had come well recommend-
ed to Space Products Incorpo-
rated. He had started in shoes
and had come up at a moderate
but steady pace through hard-
ware, automobiles, missiles, elec-
tronies, and now space equip-
ment. He felt he could sell any-
thing.

The pace was intense, but Joe
liked jungle life. The biggest
names in the electronics and
space vehicle business were turn-

8

ing their attention to the equip-
ment market. It looked like the
next bonanza field for the boys
big enough to stick it out. Joe in-
tended that SPI would stick it
out.

At the moment there was some
need for a good, reliable one-man
conveyance for the Moon.
Wheeled vehicles required mon-
strous balloon tires to keep from
sinking into the pumice-like dust.
Tracked vehicles were equally
cumbersome. But SPI had devel-
oped a neat little reaction vehicle
they were thinking of calling the
Moon Hopper. It looked like a
sure thing. There had been simi-
lar gadgets tried before, and oth-
ers would come along in the fu-
ture, but the Moon Hopper was
the best thing to date. It was
Joe’s problem to grab the market
and grab it fast, because there
just wasn’t room enough at pres-
ent for more than one such prod-
uct. If two or more tried to com-
pete for the existing market
there wouldn’t even be beans for
either of them. In addition, the
first company to get solidly into
this market would be there when
the demand for such vehicles did
eventually widen.

For a solid week Joe and his
staff had been trying to find suit-
able gimmicks to kiek off a pub-
licity campaign when they an-
nounced the Moon Hopper to the
trade. On one wall of the room,
opposite the end of the long wal-

AMAZING STORIES



nut conference table, was a life-
size painting of a rugged, virile
type easing a Hopper onto some
lonely, unexplored segment of the
Lunar surface.

Joe gestured grandly to the
painting and demanded, ‘“Men—
what does that inspire in you?”

So far it had inspired exactly
nothing. In shirtsleeves, and
stripped of their ties, they had
shouted themselves hoarse at
each other through the cigar-
smoke fog of the conference
room. At times they had gazed in
meditative silence at the intrepid
spaceman. Other times they had
pled with each other and cursed
each other as idiots, and Joe had
fired all of them at least seven
times.

But up to now they had con-
ceived nothing suitably dignified
and at the same time, dramatic
enough to aecomplish what Joe
required: a hypnotic grip on the
mind and senses of any prospec-
tive customer the moment he
confronted some SPI publicity on
the Moon Hopper.

At the end of the day at the
end of the week Joe sat limply at
the head of the table and waved
them away.

“Get out,” he said wearily.
“All idiots out. On Monday I'll
have me a new crew who will
come up with flashes of genius so
fast it will startle the technical
merchandising world. And all
you bums better get your supply
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of pencils and shoelaces, because
that’s what you’ll be selling, come
Monday. Pencils and shoelaces.
On the street corner. Get out!”

E put his head on his arms on
the table and was close to
tears. The cigar smoke was that
thick. He heard the tramp of re-
treating feet and thought of tree-
like elephant hoofs. Thick, heavy.
Because that’s where they wear
their brains, he thought.

He looked up after a long time
and started to raise his battered
form from the chair. Then he
stopped and did a double take.

“I thought I told everybody to
clear out,” he said.

From halfway down the table
his publicity director, Steve Mas-
sey, nodded sagely. “Good thing
you did, too. No chance to think
with that crowd around. Now if
we could just—"

“I meant you, too!” thundered
Joe.

“I don’t have to meet Amy un-
til later tonight. I'll stick around
and help you.”

Joe realized there were only
two alternatives: murder or give
up. He didn’t have the strength
left for murder.

A pensive grin appeared on
Steve’s face. You know, I was
just thinking—you want publie-
ity for the Hopper. Remember
how they used to get publicity in
the old days? Some guy would
get together a bundle of dough
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and buy a creaky crate of an air-
plane and head out over the At-
lantic. Most of them went down
in the drink, but the ones that
made it had it made real good.
You remember Lindbergh?

“Then, along about the same
time, there was that English
Channel craze. It seemed like ev-
ery dame in the country was div-
ing off the cliffs of Dover. There
were the round-the-world fliers,
too, and the flag pole sitters. And
long before all this, a couple of
guys even went across the Atlan-
tic in a rowboat. People don’t do
things like that any more, but
what if somebody did?”

“Yeah? Like what?”

Steve laughed. “Like flying a
Moon Hopper from the Earth to
the Moon. Wouldn’t that be a
blast if some idiot did it?”

A quiet hush seemed to ad-
vance slowly over Joe Smiley’s
tortured world. He relaxed into
his chair with inexorable delib-
erateness, like a Cadillac tire
with a slow leak. On his face a
gradual illumination rose, as if
from some inner glow. He stared
straight ahead.

After a long moment of relish-
ing this world of sudden peace
and relief from torment Joe arose
and passed behind Steve Massey.
He placed a hand reverently on
the publicity director’s shoulder.

“You’re inspired, Steve,” he
said. “That’s all there is to it.
You’re inspired.”
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Steve twisted about in his
chair and stood up. “Hey, now,
wait a minute! I was just talking
—I didn’t mean—"

“I know you didn’t,” said Joe.
“And that’s the sad part of it.
Genius often does not recognize
its own offspring. But there is
another kind of genius, too. And,
fortunately, I have that: The
ability to recognize pearls among
pebbles.”

“For Heaven's sake, Joe! No
nut is going to risk his neck rid-
ing one of those bikes in open
space from here to the Moon. It'd
be pure suicide!”

“Inspired,” murmured Joe.
“That I should have had the priv-
ilege of such inspired associa-
tion—""

“It’s technically infeasible,”
Steve shouted desperately. He
could see it now: The utter ruin
that could flow from such folly,
and Joe turning smugly to J. T.
Connors, renouncing all credit.
“It was Steve’s idea right from
the beginning.”

“Why?” said Joe quietly.
“Why is it technmically infeasi-
ble?”

“Why—it just is. There’s no
room to carry food on the Hop-
per. I suppose you’d put him up a
sandwich in a brown bag to take
along for lunch.”

“No. I think a tender would be
permissible. If I remember the
Channel efforts correctly I be-
lieve there was always a motor-
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boat along side as tender. I think
it would be legal and permissible
to do the same in this case.”

“Radiation! A guy would be
fried in the first half hour.”

“Not if he were wearing one of
Space Products Incorporated’s
Radi-Lining suits, which he will
be. What do you think we make
them for? Fashion shows?”

“Meteorites! He’d be perfo-
rated like a sheet of peg board by
the time he got there.”

“Not after we equip the Hop-
per with our Little Hercules Me-
teorite Deflector, which we will
do. It’s going to be standard
equipment on all Hoppers. The
Lunar environment requires it,
obviously.”

Steve took a deep breath and
relaxed. It had been stupid to get
so worked up. He should have
known Joe was just needling him.
“Well, I guess it’s about time for
me to meet Amy. I'll be seeing
you in the morning. Let’s have a
little private session all our own
without the other guys and may-
be we can come up with some-
thing.”

“But we already have,” said
Joe mildly. “Oh, you mean work-
ing out the details.”

“Cut it out, Joe. The Hopper is
built for the Moon. You know
that. The thing wouldn’t even
make a good pogo stick on Earth.
You couldn’t lift off to the top of
a small ant hill.”

“Obviously. But here again I
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think a certain license would be
permissible. I think it would be
legitimate to start from an Earth
orbit just barely under escape
velocity. The pilot—rider—oper-
ator—whatever we might ecall
him—"

“He’d be just plain nuts.”

“—the operator could eject
from orbit by means of the Hop-
per’s power, and he’d be on his
way. What could possibly be
more dramatic than that? One
guy, out there alone in space—
not aboard a big rocket ship pro-
tected by a million gadgets and
whatzits, but just putt-putting
along in a little old Moon Hop-
per. He’d be a hero! And Moon
Hoppers would be in!”

OHN T. CONNORS had never
learned to feel comfortable in
the presence of Sales Managers
or Publicity men. He still be-
lieved that if you made a product
good enough it would sell itself.
But he also recognized that this
philosophy didn’t work in the
present age. So he tolerated Joe
Smiley.

This new idea sounded utterly
insane. But he had no way of de-
termining whether it was any
good or not. Experience had
shown him many times that the
most idiotic sales schemes were
the most successful—even in
technical merchandising.

And he had to admit that the
idea might be barely feasible.
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“How do you propose to get it
into orbit in the first place?”
asked J. T.

“On our quota,” said Joe. “It’d
be one of the Hoppers we'd be
lifting anyway and freighting to
the Moon. This way, we won't
have to pay for any more than
the orbit lift.”

“We’d have to pay extra for an
escape orbit.”

“I’ve thought of that. I think
we could make it by just tying
one of our own auxiliaries to the
Hopper. This would require a
computer, but the guy is going to
need a small computer to navi-
gate, anyway. One of our little
Genie models would do it.”

“And just who is going to per-
form this insane task—now that
all the other problems are
solved ?”’ said J.T.

Joe leaned back in his chair
and let his glance settle on the
opposite corner of the room.
“I've thought a lot about that,
too. Who are the Hoppers made
for? Not the professional pilots.
They’re made for the ordinary
guy who happens to be on the
Moon for any old purpose. Tech-
nicians, miners, doctors, even
Government inspectors—they tell
me they’re infesting the colony
now. So the guy that makes this
trip should be one of them. An
amateur. A prospective buyer of
a Moon Hopper—though, of
course, we'll give him one after
the trip is over.”
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“Yes,” said J. T. “I think we
should.”

“One of our own people,” said
Joe. “I think it ought to be one
of the loyal SPI employees who
undertakes this epoch-making
trip.”

“The Union would close us up
so fast you’d never know what
hit if we tried to con one of our
employees into this.”

“Not if it’s voluntary. Suppose
we do it this way: We'll have a
contest, an essay contest on the
subject of “‘Why I Would Like to
Ride a Moon Hopper to the
Moon’. We’ll pick a half dozen
winners from that and give them
the same kind of tests they give
all the astronauts.”

“What if nobody wants to ride
a Moon Hopper to the Moon or
can’t qualify if they do?”

Joe brought his gaze down
from the corner of the room. “If
you’ll pardon the expression,
J. T., that’s very negative think-
ing,” he said.

AMUEL H. C. Burnham had
risen in sixteen years to the
position of Chief Accountant for
SPI. He was proud of his posi-
tion; he was proud of his asso-
ciation with the space equipment
company. ]
Sam was one of many thou-
sands who had yearned since the
days of the first orbital flights
for a place in the space age. He
had thick serapbooks on the ex-
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ploits of all of the first six groups
of astronauts, and in earlier
yvears he had spent a good many
hours pouring over the scrap-
books.

He had known, of course, from
the very first that he would never
follow in the footsteps of his
heroes. He was not the stuff of
which astronauts are made. He
was slight of build, though of
medium height. Neither his phy-
sique nor his personality were
made for rugged contact with the
world about him. With precise
self-analysis he recognized his
own type. He was forever
marked for the role of desk joc-
key.

So be it, he had long ago de-
cided. But he was going to ride
just as close as possible to the
domain he loved. And he had sue-
ceeded pretty well.

While still a student of ae-
counting in college, he had spot-
ted SPI as the kind of company
that would come elosest to giving
him the kind of career he felt
was within his capabilities. He
was disappointed when its astro-
naut founders sold out and re-
tired to Palm Springs with their
millions at the age of forty-five.
But he didn’t feel too harshly to-
wards them; they had had about
- everything life eould offer.

So he set his sights on SPI
and made it in the accounting de-
partment as soon as he got out of
school. It was like Heaven. The
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paper that flowed through his
hands bore exotic words and
terms like: hypergolic, dena-
tured, storable; range finder, la-
ser, long range; cocoon, person-
nel, articulated joint, radiation
lined.

He made good headway with
SPI. He had a brain like a com-
puter, a fact which he was not
thoroughly aware of until he had
been on the job for a couple of
years. He'd always considered
that he had a good head for fig-
ures, which is why he chose ac-
counting. But he hadn’t realized
how far ahead of the field he real-
ly was. When full knowledge of
this burst upon him he wondered
if he hadn’t committed a horrible
error in not pursuing a science
course that would have led to a
try for an astronaut post, at
least. The involuntary recoil he
felt at this thought was answer
enough for him. He was in the
right spot and he was going to
stay there. The sounds of the
words, and the feel of the papers
that consummated contracts for
space suits, rocket fuels, range
finders, and orbital station equip-
ment were sufficient.

He went one step further, how-
ever, much to the dismay of his
wife, Edna, whom he had married
by this time. She had been a sec-
retary at SPI when he first came
there, and she wanted no part of
space or amy of its equipment,
But SPI had a large number of
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virile types coming and going
and Edna thought it was good
territory.

Most of the really virile types
seemed to be going, however.
Sam Burham was the only one
who kept coming Edna’s way. He
refused to give up, and she finally
decided he was the best thing on
her horizon. He was amiable
enough to get along with, and it
looked as if he was in good and
solid with SPI. So she married
him.

What she didn’t know was the
secret vice he carried on in the
basement of the apartment house
where he had lived for a number
of years, and which he now trans-
ferred to the modest home they
bought out of their combined sav-
ings.

AM had built himself a cen-
trifuge. He had copied it out

of magazine articles he had
seen on astronaut training. It
was built of aluminum tubes
and an old washing machine
motor, and it could whirl him at
up to eight gee’s when it got up
to speed—which took quite a
while. He had made it a custom
to condition himself for at least
ten minutes every night before
going to bed. At first it had
made him sicker than the well-
known dog, and he had blacked
out at only 2% gee’s. But now
he could take eight for a half
hour as easy as a kid riding the
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merry-go-round. On Saturdays
and Sundays he sometimes rode
it for long periods, exulting in
the raw stress of riding down
the starways at horrendous
speeds and accelerations. He
had a picture of Andromeda,
taken at Mt. Palomar, mounted
in front of his face in the little
capsule to give added realism. It
was illuminated with a pale blue
light.

And then Sam had another
gadget, too. A mockup of a
space capsule mounted in a
three-axis gimbal. He practised
steering and navigating with
this, just like the real astro-
nauts. Again, he sometimes
spent hours on the weekends,
standing on his head, spinning
at incredible angles, wildly rid-
ing his imitation capsule along
the great starpaths, navigating
intricate courses for distant
planets and asteroids where
worlds of faerie lay.

Edna was appalled. She start-
ed to have the marriage an-
nulled. Sam finally convinced
her he wasn’t some kind of a
nut, and that this was only a
shade more eccentric than mod-
el railroads or airplanes.

It worked out all right and,
after a year or so, Edna began
to take a small, secret pride in
Sam’s odd hobby. Pale, after a
day at the office, Sam was a new
man when he had taken his eve-
ning constitutional abogrd his
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centrifuge just before retiring.

They had no children. Edna
busied herself with civic proj-
ects and assorted do-gooding,
because neither of them wanted
her to continue working. Sam
made enough money for their
needs.

So it was that Sam Burnham
saw the announcement posted
on the bulletin board in his de-
partment that SPI was sponsor-
ing a company-wide essay con-
test on “Why I Would Like to
Ride a Moon Hopper to the
Moon.”

He felt a cold chill along his
spine, His first reaction was
that it was some stupid gim-
mick cooked up by Joe Smiley or
Steve Massey to stir up com-
pany spirit. Then, as he read it
through the second time, he was
convinced that it was absolutely
on the level. Joe and Steve were
gerious. They really did want a
candidate for the stunt journey.

Sam’s legs quivered beneath
him as he strolled out of the
plant te the parking lot and got
in his car at quitting time.

It wasn’t just an irresponsi-
ble, hare-brained seheme, he
told himself. J. T. Connors
would never have approved it
unless it were perfectly sound
and feasible. The company
couldn’t afford to back it other-
wise. And he supposed there
was nothing startling about
that. The early days of air-
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planes had seen elaborate prep-
arations for round-the-world
flights that were on the scale of
small military campaigns. But
the time eame when a housewife
could casually hop in her pri-
vate plane and tour the world.

So that time had come in
space flight. Why not? He knew
something of the Hopper, which
the company was about to mar-
ket. It was a safe and reliable
little vehicle. It was built for
the Moon, but he knew of no
reason why it was not navigable
in open space. This announce-
ment proved the company
thought it was.

Edna was just coming out the
door when he drove in the yard.
“I've got a welfare meeting to-
night on the orphans of Afghan-
istan,” she said. “Your dinner’s
on the table. I won’t be late,
honey. Wait up for me.”

“T will.” Sam kissed her and
watched fondly as she walked
away. A little broader of beam
than she onee was, but she was
still as sprightly as ever. He
eonsidered himself very lucky.
It had worked out very well
even though, as he was well
aware, he was not exactly what
Edna had had in mind when she
went husband-hunting at SPI.

He by-passed the kitchen. He
didn’t feel mueh like eating. In
his basement room he climbed
into the gimballed capsule and
set it spinning at random. With
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manual controls he brought it to
a dead stop on a pre-determined
course in three-tenths of a sec-
ond. That was pretty good. He
didn’t think there was any as-
tronaut who could do much bet-
ter.

His mind was made up then.
He climbed out of the capsule
and sat at the little desk in the
corner by the long shelves of
space books. He started to
write.

It came slowly at first, but
later it was like the breaking of
a dam. He put down on paper
for the first time in his life the
things he had felt when he was
fourteen and really looked up at
the stars for the first time. He
wrote how it felt to stand
watching the big rockets go up
at Kennedy and Vandenberg
and know that’s the only thing
you ever were meant to do and
that you never would. He wrote
how it was to have given up all
hope of the thing you wanted
most and then suddenly to find it
might be available after all.

He had to boil it down to a
thousand words. He wrote four
complete drafts before he was
satisfied with it. He sealed it up
and then stared at it wondering
if he had said too much. He had
never put his soul into words
like that before in his life. Not
even to Edna. She would have
thought he was crazy. Maybe
the company would, too. They
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might even fire him. His fingers
clung to the envelope, half
tempted to tear it up.

Edna came quietly down the
stairs. “Darling,” she said,
“would you care very much if
we took in a couple of the or-
phans from Afghanistan? It’s
getting to be such a job placing
them all.”

OE Smiley felt sick in the pit

of his stomach. Across from
him at the long table in the
Marketing conference room
Steve Massey looked equally
glum. They both watched the
clock.
‘ “There’re bound to be some
last minute entries,” said Steve
hopefully. “You know how it is:
people put off things until the
last minute. They want to give
it a final polish.”

“Well, we’ll soon know. If
they aren’t in the box by noon
we’ll either have to declare no
contest or fly with what we've
got. Millie’s watching the box;
she’ll bring in anything that
shows up.”

It was eleven o’clock. The
contest had been open for two
weeks. Only one entry had ap-
peared so far. Joe and Steve sat
in silence until ten after twelve,

Millie, Joe’s secretary, stuck
her blonde head in the door:
“Nothing,” she said.

Joe stared. “Nothing at all?”
he said.

AMAZING STORIES



“Nothing at all,” said Millie.
She closed the door quietly.

“Nothing at all,” Joe repeat-
ed dumbly. “What kinda finks
we got working for this com-
pany, -anyway? No spirit. No
guts. No sense of adventure.
Why, when I was a kid—"

“I don’t see your entry here.”

“This isn’t something for
Management. We want a repre-
sentative, solid citizen of the
company.”

“Well, we’ve got one,” said
Steve, flicking his hand at the
single entry on the table be-
tween them.

“He sounds like a nut.”

“That’s what we set out to
find, wasn’t it? The biggest nut
in the whole company. So we
find only one. Maybe Personnel
does a better job than we think
—only one nut in the whole
plant!”

“Aw, the plant’s full of that
kind of nut. I tell you the spirit
of adventure is dead. People
have it so soft nobody wants to
take a chance any more.”

“Do we fly with this nut we’ve
got or don’t we?”

Joe skook his head bitterly. “I
don’t know. I thought maybe
out of six or eight we might find
one could pass the NASA tests.
What’s the probability of this
one guy passing? Close to zero!
Who is he anyway?”

“Sam H. C. Burnham. Chief
Accountant. You know. You've
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seen him around the place. Thin
guy, with glasses. Looks like
he’s got his head in the clouds,
but he’s a human machine with
figures, they tell me.”

“Well, we may as well try
him. J.T.’ll never let me live it
down. This is the thing he
warned me about. And we'll
have to start all over again
thinking up a campaign for the
Moon Hopper.”

“You don’t have much faith
in Mr. Burnham’s making it.”

“I don’t have any faith in Mr.
Sam Burnham at all!”

HE company flew him to

Houston in one of its own
planes. There was no announce-
ment or fanfare. Joe wanted as
little publicity as possible. Sam
was not even allowed to tell
Edna that it was anything but a
routine business trip.

At the Space Center Joe had
already greased the ways for
Sam to be given astronaut tests,
but the lower echelon types who
had to administer the tests did
not know what it was all about.
Sam was so much fresh meat.

As far as Sam could see, his
own setup compared favorably
with theirs. They were loaded
with gadgets, but his simple
outfit did about the same thing.

They taped about a hundred
wires to him and buttoned him
up in a pressure suit and showed
him how to climb in,
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“This is a centrifuge,” said
the bored operator. “We spin
you around until your eyeballs
sink back to your ears. All these
wires tell us when to stop so we
don’t have to pull you out dead.
There’s a microphone, too. Any-
time you want to stop, just hol-
ler. 0.K.?”

Sam nodded and climbed up.
He overheard the operator say
to Joe. “We’ll give him a couple
of gee’s. That’ll knock him out
if that’s all you want to know.”

He missed his picture of the
Andromeda nebula, but other-
wise it was about the same as
home. The -centrifuge began
turning slowly. Some of the
wires scratched his skin where
they were attached.

There was no gee meter in the
cab, but Sam could estimate the
acceleration pretty well from
past experience. When he was
up to about three gee’s he heard
an anxious voice in the phones
of his suit helmet. “Hey, fella,
you all right?”

“Sure,” said Sam. “Is there
any reason why I shouldn’t be?”

He heard a muttered oath and
an aside to somebody: “I'm
really going to knock him out!”

The acceleration immediately
climbed. Sam guessed it rose to
about five gee’s and held. Then
the voice came on again. “You
all right, buddy?”

“Go ahead and knock me out,”
said Sam,
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They got it up to eight, which
he could accommodate comfort-
ably for an indefinite time. At
eleven, he held for a little while,
and went under at thirteen.

When he finally climbed out,
the operator and his assistant
regarded Sam with awe. “You've
been practising somewhere,”
the operator said.

“Sure,” said Sam. “I ride the
merry-go-round every Sunday.”
He was feeling good.

In their gimbal trainer it took
Sam a little longer to become
familiar with the controls,
which were quite different from
his own. But when the tests
were over, the operators re-
garded Sam with a kind of rev-
erence. “You’ve got reflexes like
Aunt Mamie’s cat!” said the
chief operator. “It takes most
astronauts a year to get that
good. Want to come up to the
front office and sign up for the
next class?”

Sam could have wept. But he
knew they were just kidding.
They didn’t take old men like
him any more. “Thanks, any-
way. 1 appreciate the compli-
ment.”

Joe didn’t understand it,
either. As they went back to the
airport he kept a little distance
between himself and SPI’s chief
accountant. He could not help
feeling a sense of awe and mys-
tery about the unusual charac-
ter they had unearthed. Nobody
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——Ileast of all somebody who
looked like Sam Burnham—
could pass those tests as Sam
had without some special bless-
ing of Fate and an awesome
harmony in some secret cluster
of his genes.

HEN they got back home

Sam let Joe and Steve in on
his secret. He took them down
to his basement and demon-
strated both the centrifuge and
the gimballed trainer. It made
Joe dizzy to watch Sam spin
himself in the trainer on three
different axes at the same time
then pull out with lightning
speed and accuracy on a head-
ing. he had previously an-
nounced.

It made Joe feel a little weepy
himself. The gods had been too
good to him in having Steve
come up with the idea of the
Moon hop in the first place, and
then providing such an un-
excelled candidate for the flight.
Such luck just eouldn’t hold.
Something was bound to go
wrong. But the omens so far
were incredibly good.

The announcement to the
press and TV services was
made entirely in Sam’s name. It
was played up as his idea, his sole
responsibility. SPI was mention-
ed only as having agreed to sup-
ply the Hopper and associated
services in lifting to orbit and
providing the tender.
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The first thing that went
wrong was Edna. She had hys-
terics when Sam broke the news
a few hours before it appeared
in the papers and on TV. And
when she quieted a bit she was
simply appalled, stunned, and
then light began to dawn.

“You’ve planned this ever
since the day we were mar-
ried!” she accused. “That junk
in the basement—it wasn’t just
a hobby, was it? It was all part
of a fiendish plan you’ve kept te
yourself all these years.”

“You were looking for an as-
tronaut type when you came to
work at SPI,” Sam reminded her
gently.

“That’s different,”
snapped. “You’re not it.”

“I passed all the tests.”

“That still doesn’t make you
the type. Sam, you don’t need to
do this just to try to prove some-
thing to me.”

He shook his head. “That’s
not the reason. And I didn’t plan
it. I just heard about the chance
a couple of weeks ago. It’s just
coincidence that my hobby
helped me pass the tests.”

“You don’t love me at all!
You never did!” Edna wailed.
“All you care anything about is
those crazy contraptions of
yours in the basement. You don’t
care what happens to me!”

“You’d get plenty of money.
The company is insuring me
for two million dollars,” said Sam.
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“I don't care about money!
All I want is for us to go on just
the way we have. How much did
you say?”

“T'wo million. But you haven’t
got anything to worry about,
Edna. I'll be back. This trip is
just as safe as a walk in the
park on Sunday morning.”

“I’'m not going to let you go.”
Edna stood up decisively and
looked him dead in the eye. “I'm
going to stop this whole silly
nonsense.”

“I don’t think there’s any-
thing you can do about it, dar-
ling. Liftoff is day after tomor-
row. They took the Hopper up to
orbit today. The tender is ready
and waiting in orbit. All they
need is me.”

“And all they won’t get is
you! You’ll see what I can do
about it. You’ll see whether the
Women’s Committee for the Or-
phans of Afghanistan has any
power or not!”

Sam didn’t know quite what
she was talking about. He went
to sleep that night not caring
very much, either. He remem-
bered vaguely that a couple of
orphans were on their way to
them, but in his mind he saw the
great, white, spiral arms of An-
dromeda.

OE met him at the office the

next morning where he was
undergoing intensive briefing by
SPI engineering types.
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-“What in the blue blazes of
hell is the Orphans of Afghanis-
tan?” said Joe. “Did you ever
hear of such an outfit?”

Sam felt a splinter of cold in
his innards. His face paled a tri-
fle. “Why—yes—that’s a group
my wife belongs to. It’s just a
committe of dames in the neigh-
borhood that haven’t anything
better to do than look out for the
orphans in Afghanistan. My
wife’s ordered a couple. They
should be here any day now.
How did you come to know any-
thing about them?”

“Here!” Joe waved a paper in
front of him. “They sent us a
letter. They’re protesting the
flight. Unless we notify them
we're calling it off by ten a.m.
they’re wiring the President.
Will you please call your wife and
muffle those biddies!”

Sam read the letter and looked
back at Joe. “I’'m afraid I can’t.
Edna doesn’t want me to go.
Can’t we speed up the schedule?
How about going today instead
of tomorrow? I'm afraid they
may stir up some real trouble.”

Joe crumped the letter and
threw it in a corner in disgust.
“We can’t do that. You’re not the
only one going up to the Station.
This is the regular passenger
run. Eleven other guys are going
up. Those dames can’t hurt us,
but it’ll be a big nuisance to have
to answer all the questions. Can’t
you control your own wife?”
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1t was evident that he couldn’t.
The next day at the Cape a cor-
don of pickets made a solid wall
of plump, angry, female flesh
outside the gates. They carried
signs reading: SAVE A HUMAN
LIFE! KEEP SAM BURNHAM HOME
and similar noble sentiments.
Joe swore as he saw photograph-
ers taking pictures of them. “Are
these all Orphans of Afghanistan
clear down here?” he asked Sam.

“No. They have connections. I
guess you might say it’s like one
great big underground all over
the country. Edna explained it to
me last night. They all belong to
the National Association of Be-
neveolent Women’s Organizations.
Thousands of neighborhood clubs
all over the country. When any
one of them is in trouble or wants
something they just run up the
white flag and all the others are
behind them. Millions of women.
It seares you to think about it.”

“Yeah.” Joe’s voice was sober
and thoughtful. “It sure does.
Well, you all-ready?”

Sam nodded. He had his lug-
gage, which consisted of an extra
handkerchief and a brand-new
SPI cocoon, personnel, articulat-
ed joints, radiation lined. He'd
intended using his own space
suit, which he’d worn on so many
imaginary journeys aboard the
centrifuge and the trainer, but
last night he’d discovered an
eighteen-inch slit in the back of
it, obviously created by Edna.
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He'd wondered if she’d had vi-
sions of him being in the suit
while she did it, but immediately
dismissed the thought as unkind.
The suit had ecost him $3286 with
employees’ discount.

They drove through the picket
line and a hysterical wail went
up from the picketing women as
Sam was recognized. It still
pierced the air as they reached
the ready room near the block-
house.

This was the moment of part-
ing. Joe and Steve extended their
hands. Sam shook them solemnly
and swallowed hard.

Joe pounded him on the back.
“We’ll be watching you every
minute, kid. Don’t think you’re
alone out there. Fifty million peo-
ple will be with you every minute
of the way. Nobody’s got any
doubts about your making it.
When you get back, Edna’s going
to be as proud as a mama hen.”

“Sure,” said Sam. He won-
dered if he and Edna would ever
live in the same house together
again,

In the ready room the other
passengers were putting on their
suits like old timers. The jockey
boys didn’t have to help any of
them very much except to adjust
the helmets and see they were
clamped tight. One by one, they
hooked up to the checkout con-
sole to see that all the suit mech-
anisms were funetioning cor-
rectly.
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Some of the men switched on
their radios and joked with each
other, but nobody paid any atten-
tion to Sam. They either knew
who he was and didn’t want any-
thing to do with him, he thought,
or they had no idea who he was
and didn’t want to find out.

He wasn’t one of them.

The shuttle car picked them up
after the last one was checked
out. It rumbled across the broad,
concrete ways leading down to
the launching pad. There, they
climbed off and boarded the ele-
vator that lifted them to the nose
of the giant Safurn. The passen-
ger capsule was already in place.
It had three decks. Four passen-
gers to a deck, plus the pilot in
the nose. There were a few tons
of freight in the hold.

Sam approached his assigned
couch and settled into it in half-
reclining position. He hooked up
his air and electrical lines and
the ground steward checked him
out. There was nothing more to
do except wait.

This was the end of a lifetime
of dreaming. It wasn’t like being
the first. Not like being Glenn or
Sheppard. But it was almost as
good. Fifty thousand or more had
gone ahead of him, but it didn’t
rob the stars of anything.

There was an abrupt click in
the phones and an unknown voice
anounced mechanically, ‘“Count-
down has been completed. Stand-
by for firing sequence.” A couple
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of more clicks. Then the monoto-
nous backward counting began.
Sam closed his mind to it and
braced himself for the liftoff.

It wasn’t much different from
the evening constitutional he
took every night in the centri-
fuge. Fifteen minutes later, the
passenger capsule was docking at
the orbiting space station.

COUPLE of SPI engineer-

ing representatives were
waiting for him when he stepped
out of the airlock. They intro-
duced a third man. “This is Cap-
tain Madsen, Captain of the ten-
der that will accompany you.”

Sam nodded inside his helmet
and turned on the external
speaker. “Pleased to meet you,
Captain.”

Madsen grunted. “I guess
you’re all ready to go, Burnham?
They said you’d been completely
briefed down below.”

Sam nodded. “I’m ready.”

He could see how it looked to
these regular engineers and the
spacemen. He was something
dreamed up by the Sales depart-
ment to put on a stunt show. As
an individual he was a complete
nonentity to them. To Madsen
the job was an utter bore. It was
nothing but baby-sitting to him.
If anything went wrong they’d
throw out a line and reel Sam in,
Otherwise, they’d toss him a
sandwich in a vacuum can occa-
sionally—pureed and condensed
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so he could screw it onto his feed-
ing tube and suck it in.

As he walked along the ways
leading to the lock where the ten-
der was moored he got just a
glimpse of the exciting life of the
space station—cargo being sift-
ed for transit to the Moon, spare
parts being checked out to ships
docked for repair, equipment be-
ing set up for exotic space experi-
ments.

He knew there was no time for
a tour of the station, and they’'d
have turned him down even if
there were.

Madsen donned a suit in the
lock and led him out to the ten-
der. There were only two other
crewmen aboard. The Moon Hop-
per he was to ride was fastened
to the hull of the tender by mag-
netic grapples. It had been
equipped with its auxiliary
booster.

From somewhere during prep-
arations for the flight a Rules
Committee had appeared. Sam
never did know who they were or
where they came from, or upon
what precedent they established
their rules. But he knew that all
of a sudden Joe had been insist-
ent upon abiding by them so the
flight would be “official.” What-
ever that meant.

The rules as Joe came up with
them required that the Hopper
be ejected from orbit on its own
power so that this would be
equivalent to a powered flight
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and not a ballistic flight. The
auxiliary booster, then, was to
put the Hopper into orbit at just
below escape velocity.

Madsen asked Sam if he un-
derstood all this. Sam said he
did.

“0.k., then,” said Madsen, “go
on out and get aboard the Hop-
per. “We’ll check you out on your
computer program and your
present navigational coordinates.
Then we’ll give you a shove with
the tender and you release the
grapples. Don’t let that auxiliary
fire until you're at least a mile
away! We don’t want you blast-
ing a hole in our frent window.
Got it all clear?”

Sam mounted the Hopper and
fastened the seat belis. He
turned on the power to the Genie
computer the Little Hercules Me-
teor Deflector, and the astro nav-
igation system. Coordinates were
fed in from the tender’s naviga-
tion system to align the Hopper.
When the check was complete,
Sam disconnected the cable to
the tender and announced he was

ready.
With a soundless thrust of its
steering rockets, the tender

moved away from the Station. It
increased momentum and then
Madsen’s voice sounded in Sam’s
ears, “Cast off !’

Sam cut power to the grapples.
The tender applied retro power
and a swiftly widening gap ap-
peared. For a moment, sickness
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overwhelmed him. He had the
sensation of falling—toward the
Earth, two hundred miles below.
Nausea and regret swept through
him. What kind of idiocy had
persuaded him he could ever ride
this bike to the Moon?

The sickness began to retreat
after a while, but it left cold
sweat trickling down his face.
There was no way to wipe it off.
A chill coursed through him. He
turned up the suit heating a tri-
fle.

“You all right?” said Madsen.
“We’re plenty far away. You can
fire into escape orbit any time.”

“I'm ready,” said Sam weakly.
“Just checking my computer.
Firing now.”

He pressed the button on the
computer and the programmed
signal ignited the booster. On a
soundless wave of flame he ad-
vanced through the void.

The acceleration restored his
sense of gravity and made him
feel better, but he realized that
ninety-nine percent of the trip
would be weightless. That was
the one thing he had not trained
adequately on. He swore to him-
gelf that he wasn’t going to be
scuttled by it.

When his velocity reached
eritical value the computer cut
off the booster and dropped it. A
small charge kicked it away, and
Sam felt more alone than ever.
He looked at the insignificant
framework that held together the
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fuel charges, the seat, the com-
puter, the deflector, the naviga-
tor, and him. Oh, yes, there was a
pair of headlights for use on the
Moon. He flicked them on. There
was no way of telling whether
they shone or not. Nothing re-
flected their light.

As a vehicle, the Hopper was
about as close to nothing as you
could get, he thought. If Joe had
still been selling shoes he would
have proposed that somebody
walk to the Moon.

The Genie worked silently
while the gyros and accelerome-
ters of the navigator kept its
eyes centered on the sun, the
Earth, and the Moon. Based on
these observations, the computer
would presently turn on the Hop-
per’s own motors.

It came with a gentle thunk
that vibrated through the Hop-
per’s frame. Sam felt it and
looked back. He was riding on a
tiny tail of flame. Up to now he
had been tied to Earth by its in-
visible gravity, but this was the
knife that cut the cord. The
flame thunked off and Sam knew
it had happened.

He was out of orbit, on his
way to the Moon.

HE President of the United
States had been aware of the
Hopper flight announcements in
the background of his daily af-
fairs for the past week. The So-
viets had been griping that three
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small craters at the edge of Aris-
tarchus were theirs, when the
First Lunar Survey had clearly
established them within the
boundaries of the American colo-
nial domain. The Russian am-
bassador had been to the White
House personally with his usual
mindless protests. The President
was convinced it was a deliberate
campaign to drive him and his
staff straight to the booby hatch.
He wondered how his predeces-
sors had avoided that trip.

This Hopper flight now; that
was a refreshing thing. It re-
minded him of his own goldfish-
swallowing days so very long
ago. It seemed a long time since
any American had been so inven-
tive and so adventurous. He'd
certainly have to see that some
suitable spot was found for this
Burnham fellow after it was
over.

He roused from reverie at his
desk as his secretary entered
with a sheaf of telegrams. “Ex-
cuse me, sir, but these have been
arriving heavily for the last hour.
Press thought you ought to know
about them.”

“Yes,” said the President, “and
just what are ‘these’?”

“They’re all telegrams protest-
ing the Hopper flight of this fel-
low Burnham. They’re asking
you to order him picked up.”

The President frowned. “Send
Dixon in at once.”

The Press Seeretary appeared

26

in a moment, his face a swamp of
despair. “Mr. President, we did
not—"

“Never mind that. Just tell me
what this is all about.”

“Well, you see, we had no indi-
cation whatever that this flight
had anything but complete popu-
lar support. Then about an hour
before Burnham’s takeoff we got
word that these erazy women had
shown up at the Cape to picket
the operation. At the same time
these telegrams started coming
in from all over the country.
They’ve swamped our lines.”

“Who’s sending them?”

“Women. Women’s clubs, com-
mittees, bingo associations, gar-
den circles—you name it, and if
it’s female we're getting tele-
grams from it.”

“They want Burnham stopped?
Why ?”

“Humanitarian reasons. Need-
less risk of life. He’s got a wife,
and they’'ve just undertaken to
adopt two orphans from Afghan-
istan; he should not be permitted
to risk himself with such respon-
sibilities.”

“Utter nonsense!” the Presi-
dent muttered under his breath.
“Have you been in touch with
State? Do they think the Soviets
might be behind this campaign?”’

“I checked right away with
them. They say there’s no possi-
bility of that. This is a spontane-
ous groundswell movement of our
own people.”
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“And you know better than
that. Somebody has to be behind
it. Nothing as well organized as
this is spontaneous. When it’s
fully analyzed about ten years
frem now you’ll see its true Com-
munist origin. The trouble is you
can’t take a chance. What is your
computer prognestication? How
big is this thing?”

“They’re working on it now,
sir. If you’ll excuse me, I'll check
on it again.”

Dixon dashed out and the
President turned to the window.
He looked up. Somewhere out
there was a free and exuberant
effort to do something completely
illogical. And probably it would
have to be squashed because peo-
ple didn’t like to see anyone who
was free and exuberant—and il-
logical—any more.

Dixon came in, his face as
shapeless as a washrag. His hand
trembled as he held out a sheet of
paper.

“Just tell me what it says,”
said the President.

“The computer analysis indi-
cates that 68 million women are
opposed to Burnham’s flight and
want you to reeall him at once.”

The President paled and stood
utterly motienless for a moment.
“You idiots!” he said at last.
‘“Where were you when this flight
was first announced? Were all
your public pulse people asleep?
How could you let a thing like
this happen?”
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“The indications were all fa-
vorable!” moaned Dixon. “We
thought the public was one hun-
dred percent in favor of it. There
was nothing to show they weren’t
—not until these messages began
coming in.”

“Your sensors are weak some-
where. But we’ll discuss that la-
ter. Get me Lasky.”

“Lasky who?”

“Lew Lasky. And don’t ask
where to find him. Just find him.
In ten minutes!”

N the banks of the swimming

pool in Palm Springs, the
one belonging to ex-astronaut
Jeff Riley, Lew Lasky lolled in
warm comfort and watched the
poolside TV screen showing Sam
Burnham a few thousand miles
out from Earth. Jeff was enter-
taining Lew and his old Apollo
buddy, Dick Sanders, for the
week end, a practice that had
proven exceedingly profitable for
Jeff and Dick. Lew had given
them friendly steers in directions
that had almost doubled the ten
million he had originally paid
them for SPI.

“You know,” said Lew. “I did
not know until a couple of days
ago that this Hopper thing was
an SPI lashup. They tell me it
was put together by one of my
marketing boys named Smiley.
It’s about the best thing of its
kind I've ever seen. It must be
at least three million bucks
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worth of publicity to SPI, at
least.”

Jeff regarded the image of
Sam Burnham with a bit of wist-
fullness. “That guy, Burnham,”
Jeff said, “he ought to get some-
thing out of this, too. How’d you
like to be out there on that pud-
dle-jumper, Dick? We thought it
was a tough go in that Apollo
crate.”

Lasky snorted. “Burnham’s a
bum! You could get a million like
him off skid row. Don’t ever for-
get that: you can always find a
sucker if you offer him a little
limelight. But it’s the guys like
Smiley that are the men of real
value.”

“Lew’s right,” said Dick San-
ders. “Look at me and you. It
might even be one of us out there
if we hadn’t got some sense about
the equipment business.”

Jeff smiled and looked up at
the sky. “Think that would be so
bad? It would be fun, at least.
Those old Apollo days weren’t so
bad. I wonder if old Pete is still
putting guys on the centrifuge
and threatening to sink their eye-
balls back to their ears. I re-
member the first time he got me
on that thing I'd swear he’d done
it. I couldn’t see for a week.” _

“He was the sadistic type.
He’d sooner run that thing than
work in a butcher shop.”

A blonde in a miniature bikini,
Lasky’s secretary, appeared at
the side of the pool dragging a
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telephone extension. “H’s for
you, Mr. Lasky. The President
wants to talk to you.”

“Which president?” growled
Lasky. “I don’t want to talk to
any of them. Tell him I'm in a
conference in the pool and can’t
be disturbed.”

“It’s the President of the
United States, Mr. Lasky.”

Lew Lasky did a double take
and sat up straight. “You mean
old Bill, himself? Why didn’t you -
say so? What the devil does he
want?”

“I didn’t ask him, Mr. Lasky.”

“Give me that phone! Hello—
Bill—is that you?”

“Lew, I'm sorry to interrupt
your vacation this way, but
what’s the idea of letting this
lunatic Burnham take off on this
suicidal mission?”

“The idea—? It’s the best
piece of publicity anybody ever
thought up in this century!”

“Not for me it isn’t. You should
have cleared it with me.”

“I don’t see how it affects you.
It never entered my mind to
bother you with details like that.
What'’s the matter with it ?”

“Nothing is mere detail in an
election year. We're flooded with
telegrams denouncing the whole
thing as an inhuman show. Com-
puter indications are that 68 mil-
lion women are opposed to it.
And they’re all voters. And this
is an election year. Get Burnham
down! And feed the wolves!”

AMAZING STORIES



Lasky trembled. “Sure, Bill.
I'm sorry I didmn’t eheck. I didn’t
think—, It'll be done right away.
Bill—?”

Lew Lasky was talking to him-
self.

Numbly, he handed the phone
to the secretary in the bikini and
sagged onto the lounge under one
of the beach umbrellas.

“Anything wreng?”
Jeff.

Lasky waved a limp hand.
“Have a swim, boys. I have to
think a minute here.”

He knew well enough what the
President’s last phrase meant. It
had been an old understanding
between them: When the public
is inflamed against anything, be
it private company, politicians,
or even itself, somebody has to
be sacrificed te calm them down.
Feeding the wolves, they had al-
ways called it between them-
selves.

An apneuncement would have
to be made that the individual
respensible for the blunder of
sending Burnham up had been
dismissed with a thoroughly
bloodied nose. Who would it be?
Lasky wondered if he’d have to
throw Connors to them. He hated
to do that. Connors was a good
company man. Still had a lot of
mileage in him. It wouldn’t hurt
to start a step lewer.

He beckoned to the bikini to
bring the phone back. He dialed
Connors and got the SPI presi-
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dent out of the private shower
adjacent to his office.

“Jack? The roof’s fallen in.
No, it’s nothing we could have
anticipated. You should have
kept me aboard on this Hopper
thing.” Quickly, he told him what
had happened and of the Presi-
dent’s objections. “This means
that somebody’s got to be hurt—
in public,” he said. “I think it
should be Smiley.”

Connors exhaled deeply and
audibly. Lasky smiled malicious-
ly. Connors had thought he was
going to get it.

“T hate to see it,” Connors said
sympathetically. “Joe is a real
good man. This is going to hurt
him terribly.”

“The more the better,” said
Lasky. “The wolves have got to
know they’ve tasted blood.”

ONNORS didn’t wait, after

the phone call. He sent for
Joe immediately, to get the un-
pleasantness over as quickly as
possible. When Joe came in Con-
nors let him have it without any
preamble.

Joe paled as he got the mes-
sage. “The whole thing really
wasn’t my idea at all,” he said.
“Steve Massey is the one who
thought it up. It was Steve's
idea right from the beginning.”

“That’s of no eonsequence, of
course, and you know it. Steve’s
too small a fry to answer for
this. Maybe even you are. If this

29



doesn’t calm things down I may
get the axe, too. But you know
the law. You stirred up the
wolves. Now you’re going te have
to feed them. We'll announce it
on TV tonight that Burnham’s
eoming back and you’re out. Any
questions ?”

Joe shook his head but stopped
in the doorway. “It might just be
that you could use me back some-
day. If that ever happens you tell
Mr. Lasky it’s sure going to cost
him a pile of dough to get me.”

Connors smiled. “He’ll pay it
—if he ever wants you back.”

When Joe was gone, Connors
turned to his office TV set and
tried to pick up a broadcast of
Burnham, but all the first hulla-
balloo was over and the deoder-
ant and gastritis salesmen were
back on. There wasn’t much ex-
citement, after all, in just watch-
ing a guy sitting on a Moon Hop-
per even if you did stop to think
he was alone there in space ump-
teen thousands of miles from
Earth. They probably weuldn’t
show any more of Burnham until
he was ready to touch down on
the Moon.

Connors shut off the set and
picked up the phone. “Get me
Captain Madsen aboard the SPI
tender "Demos.”

“He’s on the line now,” the op-
erator said. “He’s been trying to
get in touch with you.”

“All right, put him on. Hello—
Madsen, that you?”
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“I’'ve been trying to get you,
Mr. Connors. I've got something
to—l’

“Never mind,” said Connors.
“What I've got to tell you is more
important. Something very dis-
turbing has come up and we've
got to bring Sam Burnham back
to Earth as quickly as possible.
Do you understand that? Pick up
Sam Burnham and bring him
back at once!”

“But that’s what I was trying
to tell you, Mr. Connors. We can’t
do that.”

“You can’t do it? Why can’t
you do it?”

“Because there isn’t anything
te pick up!”’

Connors had been standing,
and now he slowly sagged into
the big leather chair behind his
desk. “Say that again, Madsen,”
he murmured. “I don’t think I
got you.”

“There isn’t any Sam Burn-
ham, any more, Mr. Connors! He
got creamed by a meteor as big
as the U.N. building. We were
out to one side and behind him,
and we told the crazy fool this
meteor was coming his way on a
dead collision course. We told
him to fire up the Hopper and
turn aside.”

“Wasn’t he able to start the
Hopper ?” said Connors hollowly.

“I don’t know. I don’t think he
tried. He just kept telling us he
was getting a plot of the meteor’s
trajectory on the computer and
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that he’d move in just a minute.
Well, he didn’t. It slammed into
_ him. We saw a big ball of flame
all arounrd it from the explosion of
his fuel tanks, and that was it.

“Do you want us to come home
or go on to the Moon? We’'ve had
no orders either way.”

“lI don’t know. I just don’t
know.” Connors felt as if he was
going to be very sick. “I’'ve got
te think about this. Just hang
tight and I'll be in touch with
you.n

*Yes. sir”?

Connors put the phone down.

N such Ilittle things the

thrones of kings depended,
he thought. Election year. And
68 million women voters hadn’t
wanted Sam Burnham to be out
in space in the first place. They’d
massacre the Administration
that let it happen.

The President had to be told.
And Lew Lasky. As he called Las-
ky, he wondered idly who the
next president of SPI would be.
The TV boys made the most of
it. For years after they were to
point with pride to that night as
the peak of professional TV re-
porting.

The highlight of it was a three
way hoekup they established for
Edna Burnham to be consoled by
the President himself in front of
90 milkion gaping citizens. And
then the two of them interviewed
Captain Madsen, who was still
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aboard the tender in the vicinity
of the cellision, waiting word to
ceme home or go on.

The President debated heavily
with his political advisers and
had them run a half dozen com-
puter analyses before deciding it
was politically positive and could
serve to pick up a few pieces of
the disaster.

He read a few lines of consola-
tion that were written by his
number one speechwriter, Arthur
Morrison, whe had been top sales-
man in his automobile agency for
three years in a row before com-
ing to the Administration.

The greatest performance of
the evening, however, was given
by Edna herself during her con-
versation with Madsen.

“Are you bringing him home ?”
she asked in a choked voice, re-
ferring to Sam.

Madsen shook his head.
“Ma’am, there’s nothing to bring
back but little grease spots scat-
tered all over space. We can col-
lect them together if you want.”

“Ne—I don’t think so,” said
Edna. “Let’s leave him out there.
That's where he wanted to be.
That’s where his heart really was.
In death he has achieved the
dream of his whole life.”

“That’s what we thought would
be best, Ma’am,” said Madsen.

“Has this rock a name?” asked
Edna.

“T don’t think so. We didn’t see
it on.any of the charts.”
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“Then it could be called Burn-
ham’s meteor—Ilike a great mon-
ument in the sky to Sam Burn-
ham. Could you call it that?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I guess we could
call it anything you like.”

The President broke in. “A
wonderful gesture! This will be
Sam Burnham’s monument—in
memory of a great and noble pi-
oneer. I hereby decree that it be
so noted on celestial sky charts
forever after!”

At least half of 90 million citi-
zens wept.

AM Burnham knew nothing of

these proceedings, of course.
He didn’t even know what he was
supposed to be dead but he was
beginning to wonder if that
weren’t the case. It was obvious
that that was the only reason the
tender had remained steady as
she was when Sam had picked up
the meteor’s extra velocity by
landing on it.

He could understand that the
wash of flame from the Hopper
over the surface of the meteor
had probably convinced them
that he had crashed and explod-
ed.

But the dum chuckheads could
at least have come over for a
look! The hard landing had
knocked out his radio and it had
seemed unnecessary to equip him
with flares or anything of the
sort. He had waved, but they had
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been at least six miles away and
evidently not bothering to break
out the binoculars.

Clinging to the hunk of rock in
a miserable sitting sort of posi-
tion, he considered that he was
just about as stranded as it was
possible for one stupid human
being to get.

Looking back, in his mind, he
went over the steps that had led
to this absurd situation. He had
been rolling peacefully along, en-
joying the scenery now that
weightlessness didn’t bother him
any more. He was seeing the
splendor that had not ceased to
awe any astronaut—the glory of
the stars outside the atmosphere.
The sun was just another great,
blinding star, and all the little
ones shown undiminished around
it.

Sam had been enjoying this to
the accompaniment of a good
semi-classical musical program
being relayed from the tender.
He had never felt so good in his
whole life.

And then the meteor appeared.

He spotted it behind him even
before the tender did. Craning his
neck to see all about, he glimpsed
its incredible glory blazing in di-
rect sunlight. For a moment he
thought it was another sun speed-
ing toward him. When his eyes
focussed on the core of that bril-
liance he couldn’t believe what he
saw—what it appeared to be. He
trained his navigational instru-
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ments on it and set the computer
plotting a course. It was very
rough with such a short segment
of trajectory to work on, but he
made up his mind almost instant-
ly.

The meteor was tracking his
own path almost exactly—and
traveling about three times his
speed. If he hopped aboard it
would carry him on to the Moon
and get the trip over a lot faster.
And he could find out if his su-
picions about the meteor were
correct.

Timing the junction to keep
from getting splattered all over
space was the critical factor, but
his years of training in his base-
ment weren’t worth much if he
couldn’t pull it off, he thought. He
lined up on course, watched close-
ly the double trajectory being
plotted on the computer—and
pushed the firing button.

For a moment he thought he
had missed. The full blast of the
Hopper’s powerful little motor
struck the meteor and blossomed
up in great curved sheets of
flame. The two objects collided
with a smashing blow. The sound
of music died in his ears and he
was almost wrenched f#yom the
seat of the Hopper.

But he had made contact! His
first thought was to establish
firm anchorage to keep from
drifting away. He slipped out of
the seat belts and passed one of
the Hopper’s anchor lines around
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a solid, jutting projection of the
meteor. He attached one to his
own belt and crawled around the
edge of the rock.

He was appalled to see how far
away the tender was. The landing
had knocked his radio out. He
waved frantically, but he was al-
ready too small to attract atten-
tion. He realized they must think
him dead in the collision. Madsen
had been trying to get him to turn
aside while plotting the course.
His failure to do so had been in-
terpreted as disaster.

E sat on the rock, trying to

keep the reaction of his
breathing from setting him
adrift. The smallest movement
seemed to send him away. He
clung and tried to think.

He had no food except a couple
of cans of pureed sandwiches, but
he wasn’t very hungry anyway.
He could hold out until he reached
the Moon, especially at the rate
he was now travelling. There
should be no great problem, ex-
cept the ones created by the re-
ports of his death that would un-
doubtedly be relayed to Earth by
Madsen. It shouldn’t affect his
landing. No special preparations
were required for that. He’d just
set the Hopper down like he’d
dropped in from just over the
next crater and say, “Hi, fellows.
HereI am.”

He began to feel the creeping
exhaustion generated by the wild
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hours since he’d last risen from
a bed. It seemed a lifetime away.
He checked the anchorage of the
Hopper to the meteor, then se-
cured his own lashings a bit more
firmly and said to hell with it.
Ten minutes later he was asleep.

Sam had never been one to let
worry about the inevitable give
him insomnia. It didn’t now. He
awoke refreshed and vigorous ten
hours later.

But he was awake before he re-
membered where he was. He put
out a hand and it went beyond
the edge of the rock—and en-
countered nothing. He looked
down and then up. And weight-
lessness mangled his senses
again, and down was up. He
thrashed in sudden panic. Fortu-
nately, the anchor lines held him
fast to the rock.

Then he remembered and the
panic subsided and the sweat
dried on his face. He loosened the
lines a bit and sat up. Consider-
ing breakfast he remembered his
small store of supplies and de-
cided against it.

He wondered what Enda was
doing now. She probably had the
orphans from Afghanistan by
now. Maybe she had the two mil-
lion bucks, too. If that were the
case, maybe she wouldn’t be very
happy to hear that he had landed
safely on the Moon. Maybe she
wouldn’t even want him back at
all. Two million bucks is a lot of
money. You would think the in-
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surance company would insist on
seeing something buried, how-
ever, he thought. Maybe they
would be out to investigate.

He looked about the sky. The
sun blazed down in blinding light,
just as it had ever since he eject-
ed from orbit. He felt entirely
comfortable, however. He’d be
glad to sign a testimonial for
SPI’s Radi-lined suit. The auto-
matic filter of the face plate did a
good job, too. When he wanted to
see stars, he could see stars.
When he turned toward the sun,
it shut out the killing radiation.
But there was no sign of the in-
surance company, the tender, or
any other unnatural object in the
sky. He thought he could make
out the space station near Earth,
but he wasn’t sure.

E lay back against the rock
and watched the Moon, his
destination. He must have
watched it for twenty .or thirty
minutes before a creeping, crawl-
ing, incredible thought began to
penetrate his consciousness. He
had been mentally picturing the
trajectory he was following, the
position of the Earth, the posi-
tion of the Moon—he could do it
in his head almost as well as the
navigation computer could do it
on paper. But the picture was
wrong.
He sat up again.
The Moon wasn’t quite where it
ought to be. He was sure of it.
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With rising panic, he loosened
his anchors and crawled to the
Hopper. He set the sights of the
navigator on the three reference
points and checked his own posi-
tion.

He wasn’t where he ought to
be.

And then the enormity of his
stupidity broke over him. The in-
credible, blundering, pig-headed,
asinine stupidity—

Even the greenest of novice as-
tronauts would not have fallen
into such a trap. A mind like a
computer! A mind like a comput-
er with a keg of nails dumped in
it

He had overlooked the simple
fact that a trajectory to intersect
the orbit of the Moon was no
good unless the Moon was there
at the same time he would be.
And at the rate he was going he
would be at the point of inter-
section just about twenty-four
hours before the Moon was. And
when the Moon got there he
would be way to hell and gone on
his way to Mars or some point
east.

He deserved what he was going
to get, he thought. It was poetic
justice. It was the old principle
of the survival of the fittest. The
dumb, the stupid, the incompe-
tent didn’t deserve to survive in
the eternal round of things.

He sat down again to try to fig-
ure out how he was going to sur-
vive.
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There was one other small mat-
ter he had overlooked, too. The
ride on the meteor hadn’t gained
him a thing. It had cost him heav-
ily from the limited store of Hop-
per fuel. In accelerating to the
meteor’s velocity he had simply
used up his precious fuel which
he needed for landing on the
Moon. Whether the meteor was
there or not, it had cost him the
same to gain that speed. The me-
teor itself had contributed noth-
ing.

So he was on the wrong trajee-
tory to intersect the Moon at his
present velocity and he was al-
most out of fuel to bring him
down even if he were on the right
trajectory.

He was in a mess, and he had
damned few hours to figure
whether there was a way out
or not.

It didn’t take many hours to
figure out one simple fact, how-
ever. He didn’t have enough fuel
to reduce his velocity low enough
to make a Moon rendezvous and
achieve a landing. That was that.

He considered the radio again.
If he could signal for help as he
passed the Moon maybe some-
body would come out and get him.
But he knew absolutely nothing
about electronics. He opened the
radio case and then quietly closed
it again. He couldn’t even tell °
what was wrong, let alone fix it.

He considered smoke signals
and reflecting mirrors. Nothing.
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He sat down and watched the
slow approach of the Moon. In a
few more hours he would be
watching its slow retreat as he
sped on to outer space. Like the
Ancient Mariner he would wheel
through the skies forever on his
inexorable course. He had figured
that the meteor had a period of
something like eight years or so
about the sun, What a lousy way
toend up!

The thought chilled him. He
wasn’t going to do it. Maybe it
was time to cash in, but one thing
he wasn’t going to do was let his
corpse go sailing off that far
from home territory.

He screwed one of the food
cans to his suit and slurped the
contents down. He took the emp-
ty can and deposited it firmly in
a crevice in the rock. Then he
mounted the Hopper and spent a
couple of hours making computa-
tions on its computer. Satisfied
at last, he cast off the anchor and
gave a final lingering glance at
the shining meteor. He checked
the navigator a final time and
pressed the firing button.

The meteor sailed on into
space.

AM Burnham moved along a

gentle arc that would bring
him just within the gravitational
grasp of the Moon and enable it
to capture him and whip him into
an eternal orbit about it. That
would be better than an orbit
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about the sun that went clear out
to Uranus and back. Not much
better, but a little.

He had about a cupful of fuel
left.

The strain of waiting and won-
dering, the incredible silence in
which his own heartbeat and
breathing were like thunder and
the wash of great tides, the utter
aloneness—all these swamped his
senses as never before. He kept
his attention glued to the naviga-
tor and its instruments to see if
he really were being captured by
the Moon as its satellite, or if he
were still on a random course
that would send him out to the
depths of the Solar System.

After eight long hours of ob-
servation he knew he had suc-
ceeded. The Moon was slowly
pulling him in.

But it wasn’t much of a victory.
He was out of food. Twenty hours
of air left. No fuel—except the
cupful or so. He'd had it.

He tried to grow philosophical.
He’d achieved the dream of his
lifetime. He had actually become
an astronaut. He’d known some
good years with Edna. She’d have
decent enough memories of him
—and the orphans from Afghan-
istan would be a comfort to her.
He wouldn’t be withering away in
a menial job that drained the life
out of him drop by drop. He’d
be going out in a blaze of glory.

Somehow the philosophy didn’t
help. Starving to death and be-

AMAZING STORIES



coming a frozen corpse in orbit
about the Moon had small resem-
blance to a blaze of glory. He be-
gan to feel like a drowning man,
struggling in the face of death to
avoid the unavoidable. There
must be some way out—some
way to reach help—

His suit was equipped with a
small pair of high-power binocu-
lars. He trained these on the dis-
tant surface of the Moon both in
idle curiosity and in some faint
hope of figuring out a way to sig-
nal to someone in the Colonies.

He had studied the surface of
the Moon very closely in his long
years of basement practice. He
had learned the names of several
thousand geographical features
of the surface, their size, charac-
teristics, and precise locations.
As he moved now in the orbit
into which he had fallen he picked
out objects and surface features.
He recognized with excitement
the location of American Colony
#1, but he was so far away he
couldn’t recognize anything of
the eolony itself.

He completed one orbit and
then another. The plane of his or-
bit seemed to be shifting slightly
as his second transit was not in
line with the first. He felt utterly
exhausted and in need of sleep.
But he dared not sleep now. With
so few hours of life left to him he
didn’t want to waste them in
sleep.

As he scanned through his bi-
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noculars he thought he saw a
faint movement of some kind far
below him. He tried to hold
steady on the moving spot, but
his shaking hands could hardly
hold the glasses any more. He
bent over and steadied them
against the handlebars of the
Hopper.

T was there again. A spot al-

most the color of the Moon’s
surface. But it was moving. Rap-
idly, too, a quick mental calcula-
tion told him. It seemed to be rid-
ing over plains and craters and
mountains without wavering. He
must be dreaming.

Then he let the glasses drop
away from his eyes and laughed
out loud. He had forgotten such a
thing existed. It was the Moon
Station, in permanent orbit near
the Moon, similar to the Earth
Orbiting Station.

A ray of hope surged through
him. If he could only get a signal
to them—

But that was impossible. They
were too far away. He’d have to
get lower. If he could only get
down to them.

On cup of fuel—.

In a semi-hysterical frenzy he
turned to the mnavigator and
locked one of its eyes on the Moon
Station. He punched data re-
quirements into the computer.
And sat back while it hummed.

The answer came out present-
ly. He could spiral down to the
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Moon Station under his own pow-
er—on one cup of fuel and an
ounce of spit.

It was worth trying. At least
he should be able to get within
hailing distance. The operation
was too critical for hand firing.
He set the controls of the com-
puter to start the Hopper motor
at the precise moment to inter-
sect the orbit of the Station.

There was a small, momentary
fizzle of light below him that went
out almost as soon as it started.
He felt a stab of panic. That
couldn’t have been his precious
cup of fuel surely. But it was.
The tanks were totally and com-
pletely empty. He had made it or
he hadn’t.

There seemed to be no change
whatever in his path, but the
computer tracing soon showed
something had happened. He was
spiralling slowly closer to the
Moon now, dropping a few miles
each orbit. He made another cal-
culation. It didn’t look as if his
oxygen would hold out long
enough for him to get down. He
closed the valve a mnotch and
tried to decrease his breath to the
shallowest possible level.

Skyrockets and streamers of
light began to flood his vision. He
wished Edna would come down-
stairs so he could tell her to turn
off the damned power to the
trainer. Something had hap-
pened; he couldn’t reach the
switch. He couldn’t get off,
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AKE Hamblin was as sober a
first mate as any orbiting sta-

tion had ever had, but when he
glanced up from his poker hand
to the port in the wall opposite
him the cards slipped from his
nerveless fingers and he covered
his eyes with his other hand.

“Jake! What is it?” Abe Si-
mons, the Chief Engineer de-
manded.

Jake didn’t answer. He was
shaking all over. Finally, he with-
drew his hand from his face and
pointed to the port with a trem-
bling finger. “He’s out there—I
saw him—riding his bike all
around the Station. He’s going to
be the ghost of the spacelanes,
and haunt us until the end of
time!”

“Have you gone crazy?” said
Abe. “Who the devil are you talk-
ing about ?”

“That guy—you know—the
one that got smeared by the me-
teor. The goof that tried to ride
a bike to the Moon—he’s out there
now. I tell you I just saw him
out the port!”

Abe and the other two crew-
men rushed to the port and stared
out. “You’re cr—"

Then there was silence, and fi-
nally a long, solemn oath.

They rushed from the room to
the control deck. Jake stumbled
incoherently after them.

The crowd on the deck had al-
ready seen him. Sam’s form was’
limp, stretched out at a crazy an-
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gle, but he was still strapped to
the seat of the Hopper. He was
drifting slowly away and down
from the Station.

“Number One lifeboat!” the
Captain ordered.

There was a stir in the depths
of the Station, the clang of metal
doors on the airlocks. Then the
bulb-shaped lifeboat drifted into
view and a couple of figures
popped out of it. They surround-
ed Sam and unhooked him from
the Hopper.

“Tow that bike in,” the Cap-
tain ordered into the mike.

The figures deposited Sam in-
side the lifeboat and fastened a
line to the Hopper. In a moment
the doors clanged again. The
Captain lifted his cap and wiped
his forehead. “I'll be damned!”
he said slowly.

AM roused in the Station hos-

pital. There was nothing real-
ly wrong with him, apart from
stretching his air out too thin.
Actually, he had a margin of
about ten minutes worth left
when he was picked up.

Word quickly spread through
the station and Sam Burnham’s
name was spoken with hushed
awe. The crew were permitted by
the doctor to pass slowly in single
file for a quick glimpse of the
hero of the incredible journey.

And the Captain had a brilliant
idea. He came in after Sam was
rested and had absorbed a good
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meal. “I've been thinking,” the
Captain said. “It seems a shame
not to complete the final step of
your tremendous journey. The
fact that you were required to
stop here should not be ruled il-

legal. We could refuel your Hop-

per and you could continue, mak-
ing the final landing down on the
Moen as planned.

Sam stared at him. His teeth
began to chatter and the bed
shook lightly. “You’re out of your
ever-loving mind, Captain,” he
said. “You're stark, staring crazy
if you think I’m ever going to get
on one of those things again as
long as I live!”

$ &

Joe Smiley called Connors as
soon as the news was flashed
around the world. “I think you’re
going to need me, J. T.” said
Joe. “I think you're going to need
me real bad. All hell’s going to
bust loose if this isn’t handled
just right.”

Connors sighed. He had to
agree with Joe. “T'll call Lasky
and see what he thinks.”

Lew Lasky, still in Palm
Springs, watching the Riley tele-
vision set reporting the vast news
of Sam Burnham’s resurrection,
was of the same mind. He was
just about to call Connors and
have him locate Smiley when
Connors’ call came through to
him.

“Smiley wants three times his
old salary,” said Connors.
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“Give it to him,” said Lasky.

“And a big fat stock option.”

“There are only two condi-
tions,” said Lasky. “He has to
make a hero out of this Burnham
bum, and see that Bill gets re-
elected President. If he can do
that I may make him president
of SPL.”

“Yes, I'll tell him,” Connors
said with sick hastiness. “I’ll tell
him exactly what you said.”

OE Smiley’s first action was to
pay a visit to Edna Burnham.
He introduced himself as an old
fellow worker of Sam’s and she
invited him into the living room
of Sam’s modest home.

Joe sat down at her invita-
tion. “I guess it’s pretty wonder-
ful news to you to hear that
Sam’s all safe and sound up there
on the Moon Station and that
he’ll be home in a few days.”

“That goes without saying,”
said Edna. “It’s all so unbeliev-
able; we thought for sure he was
gone, and then he turns up like
this. It’s like a miracle.”

“Of course, two million dollars
is a lot of money,” said Sam.

“What are you talking about ?”
Edna’s face hardened.

“The insurance money—which
you won’t get now.”

“Who thinks of money at a
time like this? I'm glad to have
Sam safe and sound. That’s all
I’'m interested in.”

“I'm so glad to hear you say
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that, Mrs. Burnham. So many
people would actually be wonder-
ing which is better: to have the
insurance money or their hus-
band back.”

“Well, I'm certainly not one of
them!”

“And then, of course, there’s
all that other money. I suppose
you’ll be giving it back to the
people who donated it.”

“What money are you talking
about?” Edna demanded, red-
faced. “There isn’t any other
money !”

“Why—all the donations that
poured into the widow and the
adopted orphans from Afghanis-
tan of the world hero, Sam Burn-
ham, after he was declared
dead.”

“Oh, that money! It amounted
to so little; I had almost forgot-
ten it.”

Joe pulled out a notebook. “Ac-
cording to my calculations, it
amounted to approximately a
hundred and ninety-six thousand
odd dollars, including rubles,
lire, yen, and franes. It isn’t two
million by a long shot, but it’s a
good sized pot.”

“How do you know how much
it was?”

“I’'m pretty good at figures.”

“Will I have to give it back?”

“People will start saying nasty
things if you don’t. You’ll get let-
ters from everywhere this side of
Timbuctoo asking for a refund.
Did you keep records ?”’
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“No, I didn’t think of that.”

“Then you’ll be getting re-
quests for refunds that will
amount to probably double the
donations. You’re in a pot.”

Edna began to cry. “It’s all so
crazy and mixed up, I don’t know
what to do! Why did Sam ever
have to go off on that crazy thing
in the first place ?”

“There, now, Mrs. Burnham. I
don’t think it’s all as bad as it
appears. There may be some
way to save the situation.”

llHow ?7’

“T’d suggest an immediate do-
nation to the foundation for the
orphans of Afghanistan of the
entire amount you received.”

“There isn’t any such outfit.”

“We’ll form one.”

Edna’s sobbing ceased and she
looked at Joe with bright-eyed in-
terest. “That sounds like a won-
derful idea,” she said. “I could be
president, and you could be treas-
urer.”

“An excellent idea,” said Joe.
“T’ll get the papers drawn up this
afternoon. There’s just one thing
in addition.”

“What's that?” said Edna sus-
piciously.

v “You've got to get these 68

million biddies back in line, that
you triggered off through your
local club. You’ll send out the
word at once that Sam is a hero
and the President is one hundred
percent behind him and should be
re-elected.”
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“Of course,” said Edna. “No
trouble at all,”

HERE is always a certain em-

barrassment in coming back
from the dead. Sam was told
about the great eulogy given him
by the President and the very
soggy TV interview between Ed-
na, Madsen, and the President. “I
guess I shouldn’t have come
back,” he said to the Captain of
the Moon Station as they had
their final meal before his depar-
ture. “Nobody could expect to
live up to a first class funeral,
and that looks like what I got.”

“There are complications,”
said the Captain. “As a matter of
fact, the boys here on the Station
made up an—ah—donation for
your widow—"

“I see,” said Sam thoughtfully.
“How much did it come to?”

The Captain fished a slip of
paper out of his coat pocket.
“Jake made the collection and
tallied it up. Yes—here it is—
two hundred and thirty six dol-
lars and seventy eight cents.”

“That was sure nice of your
crew,” said Sam. “I hope you'll
tell the boys how much I appre-
ciate it.”

“It was a pleasure. You’ve done
more to lift morale on the Sta-
tion than anything that’s hap-
pened since the first Apollo.”

“I don’t have a checkbook,"”
said Sam.

“Here, scratch one of mine.”
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“Thanks.” Sam accepted the
check and wrote in the name of
his own bank, then made it out to
the Captain for two hundred and
thirty six dollars and seventy-
eight cents as a refund to the
crew. “You will take care of the
distribution ?” said Sam.

“Sure, and thanks a lot.”

When he reached the larger
Earth Orbital Station, Sam talked
to Joe on the phone and told him
about his reluctance and embar-
rassment. He asked for Joe’s ad-
vice on dropping out of sight and
becoming a beachcomber.

“Forget it, kid,” said Joe.
“You’ve got it made. The world’s
waiting for you. They’ve forgot-
ten already that you were ever
dead. You’ll take your place in
history along side Ederle, Lind-
bergh, and what’s-his-name who
first went over Niagara in a bar-
rel. As your business manager,
I predict you’ll reap a fortune
personally from this great exploit
—all in addition to putting SPI
Hoppers on the map, of course.”

“You’re my business man-
ager?” said Sam.

“Yes—Edna and I got together
as soon as we heard of your dra-
matic rescue and decided that
there was no time to be lost in ex-
ploiting the event. The public’s
fickle, you know. Something could
come along tomorrow to blow you
off the front pages.”

“I couldn’t think of anything
I’d like better.”
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“How about money ?”

“A guy can always use some.”

“You've got it coming. I've
lined up over four hundred testi-
monials for you to sign—every-
thing from Long Haul Golf Clubs
to Haberman’s Skin-tite Shorts.”

“I’ve never used either.”

“I’ll explain it all when you get
here. Just sit tight and keep your
mouth pretty well shut. Let me
do the talking for you. Be the
great enigmatic explorer, the dis-
tant type; your mind and heart
are still out there on the great,
wild starpaths of outer space.”

“I’'m never going out there
again as long as I live!”

Joe Smiley screamed his an-
guish. “Please—Sam! Puleeze—
Don’t ever think, let alone utter,
such awful words !”

N the three days and two nights

since Sam had been found, Joe
had outdone himself. For sheer
organization, Sam’s welcome
home was a masterpiece, but
time and circumstance were on
Joe’s side, too. The public was
hungry for a hero—the oddball
kind, the guy that does something
different, half on the spur of the
moment, and for the sheer, utter
hell of it.

Not since the days of Trudy
Ederle and Charles Lindbergh
had there been such a ticker tape
storm in New York City. Sam
Burnham rode down Fifth Ave-
nue, sitting on the back of the
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seat in an open car, just like the
greatest of the old-time heros.
Joe and Edna rode proudly in the
manager’s car ahead of him. Be-
hind, a hundred-car cavalcade
bore signs of welcome to the hero,
and people yelled—hundreds of
thousands of them yelled in sheer
exuberance at sharing for just a
moment somebody’s real, honest,
go-to-hell experience.

Sam tolerated it, and toward
the end of the celebration he be-
gan to enjoy it a little bit. He
didn’t let himself become delud-
ded; he knew that a week from
now he could walk down this
same street at noon-day without
being recognized. But he made
a nice talk when the Mayor gave
him the keys to the City, and he
relished every moment of the lav-
ish banquet that night in his
honor.

It was the greatest.

He signed all the testimonials
Joe shoved in front of him and
hoped Joe’s predictions about the
amount of money to flow there-
from were accurate. But it really
wouldn’t matter; it would be
taxed so heavily he probably
wouldn’t realize the price of a
ham sandwich out of it.

That’s when he thought of the
great meteor rolling out along the
starways with his plastic can and
a little note in it. If only thai
could have worked out a little dif-
ferently.

When he got back home with
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Edna it almost seemed as if he’'d
never left. But there were a few
changes in him, and some yet to
be made around the house.

“I want you to call the junk-
man tomorrow,” he said. “Have
him pickup all that stuff in the
basement.”

Edna stared. “You mean you're
not going to use the trainer and
the centrifuge any more? You
can’t do that. They’re your sym-
bols now. The newsreel and TV
men are coming tomorrow to get
some shots of you riding them.
They’re going to make a big play
of all the years of training you
put in for this flight.”

“Junk ’em,” said Sam.

He was too tired even to look
in on the orphans from Afghanis-
tan. He’'d take a look at them to-
morrow.

When they were finally in bed,
and the lights were out, Edna
permitted herself a moment of
anger that reflected the short an-
guish she’d endured when she
heard Sam was gone.

“What I can’t understand,”
she said, “is why you did such an
idiotic thing as getting in the
way of that meteor so that it al-
most hit you, and would have if
you hadn’t speeded up to board
1"

“I intended to board it. That’s
what I was trying to do from
the first.”

"Why 9

The memory of past pleasure
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filled him as he recalled that me-
ment. “It was the most glorious
sight you can ever imgine,” he
said. “The sun was shining full
on it, and it bore down out of
space with a great yellow light. I
had to see if it was true.”

“If what was true?”

He got out of bed and turned on
the light. In the closet he rum-
maged in his pants pocket a mo-
ment and came back with a hand
full of yellow pebbles.”

“This,” he said.

Edna touched it in awe. “It
looks like gold.”

“It is gold,” said Sam. “That
whole enormous meteor. Almest
pure, solid gold except for a few
streaks of rock running through
it. Thousands of tons of it. Even
if I hadn’t got off, it would al-
most have been worth it to see
such a sight.”

“But somebody—someday—is
going to find it and mine it!”
cried Edna.

“I suppose so0.”

“But it should be you! It’s
yours. You found it.”

“I tried to take care of that the
best I could.

“What did you do?”

“I staked a claim. I wrote on a
piece of chart paper out of the
computer and put it in a can and
stuck it in a crevice. I read some-
where that that’s the way the old
prospectors a long time ago used
to operate. Then they went in to
town and filed their claim.”

“Can you do that ?”

“T guess so. I don’t suppose it's
ever been done before, but I sup-
pose it’s all right for a guy can
stake a claim in the sky as well
as on the ground.”

Edna was glowing. “It’s won-
derful that you had such pres-
ence of mind to do that, when you
didn’t know whether you were go-
ing to get out alive or not.”

“It won’t do much good. It
will take hundreds of thousands
of dollars to organize an expedi-
tion.” He turned out the light and
returned to bed. “We’ll never be
able to get that gold.”

“Don’t be too sure,” said Edna
quietly. “You've got your testi-
monial money coming. And
there’s a Foundation that I think
might be willing to finance the
mining expedition. We'll talk to
Joe first thing in the morning.

THE END

Look for the November FANTASTIC featuring
THE KNOCKING IN THE CASTLE by Henry Slesar
ELIXIR FOR THE EMPEROR by John Brunner
SEED OF ELORASPON by Manly Banister
On Sale Now

44



the

eminarian

By JACK SHARKEY

From the languorous South Seas came eager

young Jefferson Armbruster, ready to

propagate the faith. Ah, you ask, what

HERE seems to be some mis-

take,” said Mr. Watkins, the
personnel manager. ‘“According
to your form, you have had no
formal education whatsoever
. . .7” He looked up inquiringly
at the young man seated before
his desk, his practiced eye taking
in the excellent cut of the sub-
dued blue suit, the cool stiff
whiteness of the button-down ecol-
lar, the sparkle of diamond in the
center of the silver tie-tack which
secured the blue silk necktie to
the immaculate shirtfront, the
shoeshine, the crisply neat hair-
cut, the clean, trimmed finger-
nails, pleasant smile and bright,
intelligent erystal-blue eyes. This
was an educated man, he knew in-
stinctively, whatever the form

faith? Good question, that.

might say. It seemed incredible
to him that this young man could
be without any sort of classroom
background; yet it seemed even
more ineredible that so obviously
intelligent a person could have
made such a stupid error upon
his employment application. “Is
—" Mr. Watkins hesitated, some-
thing he had not done for years
in interviewing a job-applicant.
There was something disconcert-
ing about the young man’s admir-
able poise. “Is this information
correct, Mr. Armbruster ?”
Jefferson Armbruster nodded
politely. “Quite correct, I'm
afraid,” he replied, with an al-
most mesmeric grin. “There sim-
ply were no schools on the island,
you see. My parents had always
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intended to start one, but the na-
tives never seemed to understand
why their offspring needed any
knowledge greater than that nee-
essary to hunt or fish success-
fully, plus a few modest skills
like carving dugouts, attaching
spear-heads, and stringing
beads. So any schooling I re-
ceived was quite informal, Mr.
Watkins. That’s the price a
young man pays for selecting
missionaries as parents.”

Again he flashed his attractive,
ingenuous grin, and Mr. Watkins
found himself warming to the
youth, despite his host of inbred
reservations against applicants
without collegiate diplomas. And
yvet—There was something, some
little facet of Jefferson Arm-
bruster’s appearance, which did
not ring right. Mr. Watkins, un-
der cover of cleaning his specta-
cles upon his breast-pocket hand-
kerchief, looked the young man
over, covertly, once more. And
then he had it. Jefferson Arm-
bruster was not wearing a wrist-
watch. Mr. Watkins found that
fact odd, quite odd. But not, un-
fortunately, significant.

“Normally, you know,” he said
carefully, “we would not consider
for a moment a man possessed of
not even a gradeschool diploma.
The peculiar circumstances of
your upbringing, however, would
allow me to make a concession—
Besides which, your marks in the
battery of Personnel Testing’s
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various fields-of-knowledge ex-
aminations show you to be re-
markably well-informed, well-
adjusted psychologically and so-
cially, and possessed of an envia-
bly high Intelligence Quotient.
The only thing is—” Mr. Wat-
kins hesitated, unsure as how to
phrase his query.

“Yes?” prompted the young
man, his attitude friendly and
permissive. “The only thing is—
What, Mr. Watkins ?”

“It’s simply that I—as an in-
dividual, as well as the manager
of this department, Mr. Arm-
bruster—I cannot quite see why
a man with your potential would
—uh—" He floundered unhap-
pily, uncertain as how to proceed
without compromising the re-
spect his own superiors assumed
he felt toward the organization.

“Would waste my time in such
a minor position?” said the self-
possessed young applicant.

“Uh—Yes,” murmured Wat-
kins, greatly relieved of the re-
sponsibility of putting that very
notion into those very words.
“After all, the position we are of-
fering could be filled by any num-
ber of people with much poorer
abilities than yours. I would
think you would look around
some more, until an opening more
suited to your mentality and tem-
perament came along.”

“That is what I would do,” said
the youth, “if I could afford it,
Mr. Watkins. Unfortunately, my
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mentality and temperament in
themselves cannot provide me
with a place to live, food to eat,
and carfare, while I am doing
that looking.”

OR the first time in fourteen

years of interviewing job-ap-
plicants, Watkins felt himself
blushing. He had pried where he
really had no business prying. He
was sincerely embarrassed. “I
didn’t realize—" he began, un-
comfortably.

“As comprehensive as your ap-
plication is,” smiled an unruffled
Jefferson Armbruster, “it lacks
the necessary space to go into the
details which are puzzling you. I
arrived by boat the day before
yesterday, but not by the boat on
which I had originally set sail,
you see.”

“Oh, dear!” said Watkins to
himself, now horribly dismayed.
Aloud, he said, almost timidly,
“You weren’t aboard the Java
Queen, by any chance?”

“Until she went down, yes,”
said the youth. “All my books,
luggage, clothing and money—
save for perhaps a hundred dol-
lars I happened to have upon my
person when we were ordered
into the lifeboats—are now rest-
ing on the bottom of the Pacific
Ocean.”

“I'm—I'm infernally sorry!”
blurted Mr. Watkins. “It must
have been terrible for you, Mr.
Armbruster, I mean—with—
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with your parents passing away
so suddenly, and then . . .” He
fumbled helplessly for words of
consolation and found none.

But Jefferson Armbruster
brushed his protestations aside
with an amiable wave of one sun-
tanned hand. “My parents were
quite elderly,” he said, with un-
affected  simplicity. “They’d
lived their lives as they wished,
in the service of others. And
they both died together, which
was a sort of mercy, since they
were quite devoted to one anoth-
er. I was saddened, of course, by
the abruptness of their passing
—" He saw the glitter of under-
standable curiosity in the older
man’s eyes, and graciously am-
plified, “They serviced a number
of small isles, you see, going by
proa to each from our home,
making a complete circuit once
weekly. One of those sudden trop-
ical storms overwhelmed them on
the open sea. I saw it from the
beach. Their boat was swamped,
and overturned.” He drew a deep
breath, and pulled himself back
from the depths of his reminis-
cence with a brisk squaring of
his shoulders and a slight
straightening from the slouch he
had fallen into while discussing
his situation. “At any rate,” he
finished, “I arrived here in San
Francisco, began reading the
help-wanted ads, saw yours—the
‘no experience necessary’ part
was what most attracted me, I
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must confess—and here I am.”

“I see, I see,” nodded Watkins,
sympathetically. “Of course, the
job is yours, Mr. Armbruster.
The hours will be from eight in
the morning until five in the aft-
ernoon, one hour for lunch, Mon-
day through Saturday. You will
begin work tomorrow.”

Armbruster rose and shook
Mr. Watkins by the hand.
“Thank you,” he said. “Thank
you most kindly. I'm sure I shall
learn quickly.”

“Oh,” chuckled Watkins, show-
ing him to the door, “I’m not an-
ticipating any trouble on that
score, Mr. Armbruster. You
should have the process down
pat in a single morning.” From
the concrete catwalk outside the
door, he gestured down toward
the immense roomful of clatter-
ing machinery, with approxi-
mately one coveralled worker to
every hulking device, albeit each
separate machine occupied hun-
dreds of square feet of floor
space. “Lithography and printing
aren’t so difficult as all that. Yeu
check the paper-feed, spot-check
the printed matter as every thou-
sand-or-so copies come out of the
presses, and the rest of the task
is simply making sure the ma-
chines stay oiled. Setting up the
type is a bit more difficult, of
course, but you won’t be doing
that for some time, yet.”

“You must do quite a volume
of business here,” said Jefferson,
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nodding toward the conveyor
belts which carried the folded-
and-stapled finished magazines
out toward the waiting trucks at
the exterior loading platforms.

“Oh, that we do,” Watkins said
with a flush of pride. “I believe
we do the printing for well over
a score of publications. Some of
them—most of them, in fact—na-
tionally distributed.”

“It’s distressing to think that
one wrong move on my part could
carry its repercussions all over
the nation,” said Armbruster, a
tinge of awed fascination in his
tone. “Or the world, even, if va-
cationing subscribers have the
issues mailed.”

“Well,” frowned Watkins, with
amusement, “hardly . . .”

Armbruster grinned. “You
mean that if I didn’t work out,
I'd simply be replaced, and no
harm done other than minor de-
lay ?”’

“Naturally,” said Watkins.
“But I don’t expect that you will
be anything but an asset to the
Pacific Printing Company.”

HEY shook hands once more,

then the young man made his
departure. Watkins returned to
his office and proceeded to com-
plete the processing of Armbrus-
ter’s forms. Stacking them in the
prescribed order—application
upon test-results upon insurance
information—he inserted the up-
per edge of the papers into the
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jaws of his sturdy desktop stap-
ler and struck the top of it smart-
ly with the heel of his hand.

With a loud crack, the hinge-
pin sundered in two, and Mr.
Watkins looked amazed at his
abruptly bifurcated device. “I’ll
have to requisition a new one
from the supply room,” he
sighed, utilizing a paper clip upon
Armbruster’s forms, instead.
That it had broken did not aston-
ish him, although he had been
startled momentarily by the
crack and clatter. He’d been us-
ing it for over a decade, and ma-
chines didn’t last forever.

Mr. Watkins was not an im-
aginative man. At his home that
night, listening to the news about
the collapse of the Osaka Maru
(the Japanese freighter which
had figured in the rescue of the
passengers of the ill-fated Java
Queen) at its berth in the harbor,
he was mildly diverted at the co-
incidence, but thought no more
of it as a favorite old William
Powell movie began on the Late
Show.

The next morning, for the first
time in fourteen years, Mr. Wat-
kins was late for work. His auto-
mobile, which he relied upon to
carry him from his home in Oak-
land to the office each day, had
coughed sickly in his garage and
refused to leave it, forcing him
to have to take a bus, instead.
When he arrived, young Arm-
bruster was already at work.
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From the catwalk, Mr. Watkins
essayed a smile and a wave. Arm-
bruster glanced up, grinned, and
waved back. Watkins entered his
office, noted the shiny new
chrome-plating on his up-to-date
replacement stapler with real
pleasure, and settled back in idle
contentment, dreamily wonder-
ing why there weren’t more wom-
en around with the charm and
sophisticated wit of Myrna Loy.
None of the current crop of Hol-
lywood starlets seemed to pos-
sess any charms beyond a photo-
genic bosom, and their voices
were too shrill to be borne. Ex-
cept, perhaps, Julie Andrews.
Now, there was a speaking voice
which delighted the ear of the
listener with its gentle, precise,
modulated tones and rhythmic
feminine Hlt—

Mr. Watkins shook himself
from his reverie and frowned.
He’'d heard something, something
unusual for a bustling printery.
Silence. Not of voices, certainly,
since there seemed to be a multi-
tude of them expostulating down
berow the edge of the catwalk
outside the glass-windowed door
of his office; but all the machin-
ery in the building had ceased,
with a negative effect upon his
racket-inured ears that had the
same jangling force a loud noise
would have evoked in a man ac-
customed to serene working con-
ditions. Mr. Watkins went out
upon the walk and looked down.
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“What is it?” he called to no one
in particular.

“Paper-jam,” one of the work-
ers paused long enough to holler
back, waving an arm toward the
far end of the conveyor belt. Mr.
Watkins looked that way, and
saw that a bundle of ill-tied mag-
azines had slithered from the
loose hempen twine with bad re-
sults. A stack of paper is harder
than a corresponding thickness
of wooden board, and where the
sprawling rectangles had skidded
into the gear-drive of the belt,
two of the axles had shattered,
and one of the iron drive-wheels
had tipped sideways into the
moving belt as a result, ripping
out a thirty-foot diagonal gash
before the emergency cutoffs had
shut down the power. But acci-
dents had happened before, and
would in the future, was Mr.
Watkins’ line of reasoning. He
returned to his office and at-
tempted to enter. He was under-
standably provoked when the
knob came off in his hand.

ID you ever have one of those

days?” he sighed that eve-
ning to Harriet Watkins, his
wife. “I swear I've never seen
such chaos at Pacific in all the
years I've been there.” He told
her of the breakdown of the ma-
chines, the recalcitrant door-
knob, and threw in the broken
stapler of the day before for
good measure. Harriet naturally
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knew about the car’s failure to
perform. It had meant shopping
via the local bus lines, and her
arms still ached from carrying a
double-bagload of groceries home
at the onset of rush hour. At the
end of his tired lament, however,
Watkins managed a wry smile, “I
hope the new man doesn’t think
it’s this way all the time down
there, or he may decide to give
his notice.”

“New man?” queried Harriet,
mildly.

Watkins, suddenly feeling
much better—it wasn’t often he
had anything more interesting
than employment statistics to
chat about after dinner-—pro-
ceeded to fascinate her with the
twice-tragic tale of Jefferson
Armbruster, from the home-
schooling education of his mis-
sionary parents, through their
deaths, and to the disastrous loss
of the Java Queen. He remem-
bered the coincidental loss of the
Osaka Maru, then, and threw it
in for good measure. “The poor
lad’ll think he’s being dogged by
an incubus of bad luck,” he
laughed, when he’d finished. “A
few more encounters with the ad-
versities of civilization may send
him back to the islands by the
next available boat.”

“I wonder why he left at all,”
said Harriet, glancing up from
the woolen sock she’d been darn-
ing. “It was his home, after all
... He must have had friends

THE SEMINARIAN

there, a house, some means of
making his livelihood . . .”

“Missionary blood, I should
guess,” said Mr. Watkins. “His
parents had the urge to wander
away from the U.S.A. to try and
convert the pagans. Perhaps
some of this wanderlust, if not
their religious fervor, rubbed off
on Jefferson. He’s a young man,
Harriet. Probably heard talk of
the great cities, the magical-
seeming way of life in a civilized
world, things beyond his day-in-
day-out experience. It’s only nat-
ural he should want to investi-
gate a way of life that differs
from any he himself ever knew
before. I daresay, though, he’ll
end up heading back to the is-
lands. Especially once he learns
that most people in the civilized
world would love to settle down
to the sort of existence he him-
self discarded.”

Harriet stared dreamily into
space. “Can you imagine how
nice it would be, Henry!” she
mused softly. “No freeways, no
television, no roaring jet planes
... Nothing but houses and fam-
ilies and friendly people—Some-
times I wonder if progress is all
it’s cracked up to be.” Then, by
a typically feminine sort of men-
tal gymnastic, she segued into
what seemed for a moment to
Henry Watkins like a complete
change of subject. “The car was
not very badly off, Henry. The
man at the garage told me that
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one of the piston-rings cracked in
two and jammed in the cylinder.
He’ll have it fixed by tomorrow
afternoon.”

Henry blinked a bit, until he
divined how she had leaped from
a ‘“cracked-up” progress to a
“cracked” piston-ring without
pausing for breath. “Oh, good,”
he said. “Fine. I hate riding the
bus. It stops at every other cor-
ner, and the gassy smell makes
me a little ill. But if you open a
window, people get mad at you.
That would be another nice fea-
ture of Armbruster’s island—No
gasoline fumes. Or industrial
fumes. Clean, fresh ocean
breezes. Warm sand. Green grass.
Swaying palms.”

Harriet laughed, suddenly.
Henry stared at her in some sur-
prise. “What is it, dear?”

“Oh,” she said, shrugging her
shoulders uncertainly, “I just
had a silly notion, that’s all.
About Armbruster.”

“What, dear?” asked Henry.
“Please tell me,” he urged, his
curiosity piqued by her obvious
state of amused speculation.

“What you said about his mis-
sionary blood, I mean,” she an-
swered, with almost a wistful
sigh. “Let’s say that, although
the Armbrusters went out to con-
vert the natives to the ways of
civilized man, the island environ-
ment had just the opposite effect
upon their son Jefferson.”

“Converted him, you mean? To
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the uncivilized life? Or I guess I
should say, non-civilized.”

“Yes, Henry,” nodded Harriet,
caught up in her own medita-
tions, her gaze fixed in the gen-
eral direction of the wall béhind
her husband, as though focused
upon a vision there. “In that
case, he might have headed out
from the islands to convert us to
that way of life.”

“It wouldn’t take much to con-
vince me!” said Henry Watkins,
rocking forward in his chair with
a gasp of laughter. “Who in his
right mind would have to be
‘sold’ on a return-to the uncom-
plicated life preceding the indus-
trial revolution?! I only wish it
was possible. But,” his face
grew a bit sad, “one would need
more than convincing. I'm
afraid, dear. The needs and pres-
sures and social structure of a
highly technological civilization
cannot be bucked by mere ideal-
ism.”

“No,” sighed Harriet. “No, I
suppose not. One lone seminarian
could hardly stop the wheels of
progress by speechmaking . . .”
She paused thoughtfully. “Al-
though the printery wheels cer-
tainly halted swiftly enough,
didn’t they!”

“That they did,” said Henry.
“I wish I could believe it were
due to the influence of young
Armbruster. But he couldn’t ex-
pect to change an entire civiliza-
tion through piecemeal bits of
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sabotage, after all, Harriet. A
broken machine can be fixed.” A
fragment of her last few words
caught up with his inner ear, sud-
denly, and he asked, “What did
you mean, ‘seminarian’? I think
you should have said ‘mission-
ary', ‘dear 0%

“Should 1?” Harriet said, a lit-
tle surprised. “I thought I had
the right word—Doesn’t it mean
‘seed-sower’, or some such word,
Henry ? You know, like what doc-
tors call a ‘carrier’, in talking of
contagious diseases? Except, of
course, he’d be ‘carrying’ some
sort of anti-civilization plague,
rather than something medically
harmful.”

ENRY felt his leg was being

pulled. Going along with his
wife’s apparent flight of fancy,
he said, “That, of course, would
explain the breakdown, today.
Jefferson Armbruster deliberate-
ly let the wise old medicine-man
back on the island infect him

with a rare disease that attacks
only machinery. Like a plague-
carrier, he could spread the
germs about without being in-
fected himself. And naturally,
with the vast distribution of the
magazines we put out, it wouldn’t
be long before the germs were
profusely proliferating all over
the globe. There’d be no stopping
it once it began . . .” An uneasy
coolness began to knead Henry’s
viscera, then, and as he con-
tinued speaking, it was less com-
munication than spoken intro-
spection. “And it would account
for the failure of the Java Queen
—and then the Osaka Maru . . .
My stapler . . . the doorknob ...
even the piston-rings ...”
Seeing his somber mien, Har-
riet chuckled. “It would be a bit
difficult for the young man, him-
self, though, wouldn’t it? Why,
the poor boy couldn’t even keep a
wristwatch going—" Her sen-
tence broke off as Henry Watkins
rose to his feet and stared at her.
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“Darling, what is it?” she de-
manded with quick solicitude.

“Jefferson Armbruster doesn’t
wear a wateh,” said her husband.
He crossed the living room,
stepped into the hall, and lifted
the phone. “I’m going to call the
rooming house where he lives,”
he said agitatedly. “I've got to
ask him—” He replaced the
phone suddenly.

“I suppose you don’t remember
the number,” said Harriet.

“That’s right, I don’t,” said
Henry. “And there’s no way of
getting it until tomorrow at the
office, and I can see him in per-
son, then.” He came back into the
living room and sat down. “Also,
there’s no dial-tone on the tele-
phone,” he said, and lifted the
evening paper. His eyes fell at
once upon a story dealing with
the malfunctioning of a drydock,
two ocean liners, and three es-
calators at the pier where the
Osalka Maru keeled over.

“Henry—" said Harriet, blink-
ing rapidly. “The phone is bro-
ken, too? What are we going to
do!? We should tell someone!”

Henry looked up from his pa-
per. “Why ?” he asked, simply.

Harriet opened her mouth to
reply, then had to wait until the
window-rattling roar of a pass-
ing commercial jet rose to a peak
and then faded to a screaming
whistle in the distance. By that
time, of course, she had returned
smilingly to her darning.

Later, when the lights wouldn’t
come on, Harriet and Henry had
a bottle of sweet wine by candle-
light. It was overpoweringly ro-
mantic. And that night, through
the window of their bedroom
overlooking the blacked-out
buildings of the city, for the first
time since moving there they
were able to enjoy a sky alive
with a million sparkling white
stars.

THE END
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SCIENTIFIC HOAXES #1:

the Lying Stones
of Dr. Beringer

By ROBERT SILVERBERG

In an age when men believed that buried

stones with strange shapes were “pranks of

nature” created by God Himself, a German

scholar found himself hoist upon his own pe-

tard—the victim of a cruel trick. But it's an ill

hoax that blows no good, and this one helped

to establish the modern theory of fossils. In

this science fact article, Robert Silverberg be-

gins a series on astounding scientific hoaxes.

N the year 1710, workmen dig-
ing near the city of Wurzburg
in southwestern Germany discov-
ered what appeared to be an enor-
mous bone, hard as rock, terribly
heavy. There were those who said
it must be the bone of a giant
who had been drowned in Noah’s
Deluge—for, according to the Bi-
ble, “there were giants in those
days.”

The workmen brought their find
to the University of Wurzburg, a
venerable institution founded in
1403. The object was duly exam-

ined, and, since it seemed to be a
bone indeed, it was turned over
to the faculty member who would
know most about such things.
He was Dr. Johann Bartholomew
Adam Beringer, Senior Professor
and Dean of the Faculty of Med-
icine, Doctor of Philosophy and
Medicine, and Chief Physician
to the Prince-Bishop of Wurz-
burg. He examined the bone with
care. It was not, he said, the bone
of any giant man who had lived
before the Deluge. (He was quite
right: it was, as a matter of fact,
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the fossilized bone of a kind of
elephant that had inhabited Ger-
many some fifteen million years
ago.) Dr. Beringer went on to
add that it was not a bone at all,
however much it might look like
one. It was, he declared, pure
stone—a lusus naturae, or
“prank of nature.”

Dr. Beringer was thereby stat-
ing one of the best-known theo-
ries of his day. For several cen-
turies now, workmen had been
digging up what seemed to be the
relics of ancient animals and

. men. In the sixteenth and sev-

enteenth centuries, many large
buildings were constructed in Eu-
rope, requiring deep foundations,
and the workers were finding cu-
rious things in the earth. More-
over, men were beginning to re-
gard the world about them with
great curiosity. They were stop-
ping to examine things, instead
of accepting everything in blind
faith.

What were these strange rel-
ics? They were given the name
fossils, from the Latin word fos-
silis, meaning ‘“dug up.” They
seemed to be the bones of fish,
or of giants, or of reptiles. There
were even the fossil imprints of
fragile plants and insects on
rock. Some people—Leonardo da
Vinei was one—had said that
these were, quite simply, the
bones of dead creatures, buried in
ancient floods and turned to stone
over the ages. But that obvious
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explanation was too simple for
many of the learned men. They
had more elegant theories.

Some said that the fossils were
not relics at all, but merely stones
of unusual shape. Why, then, did
they seem to look like bones or
plants? Simply by the whim of
God, the savants answered. The
fossils were lusi naturae, pranks
or sports of nature. What mere
mortal could question the de-
signs of God? If He chose to
fashion stones so that they looked
like the skeletons of fish, He
must have some far-reaching rea-
son for doing so, and it was not
ours to wonder why.

As for the actual means by
which the fossils were formed,
there were many suggestions.
Some simply said that God had
created them at the same time as
He had brought living plants
and animals into being, and let it
go at that. Others suggested that
under certain circumstances, the
seeds of plants or the eggs of fish
might slip into cracks in the
earth, and “hatch” in the dark-
ness to form a fossil form. Oth-
ers talked of a life-giving mist
from the sea, or of “fatty matter
set into fermentation by heat,” or
of “a tumultous movement of
terrestrial exhalations,” or of a
“lapidific juice” that hardened to
the shape of fossils.

Dr. Beringer was of the school
of thinking that felt that fossils
were simply “stones of a peculiar
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sort, hidden by the Author of Na-
ture for his own pleasure.” Since
he held an important position at
an important university, his
views were widely quoted and ac-
cepted. Year after year, Beringer
lectured his students on the na-
ture of fossils. The good doctor,
who was born in 1667, was him-
self the son of a famous profes-
sor, and his own reputation for
scholarship and industriousness
was of the highest.

But there were those who dis-
agreed with Beringer’s ideas.
What’s more, they disliked him
personally. They thought he was
arrogant in his learning, too in-
tolerant of other beliefs. They set
out to have some fun with Berin-
ger. They gave him a very un-
pleasant surprise—and made his
name immortal.

ERINGER, good scholar that

he was, had an abiding inter-
est in collecting fossils and
studying them. He hired young
men to dig in the hills near Wurz-
burg and search for the miracu-
lous “stones of a peculiar sort”
that he found so interesting.

The early results were poor.
Beringer’s district, the duchy of
Franconia, was a lovely place
with a placid river winding
through level fields ringed by
handsome mountains. The land
was ideal for vineyards and
farms, but did not seem to pro-
duce fossils. The disappointed
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Beringer had to fill his shelves
with specimens sent him by
friends in other lands.

Then, in the spring of 1725,
Beringer’s workmen began to dig
on the slopes of one mountain
that had been examined before,
without success—and they struck
scientific treasure, in Beringer’s
words “one bountiful horn of
plenty.”

There were three workmen:
Christian Zanger, who was sev-
enteen; and two brothers, Nik-
laus and Valentin Hehn, who
were eighteen and fourteen re-
spectively. Beginning on May 31,
1725, they made a series of re-
markable finds: They were
stones, bearing pictures in raised
relief.

First came a stone showing the
sun and its rays; then came two
depicting worms. Then came the
deluge. The three workmen
brought stone after stone to the
delighted Beringer, until he had
several thousand of them. Berin-
ger later described the range of
objects depicted on the stones in
these glowing terms:

“Here, representing all the
kingdoms of Nature, but espe-
cially those of animals and
plants, are small birds with
wings either spread or folded,
butterflies, pearls and small
coins, beetles in flight and at
rest, bees and wasps (some cling-
ing to flowers, others in their
nests), hornets, flies, tortoises
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from sea and stream, fishes of all
sorts, worms, snakes, leeches
from the sea and swamp, lice,
oysters, marine crabs, frogs,
toads, lizards, cankerworms,
scorpions, spiders, crickets, ants,
locusts, snails, shell-bearing
fishes, and countless rare and
exotic figures of insects obvious-
ly from other regions. Here are
nautili, ammonites, starfish of
very different and delightful spe-
cies, shells, spiral snails, wind-
ing shells, scallops, and other
heretofore unknown -species.
Here were leaves, flowers, plants,
and whole herbs, some with and
some without roots and flowers.
Here were clear depictions of the
sun and the moon, of stars, and
of comets with their fiery tails.”
Most remarkable—“the su-
preme prodigy commanding the
reverent admiration of myself
and my fellow examiners—"’ Be-
ringer beheld certain tablets in-
scribed in Latin, Arabic, and He-
brew characters. Some of the
stones bore single letters, others
whole words. Some letters wr
shaped well, others crudely. Oc-
casionally an image of a scallop
or a snail would bear lettering on
its back. Beringer consulted lin-
guists and rabbis, and all gave
him the same opinion: that the
words formed the name of God,
Jehovah. It was as though the
Creator had chosen to take credit
for the miraculous stones of
Wurzburg by signing His name.

THE LYING STONES OF DR. BERINGER

ERINGER was overjoyed.
From June to November, his
workmen delved into the moun«
tain until, when winter forced a
halt, there were two thousand
figured stones in all. Beringer
spent the winter months writing
a book about the great discovery.
He intended to tell the world that
his theories of fossils had been
triumphantly vindicated. Nobody
could say that these stones were
the bones of dead beasts drowned
in the Deluge. No, they were
works of art, the products of
God, Beringer insisted. Nor was
this man a fool; he was one of
the preeminent scholars of his
day, bear in mind.

While Beringer was at work
on his book, certain disturbing
events occurred. Two of his col-
leagues at the University at-
tacked the stones as frauds, and
called Beringer an ignoramus.
The stones, they said, had been
“recently sculpted by hand, made
to look as though at different pe-
riods they had been resurrected
from a very old burial, and sold
to Beringer as to one indifferent
to fraud and caught up in the
blind greed of curiosity.” They
went on to say that Beringer
himself knew he had been fooled,
and now was “deluding the
world, and trying to sell new
hoaxes as genuine antiques, to
the silent laughter of prudent
souls.”

The names of these two attack-
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ers were J. Ignatz Roderick and
Georg von Eckhart. Roderick was
Professor of Geography, Alge-
bra, and Analysis at the Univer-
sity of Wurzburg; Eckhart, an
older man, was the university’s
librarian, as well as Librarian to
the Prince-Bishop of Wurzburg.

They were not content simply
to denounce Beringer. They man-
ufactured a few figured stones
themselves, and offered to sell
them to him. Zanger, one of Be-
ringer’s diggers, brought him a
few stones showing such things
as a winged dragon, a mouse, and
a lion. Beringer accepted them as
genuine and paid Zanger for
them. Then Roderick and Eck-
hart openly declared that they
had carved those stones. They
did not come right out and say
they were responsible for the two
thousand stones found earlier—
but they left no doubt that those
earlier finds were highly suspi-
cious.

Another man might have hesi-
tated and pondered a bit. Not the
learned Dr. Beringer. He brushed
aside the charges of Roderick
and Eckhart as just so much
malicious gossip, and went en
writing his book.

It was published in 1726 under
the title, Lithographiae Wirce-
burgensis. Like most scholarly
books of its day, it was in Latin.
It bore elaborate dedications to
Christopher Franz, Bishop of
Wurzburg and Duke of Fran-
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conia. A series of finely engraved
plates showed the famous stones.
Beringer’s book, which has re-
cently been translated into Eng-
lish, makes lively and entertain-
ing reading. His style was flow-
ery and ornate, but he wrote
clearly and vigorously. The ex-
tent of his learning is evident on
every page. He had read nearly
every word published on the sub-
ject of fossils, and was able to
reply to the differing schools of
thought with skill and power.

HE stones, he made it clear at

the outset, were not forgeries.
“Many erudite scholars and il-
lustrious men of letters,” he said,
“could not refrain from suspect-
ing that some imposture lay hid-
den beneath these extraordinary
mysteries—that the stones were
fictitious and were fabricated in
secret for purposes of fraudulent
avarice.” But this was simply not
so, he said. The stones had been
honestly found, hidden in the
earth, treasures buried for cen-
turies since God had shaped
them.

He did admit that when one
looked at the stones “one would
swear that they are the work of a
very meticulous sculptor.” Many
of them were soft, carved from
some chalky material, with neat-
ly outlined figures. The tiny ani-
mals and insects displayed
“splendid grace and elegance.”

Beringer spoke of the lusus
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naturae theory. There were, he
said, stones which “imitate the
forms of other bodies,” and
which were the result of “Nature
playing artistically.” Many of the
relics that men called the re-
mains of ancient creatures ac-
tually were of this sort.

He was careful, though, to dis-
tinguish between his stones and
fossils. Some fossils, Beringer
conceded, really were animal re-
mains. They had been left behind
after some flood, perhaps, and
gradually were turned to stone.
But these, when broken open,
displayed the internal structure
of shell or bone. On the contrary,
the stones he had found had “no
joints or chambers” inside, “be-
ing an unformed stony mass.”
There was no possibility that the
figures on his stones were the
petrified remains of once-living
creatures, he said. After all,
many of the stones showed the
complete bodies, not merely the
bones, of such creatures as toads
and frogs. Bees and wasps, crick-
ets and beetles, all were repre-
sented down to the finest detail.
These could be no petrified re-
mains, for the fragile remains
would long ago have decayed or
been crushed. And what of the
plants, flowers, and herbs, “by
nature extremely frail,” which
“ander heavy rain or frost, droop
to the ground, drop their leaves,
and die.” Could these have with-
stood the Deluge?

And the stones bearing the
name of God certainly were not
fossils of anything. No, Beringer
said, these were all the works of

- the Deity, in an artistic mood.

He rejected the idea that his
stones were pagan idols, buried
in the mountain by the Germans
a thousand years before when
they took up Christianity,
Though it was customary, he
said, for the pagans to fashion
crude images of plants, trees,
and animals, his stones were not
of that sort. The pagans had
worshipped “monsters and fierce
beasts. But who can recall crick-
ets, spiders, worms, tortoises,
and similar castoffs of Nature
being raised to an altar and en-
dowed with divinity ?”

Beringer brushed aside the
ugly charge that the stones were
recently carved. “Vicious rail-
lery, false rumors and gossip,”
he declared. But he did see “un-
mistakable indications of the
sculptor’s knife” on his stones,
while refusing to believe that
that knife could have been wield-
ed by anyone but God. He de-
clared that “God, the Founder of
Nature, would fill our minds with
His praises and perfections ra-
diating from these wondrous ef-
fects, so that, when forgetful
men grow silent, these mute
stones might speak with the elo-
quence of their figures.”

In chapter after chapter, Be-
ringer demolished all opposition
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to his stones. He proved, to his
own satisfaction, that they were
what he thought they were. His
enemies, he said, had brought
his “reputation to the brink of
destruction” with their charges
of fraud, but he did not doubt
that he would prevail. Perhaps a
few of the stones were counter-
feits made by Roderick and Bck-
hart, he said, but the overwhelm-
ing majority of them were gen-
uine beyond doubt. He closed his
book by promising a further edi-
tion listing new discoveries in
his “search for truth.”"

IS book was published early

in 1726. It was printed at
great cost to its author, but it
was purchased enthusiastically
by scholars who wished te read in
detail of Beringer’s wonderful
discoveries. For a brief and daz-
zling moment, all Europe was
agog with talk of Dr. Beringer
and his miraculous figured
stones. Hardly was the boek pub-
lished, thoughk, than a startling
thing happened: Beringer tried
to buy back the copies that had
been sold, with the intention of
destroying them! The famous
stones, he suddenly admitted in
grief, were the frauds that the
skeptics said they were. He had
been duped. He was a laughing-
stock. His handsome beok, with
its lovely plates, was a monu-
ment to his own blindness. He
wanted only to burn every copy.

62

We do not know what made
Beringer change his mind about
the stones. One story has it that
he dug up a stone that bore his
own name—and suddenly saw
that someone had been playing
games with him. Or, possibly, he
simply reconsidered the whole
affair, and realized that the
stones obviously were the work
of pranksters out to mock him.

The exposure of the hoax made
Beringer’s book a collector’s
item. People who had bought it
for study now kept it to chuckle
over. Others sought to buy cop-
ies, and offered high prices. It
was in such demand that in 1767
a German publisher brought out
a second edition, purely as an
amusing curiosity. Beringer had
been dead since 1740, so he did
not have to witness this new dis-
play of his shame.

There was great scandal and
outery in Wurzburg when the
hoax was revealed. Beringer was
a famous man of the town, and
anything that brought disgrace
on him hurt the reputation of all
Wurzburg. For if so important a
scholar as Beringer could be
gulled so easily, what did that
say about the general level of in-
telligence in Wurzburg?

An official inquiry was held to
get to the bottom of the matter.
In our day, when it was discov-
ered that certain television quiz
shows were being rigged, it was
a committee of Congress that in-
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vestigated. The Beringer fiasco
was the same sort of scandal
back then, and an inquiry was
held starting on April 13, 1726.
Beringer himself asked for it, for
the “saving of his honor.” The
first session took place at the
Wurzburg Cathedral. Many lead-
ing figures of the city were there
to hear the dean of the church
question the three young work-
men who had found the stones.

HE man on the spot was sev-

enteen-year-old Christian Zan-
ger, who had brought Beringer
the stones that Roderick and
Eckhart claimed they had fash-
ioned. The other two workmen,
the brothers Niklaus and Valen-
tin Hehn, seemed innocent of all
fraud. The Hehns declared under
oath at the first session and again
_ at the second, at the City Hall on
April 15, 1726, that they had
never ground or polished or
sculpted any of the stones them-
selves, nor planted them in the
ground to be discovered later,
nor done anything else shady or
dishonest. “If we could make
such stones,” said Valentin
Hehn, “we wouldn’t be mere dig-
gers.”

Zanger, though, had a different
tale to tell. He admitted receiv-
ing some stones from Roderick,
“to which Roderick had applied a
knife and carved the letters and
the rest of the things.” Roderick
had given him a stone with a

pomegranate on it, and one with
a dragon, and one on which there
was a lion with a long tail. He
had delivered these to Beringer,
who had paid him the usual fee.
Roderick, too, had paid him. But
he was vague about why Roder-
ick wanted him to deliver false
stones to Beringer.

A recess was called. Zanger
was warned by the interrogators
“to improve his memory of the
actual events and truth.” In the
afternoon, he was questioned
again. He admitted that Roderick
had claimed to have buried some
stones for the Hehns and Zanger
to find. He also declared that
Roderick had ordered him to try
to trick Beringer into buying the
false stones. Zanger had a com-
plaint to make, too: he told the
investigators that Roderick still
owed him wages for eight days
of stone-polishing, and could
they help him collect?

Strangely, Roderick and Eck-
hart were never questioned—or,
if they were, no record of the
proceedings has survived. Soon
after the incident, Roderick left
Wurzburg, obviously in disgrace.

Eckhart seems to have kept
his position as court librarian.

Poor Beringer returned to his
classrooms, a saddened and hu-
miliated man. The story is often
told that he “died of shame” as
soon as the hoax was exposed,
but in reality he lived fourteen
more years, and published at
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least two other books. He never
spoke of figured stones again.
His reputation as a scholar was
destroyed.

The lying stones of Dr. Berin-
ger, it seems, were the work of
Roderick, Eckhart, and Zanger,
who must have spent many a
long hour carving and polishing
them and hauling them out to the
mountain, planting them to be
found later. It was no mere stu-
dent prank, as is often claimed,
but a deadly attack by two schol-
ars on a third. Roderick and Eck-
hart may have feuded with Be-
ringer in some way of which we
have no knowledge. Zanger testi-
fied that they wanted to harm
Beringer “because he was so ar-
rogant and despised them all.”

At any rate, the Beringer hoax

helped to seal the fate of the
lusus naturae idea. Scholars less
and less talked of fossils as
“stones of a peculiar sort, hidden
by the Author of Nature for his
own pleasure.”” The Beringer
stones had indeed been of a pe-
culiar sort, but no one now could
seriously think that the old ideas
on how fossils were formed had
any value. Gradually, men came
to accept Leonardo da Vinei’s
suggestion that the fossils were
the remains of creatures of a for-
mer age.

Many of the wondrous “Lying”
stones still exist today, and are
on display in German museums.
They are lovely to behold—and
sad reminders of a once-famed
scholar remembered today only
for his gullibility.
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Synopsis of Part One

The planet Tantalus was so
named by VOIDECH because al-
though it is remarkably Earth-
like man cawnot colonize it. It al-
ready has intelligent life of its
own: THE TANTALAN, a hive-
mind creature with its separate
units linked by some mysterious
telepathic foree which has defied
investigation for more than forty
years.

The present director of Pro-

ject Tantalus, ANGELO VELIZ,
has enough problems without
others being wished on him. He
is prey to what has become the
commonest nightmare of human-
ity, the sense of being helpless in
face of the all-powerful machines
which have created not only on
Eairth but on other planets an
unprecedented standard of com-
fort and an equally unprecedent-
ed lack of purpose for individuals




unless they are exceptionally tal-
ented. Moreover, he is worried
about his recent decision to have
a starship diverted to make an un-
scheduled stop on Tantalus and
take to Earth the unlovable CAV-
ERSHAM, whose presence he en-
dured for a while because of the
custom of “‘exposing” to Tantalan
telepathy anyone showing signs
of psi talent in the (so far un-
realized) hope that a man might
sense it where machines cannot,
but who created trouble among
the scientific staff through his
habit of insulting them and defy-
ing the polite conventions even
down to refusing to shave and
cut his hair. <
Arriving for work one morn-
ing, however, Veliz discovers his
communications chief, GEZA
RANDOLPH, contacting Earth
on behalf of two of the staff,
HARRY and LYNETTE GAMA-
LIEL; both the Ilatter are
“hunchbacks”, capable of form-
ing reliable conclusions from
data which a machine would re-
ject as incomplete. They suspect
—and have reported to Earth—
that the Tantalan has secretly
prepared a facsimile of a human
and substituted it for one of the
passengers aboard the starship
which took Caversham to Earth.
The problem is referred to
MASTER BRAND, one of the
near-legendary “Powers of
Earth” who stand above the au-
thority of the otherwise rarely
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challenged machines; they are
chosen from those “hunchbacks”
who prove to be invariably cor-
rect, on the principle that “if a
situation arises twice, a machine
can be designed to cope with it—
if a situation is unique, it takes
a man.”

Helped by ADMINISTRATOR
CORNELIUS and the man in
charge of Western Hemisphere
Spatial Terminal North (Wesh-
emspaternor), DIRECTOR SHO-
FEE, and using all available cy-
bernetic aids, Brand is at first
inclined to think the problem of
singling out the disguised alien
will be easy—the ship has been
arrested in orbit and it must still
be aboard. Some psychological in-
consistency will distinguish the
fake from a normal person. Un-
fortunately, if the Tantalan had
waited a century it couldn’t have
picked a better bunch of eccen-
trics to hide among. Caversham
—the prime suspect because of
his long stay on Tantalus—
makes a notorious fetish of un-
conventionality, and none of the
others can be ruled out.

CAPTAIN WONG and his
one-woman crew, FELICIA
PANNELL/WONG, like all star-
ship officers have to be main-
tained in a state of near-psycho-
sis as a substitute for sleep, im-
possible during a voyage. TAN-
YA HESIT, composer of sensa-
tional travelogues, is a nympho-
maniac. (PIGOYAN, of the pow-
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erful organization Sensiservice,
i8 putting pressure on Brand to
release her at once.) FLORENS,
a diplomat from Valhalla on
whose visit hangs the resump-
tion of Earth-Valhallan relations
after a century of bitterness, and
his so-called “wife” NIA WELK/
FLORENS (actually his mis-
tress) both come from an inse-
cure culture which rejects Earth-
ly customs as a gesture of inde-
pendence. RELLY 1is a scientist,
in this age when only machines
can enable communication be-
tween the isolated scientific dis-
cipline (and #t's costing the
Foundation of Advanced Mathe-
matics half a billion a day for
computer capacity idle until he’s
allowed to land). WATERS, a
red-headed communications ex-
pert, i8 a racialist who believes
himself to be descended from the
Neanderthalers and is insuffera-
bly superior. HAZEL GRAU-
BART is a hysteric who has
nursed delusions of persecution
on Sequoia for ten years and will
be hospitalized within a month of
landing, by Brand’s best guess.
And finally there’s BELOVED
SISTER DORCAS, missionary
of a sect which believes Jesus
was a time traveller and the aim
of history is to facilitate his de-
parture into the past. (There’s
pressure on Bramd from influen-
tial members of her cult on
Earth, too.)

Faced with this list, Brand
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wonders wryly whether he would
recognize a normal person now if
he saw omne!

VII

OU realize of course,” Veliz

rapped, “that you’ve made a
complete farce of Project Tanta-
lus? Our work is hung up, the
staff can’t concentrate—or else
they’ve been diverted to this con-
fusion pattern of yours! Ach, it’s
absurd!” He slammed his open
palm down on his desk.

There was no trace of defen-
siveness in the expressions of
either of the Gamaliel couple.
They failed to reply, but at his
most optimistic Veliz could not
have imagined they were silent
because they were embarrassed;
they conveyed the impression
that the subject wasn’t worth ar-
guing “about.

“We got a scanner into that
exowomb station,” Veliz pursued.
“Did we find anything to
suggest a facsimile human had
been secreted there? Did we? We
did not! We found the typical
features of grubber production—
foetuses, larval stage, and adults
in training. Also we lost several
scanners in the process.”

Harry gave Lynette a weary
smile. Still neither of them said
anything.

The pause was broken by Geza
Randolph’s voice from the com-
municator on the desk, high-
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pitched with excitement. “Chief
—a call from Earth! It’s Master
Brand!”

Veliz flinched visibly. “Now
what a hornet’s nest you've
stirred up!” he said accusingly
to the Gamaliels. “You know who
he is, don’t you?”

“One of the Powers of Earth,”
Harry grunted. “Don’t keep him
waiting!”

The point went home. Veliz
closed his eyes convulsively and
whispered to Geza, “Put him
through to me.”

The screen lit. A long-faced
man with crisp dark hair and a
sharp, prying nose appeared in
it. He said without preamble, “I
need some data on Project Tan-
talus, especially on the Tantalan
itself. I've spoken with four sur-
vivors of Voidech’s original ex-
pedition, and I want to be
brought up to date on several
points.”

Veliz, overcome, gulped air and
nodded. He said faintly, “But
wouldn’t it be better to check the
machine-stored material we al-
ready—?”

“If I though it was better I'd
do it,” Brand snapped. “First—
Are you listening? Good! First,
I want to know the relative pro-
portions of your effort devoted to
the various aspects of your re-
search.”

Veliz struggled to organize
words coherently. He muttered,
“Well, we have about half the
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staff engaged on the study of the
gross-physical processes. We
watch—uh—breeding, and ultil-
ization of organic and inorganic
materials, and analyze the en-
tropic pattern of the whole of the
Tantalan’s activity. As you prob-
ably know, it’'s—very crudely—a
cross between mankind and the
ant, existing in about one and a
half million separate individual
organisms united by a telepathic
bond. It—uh—farms the lower
species, combats predators such
as the bearhounds, maintains
forests, irrigates, utilizes natural
rivers for that and for—uh—
breeding . . .”

“Come on!” Brand urged as
the words momentarily dried up.

ELIZ wiped his face. “Yes.

Well . .. The rest of the
staff is divided between adminis-
tration and maintenance on the
one hand—we have computer ca-
pacity of about five megabrains,
an enormous scanning system
covering nearly as much of the
planet as the Tantalan itself, and
naturally with a staff of eighty
we need—"

“I know that! What’s the ‘oth~
er hand’ you were going to refer
m?l!

“That’s the least fruitful area.
It’s our attempt to pin down the
telepathic force the Tantalan
emits to control its various—uh
—cells.”

“Expatiate on that.”

AMAZING STORIES



Again Veliz wiped his face.
“The Tantalan is physically ex-
tended on every biological level.
Even its breeding is external-
ized; it builds hellow mounds
with a water supply, pipes in
necessary nutriments, and brings
its—uh—ova to birth in exo-
wombs. Most of its sub-units are
mere biological mechanisms;
they don’t even eat, but have to
imbibe and store for digestion
specially secreted nutrient fluids.
They have quite complex nervous
systems, however, not quite at
the human level but close to it.
Uh—the physical basis of the
Tantalan’s personality seems to
reside in what we call ‘brain-
cells’, which are large, sluggish,
quadrupedal organisms generally
located at exowomb stations, pos-
sibly to ensure that the develop-
ing embryos are continually im-
pinged on by strong telepathic
emanations.”

“This situation has been sub-
stantially the same since Voidech
made the first study of Tantalus
—correct?”

Veliz nodded. He was begin-
ning to get over his first violent
apprehension. “Apart from two
newly-evolved subunit types, the
salamander and the grubber,
which seem to have been inadver-
tently suggested by us. Before
Voidech arrived the Tantalan
was unaware of the practical
uses of fire; now it breeds units
with a thick epidermis secreting
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a centinual flow of water, capable
of enduring temperature up to
five hundred degrees for periods
of almost an hour, and uses them
to make and maintain fires for
several purposes—baking clay
bricks, defense against bear-
hounds, and so on. And the grub-
bers are mole-like creatures, with
the aid of which the Tantalan is
investigating natural inorganic
resources. It needs a good many
trace elements, including some
net involved in terrestrial biol-
ogy, and before we arrived it had
no comeeption of getting these
from ores.”

“How do you communicate
with the Tantalan? It obviously
didn’t speak if it was telepathic
before we found it.”

“It’s sensitive to sound, though
its powers of discrimination are
lower than ours in that area, and
Voidech’s second expedition
brought some vodors here. The
Tantalan figured out their funec-
tion with little trouble, and now
has a vocabulary of some fifty or
gixty thousand words, including

"~ some extremely sophisticated ab-

stract concepts. Its intelligence
is generally estimated at equiva-
lent te 1IQ 160.”

“Does it have special vodor-
controlling talking units?”

“No—just some  modified
‘brain-eells’. We know where they
all are, and have permanent ra-
dio links with them.”

In the screen, Brand rubbed

71



his chin. “Let’s go back to the
matter of telepathy. I want to set-
tle a problem that’s bothering
me. Have we any proof that—
even though we’re incapable of
sensing the Tantalan’s emana-
tions—the corollary is also true?”

OR the first time since Brand

came on the communicator,
the Gamaliels showed signs of
interest in the conversation.
They exchanged glances with a
hint of worry.

Veliz took several seconds to
reach his answer. “Why—to be
honest, Master Brand, no, we
don’t know!”

“Then find out!” Brand in-
structed. “Somehow! Rig a pro-
gram which will allow you to de-
duce the answer. I need that in-
formation more urgently than
anything else.”

Harry got to his feet. “Lynette
and I will start on it at once!” he
promised, and they went out.

“Who was that whose voice I
head?” Brand demanded. The
Gamaliels had not been in range
of the pickup. Veliz explained
quickly.

“Excellent,” Brand comment-
ed. “Now: along what lines have
you been tackling this telepathy
problem?”

“Any that occurred to us,”
Veliz said hopelessly. “We’ve
brought hunchbacks here—like
the Gamaliels. We’ve brought
anyone who showed even limited
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signs of supra-rational talent,
with no success at all. Also we’ve
experimented with every type of
detector of all known fields of
force from gravity to—"

“All right, save that. You’ve
come to my next major question.
Why did you send for the Fulmar
instead of waiting for the next
scheduled ship?”

Veliz’s lower lip quivered. He
had been waiting for this.

“It was Caversham, Master
Brand!” His voice reeked of self-
excusal. “That man was insuffer-
able! He—"

“Did he refuse to co-operate in
your experiments?”

“We have no experiments for
such people. They're simply
brought here to be—uh—to be
exposed, like a photographie
plate to X-rays. We watch them
continually, of course, and an-
alyze their dreams, and set psy-
chological tests to reveal any
Tantalan-type reactions—but
this wasn’t the trouble with Cav-
ersham.” Veliz leaned closer to
the screen, trying to make his
tone forceful now. “That man’s a
saboteur, Master Brand. He
takes delight in only one thing:
undermining people’s confidence.
He mocks, he jeers, he insults
people, he gets on their nerves. I
could get fifty of my staff to tell
you the same thing. Naturally,
we couldn’t keep up with our
work; I judged Project Tantalus
too important to become a toy for
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one man who wasn’t even a
trained researcher, so I asked for
a ship to be diverted and take
him off.”

“And while the Fulmar was on
Tantalus, the passengers and
crew were also ‘exposed’, as you
put it, to the environment?”

“Yes, of course. If any single
human being is telepathically
sensitive, this is where we’ll find
out.”

“Did any of them require per-
suasion to come and be shown
around ?”

“Yes—one of them. I think she
was a Circle missionary. The
others were very eager. Tantalus,
after all, is a well-known planet,
and the home of the only known
non-human intelligence. Most
people are eager to see it.”

“The missionary eventually
came with the rest?”

“Certainly.”

“Right,” Brand grunted. “Link
this circuit inte your scanning
system. I want a guided tour of
Tantalus and the Tantalan. But
put someone unimportant on the
job, because from you I want the
answer to my question about the
Tantalan reading human minds.”

VIII

APTAIN Wong searched Cor-

nelius’ face for a clue to the
reason for what was happening,
but the administrator remained
inscrutable.

At length he sighed. “Very
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well. I can scarcely quarrel with
the Powers of Earth. The Ful-
mar is to remain in this orbit in-
definitely. Meantime we starve?”

Cornelius noted the rebellion
in the tone, but answered with
his customary urbanity. “All
necessary provisions for the com-
fort of yourself, your crew and
the passengers are in hand. Sup-
plies will be sent aboard shortly,
additional power will be fur-
nished—everything is being tak-
en care of.”

“Net quite,” Captain Wong
countered. “Are you not aware
that I've had to undergo anti-
Earth treatment?”

“Yes, we know.”
faced him, unblinking.

“And you’re insisting on this
roegardless ?”’

“I'm sorry.” For the first time
Cornelius showed signs of per-
turbation. “I’m only relaying you
a decision which I did not make.
And I’'m unable to give you the
grounds for it.”

“Very well. Will that be all?”
Wong made to cut the circuit,
but Cornelius raised a hand.

“One more thing. During the
next few hours there will be
noises and probably some hard
radiation at the skin of your
ship. We are installing sensors
and scanners. I have to warn you
about this in case your passen-
gers are alarmed. Inform them
that there is nothing to be scared
of.”

Cornelius
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“It would take a more con-
vincing actor than me to per-
suade them not to be frightened,”
Wong said stonily. “What are the
sensors and scanners for—may 1
know ?”’

“You may assume that they
fulfill their usual purposes,” Cor-
nelius retorted. “Now I must
break off. I'll be in touch again
when Master Brand is ready to
interview the personnel.”

The screen blanked. Wong
looked from it along the banked
instruments of the control cabin,
towards the viewport, and closed
his eyes. The viewport was
aligned away from Earth. But
the parent planet was there none-
theless. Watching him.

» * *

“Caversham!” said Tanya vi-
ciously.

All heads turned. Except Relly,
who had departed to his cabin
muttering something vague
about trying to replan his calcu-
lations to bring them within the
capacity of the ship’s own com-
puters, the passengers had drift-
ed to the bar, one by one, to get
away from the looming bulk of
Earth beyond the viewport in the
observation saloon. The viewport
had been closed on Captain
Wong’s disereet suggestion, but
there was still the knowledge of
the planet’s presence, and it made
the bar preferable.

Even Sister Dorecas, recovered
from her fit of hysteria, had

74

slunk in to join the rest, and now
sat timidly in a corner, her
white, pinched face set in a dis-
approving expression.

Caversham, who was relaxing
in a deep chair with a stein of
beer, moved last in response to
the mention of his name. He did
not speak his answer—merely
cocked an eyebrow.

“What makes you tick?” Tan-
ya demanded. “If you tick at
all!”

“If you listen carefully, you’ll
hear me,” Caversham said. “Why
do you want to know?”

As always, the level, faintly
mocking voice rasped Tanya’s
nerves. She jerked forward on
her own seat. “You were saying
some nasty things about us and
machines a little while ago—re-
member? But you are a ma-
chine.”

Nia Welk/Florens glanced, be-
wildered, from Tanya to Caver-
sham and back.

“Do go om,” Caversham in-
vited.

“Well . . .” Tanya clutched at
the air with one hand. “Can’t
you show some reaction to this
crazy mess? Aren’t you affected
at all by being locked up in a
space-going jailhouse by some
anonymous authoritarian dicta-
tor?”

“You mean I'm not in a state
of panic,” Caversham suggested.
“And that worries you? I don’t
see why. According to Waters”—
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he gestured towards the commu-
nications engineers, who sat fac-
ing him—*“we’re here by direct
order of one of the Powers of
Earth, and no slick buzzing ma-
chine is going to overrule him
and let us go. So we have to wait
it out. And if we have to wait, we
might as well do so calmly, like
civilized people.”

“Civilized !” That was Florens,
almost jumping to his feet with
fury. “From you that’s hilarious!
You’re the most foul-mouthed
person I ever met—you look like
a hairy savage, what’'s more!”

“I don’t mind looking like a
human being,” Caversham mur-
mured. “Most people prefer to
look as much like a sterile ma-
chine as possible. Maybe we
should try building machines
with follicles on their cases, and
restore the correct priority.” He
emptied his stein of beer in a sin-
gle huge swallow and set it aside.
“I resent your remarks, candid-
ly. I didn’t think it civilized of
you to raise a fist to me.”

“Why don’t you shut up, all of
you?”’ Hazel Graubart snapped.
“It’s hard enough to keep calm
anyway, without your continual
wrangling !”

“I agree!” Unexpectedly, Sis-
ter Dorcas spoke up from her iso-
lated corner, her back very
straight, her hands folded in her
black lap. “Sister Tanya, please
don’t object to our brother re-
maining calm. It's our duty to
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remain calm and controlled in the
face of adversity.”

“Well!” Tanya sneered. “An
ally for you, Caversham!”

AVERSHAM eyed her briefly

before rounding on Sister
Dorcas. “What became of your
duty, then, when you came moan-
ing into the observation saloon?
Did you think your old chum
God had let you down?”

Sister Dorcas’s cheeks flushed
scarlet. She said, “Brother, I—"

“There’s no insanity in my
family,” Caversham cut in. “I
don’t want your brotherhood, or
any other relationship with you,
come to that.”

He paused, turning his bright
eyes fiercely on Tanya. “Or you,
incidentally !’

Florens slapped his thigh.
“The most foul-mouthed person
I ever met! Do you insult every
woman you meet—out of habit?”’

“Those that deserve it,” Caver-
sham grunted.

“Brother!” Sister Dorcas, iry-
ing to regain the attention of the
others, had got to her feet. “It’s
not fair, it’s not fair! Because
I’'m a weak vessel, that’s no rea-
son to blaspheme. I confess free-
ly, I suffered a lapse of faith—
but the moment 1 realized it, I
prayed for strength and it came
to me.”

“Out of an automatic therapy
kit,” Caversham said. “From a
machine. The same place as all
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these other dehumanized puppets
look for their God.”

“Now look here, Caversham,”
Waters exclaimed, also rising
and coming to stand beside Sis-
ter Dorcas. “I know something
about propaganda techniques—
it’s in my field. And I can see
how you’re deliberately setting
out to foment disagreement
among us, even if the non-spe-
cialists can’t. Stop it! We're go-
ing through a trying enough
time as it is.”

Caversham looked him up and
down with insulting thorough-
ness. “Check me if I'm wrong,
Waters. I was sitting here saying
nothing, quietly drinking a stein
of beer, and I was spoken to in an
aggressive fashion—right? I in-
quired if I was annoying Tanya
by keeping calm—right? Appar-
ently I was. So if I keep quiet I
annoy Tanya and if I speak my
mind I annoy you!”

Waters put out a feeble hand.
“Now just a—!”

“It seems the only course open
to me is my usual one.” Caver-
sham scrambled out of his chair.
“And that’s to please myself, not
bothering about idiots who make
themselves over in the image of
their machines!”

“If you're leaving,” Tanya
called, “hurry up! It’ll give us a
welcome chance to recharge our
accumulators.”

“Do you think that’s funny?”
Caversham inquired.
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There was suddenly some qual-
ity in his voice which imposed
silence. It wasn’t menace. It
could scarcely be eagerness for
an answer. Yet all his hearers
had to accept that his question
was serious.

His eyes bored into Tanya’s.
Seconds crept by.

“Well? I'm waiting.”

Defensively, she shrugged.
“You said we’re behaving like
machines. Not very original. I'd
said the same about you. It's a
subject I don’t think worth pur-
suing, anyway.”

“You wouldn’t, I guess. But—
look!” He shot out his hand and
caught Tanya’s wrist. The ends
of her fingers gleamed mirror-
bright with chrome nail-cosmet-
ic. “These are your terminals,
aren’t they? You plug them into
a socket when you recharge your
accumulators!”

Frightened, she snatched her
hand free. “I—I don’t see what
you mean!”

“Of course not. You're long
past the point of no return. And
so are men who go for women
like you—warm machines, offer-
ing automatic sexual therapy
with shiny chrome plating and
slick colorful plastic trim. Your
nails reflect your mind. You don’t
paint them a vital color—blood-
red, or leaf-green, something as-
sociated with living creatures.
You choose polished metal. Name
of disaster, you said you have a
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block against medication, and
that means a block against help-
ing a fellow-human in distress.
If you were a machine, probably
you could have feelings built into
you. But you’re a woman—you
ought to have them from birth.”

LORENS had drawn his in-
visible mantle of pomposity
close around him. Wearing it, he
advanced to confront Caversham.
“We’ve had enough of your in-
sufferable behavior,” he declared.
“You’re taking cruel advantage
of the predicament we're in to
use us as a captive audience for
your crackpot views. You’re an
obsessional neurotic, and what
you need is remedial therapy!”
“Are you talking to me, or Sis-
ter Dorcas?” Caversham asked
sweetly. “She’s the one who
makes a profession of proselytiz-
ing in the name of Jesus the
Time Traveller. Take a look at
the others aboard this ship: a
captain and crew who are by defi-
nition controlled psychotics—
Tanya, who is nymphomaniac and
grows restless for want of a new
man after this brief voyage—
Relly, who can hardly put two
sentences together because he
thinks like a computer—Waters,
who left your own home world
because of his racialist views—"
“Shut up!” Waters moved to-
wards him, fists folding.
Unperturbed, Caversham
stared him down, his level words
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continuing without a break.
‘“Your mistress, Florens, who is
so silent and colorless as barely
to qualify for human status—
yourself, Florens, so conditioned
by the lack of inches that you
can’t face this crucial visit to
Earth in the company of anyone
with a more vivid personality—"

“Shut up!” Unable to bear the
prospect of him adding her to his
list of definitions, Hazel Grau-
bart shouted at him.

“I was coming to you! Sequoia
is the pleasantest and most satis-
factorily developed of the out-
worlds, and you're a refugee
from it, or rather from your own
masochistic needs. Which makes
me_”

“If you don’t shut up, I'll kill
you,” Tanya said between white
lips.

“I was going to say,” Caver-
sham barked, “that that makes
me, as a mere ‘obsessional neu-
rotic’, by far the sanest person
here!”

He stamped out.

" The tension broke with the
slamming of the door. They
moved randomly, as though to
prove to themselves that they
still could, having temporarily
forgotten how while Caversham’s
tirade hypnotized them. They
said, equally at random, things
like, “What an awful man! Hairy
savage is right!”

Tanya looked at Florens spec-
ulatively. He had at least made
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some effort to stand up to Caver-
sham, whereas Waters, who had
at first appeared the most capa-
ble of the men here, had needed a
lead to provoke him into the same
action.

She looked at Florens’ mis-
tress. Yes, there for once Caver-
sham was probably right; she
was much too colorless to cause
any trouble. Without making the
gesture obvious, she lowered the
front of her lounging suit a little
on her bosom, and went to com-
pliment Florens on what he had
said.

A few minutes, and the door
slid aside. The crew was there.

“A  message from Master
Brand,” she said. “You are re-
quested to present yourselves in
turn at the entrance to the con-
trol section for personal inter-
views with him over a sound and
vision link.”

“What’s this in aid of ?” Flor-
ens snapped; Tanya’s compli-
ments had been skilfully turned,
he was feeling twice his size.

“Does it matter ?”” Hazel Grau-
bart countered. “Here’s a chance
to say what we think of the way
we’re being treated, and not even
the Powers of Earth are going to
stop me from speaking my
mind!” :

IX

IS there anything further you
want me to arrange as a re-
sult of your inquiries on Tanta-
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lus, Master Brand?” Cornelius
was becoming haggard under the
strain of intercepting all the
complaints and queries being
shot at Brand from parties in-
terested in the delay to the Ful-
mar.

“I didn’t learn anything sig-
nificant out there,” Brand grunt-
ed. “Bar one thing—an obvious
line of research has been being
neglected for forty years. And
there’s nothing we can do to cure
that from the Earthside end. Is
everything ready aboard the ship
now?”

“Yes, completely.” Cornelius
indicated a man standing shyly
to one side of and a little behind
him. “This is Leading Engineer
Gropius, who’s been supervising
the work.”

Brand invited the man to speak
with a jerk of his head.

“We've converted one of the
forward power compartments to
serve as an interview chamber,”
the engineer said, the words com-
ing quickly as though under high
pressure. “Apart from the com-
munications equipment, all of
which is continually monitored
by data-analysis machines and
will signal any departure from a
standard reaction pattern, there
are scanners and sensors which
will study the mental processes
of the subjects, their metabolism
on every level, the very chemical
constitution of their bones. The
slightest anomaly should be re-
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vealed at once. We're already
monitoring the effluents from the
ship—sewage, used air, and so
forth—Ilooking for abnormal com-
pounds.”
“Without success,” Brand sug-
gested. It wasn’t a question.
“I’m afraid that’s so,” Gropius
muttered.
“Well, we can try it, I guess,”
Brand said, stretching his arms
- to fullest extent and working his
back muscles to ease the stiffness
of long sitting. “But unfortu-
nately the only unique emana-
tion of the Tantalan is one that’s
defied our best minds for forty-
odd years. I'm not expecting
miracles.”
SN S
“That’s Hazel Graubart,” mur-
mured the remembrancer. “The
record shows her reaction to the
news that you were to interview
the passengers: quote, ‘Here’s a
chance to say what we think of
the way we’re being treated, and
not even the Powers of Earth are
going to stop me from speaking
my mind.” On which she insisted
that she be the first subject.”
Brand studied the sullen face
in the screen. Those ten years of
privation—self-imposed—on Se-
quoia had left their traces around
the woman’s mouth and eyes.
She looked older than her years.
At present she was displaying
impatience; the circuit had only
been closed in one direction, and
she could not yet see Brand.
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“Anomalies?” Brand asked
Gropius.

“Yes! Since she entered the
cabin, we’ve detected very faint
traces of a non-human aromatie
compound in the ventilation sys-
tem. It’s strongest near her
mouth.”

Brand started forward in his
chair with an oath, only to be
overtaken by a frantic apology.
“Sorry, Master Brand! A check
identifies it as the smell of a Se-
quoian poverty-level foodstuff,
intensity consistent with intake
seven days ago. The name reads
‘garlic’.”

“Next time, make the check
before you tell me,” Brand re-
quested sourly. “All right, let
her see me.”

As he had anticipated, the ap-
pearance of his image in the
screen facing Hazel Graubart
took the force out of her intended
tirade; the Powers of Earth, after
all, had some status. It was in a
comparatively timid voice that
she inquired, “Are—are you Mas-
ter Brand? Is it you who's or-
dered us shut up in this ship?”

“That’s right,” Brand said
curtly.

“Well, I think its disgraceful!
It’s an infringement of personal
rights!”

“Yes,” Brand said.

“I demand to be allowed to land
on Earth! I’m Earthborn, I have
every right to return to my own
home!”
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“Yes,” Brand repeated. “If
you’ll let me get a word in edge-
wise, you may be able to get
home sooner rather than later.
Do you know why the Fulmar is
being held ?”

“Well—Waters said . . .” She
put her hand to her mouth, as
though afraid of saying some-
thing she should keep to herself.

“I know about Waters tapping
the subspace circuits,” said
Brand wearily. “He won’t man-
age it again—we're operating
under maximum security now. In
any case, he didn’t say anything
except that it was being done on
my orders. What, in your view,
was the reason for those orders?”

“I—don’t know.”

“You think it’s being done
without reason?”

“No, I— Oh!” A light dawned
on the lined face. A look of sup-
pressed fury succeeded the reve-
lation. “Unless those louts at Se-
quoia have sent some lying non-
sense through to you about what
they’re doing out there! I didn’t
make any secret of it when I told
them what I'd say when I got
home—the criminal, filthy, im-
moral way they run their planet,
and the lies they tell to dupe peo-
ple like me into going to join
their colony!”

“So we'’re holding up the Ful-
mar, with everyone aboard, to
stop you publishing the truth
about Sequoia—correct?”

Her breath was coming in la-
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boured pants now. She had sat
forward in her chair. “If that’s
it, I tell you now—it won’t work!
I sweated ten mortal years out
there to buy out of the contract I
was conned into signing, and an-
other few days won’t break me,
even- with that miserable Caver-
sham to keep me company!”

LORENS took his place with

'the dignity appropriate to one
undertaking the first delicate un-
official diplomatic mission to
Earth after more than a century
of strained relations between the
parent world and Valhalla. He
wore a formal executive’'s cos-
tume of rust-brown and grey,
and an expression like a carved
mask.

“I neither know nor care why
you’ve arbitrarily imprisoned us
aboard the ship!” he barked in
reply to Brand’s question. “What
I do know is this: unless I'm re-
leased forthwith, I shall stay on
Earth precisely long enough
when I do get down to locate a
Valhalla-bound ship and book my
passage home! I was under the
mistaken impression that the ar-
rogance which led us to sever
contact with your government
was a thing of the past, and I've
worked for decades in my party
and in the government of Val.
halla to bring about a rapproche-
ment. We don’t approve of tyran-
nical, dictatorial, authoritarian
behavior, whether by one planet
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towards another or by one indi-
vidual to another—no matter if
he calls himself a Power of Earth
or not!”

All this was true, and the ef-
fect on Earth-Valhalla relations
was the worst aspect of this bus-
iness. Brand said-mildly, hoping
that Florens was accessible to
reason, “I’'m sure you’ll agree
that this action must have been
taken with good cause.”

“Whatever the reason, it does

not concern me or my planet,” .

Florens shrugged. “This is an

Earth-owned vessel, which legal-

ly makes it part of Earth. I de-
mand the exercise of the tradi-
tional diplomatic privileges for
myself and my wife.”

“We genuinely regret the in-
convenience, and I assure you
that you’ll admit its necessity
when we’re able to reveal the
grounds for the delay. Mean-
time, every comfort possible—"

“No comfort in the galaxy,”
Florens said viciously, “could
compensate for having to stom-
ach some of the people we’re
penned up with—in .particular,
that hairy savage who calls him-
self Caversham!”

TA Welk/Florens sat in the

chair so as to make herself
as small as possible, her round
face pale, her hands close togeth-
er in her lap.

“Yes, I suppose there must be

a good reason,” she agreed in re-

ENIGMA FROM TANTALUS

sponse to Brand’s question. “I
mean, my—my husband has ex-
plained to me that the trouble
between Valhalla and Earth wasa
long time ago, and things have
changed, and all the things we
get taught in school are out of
date . . . But I don’t see how
the trouble—whatever it is—can
concern us.”

“Your husband”—Brand was
careful with the word—*“is still
of his original opinion, then?”

“Oh yes, I'm surc he is!” She
looked at the screen with big
anxious eyes. “Of course, he may
have said something to you
which makes it seem as if he
. . . But right now he’s upset,
naturally. Who wouldn’t be? Just
being delayed isn’t so bad—it’s
been a century since the trouble
between our planets, and a few
days won’t make much difference
now. But having to contend with
the other people in the ship is
very wearing. This reporter per-
son— Tanya Hesit — is bad
enough, man-hungry the way she
is. And then there’s Waters, who
has these insulting views—but
Caversham is absolutely awful!”

“I’'m beginning to be very in-
terested in Caversham,” Brand
murmured. “I look forward to
his turn in the interview room.
Any anomalies so far, Gropius?”

“Not yet. We caught some-
thing from Florens, but it was a
tranquillizing compound he’d tak-
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en before talking to you. And his
wife wears a perfume we're try-
ing to identify. I think it’ll check
out as a common Valhallan sub-
stance.”

“Hmmm . . . All right. Re-
membrancer, who’s next?”

Tanya Hesit had accepted a
position lower on the list than
she would have liked because she
needed time to prepare for this
encounter. She had dressed and
made up with the utmost care;
in her experience, men who held
Caversham’s views were an-
achronisms, and the vast major-
ity of the male sex—up to and
including Powers of Earth—were
susceptible to contemporary
glamor. She had a figure which
was overhauled by highly-paid
specialists every time there was a
swing in masculine taste, and
she had packaged it in a skimpy
suit of the dark red which suited
her best of all colors; she had
plated her nails with gold, gilded
her hair so that it gleamed like a
coronet, and traced her surface
veins with indigo-blue. Caver-
sham would probably have said
that this was another attempt to
imitate a machine, by decorating
the skin with printed circuity—
but damn Caversham! She had
no need to take notice of his
opinion!

“I have several hypotheses
about the reason for our being
jailed in the ship,” she found
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herself saying when the inter-
view was well along; Brand had
skilfully parried all her jabs at
his masculinity, and rather than
continue on a route to sure de-
feat against so practised an op-
ponent she had reverted to her
other specialty. “But like all my
opinions, they’re contracted to
Sensiservice—who will get them
in full measure the moment I'm
allowed to land.”

“A certain Pigoyan from Sen-
siservice has been bothering me,”
Brand murmured. “His theory
would appear to be that I have
been bought by one of your rivals
to frustrate some scandalous rev-
elations you're eager to spring on
us.”

“Are you implying that my
travelogues are mere scandalous
—uh—7?” Tanya was lost for the
right word to conclude the sen-
tence. “I’l be delighted to disil-
lusion you.”

“I’ve taken some of your pro-
ductions,” Brand told her.

“Well!” Involuntarily flat-
tered, Tanya had to preen. “I
didn’t realize I had such a dis-
tinguished audience.”

“Skip the mock-modesty. In
them, I've never found more than
a core of publicly available in-
formation disguised with a
whipped-cream dressing of sen-
sationalism.”

“Name of disaster!” Tanya
sat bolt upright. “Now see here!
I enjoy a very high standing in
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my field, and I've achieved it by
my thorough personal research,
my persistence, my individual
style—"

“Splendid. Since your produc-
tions are inimitable, no one is
likely to scoop you in a few days,
and Pigoyan is denigrating you
unnecessarily by implying that
somebody can. Why are you so
eager to be landed, then? I'd
have thought it would delight
you to be at the heart of an inci-
dent like this—after all, what-
ever you may think of the rea-
sons for it, one thing’s plain: it’s
important if it involves me.”

The mask of glamor dropped
from her face, and he had a
glimpse of something feral be-
hind it. Her voice, too, had a
wild-beast quality as she almost
hissed, “I want out of this ship
because my nerves won’t stand
that insufferable bastard Caver-
sham! I'm going to make him
sorry for what he’s said! I'm go-
ing to make him eat those words
when Iget to Earth!”

“I imagine,” Brand murmured
to no one in particular, “that
Caversham will appear last, on
principle—may even refuse to
appear at all. A shame. I grow
distinctly more eager to make
this man’s acquaintance with ev-
ery new datum I get.”

Shoefee came in; Brand had
seen little of him in the past few
hours, as he had been clearing
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some local traffic problem due to
the Fulmar’s presence in orbit.
“Master Brand! I have an urgent
message about the captain and
crew of the Fulmar. The strain
is getting severe, especially on
Wong.”

“I'm being as quick as I can,”
sighed Brand. “Next!”

X

HERE was something defen-

sive in Waters’s manner when
he took his place in the interview
room. It lasted only a moment,
however, past the point at which
he saw Brand on the screen and
noted his physical makeup. He
relaxed visibly.

Looking for a superman,
Brand told himself. Seeing me as
I am, he can retreat to his usual
position of superiority.

“No, I have no idea why we're
being held,” the red-haired man
said. “I would have, if I'd had
the sense to keep my knowledge
of the messages passing between
here and Earth to myself.”

Only he had preferred to im-
press his companions by blurting
out his information, Brand
glossed. He refrained from point-
ing out that they would have dis-
covered someone was eavesdrop-
ping the moment they installed
their scanners—nothing that
happened within the Fulmar was
overlooked by the inquisitive de-
vices now. He waited for Waters
to finish,
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“Not that it makes any odds
to me,” Waters pursued. “I was
thrown off Valhalla, although my
work was perfectly satisfactory,
so I wouldn’t expect to be back
on Earth for some time yet in
the normel run of events. I might
almost-say I was enjoying this—
it’s a pleasure to see that pomp-
ous little Florens squirming.”

“Almost?” Brand prompted.

“But for Caversham, I'm cer-
tain I would enjoy it.” Waters’s
face darkened. “The cocksure up-
start!”

“Born sneering!” Brand mut-
tered as Waters’s image dis-
solved. “Gropius, any anomalies
yet?”

“The Hesit woman had loaded
herself with aphrodisiac per-
fumes,” Gropius replied. “I don’t
know whether she thought there
was a scent attachment on the
communicator or whether it was
just force of habit. By contrast,
Waters emits virtually no odors of
any kind; his skin is coated with
an odor-suppressor.”

“Nothing else?”

“No. Chemically, everyone so
far has checked out human with-
out qualification.”

Beloved Sister Dorcas gave no
reply at all when Brand first
asked his question. It took con-
siderable urging to pry her opin-
ion from her; when it came, it
was so much more egoistical
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even than Hazel Graubart’s that
Brand was shaken.

“I would not presume to ques-
tion the ways of the Almighty,”
she said with a sanctimonious
twitch of her mouth. “I hope—
hope, only—that it is a trial of
my faith, and that I shall emerge
from it better armored against
the immorality of infidel Earth,
to which I have been called as a
light in spiritual darkness.”

When Brand recovered his
breath, he inquired with decep-
tive sweetness, ‘“May one know
how your faith is being tried,
Sister Dorcas?”

“What a pleasure to encounter
someone with a due sense of the
proprieties!” she said. “Really,
the situation here is—"

“Yes, yes,” Brand cut in hast-
ily. “You were about to say?”

“Why—everything is a trial to
me: the behavior of my compan-
ions is postively indecent! Tanya
Hesit, whom I have to force my-
self to call ‘Sister Tanya’ al-
though I know all mankind
should live in brotherly love to-
gether—she wears red, not un-
suited to a Scarlet Woman—"

“Anything in particular?”

“Oh, the deliberate blasphemy
of that unholy Caversham—
whom I will not call ‘Brother’, not
after he’s shown himself in the
colors of evil!”

“Anomaly, Master Brand,”
Gropius reported.
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“For the missionary ? She’s the
last I"d have imagined the Tan-
talan might—Oh: what kind of
anomaly ?”’ ;

“Absence of gonads, and in
fact the whole reproductive sys-
tem. Her hormones are as you
might say neuter.”

“Hmmm . . . Look into it
anyway, but I think you’ll find
all female Circle missionaries are
that way; they’re tectogenetical-
ly altered to keep them—ah—free
from the sins of the flesh.”

ELLY maintained an air of

dogged determination de-
spite the uncertainty which he
always displayed in the company
of strangers—Powers of Earth or
not.

“No, and I fail to see how it
can concern me,” was his reply
to Brand’s routine question. “If
the captivity of several people
aboard a ecramped and uncomfor-
table starship in orbit is deemed
necessary by the Powers of
Earth, I'm not going to quarrel
with that decision. But I must
insist on being given access to
adequate computing capacity. I
came here at great personal in-
convenience to carry out impor-
tant pure research at the Founda-
tion of Advanced Mathematics,
and I’'m wasting my time and
getting very frustrated with
nothing but a portable calculator
to handle my work—absolutely
useless for such a task.”
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Brand hesitated. It would be
quite simple to hitch the commu-
nicator in Relly’s cabin to a sub-
space circuit and then connect up
to an Earthside computer. And
the Foundation of Advanced
Math was an organization for
which he had much respect; he
preferred not to upset its mem-
bers.

But—no. What the Tantalan
might gain by copying Relly was
enigmatic, but there were un-
weighable risks in letting any of
the passengers use an Earthside
computer.

“I'll look into the possibili-
ties,” he prevaricated. “I’'m
grateful, I must say, for the
calm fashion in which you’re ac-
cepting the necessity for this de-
lay. Is anything else—apart from
the delay itself—troubling you?”

Relly looked thoughtful, as if
the question had not occurred to
him. At length he said, “No, I
don’t believe so. I keep to my
cabin much of the time, natural-
ly, and this enables me to avoid
the man who does disturb me:
Caversham.”

“So Caversham has managed
to annoy everyone else aboard,
except the captain and crew,”
Brand mused aloud to Cornelius.
“And new, finally, we come down
to him.”

“On the surface, he’s the prime
suspect,” Cornelius suggested.

“Qh, certainly ! He was on Tan-
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talus for—I forget how long, but
a very long time compared with
any of the others, and it’s far
more probable that the Tantalan
chose to replicate a subject it
could study at length rather than
one it picked at random from a
group only staying a day on the
planet. But he seems deliberately
to be making himself stand out,
which militates against the fac-
ile assumption . . . Look, while
I'm talking to him, go through
to Veliz again, will you? I want
to know what steps they’re tak-
ing to establish whether the Tan-
talan is or is not sensitive to hu-
man thoughts.”

FTER all he had heard, both
from the passengers and
from Veliz, Brand had expected
to find Caversham deliberately
aggressive and loud-mouthed. If
the image which had gone up on
the screen had shown the man
naked, standing on his head and
yodelling an obscene song, he
would not have been surprised.
Instead, Caversham appeared
formally attired, promptly at the
moment requested, and faced his
inquisitor with a cheerful smile.
Brand took a moment out to
consider this, and Caversham’s
smile broadened to a grin.
“Don’t tell me, Master Brand
—Ilet me back a hunch. I'd say
that after talking to everyone
else here with me, you expected
me to refuse to talk to you, to
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slouch unmannerly in the chair
if I did turn up, and to mutter
dark anarchical insults about the
Powers of Earth.”

In spite of himself, Brand felt
a smile come to his face match-
ing the other’s. He said, “Are
you a hunchback? I was under
the impression you were suspect-
ed of some other more recherche
talent.”

“l wish I was a hunchback,”
Caversham said. “I’ve just come
off Tantalus, as you know, and
the nicest people I met there—
the only nice people—were
the hunchbacks, like Harry Ga-
maliel. But it doesn’t take a
supra-rational talent to figure
out something as simple as the
guess I just made. I—well, I like
to regard myself as a person who
hasn’t resigned his critical facul-
ties to a machine the way most
human beings seem to have done,
And I'm very glad to meet you,
by the way, Master Brand. You—
let’s face it—are among the few
members of the species who have
kept machines in their rightful
place, as tools and servants.”

Brand sensed the danger of
being lulled into too-ready ac-
ceptance of this man—the prime
suspect, as he reminded himself
—by flattery which was particu-
larly sweet to his ears. He said,
“Clearly, you class yourself above
your companions in the Ful-
mar!”

Caversham shrugged. “Only
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insofar as they’ve handed over
part of the individual’s born re-
sponsibility to eomputers and
such. Not the way Waters makes
out he’s superior—may I be pre-
served from that!”

“But you don’t object to needl-
ing them for amusement, even
when you know the atmosphere
is getting claustrophobic and po-
tentially explosive.”

“I never stop needling people,”
Caversham admitted. “I’m sorry
—this is a bad situation in which
to indulge the habit. But I resent
your saying I do it for amuse-
ment. I do it to see if I can jolt
them out of their mechanical-doll
routines.”

“Do you belong to some phile-
sophical persuasion which en-
joins this?”

“My own. And I don’t proselyt-
ize. I'm an individual, not a fol-
lower of a school.” Caversham
chuckled, as though the state-
ment had some private associa-
tion for him.

“I see. Well...” Brand
rubbed his chin. “Since you have
this faculty for accurate guess-
ing, even though you don’t claim
to be a hunchback, may I know
what you think is the reason why
the Fulmar is being detained?”

“That seems pretty simple to
me, toe,” Caversham grunted.
“Apart from one thing, this voy-
age has been a routine one. The
most likely reason for our at-
tracting such distinguished at-
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tention on reaching Earth is the
anomalous feature—I'm a great
one for anomalies, by the way.
You might say I collect them,
and when I can’t do that I make
my own.”

“Please: stick to the point.”
Brand felt an itch of premonition
in the top of his brain.

“The diversion to Tantalus to
take me off,” Caversham said.
“That must have something to do
with it.”

Brand tried not to frown. He
said, “Can you suggest in what
way it’s connected ?”

“No, I can’t. Or rather, I could
make so many guesses it seems
ridiculous.”

“Go on.”

“Are you serious?” Caver-
sham cocked a bushy eyebrow.
“Name of disaster, I see you are!
Okay. Picking the highest proba-
bilities, then—" He raised his
hand and began to count off
points on his fingers.

“The one thing special about
this voyage: the visit to Tanta-
lus. The one thing special about
Tantalus: the Tantalan itself.
The thing most special about the
Tantalan: its power of telepathy
or whatever it may be. The thing
most special about the telepathy:
the fact that no human technique
suffices to detect it.”

“What do you deduce from all
this?”” Despite his best efforts to
control it, Brand heard his voice
shaking.
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“Hmmm . . .” Caversham
combed at his beard with his fin-
gers. “Possibly that the Fulmar
might contain—might be—some
sort of telepathic amplifier to re-
lay information about Earth to
the Tantalan. .. ?” His tone
was dubious. “No, that sounds
unconvincing, somehow. Not the
ship, then: one of the people
aboard the ship, because the Tan-
talan was entirely operating on
the organic level before it started
mining metals and using fire aft-
er contact with humans.”

His jaw dropped in almost a
parody of astonishment.

“Me?”

Brand gave a harsh, foreced

laugh. “Fascinating, I must say!
I hope you don’t share this de-
lightful theory with any of your
companions—I can imagine it
having disastrous effects on, say,
Sister Dorcas. Very well, that
will be all. Thank you.”

He was sweating when he
broke the circuit. Almost plead-
ing with his eyes, he asked a
mute question of Gropius.

“No anomalies,” the engineer
muttered. “Chemically he’s com-
pletely human, and there’s noth-
ing in his brainwaves or any-
where else that departs signifi-
cantly from the average run of
the race.”

Brand sat silent. For the very
first time he was completely
aware of the cleft stick in which
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not only he, but the whole of his
species, had suddenly been
placed.

XI

S the days slipped by, the

pattern of events had fallen
into a routine. There were only
recombinations of the same fun-
damentals: negative reports
from the sensors and scanners,
via Gropius; reports of com-
plaints from outside parties, via
Cornelius and Shofee according
to whether they concerned the
passengers or the crew and the
nuisance to local spaceflight the
Fulmar represented; and a nev-
er-ending succession of failures
in their attempts to isolate an
imitation from the real human
beings aboard the ship. Every-
thing it occurred to them to try
failed—physical tests, psychlogi-
cal tests, a clock-around watch
on each person, looking for pe-
culiar actions . . .

There’s 'likely to be wviolence
some time, thought Brand. Pas-
stve acceptance of constrioting
circumstances isn’t part of our
modern mentality. We signal for
a machine, and the circum-
stanees change.

Even Caversham, so self-pos-
sessed, was showing the strain.

“Veliz is asking for you,” Cor-
nelius said. “Shall I put him on?”

“Go ahead,” Brand sighed. The
absurdity of their predicament
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was leaving its traces on his own
features, he was sure; he could
no longer present to Veliz the
same confident mask of assur-
ance as he had formerly done.
But he made an effort to appear
calm, at least, as the chief of
Project Tantalus came on the
screen.

“We have definite confirmation
of the creation of a facsimile,
Master Brand,” Veliz said. He
was extremely pale, and had to
pause and swallow after getting
out that doom-laden opening
statement. “I’'m sorry it took so
long, but we had to operate with-
in the limits of the pattern of
confusion we’re using to reduce
the chance of the Tantalan find-
ing out that we know.”

“Are you still doing that?”
Brand demanded. “Why?”

Veliz was taken aback. He
stammered something incoher-
ent.

“Name of disaster!” Brand
clapped his hand to his forehead.
“What’s the point? How could
the Tantalan not know that we
know? The whole underlying as-
sumption is that its telepathic
powers are usable over interstel-
lar distances—this is the taken-
for-granted purpose of it putting
part of itself aboard the Fulmar!
So, the moment we held the ship
up, the Tantalan must have real-
ized we were at least suspicious,
and all further attempts to con-
fuse it were futile.”
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“I—" Veliz gave another con-
vulsive swallow. “I don’t know
how we came to overlook this,
Master Brand. I'm terribly sorry.
But Harry Gamaliel was so insist-
ent about . ..”

Brand filed, for reference in a
few moments, an obvious deduc-
tion from all this. Aloud he said,
“All right, go on.”

“Well . . . We worked back
through more than a year’s
stored data. We stumbled on
clues which were individually be-
low the attention threshold of
our routine anomaly-scans, but
which form a disturbing pattern
when brought together. Uh—you
know about Vivaldi, don’t you?”

“He died on Tantalus, of some
local disease. The Tantalan had
requested a human body for
study, and on his death-bed Vi-
valdi authorized that his be giv-
en to it. Yes?”

“Well—" Veliz was looking
dreadfully unhappy. “We later
found all sorts of human-biologi-
cal compounds in various efflu-
ents, and marked them as the
consequence of the Tantalan an-
alyzing and examining Vivaldi’s
corpse. I'm afraid this wasn’t
correct. Vivaldi’s corpse exists in
at least two facsimiles as well as
the original—we’ve located them
—and this seems absolutely con-
clusive.”

It did. Brand felt a surge of re-
lief. At least the original hunch
had been correct; they hadn’t
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spent all this time on a false
hypothesis. That, though,
brought him back to the point he
had filed for temporary consider-
ation.

“The Gamaliels were going to
work out a test to establish
whether the Tantalan is sensi-
tive to our thoughts even if we
can’t detect its. Progress?”

“We have some suggestive re-
sults. But if the Tantalan’s unit
aboard the Fulmar is in contact
with the rest of the complex, this
would explain it equally well.
I'm sending the full details
through in machine transcrip-
tion for analysis by your more
adequate computers.”

Brand rubbed his chin. “So!
That leaves us with a very lim-
ited range of alternatives, doesn’t
it? Which is ridiculous, when you
consider that we are more ad-
vanced, more powerful, more nu-
merous, more of almost every-
thing than the Tantalan!” He
raised fingers to count alterna-
tives. “I could simply arrange
for the Fulmar to be destroyed.
This is an incredibly crude way
of solving the problem, apart
from being murder. Discard
that.” A second finger up. “Mar-
ginally less erudely, I could come
into the open and threaten the
Tantalan directly.”

“I’'m sorry,” Veliz said thinly
but determinedly. “You couldn’t.
Not in any way that would—uh
—persuade it.”
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“Why not?” Brand sounded
faintly surprised. “In the ulti-
mate resort we could exterminate
the creature—not, you under-
stand, that I’m considering the
idea. But we could.”

“The Tantalan’s one absolute
difference from human intelli-
gence is that it has no concept of
personal  death,” Veliz pointed
out. “Its only reflexive response
to threats is counter-threat—
never surrender.”

“Name of disaster, you’re
right. And I'm sure it could deal
with Project Tantalus at least, if
not with a massed effort on our
part. Which would, in any event,
leave us much worse off . . .
Veliz, give me your considered
opinion of the reason why the
Tantalan is doing this, will
you?”

“Like all living creatures, it
has an expansive tendency,” Ve-
liz shrugged. “Witness the con-
dition it made before permitting

_us free study facilities: that we

should transport an extension of
it to the southern continent and
help it to establish itself.”

“Is this, in your view, the pilot
run for an invasion?”

Veliz did not answer.

NEW line of testing, at any
rate, had emerged. Brand
gave orders for association and
other psychological tests on the
people in the Fulmar, designed to
discover their subconscious reac-
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tions towards the notion of death.
He had not been sanguine when
he gave the instructions; when
he saw the results, he was more
depressed than ever.

Caversham, still logically the
prime suspect, displayed the most
normal-human responses, which
was absurd. Of the remainder,
Sister Dorcas refused to concede
its existence—Circle teaching de-
nied it, seeing life as one stage of
a journey through time—Wa-
ters and Tanya Hesit both re-
garded it as a personal insult,
while the Florens couple, Hazel
Graubart and Relly bracketed the
current Earth norm.

And Wong was looking for-
ward to it—so much so, the ma-
chines which carried out the an-
alysis of the results had marked
his card DANGER OF SUICIDE.

Brand closed his eyes. Such a
simple thing—such an easily de-
fined problem that at first he had
wondered whether it truly rated
the attention of himself as one of
the Powers of Earth. In the Flul-
mar, one person suspected of be-
ing a facsimile—an imitation.

But this was making a mock of
man! In over forty years of
study, the best human brains
had failed to trap for examina-
tion the telepathic power of the
Tantalan. In the same short peri-
od—Iless than a lifetime—the
Tantalan had contrived to pro-
duce so perfect a copy of a human
being that the most microscopic
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investigation showed no flaws.

Abruptly, the whole proud edi-
fice of human civilization seemed
a sham. There was something so
negligent about the way the
problem had been set up—

An idea there: was it simply a
problem, as one might set a prob-
lem to a rat in a laboratory to
measure its intelligence? He had
to face the possibility, but he
hated it. It conjured up a picture
in his mind of a man sneering.

For some reason, the features
of the man were those of Caver-
sham.

Logic still said that a man
who had been on Tantalus for
much longer than the others was
the main suspect. Should he take
Caversham out of the ship, to be
indefinitely imprisoned, and let
the others go? It would solve all
the subsidiary problems, like the
mounting tension between Val-
halla and Earth, which at any
moment might snap and set back
their relations to the days, a cen-
tury ago, when the daughter
world had contemptuously sev-
vered all its ties with home.

And it would probably leave
the central problem alone.

Lifetime. His mind jumped
back to a casual concept enter-
tained a few moments previous-
ly. How long was the life of an
individual unit of the Tantalan?
Checking, he discovered that this
information was no help, either.
One of the “brain-cells” might
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survive almost a century, where-
as one of the working units,
stressed without sleep all its
adult existence, might last no
more than ten years. How much
like the unity of the human was
that of the Tantalan! So the hair,
nails, epidermis were short-lived,
the nerves more durable . . .

He was still holding Wong’s
card marked DANGER OF SUI-
CIDE. He tossed it aside angrily
and consulted his patient com-
puters regarding two lines of ac-
tion: first, to leave Wong be and
let him work out his own des-
tiny, and second, to put him un-
der sedstion forthwith.

The first course was instantly
ruled out. The dsnger of suicide
approached certainty in a matter
of days, and the effects of that on
the other people in the ship were
appalling. The second was barely
preferable. It would be necessary
to put the erew under sedation
too—she had never had captain
training, which prepared the
mind for the strain of sole re-
sponsibility in an emergency—
and moreover, the impact on the
passengers of losing the sym-
bolic controllers of the ship would
be almost as bad as in the first
hypothetical case.

T was impossible simply to
wait the problem out, until a
solution showed of its own aec-
cord. It was impossible to act di-
rectly against the Tantalan, un-
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less he was prepared to go to the
ultimate extreme of destroying
it. Anything less would simply
make it into mankind’s implaca-
ble enemy. And on this showing it
would be the most formidable of
all conceivable opponents.

Besides, it seemed like such a
confession of inferiority to react
to this straightforward probe—
this scouting mission, this es-
pionage—by killing the Tanta-
lan. The first time the only known
non-human intelligence acts to-
wards us as an equal, using us as
a subject for study as we have
used it, to wipe it out—could
there be a clearer admission that
we are small-minded, frightened,
insecure?

A scouting misssion . . . The
Tantalan would have been told
that men existed by the billions
on their various planets. It would
never have seen as many as a
hundred human beings together
on Tantalus. Possibly it was
questioning the truth of some of
the things it had been told; after
all, if Veliz had allowed his staff
to go on with this pattern of con-
fusion designed to deceive the
Tantalan long after it must have
been obvious that human suspi-
cions were aroused, it couldn’t
have had a very good impression
of man’s relative intelligence—

Brand frowned and shook his
head. There was a point he had
made a mental note of, associated
with this. Something about the
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Gamaliels and what they were
doing, wasn't it?

It kept slipping his mind, eel-
fashion. Painfully, he groped aft-
er it, a fog seeming to fill his
brain. Now: the Gamaliels were
trying to determine whether the
Tantalan could read human
thoughts—this question that had
unaccountably been omitted from
the basic research of forty years
. . . No: it must have answered
itself by implication, if one
thought about it. After all, if the
Tantalan could do this, it would
have picked from the brains of
the visiting humans knowledge
far more sophisticated than sim-
ply a smattering of geology and
the use of fire and baked brick. It
wouldn’t have needed human help
to transport its extension to the
southern continent, but would
have learned how to build its own
boats and how to combat the
fierce, carnivorous sea-beasts
which originally barred its way
over the water.

He felt relieved when he had
come to this conclusion. But his
mind still wouldn’t clear com-
pletely. It was shadowed by the
knowledge that he had crashed
up against a problem set cen-
turies earlier, and had no hope of
a solution.

The problem was this: given a
room divided by an opaque cur-
tain, from the other side of
which comes a voice; determine
by asking questions, without
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raising the curtain, whether the
other occupant of the room is a
human being or a perfect me-
chanical copy.

It was time to raise the cur-
tain. He got to his feet. The pas-
sengers aboard the Fulmar
would need someone to replace
the captain and crew as a reas-
suring embodiment of control. It
was essential to put the Wongs
under sedation shortly. He would
himself have to go to the ship.

XII

DOZEN times the patterns

of association between the
people aboard the Fulmar had re-
formed and dissolved again. All
of them needed company occa-
sionally, for reassurance; all of
them quickly found a further
need for solitude because in the
tense atmosphere company began
to grate almost at once.

Only Caversham seemed to
support the eternal waiting with
more than a show of calm. Sister
Dorcas, who had broken under
the first shock when the ship
failed to emerge from subspace,
had omly partially reassembled
her personal defenses; although
she spent much of her time 'in
her cabin praying, she always
crept back to look for the comfort
she could not find by that means.
Relly was particularly poor com-
pany when he came from his
cabin where he had sat gnawing
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his nails over his private prob-
lems, for he sat gnawing his
nails in the bar also, scarcely ut-
tering a word.

The strain had taken longest
to crack Nia Welk/Florens, for
she seemed to be a malleable,
compliant person, totally domi-
nated by Florens and accus-
tomed to being ordered about by
him or others.

These three—Sister Dorcas,
Relly and Nia—were in their
cabins currently, but the others
were together in the bar, worry-
ing at the central question and as
usual failing to provide them-
selves with an answer.

“What the blazes is the point
of it?” Tanya Hesit said for the
dozenth time, and slapped her
open palm on her thigh. “It’s
never going to end, the way
things are going! Tests, ques-
tionnaires, that damnable bland
character staring out of the
screen at you—I think I shall go
crazy!”

Florens, sitting next to her—
they had been very close recently
—cleared his throat and mut-
tered something comforting. Wa-
ters shot him an ugly look. He
had been unable to confirm his
suspicions, but the weight of
them was becoming intolerable.

“Somebody here could tell us
the answer,” he snapped.

Reflexively, they flinched. Tan-
ya leaned .forward in her chair.
“What do you mean by that?”
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“I’ve already told you the rea-
son for this,” Hazel Graubart cut
in. “You won’t listen, will you?
If I could just get you to unite
with me in protesting about—"

“Oh, save it!” Waters barked
at her. “You’ve told us you think
it’s meant to prevent you from
spreading your slanders against
the government of Sequoia, and
we’ve listened, and we’ve decided
you’re being a aamned fool.” He
took a deep breath. “That’s not
what I had in mind. Consider: if
it were due to anti-Valhallan
prejudice on Earth”—nodding at
Florens—*“or to the machinations
of the rival organizations to Sen-
siservice”—nodding at Tanya—
“or anything so simple that it
could be tied down to one single
person aboard, there would be no
need for this business of holding
up the ship and plying us with
questions and all the other non-

sense that’s been going on. I'm

in communications, remember—
nowadays, communications is
also the science of government,
and you can take it from me that
the people in charge of this gal-
axy of ours are subtle!”

His face was reddening with
the intensity of his thesis; he
paused to wipe away a trace of
sweat from his forehead.

“I’ve thought over all the overt
reasons for what’s been done, and
not one of them stands up to
close study. That drives me to an
inevitable conclusion: somebody
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aboard the ship is not what he—
or she—is pretending to be.”

HERE was a moment of si-

lence. Thinking he had not
made himself sufficiently clear,
he underlined his proposition.
“This would explain the psycho-
logical tests, the interviews.”

“We’re not morons!” Tanya
exclaimed. “I’ll grant that. Sup-
pose you tell us who you think is
masquerading, and as what?”

“If one of the Powers of Earth,
with all his resources behind him,
hasn’t figured that out, am I ex-
pected to?”’ Waters retorted.

“I’m asking,” Tanya said acid-
ly. “I want to find out if you were
just blowing up a smokescreen
to pass the time.”

Nettled, Waters set his jaw.
“Very well,” he muttered. “I
have somebody in mind. I'm
thinking of the person who’s
done his best to set us at each
other’s throats, who’s kept his
mouth shut and contributed
nothing to our discussions, apart
from imsults and obscenities—
you, in faet!” he finished, swing-
ing to face Caversham.

Sardonically Caversham
cocked an eyebrow. “Well, well!
So that’s the result of all your
pondering! And just when I was
coming to think that you’d final-
ly turned your mind on, instead
of waiting for some helpful com-
puter to rush to your rescue!”

“Haven’t we had enough of
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your cracks about men copying
machines?” Florens rasped.
“Let’s have some proof that you
practice what you preach!”

Caversham paused. Thought-
fully, he drained his stein of
beer; he seemed to be virtually
living on the stuff. He set the
empty mug aside and gave a nod.

“Very well. Whatever I do
seems to disturb you—talking,
or keeping my mouth shut, both
. . . Since you ask, however, I'm
willing to contribute something
to your discussion which is nei-
ther an insult nor an obscenity.”
He managed to make his level
tone carry an insulting message
to Walters, nonetheless.

“I’ll go along with your sug-
gestion that the inquiry is aimed
at identifying someone who isn’t
what he seems to be,” he con-
tinued. “I’'m surprised this
hasn’t been plain to you earlier—
I’d come to this conclusion be-
fore I had my first talk with
Master Brand.”

“Please!” Tanya said in a
brittle voice. “Save the advertis-
ing for the interval.”

“I’m simply pointing out that
I’ve been thinking on these lines
for some time, time enough to
arrive at some solid theories,”
murmured Caversham. “And as
I told Master Brand, everything
narrows down to the one unusual
feature of the voyage we’ve just
made: the Fulmar’s call on Tan-
talus.”
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“To fetch you away!” Florens
snapped.

“To fetch me away, precisely,”
Caversham agreed. “Now the
unique feature of Tantalus is the
Tantalan, the unique features of
the Tantalan is its telepathy. My
conclusion, which I put to Mas-
ter Brand as I say, is that—cor-
rection: was at first that—some-
one aboard had been telepathical-
ly contracted by the Tantalan
and was acting as a kind of
probe, or relay.”

There was almost a minute of
strained silence. Tanya broke it.
‘“Very funny!” she said in a
high, unpleasant tone. “This is
to get back at Waters, I presume
—feeding him a specious reason
for his attack on you.”

Waters glared at her.

“I didn’t say that,” Caversham
corrected. “You’re thinking that
I spent a longer time on Tantalus
than anyone here, which is true,
and you’re further thinking that
the Tantalan—granting it to be
in control of some extension of it-
self aboard the Fulmar—would
hardly come storming into the
open with a gratuitous confes-
sion. But listen!”

He hunched forward. “One
thing I learned, which puzzled
me, out there, was that no one
has ever proved that the Tanta-
lan can’t sense human thoughts,
although it’s been shown that
humans don’t react to the Tanta-
lan’s emanations. I used to won-
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der about this—but Veliz and I
didn’t get on well, and I never
pressed the point.

“Suppose this theory of mine
is accurate. What type of person
has the Tantalan come most into
contact with during its knowl-
edge of our existence?”

“Presumably—"’ began Tanya,
and checked herselt.

“Scientists,” Floiens said un-
willingly.

“Yes. I don’s pretend to be a
scientist,” Caversham said.

“Just a moment!” Waters
broke in. “Before we all jump on
the platform you’re erecting, and
start thinking of Relly as pos-
sessed by an alien mind, let’s
have the rest of what you started
to say. You talked about your
original idea—the telepathic re-
lay theory. What’s your latest
modification of it?”

“Quite a slight one,” Caver-
sham answered. “Haven’t you
noticed that the interrogation
we’ve been subjected to is not
confined to psychological tests?
In that interview room there are
scores of devices for examining
the people who visit it, and I’ve
seen some of them before, on
Tantalus. They’re for gross-phys-
ical and micro-physical analysis.
If anybody enters that cabin, a
complete chemical and metabolic
record is made of him. And that
suggests to me that they’re not
simply trying to find a human
being under telepathic control—
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we've been trying for over forty
years to detect and measure
telepathic emanations on Tanta-
lus, and none of these devices
responds to the signals. No:
they’re looking for one of us to
be a facsimile of a human be-
ing.”

ERY ingenious, Caversham.”
The familiar voice cut the
air like a sword, and their heads
jerked as though pulled by
strings to face the doorway. For
a long imstant, they had trouble
adjusting to Brand’s altered ap-
pearance; he was wearing the
forehead lenses of a remem-
brance, with the scalp-circuitry
attached, and on each shoulder
was a lightweight communica-
tor.

He had certainly appeared only
this moment, but it was obvious
he had overheard—presumably
via the communicators—every-
thing that had been said prior to
his arrival.

Hazel Graubart, who had been
away on a private train of
thought throughout the recent
argument, was the first to react
to his presence with more than a
frozen stare. She jumped out of
her chair and rushed at Brand,
face white with rage.

“So you finally came out from
behind that cowardly screen!”
she blasted at him. “You finally
showed yourself where I can get
at you! Let me off this damned
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ship, hear me? Let me off this
ship at once!”

She made as though to pound
at Brand’s chest with her fists.

He didn’t seem to move, but
something blurred the air before
him. Suddenly giddy, Hazel
dropped her arms to her sides
and blinked stupidly.

“Go to your cabin, please,”
Brand said, his expression im-
passive. And again, more sharp-
ly: “To your cabin!”

Dully she turned to the door
and went out, her steps heavy
and dragging.

“And I'd appreciate it if the
rest of you would leave me alone
also,” Brand continued, sweep-
ing the room with his hard gaze.
“Except you, Caversham. I want
to talk to you.”

Bewildered, Tanya made to
protest, thought better of it—
there was something tremen-
dously disturbing about the ap-
parition of one of the Powers of
Earth in the flesh, coming di-
rectly after Caversham’s shat-
tering proposals—and led a gen-
eral movement in Hazel's wake.

“lI hope this implies that
you’re through with your ille-
gal detention of us,” Florens
snapped as he went by, and Tan-
ya gave him a look of approval as
she caught his hand to urge him
out.

When all the others had gone,
Brand studied Caversham atten-
tively. He had been shaken to the
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core to hear what the man was
saying to his companions while
he came aboard. It was as
though the -carefully-matched
parts of a jigsaw had been taken
up, shaken out again like dice
from a cup, and revealed that the
former tentative pattern of their
arrangement was utter nonsense.

E said at last, unable to help
himself, “And assuming
that this very ingenious theory
of yours were true, what would
you suggest be done about it?”
Caversham gave a huge grin
that parted his bushy beard like
a knife-slash. He said, “I’ve nev-
er been so complimented!”

“Are you just playing with
words, or have you a suggestion
to make?” Brand let the words
reveal impatience.

“All right,” Caversham said.
“I’ll tell you what I'd do. I'd say
to everyone aboard that they
were going to be allowed to land
on Earth—not at once, but say in
twelve hours.”

“Why?” Brand demanded.
“What would it prove?”

“I see it this way. Remember,
I was on Tantalus. The Tantalan
is a unitary organism. It consists
of millions of parts, but it only
has a single central conscious-
ness. That consciousness recog-
nizes this delay to the Fulmar as
a defensive act by the human
race, against its probing threat.
It understands threat and coun-
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ter-threat. It cannot possibly be
expected to match the infinite
complexity of a race consisting
of billions of individual identi-
ties. So far on Tantalus it has
been met by less than a hundred
human beings. Down on Earth
there are—what?—five, ten bil-
lion. That’s insurance, though.
What will count is this: the Tan-
talan expected, and got, a coun-
ter-threat when it made its play
against Earth. Withdraw the
counter-threat, Let it be seen
that after the most painstaking
evaluation of this situation the
human race finds nothing to fear
from it. I’ll bet the Tantalan will
be so startled that it will go into
a kind of anxiety neurosis and
its extension here will become
catatonic, because it cannot face
the prospect of dealing with the
—to it—inconceivably numerous
individualities on Earth, which
have recognized its nature and
decided that it is no danger to
them.”

Brand was silent for a long
time. At last he said, “Why do
you suggest a twelve-hour period
between the announcement and
the action?”

“Isn’t it obvious? You would
hardly want to turn loose a live,
functioning Tantalan unit on
Earth. You’ll prefer to test the
response with a chance to back
down if things don’t pan out as
intended. But this is what I
think will happen: during those
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twelve hours the Tantalan unit
aboard will go catatonie, as I
say, and something very strange
will be reported from Tantalus
by Veliz—probably a total dis-
ruption of the creature’s routine
actions.”

“Caversham, what’s your intel-
ligence quotient?”

“0Oddly enough”—Caversham
gave a crooked smile—‘‘the same
as the one generally assigned to
the Tantalan: 160. But it would
not take a genius to work out a
plan like the one I'm offering. It
takes no more than somebody
who hasn’t resigned his power of
rational deduction to a clutch of
machines. I told you that be-
fore.”

“Do you ever suffer from the—
the typical modern nightmare?
The one about machines being
absolutely in control?”

Caversham shook his head.
“No, but Veliz does. He admitted
it once. Do you?”

“Since the Fulmar arrived,
TI’ve had it for the first time.”
The words cost Brand a great
deal of effort. “Well, no matter. I
believe I'm going to try out your
proposal, and I hope—how I
hope !—it will work as you fore-
see. Because myself, I'm at the
limit of my resources.”

XIII

T gave Brand a curious inside-
out feeling to be here in the
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interview room which he had so
often seen indirectly via the
screen at Weshemspaternor. He
found himself staring at each of
the sensors and scanners in turn,
reminding himself of the data
they had garnered, while he
waited for the news from Tanta-
lus.

Relly had gone into rigid cata-
tonia within an hour of his an-
nouncement that the emergency
would end and the passengers
would be allowed to disembark;
he was now lying in the ship’s
hospital, drugged and watched
over by therapeutic apparatus.
Upon Relly collapsing, he had or-
dered the withdrawal of the.
monitoring devices that formerly
had reported and recorded the
slightest event within the ship.

He had all the information he
needed now, barring this one
item from Tantalus, and the fact
gave him a sense of inexpressi-
ble relief.

Without warning, Cornelius’
voice came from the communica-
tor, stating that Veliz was calling
from Tantalus; was Brand ready
to speak to him?

“Not only ready,” Brand an-
swered dryly. “Impatient!”

The screen facing him lit, and
Veliz appeared, the Gamaliel cou-
ple just in view behind him.
There was tense excitement in
each of their faces.

“Something extraordinary is
happening here, Master Brand!”
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the project chief said shrilly.
“It’s as though the Tantalan has
gone out of its mind!”

Brand nodded, his expression
thoughtful. “What precisely are
you referring to?”

“Just about everything is dis-
organized.” Lynette Gamaliel,
cheeks flushed and eyes bright,
leaned forward. “The normal
smooth routine of the Tantalan’s
gross metabolism is falling apart
—units are milling about help-
lessly, as though waiting for or-
ders that don’t come, and we
can’t get a coherent answer from
any of the vodor-equipped brain-
cells.”

“What do you get? Nonsense ?”

“Pretty well nothing else,”
Harry Gamaliel confirmed.

“I see.” Brand rubbed his chin,

“Master Brand, do you imag-
ine there’s any danger to us?”
Veliz asked diffidently. “This is
absolutely unprecedented. I'm as-
suming that it’s due to some-
thing you’ve done at the Earth-
side end—if it is, can you say
whether we’re running the risk
of an attack by the Tantalan?”

“No,” Brand said. “No, I think
you may be sure that in a matter
of hours, or days at the longest,
everything will return to normal.
Thank you for your help, all of
you. I believe we may now claim
to have frustrated the Tanta-
lan’s best efforts against us.”

He cut the circuit. The screen
blanked as he rose to his feet,
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Turning, he slid back the door of
the interview room and headed
down the spinal corridor of the
ship towards the passenger ac-
commodation,

A sound of raised voices came
from the bar as he passed it, and
mentally he identified the speak-
ers: Sister Dorcas was trying to
persuade Florens and Waters
that they should give thanks for
a safe deliverance, or—as she
put it in the jargon of the Circle
Believers—for the safe turning
of another of the infinite number
of corners which together made
up the Eternal Circle.

Brand’s mouth twisted wryly.

He reached the cabins now,
and paused before the door of
each in turn, checking whether it
was occupied or empty. He had
no reason to imagine that Caver-
sham would be in any cabin but
his own, but he was thorough.

Correct. No one in the cabins
of Relly, Waters, or Nia Welk/
Florens, and no one in Hazel
Graubart’s either; she might be
in the bar with the others, or
alone in the observation saloon.
She didn’t matter. In Florens’
cabin, a noise: doubtless he had
told his “wife” to clear up and
get his belongings ready for dis-
embarkation. Another sound of
movement from Tanya Hesit's
cabin, adjacent to Caversham’s,

And in Caversham’s cabin:
Caversham,
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E was waiting for Brand,

sitting on a chair facing the
door, absolutely impassive. He
neither moved nor spoke while
Brand entered and closed the
door behind him.

“It’s a very strange sensation,”
Brand murmured, “to look at you
—=s0 precisely like a human being
—and reflect that I am talking to
a creature lightyears distant
without the intervention of me-
chanical aids.”

Caversham’s eyes flickered,
and Brand raised a warning
hand.

“Don’t do anything rash! Not
that it would particularly con-
cern you to die, any more than it
would concern me to lose a nail-
paring or a lock of hair—but you
saw that I was able to fend off
that hysterical attack of Hazel
Graubart’s, and I think you’ll
have gathered that I'm about as
well defended as I reasonably
could be. So no direct action on
your part will have any effect.”

He touched a chair control and
lowered himself easily to a re-
laxed sitting posture. He was en-
joying this.

“The process of deduction
must be clear to you, I guess. I
won’t go into it—I won’t insult
your intelligence, which must be
considerably greater than the
generally accepted 160, seeing
that you have several megabrains
of computing capacity available
at will. But I do feel I should
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point out that your basic protec-
tive mechanism has been nullified
now.”

Caversham cocked an eyebrow
in a fashion which Brand found
somehow nettling.

“Did you think we’d overlook
it forever ?”” he rasped. “It had to
be worked out eventually ! What-
ever the nature of the telepathic
emanation, there’s one obvious
weak spot in the structure of an
extended organism with a tele-
pathic linkage: the risk of en-
countering a mind with greater
will-power than its own, which
could convert it into a slave. This
is why telepathy would ordinar-
ly be an anti-survival factor. To
have developed to such a degree
on Tantalus, you must have had
—you must have—a defensive
mechanism which consists in a
blanketing field, cancelling out
latent telepathic faculties in oth-
er creatures. I suspect that evo-
lution has furnished you with
this power in respect of land
creatures on Tantalus, and other
beings of similar metabolism and
behavior patterns, including to a
limited extent humans. But it
hasn’t succeeded where aquatic
animals are concerned, since
their habits are totally different.
I’m sure it was the minds of the
sea-beasts which prevented you
spreading to the southern conti-
nent of Tantalus by yourself,
perhaps by secreting aquatic
modifications of your sub-units,
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rather than any inability to con-
ceive a boat.”

Caversham, unblinking, seemed
to be staring through him. The
sensation further jarred on
Brand’s original mood of satis-
faction and achievement. In spite
of his former intention, he kept
talking, for fear apprehension
should creep in.

“This blanketing field, now! It
must be partly selective; there
must be as it were gaps in the
spectrum through which the link-
age between your units can be
maintained. Qur minds are re-
markably like yours—we commu-
nicated with surprisingly little
difficulty when Voidech’s expedi-
tion discovered you. Almost cer-
tainly, you’ve been able to sense
certain areas of our thoughts
ever since we met.”

In Florens’ cabin, his “wife”
turned over the pillow on the
bunk, to check whether anything
belonging to him had been left
there. Something brightly glis-
tening caught her eye, and she
froze, staring down at it.

“Probably you were contemp-
tuous of us,” Brand said. “It
must have struck you as absurd
that we should be so divided, into
billions of little compartments
without a telepathiec union, and
have to rely for the maximiza-
tion of our intelligence on artifi-
cial aids. Oh, we’re well aware of
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the drawbacks of our predica-
ment! One of them was the one
which afforded you an entry into
our consciousness.”

Nia closed her hand convul-
sively around the little shiny
thing she had found in the bunk.
For a long moment she hesitated ;
then, her face quite set, she went
to one of the small cases stacked
on shelves across the cabin and
opened its lock.

From the case she withdrew a
bolt-gun, which she checked with
practised thoroughness.

NLY after I'd listened to your

pat proposal for identifying
the Tantalan did it occur to me
to wonder why it was you had
made two facsimiles at least of
the body of Vivaldi, and not tried
to modify them towards a closer
resemblance with someone alive:
say Harry Gamaliel, or Veliz
himself. When I compared the
data we had on your physical
makeup with the records of Vi-
valdi when he was alive, I was not
altogether surprised. You're
identical. Your body is that of
Vivaldi, thinly disguised with a
beard and long hair and a few
other superficial modifications.
There never was a Caversham
sent from Earth to Tantalus be-
cause he showed promise in some
ETP tests. You had simply ap-
peared. And you had cunningly
fitted yourself into a niche in the
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minds of those who had to deal
with you: the niche carved out by
such chisels as the so-called ‘typ-
ical modern nightmare’. Every-
one you met on Tantalus, espe-
cially Veliz, was too—embar-
rassed, almost: certainly upset—
too put out by this apparition of
a man who didn’t mind mocking
at human insecurity and reliance
on machines, to stop and ask the
right questions. For all I know,
your telepathic blanketing field
helped here also, by making oth-
erwise intelligent people reluc-
tant to consider an inquiry into
your origins. Certainly you must
have predisposed people tele-
pathically to accept your exist-
ence.”

Tanya Hesit, startled, swung
to face the door of her cabin as it
slid back.

“What do you want?”’ she de-
manded. Then she saw the bolt-
gun, and went as pale as Nia her-
self.

“This is yours,” Nia said very
softly. She held out her hand, and
showed that the bright object
resting on the palm was the bro-
ken end of a chromed fingernail.

“So now we know,” Brand said
meditatively, “that you can read
far more of eur thoughts than
we imagined. Tricky, that—but
of course much of our thinking is
forever inaccessible to you, being
done by machines, and I imagine
that the hunchback talent is also
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pretty well inaccessible. Doubt-
less it was these closed areas
which made you proceed with
such caution, such tremendous
patience . . . Well, patience any-
way will come easily to an or-
ganism like yourself, not facing
personal death.”

He paused. “What were you
aiming at, I wonder? My guess
is: to domesticate us, as you’ve
done with several rival species
on your home world. But there
were too many of us, to start
with, an additional reason to the
two I've mentioned why you
should be cautious . . . We’ve been
thinking that we were quite in-
sensitive to your telepathic ema-
nations. After this episede I'm
more inclined to believe that we
are potentially very sensitive to
them, but you preferred to main-
tain this blanketing influence
over us rather than run the risk
of finding that eur sheer num-
bers overwhelmed your single
centralized consciousness.”

And now, for the first time,
Caversham moved and spoke. He
raised his bearded head and gave
a smile.

“As a matter of fact,” he said,
“you’re only slightly sensitive to
Tantalan telepathy. Most of the
time it goes through you, or per-
haps around you. Like the wind.
But in certain circumstances,
also like the wind, it can have ir-
resistible effects—at moments of
great emotional strain, for exam-
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ple, when the ego is tending to
disrupt altogether, it is quite ef-
fective.”

“That must have made things
easy for you, then,” Brand said.
“Those research workers out on
Tantalus are under a permanent
emotional strain, as I well know
—no wonder they were ready to
be persuaded of the existence of
‘Caversham’!” He sighed. “I
wondered when you’d come into
the open. It’s about time . .. Shall
we go?”

He made to get to his feet, but
Caversham checked him with an

imperious gesture. “One mo-
ment!”
Tanya’s self-control lasted

mere seconds. Then she broke
and tried to duck for the door.
She had remembered what they
said about Valhalla being a vio-
lent world ; she had dismissed the
idea that Nia would live up to the
tradition, but the gun looked as
though it was meant for busi-
ness.

It was.

Nia swung it through a fast
are, and would have been able
fto burn Florens’ seductress to
death as she went by, but that at
a precisely timed moment of the
gun’s sweep she pressed the fire
button prematurely, The bolt
missed Tanya by a yard. Follow-
ing its appointed path, it seared
through the cabin wall.

And also through the danger-
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ous head of Master Brand, still
in the position where Caversham
had told him to remain for one
more moment.

XIV

OU’'RE Caversham, aren’t

you?” Cornelius said, step-
ping close as the passengers
from the Fulmar made to dis-
perse among the hustle of Wes-
hemspaternor.

“That’s right.”” The burly
bearded man turned. “Oh, yes—
you’re Administrator Cornelius.”
He looked expectant.

“I gather you arrived at the
correct explanation of what was
going on by a process of unaided
deduction. A considerable
achievement in the circum-
stances.”

Caversham shook his head and
gave a wry grin. “I see I shall
have to disabuse a lot of people
of this idea that I worked some
kind of miracle. The plain truth
is, I haven’t ceded my powers of
rational thinking to some ma-
chine hired for the purpose.”

“Yes ... Well . ..” Cornelius
had a sensitive spot in that area,
like most modern men, and avert-
ed his eyes. “It’s a shame you
couldn’t speak out earlier. We
might have saved Master Brand
from his unpleasant fate.”

“Hardly,” Caversham said
gently. “We were all under sus-
picion, and whatever I'd said
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would have been taken as coming
from the prime suspect. He told
me as much himself when he
came down to my cabin after
Relly’s collapse.” Caversham
wiped a trace of perspiration
from his face.

“I shan’t forget that in a hur-
ry,” he went on. “One moment, to
see him chatting away in the
most friendly fashion, thanking
me for my aid—very flattering!
—and the next . ..” He made a
gesture like the wiping clean of a
slate. “I’d have thought the moni-
toring system would have en-
abled you, if anybody, to save
him.”

Cornelius looked uncomforta-
ble all over again. “We’d discon-
nected most of the monitors al-
ready,” he said. “You see, I'd
heard him state positively to Ve-
liz that the Tantalan had been
foiled, and with the Valhallan
government and Sensiservice and
everybody barking at our heels
there seemed no point in another
moment’s delay.”

“Of course not,” Caversham
agreed. He combed his beard
with his fingers. “How about the
Tantalan, anyway? Ah—both
ends of it, I mean.”

“As to Relly, we shan’t be able
to do anything with him until we
get him back from catatonia, if
then. We may have to be content
with identifying the original

body—if we can find it on Tan-
talus—because the Tantalan will
doubtless withdraw the telepath-
ic linkage now the extension is
useless. If it can, naturally.”

A number of hints about the
fate of Relly’s “original body”
were already being garnered on
Tantalus, in fact. Caversham
nodded. “And the Tantalan’s own
behavior ?”

“Returning to normal, I hear—
but somewhat subdued.” Cornel-
ius hesitated. “As a matter of
fact, it wasn’t about this that I
wanted to talk to you. You know
that the Powers of Earth are se-
lected from hunchbacks who
prove particularly successful;
well, in view of your having been
80 helpful to Master Brand—"

“You still have the idea that I
worked some sort of miracle!”
Caversham cut in. “No, I don’t
want to be tested for hunchback
ability! I want to be left to my
own devices after a not very
pleasant time on Tantalas and
aboard the Fulmar.”

“Yes, I quite understand,”
Cornelius muttered. “It was just
a suggestion. Well, I’ll add my
thanks to Master Brand’s and let
you be on your way.”

“We may meet again,” Caver-
sham said, and went jauntily
down the ramp to begin the do-
mestication of man.

THE END

e — O —
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Your Name

Shall Be...
DARKNESS

By NORMAN SPINRAD
lllustrated by SCHELLING

A simple experiment in a North Korean prison
cell . . . anew theory of psychiatry . . . and
a remarkably sustained story of how rebels
can be adjusted to a cause . . . any cause.

Y name is Dr. Harvey Sand-
ers. Perhaps you've heard
of me. Probably not.

I have never sought publicity.
Indeed, I shun it. My work is
what counts.

It is not spectacular work. It
makes no headlines. Yet, in its
way, it is making a profound
revolution in this country. Not
merely a social revolution, but a
revolution in the American
psyche itself.

I am a psychiatrist. I adjust
men’s minds. I adjust them so
that they in turn will be able to
adjust to social change.

To any social change. I make
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people happy. Happy under vir-
tually any social conditions.

I have all the accepted degrees
from all the accepted universi-
ties. But I learned how to make
men happy in a very special
school—let’s call it the Univer-
gity of North Korea.

My professor of psychology at
this unique institution was a
Major Sung ping Lee. Sung ping
Lee, as far as I know, did not
have any of the accepted degrees
from any of the accepted uni-
versities. But don’t let anyone
tell you that Major Sung was not
one hell of a psychologist.

I enrolled in the university
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two days after the Chinese “vol-
unteers” swept south across the
Yalu River. I was, at the time,
a Captain in the United States
Army. I was to become Guinea
Pig 537.

Major Sung was in full con-
trol of the situation from the
beginning.

“Captain Sanders,” he said, as
I sat before him in the bare pre-
liminary interrogation room, “I
see that you are a trained psy-
chiatrist. Tell me, Captain, do
you propose to give us nothing
but your name, rank and serial
number” ?

“You know the rules of the
Geneva Convention as well as I
do, Major.”

But instead of making
threats, Major Sung beamed.
“Excellent,” he said. “What a
ghame if you had chosen to be
cooperative at the start! Our ex-
periment would’ve become rath-
er pointless. And what a pity
that would’ve been. As it is, I
can see that we will have a most
interesting time together.”

Sung rose to his feet and
placed his shiny, smiling face
inches from mine.

“Tell me, Captain,” he said
softly, “do you believe in God”?

“What” ? I mumbled.

“Oh come now, Captain. Sure-
ly you will not be giving away
any military secrets by answer-
ing that question.”

“Uh ., . I suppose not. Very
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well Major. Let us say for the
sake of argument that I do not
believe in God.” I smiled. I felt
sure I had given him the oppo-
site of what he had expected.

Once again, I was surprised.

“Perfect!” said Sung. “I ean
see that you will be an ideal sub-
ject. Captain, let me assure you
that by the end of this month, you
most certainly will believe in
God”.

“What”?

“Look at my face, Captain.
Today it appears to you as the
face of a man, an enemy. In a
month, you will recognize it as
the face of God. That will be all
for today, Captain Sanders”.

ARLY the next morning, I
was taken to a different

room. Once again, it was bare
and Spartan—one chair, and a
padded couch, complete with re-
straints, and sitting next to it,
something which looked vaguely
like an electroshock therapy ap-
paratus.

Sung was waiting for me.

“Ah, Captain Sanders!” he
said. “Today we begin our ex-
periment. Tell me, Captain,
what do you think that device
is”?

“Some new kind of electro-
shock apparatus”?

“Very good, Captain. A close

guess. So you have some ac-
quaintance with electroshock
therapy”?
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“Enough to know that if
you’re planning to torture me
with that thing, you’re wasting
your time. Electroshock therapy
works by inducing a current di-
rectly in the brain. The brain has
no pain receptors. You can give
me just enough current to knock
me out, or enough to kill me, but
yvou can’t make me feel pain. It’s
physiologically impossible.”

Sung laughed. “Such lack of
subtlety!” he said. ‘“Captain,
there are tortures and tortures.
Not all of them involve brute
pain. Have you ever read a seri-
ous study of torture”?

“Torture? What is there to say
about torture? You induce pain
in the subject until he submits
to your will.”

“Ah, but Captain, surely you
realize that there is psychic pain
as well as physiological pain.
Even subconscious pain. Tell me,
Captain, you have been using
electroshock therapy in the West
for a good many years; how does
it work”?

“Why, you induce a current—"

“No! No!” said Sung. “I mean
how does it 7really work? Just
how does a current induced in
the brain bring about psycho-
logical change”?

I shrugged. No one really
knew the answer to that one.

“Consider Pavlov,” said Sung.

“What about Pavlov” ?

Sung grinned. “Pavlov proved
that it is the presence of a stim-
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ulus, positive or negative, that
counts. Pain is a negative stim-
ulus, but that doesn’t mean that
every negative stimulus must
involve pain. Now this device,”
he said, pointing at the strange-
looking electrical apparatus, “is
something like an electroshock
apparatus. It induces a small
current in the brain, but never
more than just enough to cause
a momentary blackout. A pure
negative stimulus, so to speak.
No pain at all involved.”

“That’s all it does” ?

“That’s all. But as you will
discover, it is quite sufficient.”

He said something in Chinese,
or maybe Korean, and the
guards grabbed me and threw
me down on the couch. They
strapped me in, and Sung at-
tached a set of electrodes to my
head.

“Very well,” he said. “Now we
begin. And let us begin at the
beginning—name, rank and se-
rial number”.

He stepped over to the control
console and fiddled with it for a
few moments.

“Ah! Now then, your name”?

E threw a switch and I
blacked out. No pain, no
nothing. Just unconsciousness.
When I came to, it could’ve
been a minute, or an hour later.
I had no way of knowing.
“Ah!” said Sung. “You are
awake. Now then, let us under-
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stand each other. Your name is
not Harvey Sanders. You do not
have a name.”

“Name” ? he said.

“Ha__”

Blackness.

Awareness returned. Sung
stared in my face. “Name” ?

Blackness.

“Name” ?

Blackness.

“Name”?

Blackness.

How many times it happened,
I can’t remember. Ten? Twenty ?
A hundred?

Finally, there came a time . ...

“Name”? said Sung. And
there was no blackness. Only . ..
only. . . .

“Come now. I promise you
there will be no more shocks.
Tell me now, Captain, what is
your name” ?

“Captain. . . . Captain. .- .7

“Come now, Captain, surely
you have a name? Everyone has
aname.”

“Of course. Only . . .”

“Only what”?

Jean'tin L
no name.”

“Good, Excellent. But surely
you have a rank” ?

“Captain, United
Army.”

Blackness.

S‘Rankll?

Blackness.

“Rank”?

Blackness.
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I have

States

I don’t think it took very many
blackouts for me to lose my rank.
After all, a name is something
you live with all your life.

“Very good,” said Sung final-
ly. “But we must have something
to call you, eh? Hmmm . ..
Guinea Pig! That’s it. Guinea
Pig 537. Now then, what is your
serial number” ?

I honestly couldn’t remember,

“Come now, Guinea Pig 537,
no serial number” ?

I lay there numbly. I was . . .

noone. .. .Iwas...aman!I
was . . . what did he call me,
Guinea Pig 5377

Sung studied my face intent-
ly.
“Excellent!” he said. “You are
a fine subject, Guinea Pig 537.
You have earned your evening
meal. Take him back to his cell
now.”

HAT night, I lay on the hard

bed, trying to remember.

A name. . . . A name was the
thing one was called. It had two
parts. One part told what family
you came from. I knew what a
family was. I had one. There was
my mother, and my father, who
was dead, and my brother Bill,
and my sister Eileen. . . .

And me. My name was. . ..

wWass =0l

Guinea Pig 537.

No! That wasn’t my real
name. Sung had called me that,
but it wasn’t my name. I knew,
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because my name was .., it
WREL 20
Blankness.
* * *

“Ah, good morning, Guinea
Pig 537!” said Sung. “I hope
yvou slept well. We have a busy
day ahead of us.”

I struggled with the straps,
but it was no use.

“Now then,” said Sung,
“where are you from? Where
were you born” ?

“New York, New York!” 1
shouted in defiance. It was a
name, a label, a place to cling to.

Blackness.

“Where were you born” ?

Blackness.

I lost my birthplace, my age,
and my country that day. I was
a man. I existed. I had come to
this place—Korea.—to fight a
war. I had been captured some-
where below the Yalu River. . ..
I had that much. . . .

For awhile.

AY after day, Major Sung

ping Lee chipped away at
the collection of nomenclature
and memories that was me. More
and more surrendered and
passed into oblivion. My in-
faney, my childhood, my adoles-
cence. . . .

And all without a twinge of
pain. “The brain has no pain re-
ceptors,” I had told him.

“There is torture and tor-
ture,” Sung had said.
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And finally, the ultimate day
came.

“Guinea Pig 537!"
Sung. “Who are you”?

Blankness.

“Where are you”?

Blanknesa.

“What are you” ?

Something bubbled into con-
sciousness in my blighted mind.

“I am!” 1 shouted. “I am! I
am!Tam!Tam!”

Sung smiled slowly. “At last,”
he said. “The final delusion.
Very well. What are you” ?

“ITam!”

Blackness.

“What are you”?

llI am !l’

Blackness.

“What are you”?

“Tam: i,

Blackness.

“What are you”?

Nothingness. Featureless bil-
lows of black in a field that was

barked

black. Blankness.  Oblivion.
Nothingness. Pure, undiluted
primeval nothingness.

Finally, after aeons of noth-
ingness, millenia of chaos, a
voice:

“We have torn it down,” said
the voice. “Now we begin to

‘create.”

“Who am I” ? said the voice.
Blankness.

“I will tell you,” said the voice.

“I am God.”

“God . . .” I mumbled. “God
i e here 18 .40 Khods Tl aaly
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“] am the Lord. Do net bhe
afraid. I shall create for you a
cosmos. I shall create for you a
personality,” said the voice. It
chuckled. “Perhaps not quite in
my own image.”

“God....God is with me....”

“Let there be light.”

And there was light. A soft
yellow light. It was a face. The
face of Sung ping Lee.

“Would you like a name” ? said
the face of God.

“Name. 3, ;

“I shall give you a name. Let
us call you Harvey. Harvey
Sanders. What is your name”?

“Harvey Sanders. Oh,
thank you! Thank you, God.
Harvey Sanders! Harvey Sand-
ers! My name is Harvey Sand-
ers!”

“You are a man,” said God.

“Aman! Aman!”

.I was a man. My name
Harvey Sanders. I was a man
named Harvey Sanders. God had
made me a man and given me a
name.

God was good. I loved God.

OW the days with Major
Sung were no longer torture.
I was literally in the presence of
my maker ... in fact, I was
being made.
I was a man named Harvey
Sanders.
I was Captain Harvey Sanders.
I was Captain Harvey Sanders
of the United States Army.
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I was Captain Harvey Sanders
who had been born in New York.

I was Captain Harvey Sanders,
psychiatrist.

Day by day, week by week, I
grew. I can remember it all, or at
least most of it. I remember get-
ting my name, and my rank, and
my country, and my family. My
infancy, my childhood, my ado-
lescence, the years in college.. ..

Brick by brick, memory by
memory, Major Sung ping Lee
built up a replica of the personal-
ity he had destroyed; carefully,
almost lovingly, like an expert
restoring some ancient tapestry.

Why all this was done, I still
cannot understand. Sung learned
nothing of importance from me,
since there was nothing impor-
tant that I knew. Did he do it
just for his own sadistic amuse-
ment? But that makes no sense
either. There was no pain at all.

And if it was an important ex-
periment, why did he let me re-
member how he did it, when he
could’ve obliterated the memory
completely ?

The Communists, we are told,
never do anything without a rea-
son. I wonder.. . .

There was a time, I think,
when I did know the answer. I
vaguely remember Sung telling
me something, something ugly,
and laughing. I remember feel-
ing fear, and hate. . . .

There is a whole week that I
do not remember, the week when
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he told me .. . whatever that
fiendish something was. Sung
made me forget. It was not very
difficult.

He left me with only one sen-
tence out of that whole week in
my memory. Did he do it to taunt
me? It seems so meaningless:
“The subtlest weapon is a sword
that thinks it’s a plowshare.”
Now what could he have meant
by that?

At any rate, he was finally
finished. The day came when I
walked out of that room the same
man that I had been so many
weeks before. At least, I feel that
I am the same man. There is, of
course, no way to be sure. The
Harvey Sanders who first met
Sung ping Lee was obliterated.
Completely. Perhaps there are
some small differences.

But of course, I shall never
know.

I never saw Major Sung again.
A few years later, the war was
over.

And I was repatriated.

F' course, I was gone over by

Army psychiatrists before I
was discharged. But it was really
all quite superficial—more of an
extended coffee-klatch that a rig-
erous psychological examination.
After all, I was one of them, a
member of the club, so to speak.

Still, there was that one pecul-
iar incident. . . .

I was speaking with a Colonel

YOUR NAME SHALL BE . . . DARKNESS

Destry, the head of the process-
ing center, and a psychaitrist
who I respected professionally.
He had asked me about the meth-
ods of the camp interrogators.
Understand, I had not told any-
one of Major Sung. First of all, I
was not likely to be believed, and
secondly, if I was believed, I
might very well spend the next
few years under observation.
The Army might concievably be
quite reluctant to release a man
who had been taken apart and
put back together again by the
Chinese.

Still, at that point, I really did
want to get it off my chest, and
Destry seemed like a man I could
talk to.

“Well,” I began, “one of the
interrogators, a man called S—”
The strangest thing happened. I
could not pronounce Sung’s
name. The word stuck in my
throat like a piece of wet dough.
Understand, I knew the name I
wanted to say, and I knew how to
say it. But I just couldn’t. Some-
thing was blocking me.

“Yes Captain”? said Destry,
looking somewhat perplexed.

“Er . . . one of the interroga-
tors, Major Su Ling,” 1 said,
dredging the fictitious name up
from somewhere, ‘“used a—"

Again, there was a block. I
could not describe Sung’s appa-
ratus or what happened in that
room. I remembered it all, ex-
cept, of course, for that week I've
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mentioned, and yet something
was stopping me from speaking
about it. Had I been conditioned
against it?

Destry eyed me in a very pecul-
iar manner, as well he might.

“He used a rubber hose, and
beat the bottom of my feet with
it, and. . . .” And I reeled off a
whole catalogue of non-existent
atrocities and tortures until T
was sure Destry was satisfied.

Now perhaps you are thinking
that I should’ve found some way
of telling someone about Sung.
That’s all very well from your
point of view. Yes, I admit that
the episode worried me a bit at
the time.

No doubt about it, Sung had
conditioned me against revealing
anything about what had hap-
pened. But after all, it was an ex-
periment, wasn’t it? I can cer-
tainly understand his wanting to
keep it secret.

And from my point of view,

. well if I wanted to be dis-
charged from the Army, I had to
keep my mouth shut.

So, after a few more prelimi-
naries, I was discharged.

S a young psychiatrist just

starting out, I got a job in a
large public mental institution.
Electroshock therapy was a
fairly common practice in the
hospital, and for obvious reasons,
I became engrossed in the sub-
ject.
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Quite frankly, no one in the
United States seemed to know as
much about the subject as Major
Sung did. For decades, shock
therapy had been used on certain
difficult cases. A large percent-
age seemed untouched by the
therapy. About an equal percent-
age showed some improvement.
A smaller number were “cured”,
at least overtly.

But no one really knew why.
They knew that electroshock
therapy had certain results—
they could observe them. How it
worked was a mystery, and until
that mystery was solved, there
was no real way of increasing the
rate of cures. You just plugged a
patient in and hoped.

But I knew how and I knew
why.

One of the more reasonable
hypotheses had been that the
electroshock acted as a negative
stimulus, suppressing the dis-
turbing psychic elements, driv-
ing them deep down into the sub-
concious, so that the overt behav-
ior of the patient improved. But
this was not really a cure. The
disease, the conflict, was still
there, lurking somewhere in the
subconcious.

What I had been taught by
Major Sung was that whole dis-
eased aspects of a personality,
indeed, the disturbed personality
itself, could be destroyed. By
proper use of electroshock, the
disturbed personality could be
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broken down into primeval form-
lessness, and then rebuilt.

And who knew this better than
I?

It would be pointless to re-
count the trials and tribulations
of my long, careful campaign to
put my method into practice. The
problem was that I dared not tell
anyone that I had experimental
proof, that I was experimental
proof.

A plan was even then, in the
beginning, forming in my mind.
This new technique could be
more than a cure for mental ill-
ness, it could cure social neuroses
as well, . . .

But I had to go slow. Build up
my professional reputation in
the conventiaonl way. Publish a
tentative paper on the history of
shock therapy; then the begin-
nings of my new theory; then a
subtle piece on the psychology of
brainwashing ; step by step, I led
the proper people down the path
from what they knew to what I
knew.

Without any particular step
being too big, too radical, with-
out any big jolts along the
WAY v s

And finally, as I had planned,
as I had spent years pointing to-
wards, the day came. I was asked
to apply my theory to a patient.

I was asked. That was impor-
tant. I had never demanded the
right to use my new therapy. It
was much better to wait to be
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asked. That way, I could be sure
that the profession was ready to
accept it, without undue clamor.
I wanted no publicity . . . the
plan that had been forming in
my mind, the plan for a better
society, demanded descreteness.

But the day did finally come.

It was a boy named Tom. Of
course, that isn’t his real name.
Ethics of the profession, you
know.

Tom was twenty, withdrawn,
rebellious, hostile, suicidal. A
hard-core, severe neurotic. He
had been given up on by three
analytical therapists, and the
new therapy seemed the only al-
ternative.

It was decided that I should be
given the chance.

IKE so many other neuroties

in this country, Tom had been
rather brilliant. Learned to read
at three, out of high school at fif-
teen . . . almost a prodigy.

And like so many other intelli-
gent young people, unwilling to
conform to the will of society. A
runaway as a boy, a delinquent
as an adolescent, a severe neu-
rotic as a young man.

At eighteen, he had tried to
kill himself for the first time. He
tried several more times before
he was committed to an institu-
tion.

In so many ways, a typical
case.

Which was why I was so inter-
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ested in appyling my therapy to
Tom in the first place—his was a
typical case. Typical of what I
had come to consider “the Ameri-
can Neurosis.”

Naturally, generalizations do
not apply to all individuals
within a culture, but in general,
certain nations seem to develop
more or less prevalent attitudes
among their citizens—call them
national neuroses. The German
is obsessed with a drive for
meticulous order. The Oriental,
at least until very recently, wor-
shipped the past. The Russians
are afflicted with social paranoia
and xenophobia.

And the American is a rebel.

Most Amerieans of any intelli-
gence have always, in one way or
another, been rebels against
society. The American fears or-
der. He distrusts control.

And, at the bottom, he is un-
willing to put his faith in author-
ity and society. Any authority.
any social order.

The American sees himself as
a unique individual. Rules are
for others, not for him. He has
built a whole philosophy around
this unrealistic attitude.

Of course, if you look at it logi-
cally, this s an unrealistic atti-
tude. It is really society which
counts. Men who -continually
flount the current social order,
whatever it may be, will be con-
tinually kicked in the teeth by
reality.
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In short, they end up as un-
happy neurotics.

Like Tom.

One thing that must be said
for the Communists ; they under-
stand the relationship between
the individual and society. Soci-
ety, being the sum of all individ-
uals, is more important than any
of them. When an individual
starts to believe that he is more
important than his society, he
begins to become a neurotic.

And he ends up like Tom.

I certainly don’t want you to
get the wrong idea, though. I'm
no communist. After all, I fought
in a war against them, didn’t I?
I was a prisoner of the Commu-
nists, was I not?

At any rate, you can see the
significance of Tom’s case as a
test. If I could cure Tom’s neu-
rosis, if I could mold a new per-
sonality for him that would will-
ingly conform to the social order,
that would accept authority,
then I would eventually be able
to do the same for the millions of
other Americans afflicted with
this disease of individualism.
Perhaps you find this thought
repulsive. It’s understandable.
After all, you too, to some degree
or other, are afflicted.

But try to look at it rationally.
What is so wrong about the in-
dividual living for the good of
society ? What is really so sacred
about the “rights of the individ-
ual”? What rights?
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The right to be a neurotic?
The right to be unhappy ?

The important thing is for the
individual to accept the rules of
the society he lives in. No matter
what they happen to be. Ideology
aside, the man who willingly ac-
cepts order, control, rules, will
stay happy, no matter what con-
ditions he finds himself living
under. He will be free of neuroses.

And is there anything that’s
really worth being unhappy for?

So perhaps you think that
there is. “Dignity”, you may
say, “freedom”, “honor” “De-
mocracy”. . . . Are these really
anything more than empty
words ?

Now you think that they are
worth being unhappy for.

But then, you haven’t been
cured yet, have you?

KNEW what I had to do. I had

been planning this moment for
years. I would cure Tom. I would
erase his previous personality
entirely, and build a new, healthy
personality in its place.

A whole new personality, a
personality that would think it
was the same Tom as before, but
that would really be an entirely
new ego.

I remember him lying there,
thin and- drawn. There was a
strange look in his eyes, a look
that was sullen and resigned.

“Tom,” I said, “I'm going to
help you.”
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“You're going to help me,” he
said. He said it like a machine.
Or did the very flatness of his
tone constitute an insult?

No matter. I was ready to
begin.

“What is your name” ?

Shock.

“What is your name” ?

Shock.

“What is your name” ?

Just as Major Sung had led me
down the path to dissolution, I
led Tom. Not, of course, for the
same unfathomable purpose. As
the days and weeks passed,
name, family, memory disolved,
and as it had come to me, the ulti-
mate moment came to Tom.

“What are you” ?

“Iam!”

Shock.

“What are you”?

“Tam. ol

Shock.

“What are you”?

Blankness.

He lay there, his eyes pas-
sively closed, dreaming the
truely innocent dreams of the
foetus.

Lying there on the table before
me was a raw, formless . . . ego
would be too structured a term.
. . . The primeval id, or some-
thing even more privative, with-
out memory, form, or even de-
gire. Human clay, waiting for
my hands.

For a moment, I knew what it
felt like to be God.
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For one ridiculous moment, I
thought of Sung. And I thought
of myself, years ago, lying there,
like Tom was lying there now,
formless human clay. . . .

Finally, this inevitable mo-
ment of doubt passed.

“You hear me,” I said.

SHeRP: o

“Do you know who I am”?

“Whoyou are. . . .”

I took a deep breath. Now I
would take the first step down a
long road, the road back for
people like Tom, the road to a
healthier, better-adjusted Amer-
ican psyche. .

“I am God,” 1 said.

HAT was many years ago.

Tom was the first. It was a
complete success.

After Tom, there were others,
thousands of others. And now,
other psychiatrists, by the hun-
dreds, are learning the method.

American society is now in the
process of being quietly trans-
formed. Actually, it is not merely
society which is being changed,
it is the nature of the American
psyche itself.

The new American will be a
very different breed. He will be
happy.

He will be happy no matter
what changes his society under-
goes in the future. His content
will come from within, it will be
unshakable. He will be able to
adapt, indeed, he will not even be
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conscious of adapting. It will be
as natural as breathing.

All he will require will be some
social order to conform to. What
that social order will be will not
be significant. Ideology will no
longer be important to him.

When he reads in his history
books (if he bothers to trouble
himself with such things at all)
about the great and meaning-
less ideological conflicts of the
twentieth century, it will all be
nonsense to him.

Whatever ideology eventually
triumphs—democracy, socialism,
fascism, communism, some new
ism as yet unborn—he will ac-
cept it without question; he will
accept it with enthusiasm.

And whoever his rulers may
be, he will be happy.

And the sweet irony of it all is
that all this will come about as
the result of a pointless experi-
ment in a Korean prisoner of war
camp. Truely, this is one of those
rare cases when a swerd has
really been turned into a plow-
share, is it not?

Not that I don’t have personal
doubts, once in a while, After all,
I'm human, am I not?

It’s really quite silly to werry
about Major Sung, and the first
crude beginnings of my tech-
nique, isn’t it?

After all, all that is in the past.
The Korean War is leng over.

And we won that war.. ...

Didn’t we? THE END
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SPECTROSCOPE

By ROBERT SILVERBERG

The Seventh Galaxy Reader, ed-
ited by Frederik Pohl. 247 pages.
Doubleday, $3.95.

Once again Doubleday offers a
selection of stories from Galaxy.
—not chosen from any partic-
ular year’s run of that magazine,
but in this case representing ma-
terial originally published from
1959 to 1964. This volume is, I
think, the first of the series to be

compiled by Frederik Pohl, who

replaced Horace Gold as Galazy’s
editor several years ago.

Pohl, of course, is the same
man who has contributed so much
to science fiction as a writer, and
he’s on hand here in a dual facet,
with a short story called “Three
Portraits and a Prayer.” It's a
fine job, demonstrating Pohl’s
talent for intricate plotting with-
in a small compass, occasionally
verging on overslickness and sen-
timentality but never quite top-
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pling in—the ultimate effect be-
ing quite a moving one. Just as
impressive in an entirely differ-
ent way is Cordwainer Smith’s
“On the Gem Planet,” which is
mostly the story of an extraordi-
nary horse’s extraordinary feat
on an alien world. Some of the
Smith mannerisms are beginning
to seem wearisome by now—he
seems to be riding along on the
momentum of background mate-
rial established five years ago—
but even minor Cordwainer
Smith, as this is, provides those
flashes of wonder and terror that
are his hallmark. A third story,
A. J. Budrys’ “For Love,” strikes
me as perhaps the best in the
book—tight and hard, with a
gathering force that must cer-
tainly sweep any reader along,
and psychological insight of a
sort characteristic of all this
gifted writer’s work.
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There are a dozen other sto-
ries, of varying quality, by such
luminaries as Ray Bradbury,
Robert Bloch, Lester Del Rey,
Damon Knight, Fritz Leiber, and
Avram Davidson. All are deftly
told, few leave much impact on
the memory. The Bradbury
struck me as silly, the Davidson
a good try at a tough task, the
Bloch a clever filler, the Leiber a
formidable waste of a formidable
talent, the Knight ditto. Del
Rey’s “Return Engagement” is
is a quiet and lovely job written
twenty years too late for Un-
known Worlds, the magazine that
could have harbored it most com-
fortably. Among the remaining
stories, my favorite is “The King
of the City,” by prolific Keith
Laumer, a fast-moving and pow-
erful yarn in the grim style that
Galaxy favored in its earliest
years,

The Colour Out of Space and
others, by H. P. Lovecraft. 222
pages. Lancer Books, 60¢.

H. P. Lovecraft was a crusty
and eccentric New England re-
cluse who died a little more than
a quarter of a century ago, leav-
ing behind a considerable body of
weird and fantastic stories. Most
of these were published in Weird
Tales, though he also appeared
in the regular science fiction
magazines occasionally—includ-
ing Amazing Stories on one occa~
sion in 1927,
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Most of Lovecraft’s work re-
volved around a single story
background, the “Cthulhu my-
thos”—actually pure science fie-
tion in its thematic matter. The
mythos postulated that a group
of alien beings of malevolent na-
ture had slipped into our con-
tinuum in the remote past, and,
after causing all manner of dis-
turbances, had been subdued
temporarily, with an everpresent
threat of subsequent return.
Lovecraft developed this notion
in a great many stories, while a
circle of his friends, most partie-
ularly August Derleth, Robert
Bloch, and Clark Ashton Smith,
also made use of the Cthulhu ma-
terial with Lovecraft’s blessings.

Lovecraft’s style was musty
and Victorian, and he relied ex-
cessively on the props of his my-
thos, so that a reader who might
be chilled by a single Cthulhu
tale could well be forced into
laughter by a great many of
them. The work of the Lovecraft
circle did him a disservice here,
since the flood of Cthulhu tales
by lesser hands operated to de-
base the coinage of the entire se-
ries. Also, Lovecraft depended
too heavily on certain easily-rec-
ognized and easily-parodied man-
nerisms, such as his fondness for
calling eldritch things inde-
scribable,” “blasphemous,” or
‘“unutterable.” Therefore the
more sophisticated critics of s-f
and fantasy tend to regard Love-
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craft with patronizing amuse-
ment, writing him off as a liter-
ary curiosity of interest only to
his own immediate cult.

I think it’s unfortunate that he
should be dismissed so lightly.
Thé seven stories in the present
book seems admirable to me in
many ways, combining science
fiction and the macabre skilfully
and chillingly. Make allowances
for Lovecraft’s eccentricities of
style. The fact remains that his
stories, at their best, conjure up
frightening vistas of alien domin-
ions, and hold the reader compell-
ingly from first to last. Nor is
the old accusation that Lovecraft
ducked his job by calling every-
thing “indescribable” valid; his
descriptive powers are first rate.
He has a feeling for the shapes
and textures of things, and the
feeling comes across.

Lovecraft’s power of descrip-
tion is at its peak in the long nov-
elet, “The Shadow Out of Time,”
which first appeared in Astound-
ing Stories (the ancestor of Ana-
log) in 1936 and is reprinted
here. It’s pure s-f, and one of my
favorite dozen science fiction sto-
ries of all time: a powerful, som-
ber tale of an alien library and
the hapless mortal who stumbles
into it. It is a terrifying and fas-
cinating story, and those who
make fun of Lovecraft without
deigning to read him are cordial-
ly invited to try it—though not
late at night.
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The remaining six don’t quite
attain that level of spookiness,
but they’re mostly top-drawer
and should be familiar to many
readers.

Here, again, is “Cool Air,” a
creepy updating of Poe’s “Facts
in the Case of M. Valdemar”;
here is “The Call of Cthulhu,”
dating from 1928 and still one of
the best of the mythos stories,
evoking wondrous shivers in
this reader; here is “The Whisper
in Darkness,” published posthu-
mously in 1939, another Cthulhu
story and also a vivid one. “The
Terrible Old Man” and “The Pie-
ture in the House” are brief and
less impressive.

As for the title yarn, the much-
reprinted “Colour out of Space”
from Amazing Stories, it is a
slower-paced version of some of
the other Cthulhu stories, more
striking separately then—as here
—where it must meet the compe-
tition of others of its kind.

Lovecraft has been much ma-
ligned, and his undeniable faults
as a writer have been magnified
at the expense of his great skill.
His stories are deadly serious,
humorless to the utmost, and he
has to be met a little more than
halfway if he is not to seem ludi-
creus. Do yourself a favor, try
this collection. You’ll discover
that “The Shadow Out of Time”
is a glimpse into strangeness such
as few writers have ever given
us.
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Beyond the Farthest Star, by Ed-
gar Rice Burroughs. 125 pages.
Ace, 40¢.

Last month we mentioned the
Canaveral Press hardcover that
included this story and two oth-
er unpublished Burroughs novel-
ets. Here, for the impecunious,
is a paperback edition of the lead
story alone—roughly 40,000
words in itself. Half of it was
published in magazine form in
1941; the rest turned up in
E.R.B.’s papers after his death.
It’s not related, except stylistic-
ally, to Burroughs’ other s-f nov-
els. Burroughs is not, shall we
say, my favorite man of letters,
but there are others who may
want to have this book.

Note: it doesn’t contain the
elaborate background informa-
tion on Polodan astronomy and

linguistics that was included in
the hardcover edition.

Special note: although this de-
partment does not generally dis-
cuss science fiction fan maga-
zines, one current publication de-
serves mention here. It’s SPEC-
TRUM, whose editor and publish-
er, Lin Carter, reviews at length
all the science fiction books pub-
lished, and many borderline fan-
tasy items. Carter also runs a
regular and comprehensive list
of forthcoming books in the field.
The coverage is much more ex-
tensive than can be provided in
this column, and readers and
collectors would do well to sub-
scribe. The price is 40¢ an issue,
$1.50 for a year’s subscription
(four issues), to Lin Carter,
100-15 195th St., Hollis, Queens
23, N.Y.

Back Issues Awvailable

Use this coupon to order back issues of AMAZING

We have a limited supply of back issues that can be ordered on a first-come,
first-served basis. Just fill in the coupon below, enclose your remittance in
the amount of 65¢ for each issue and mail.

ZIFF-DAVIS SERVICE DIVISION
Dept. BCA, 589 Broadway
New York 12, New York

| am enclosing

Please send the following back issues of AMAZING
—to cover cost of the magazine, shipping and

handling. Month Year
Month Year
Month Year
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City Zone State
No charge or C.0.D. orders please. g
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-+« O SO you say

Dear Editor:

Robert Silverberg is a great
improvement over 8. E. Cotts.
For one, Silverberg’s reviews are
fun to read, and I never bog down
after a few sentences. And for
another, one clearly realizes what
his opinion of a book is. (“The
man who picks these books for
Avalon happens to be a person of
taste and discrimination. He
must have had his brains discon-
nected when he picked this one.”)
But nevertheless, there are a few
points which I would like to ar-
gue about.

Silverberg implies in his re-
view of Skylark Three that to-
day’s readers won’t enjoy the
Skylark books because “they
haven't aged well.” But—The
Skylark of Space has had two
printings in the Pyramid paper-
back edition and has sold over
100,000 copies. This seems to con-
tradict Silverberg’s hypothesis.
(Surely he’s not going to suggest
that all 100,000 copies were

bought by nostalgic
ers!”)

Dean M. Sandin in Science Fic-
tion Review points out that the
plot in The Man in the High Cas-
tle was virtually non-existent.
For that same reason, I can’t
agree with Robert Silverberg and
the validity of his statement that
“[Dick’s] plotting is stunning.”
But obviously I am in the minor-
ity as far as Dick’s Hugo-winner
goes.

I'm glad that in his review of
Cave Girl, Silverberg admits that
most other readers won’t agree
with him on the subject of Bur-
roughs and Kline. This s a vir-
tue which ought to be practiced
more often in book-reviewing.
(And it is interesting to note
that Silverberg doesn’t even
agree with himself on Bur-
roughs; in one instance he didn’t
like an ERB novel, Cave Girl, but
in the next instance, E'scape on
Venus, he did!)

In closing I would like to state
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that I enjoyed Silverberg’s own
novel Regan’s Planet, and am
sorry that he gave it only the
questionable status of a note,
despite modesty.

John R. Krutch

1604 Auburn Ave.

Orlando, Fla. 32804

® The paperback Skylark has,

indeed, sold over 100,000 copies.
What we do not know is, how
many of those who bought it, en-
joyed it. There is a difference—
and critics have the right to carp
and split hairs.

Dear Editor:

Apparently, both Duane Rich-
ardson and Robert Silverberg
missed a very important point
concerning The Game-Players of
Titan. The story was not meant
to be a serious novel (it reads
too fantastically for that), but
rather a high-class parody on
A. E. van Vogt’s The World of
Null-A ; both are concerned with
a Game of high stakes. Even the
main characters have similar
names: Pete Garden and Gilbert
Gosseyn. This can be confirmed
by reading the blurbs of both
(Ace) paperbacks.

Why doesn’t Sam Moskowitz
start analyzing the newer writ-
ers instead of resorting to fringe
people like Mort Weisinger? Was
this written. because Sam thinks
we’re all lip-moving Superman
readers? There is still the rich
mine of Anderson, Budrys, Korn-

126

bluth, Pohl, Sheckley, Aldiss,
Clement, Knight, Matheson, Bes-
ter, Dick, Miller, Blish, and many
others to profile, without Sam
getting desperate. If he doesn’t
want to cover these, then let’s
have some bibliographies to sup-
plement the earlier articles.

Letter writer George Inzer is,
of course, entirely wrong about
several things. First, he is defi-
nitely a N.O.V.I.C.E., because a
neofan is at least in fandom;
George Inzer is not. Second, he
dismisses all of fandom because
he disliked one fanzine. That is
equivalent to condemning all sf
because the critic didn’t enjoy a
third-rate collection by a cheap
paperback publisher. Besides,
fanzines abound in all shapes,
sizes, and types. Was this one all
editorial and comment? Was it
all fiction? Is the reason you did
not enjoy it, George, the fact that
fanzines are like inside jokes and
you’re on the outside? They can’t
be all that bad; every year one
of them wins a Hugo.

If AMAZING does get a fanzine
review column, let George do it.
It might cure him of hasty judg-
ment.

Gil Lamont
1970 Masters
Christilla Heights
Beloit, Wis. 53511
® Sam will eventually profile
most of the “rich mine” you men-
tion. See the amnouncement of
this new series on page 130.

AMAZING STORIES



CLACCIFIED

RATES AND TERMS: 25¢ per word (including name
and address.) Minimum order $2.50. Payment must
accompany copy except when ads are placed by
accredited advertising agencies.
count: 5% for 6 months; 10% for 12 months paid
in advance.

market
place

Frequency dis-

GENERAL INFORMATION: First word in all ads set in bold caps at no extra charge.

Additional words may be set in bold caps at 5¢ extra per word. All copy subject to
publisher's approval. Closing Date: 1st of the 3rd preceding month (for example, April
issue closes January 1st). Send order and remittance to: Martin Lincoln, AMAZING,

One Park Avenue, New York, New York 10016.

-

AUTHORS

AUTHORS! Learn how to have your book
published, promoted, distributed. Free
booklet ‘“ZD", Vantage, 120 West 31 St.,
New York 1.

PUBLISH your book! Join our successful
authors: publicity advertising promotion,
beautiful books. All subjects invited. Send
for free appraisal and detailed booklet.
Carlton Press, Dept. ZDJ, 84 Fifth Ave.,
N.Y.C. 11.

BINOCULARS AND TELESCOPES

SCIENCE BARGAINS—Request Free Giant
Catalog “CJ” 148 pages Astronomical
Telescopes, Microscopes, Lenses, Binocu-
lars, Kits, Parts, War Surplus bargains.
Edmund Scientific Co., Barrington, New
Jersey.

BOOKS AND MAGAZINES

BACK Issue, Science Fiction, Magazines
and Books. Pocket Editions, 5 for $1.15.
Free lists. John E. Koestner, 2124 Rene
Ct., Brooklyn 37, N.Y.

READ America’s Amateur Magazines, 8 for
$1.00. Seth A. Johnson, 339 Stiles St.,
Vaux Hall, N.J.

SPECIALISTS: Science-Fiction, Fantasy,
Weird Fiction, Books, Pocketbooks. Lists
issued. Stephen's Book Service, 63 Third
Avenue, New York 3, N.Y.

WHY Buy Books? Send 10¢ For Informa-
tion—Science Fiction Circulating Library.
P.O. Box 1308, South San Gabriel, Calif.

FREE Bargain book list. All categories.
Box 22AM, Hewlett, New York 11557.

NAME the book—we’ll find it for you!
Out-of-print book specialists. All subjects.
(Title alone is sufficient.) Write—no obli-
gation. Books-On-File, Dept. AMF, Union
City, New Jersey.

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW contains con-
cise, timely reviews of science fiction
magazines, books, and paperbacks. In-
cludes articles by Van Vogt, Norton, Lein-
ster, Anderson, etc. Send for free sample
copy. Box 1568, San Diego, Calif. 92112,

THE ASTRAL WORLD, Its Scenes, Dwellers
and Phenomena. 94 Pages, $1.00. Stod-
dard, 4164 Byron, Chicago 41-ZAW, Il

MIRIFIC-fanzine: SF, fantasy . . . 35¢—
4655 Johnson Avenue, Eimont, N. Y. 11003

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

INVESTIGATE Accidents—Earn $750 to
$1,000 monthly. Men urgently needed. Car
furnished. Business expenses paid. No
selling. No college education necessary.
Pick your own job location. Investigate full
time. Or earn $6.44 hour spare time. Write
for Free Literature. No obligation., Uni-
versal, CZ-11, 6801 Hillcrest, Dallas 5,
Texas.

HOW AND WHERE To Raise Capital. De-
tails Free. Financial, Box 785-H, Spring-
field, Mo. 65801.

FREE REPORT: 609 unusual Successful
Businesses.” Box 122-ZDA, Wheeling, Il

$70.00 WEEKLY — Home, Spare Time,
Simplified Mail Bookkeeping. Immediate
Income—Easy. Auditax, 34741, Los An-
geles, Calif. 90034.

AMAZING MAIL ORDER PROFITS using
proven methods. Research, 3207-H South-
ern Hills, Springfield, Mo. 65804.
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ENJOY home-business benefits. Offers
from various mailorder companies. Write,
it's free. D & S Company, P.O. Box 1167,
Memphis 3, Tennessee.

FREE Book 990 Successful, Little-Known
Businesses”. Work home! Plymouth-714K,
Brooklyn 4, New York.

1 MADE $40,000.00 Year by Mail order!
Helped others make money! Start with
$10.00—Free Proof. Torrey, Box 3566-N,
Oklahoma City 6, Oklahoma.

PLASTICS — cash in now with my new
Home Producers ‘“No-Selling” Plan. | sup-
ply everything—even Financing! NPC. Box
23321-DP, Los Angeles 90023.

HELP WANTED

EARN Extra money selling advertising book
matches. Free sample furnished. Math-
corp. Dept. MD—114, Chicago 32, lllinois.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES

LEARN While Asleep. Remarkable Scien-
tific, 92% Effective. Details Free, ASR
Foundation, Box 7021, Dept. e.g. Lexing-
ton, Kentucky.

LEARN While Asleep, hypnotize with your
recorder, phonograph. Astonishing details,
sensational catalog free! Sleep-Learning
Association, Box 24-ZD, Olympia, Wash.

EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION

FOREIGN Employment. Construction, other
work projects. Good paying overseas jobs
with extras, travel expenses. Write only:
Foreign Service Bureau, Dept. D, Braden-
ton Beach, Fla.

EMPLOYMENT Resumes. Get a better job
& earn more! Send only $2.00 for expert,
complete Resume Writing Instructions. J.
Ross, 80-34 Kent St., Jamaica 32, 'N.Y.,
Dept. AM.

FOREIGN—U.S.A. Hot listings. All-year
jobs now hiring. Transportation. Family
relocation. Stamped returnable envelope.
Global, Box 286-W, Oroville, Calif.

FOR SALE

COMPLETE KNIFE catalog 25c Hunting,
Pocket, Utility. Heartstone, Dept. ZD,
Seneca Falls, New York 13148.

GOLD, treasure, coin locator, $2.00 com-
plete. Guaranteed. Treasures-14, Ashland,
Oregon.

128

MAGNETIC ENGINE NOVELTY, new pat-
ented, 4000 rpm. You receive a complete
10 part assembly kit with instructions and
drawings. See the latest in magnetic
phenomenon. Your satisfaction or refund,
Send $2.00 now. PONTIN PRODUCTS,
3234 So. Hudson, Seattle 8, Washington.

SALVAGE CIRCUIT BOARDS packed with
dozens of transistors, diodes, miniature
transformers, capacitors, etc. Assortment
“A” $5.00, “B” $4.00, “C” $3.00, all dif-
ferent, postpaid. ENGINEERING ASSOCI-
ATES, 436 Paterson Road, Dayton, Ohio
45419,

HYPNOTISM

FREE Hypnotism, Self-Hypnosis, Sleep
learning Catalog! Drawer H400, Ruidoso,
New Mexico 88345.

»
HYPNOSIS Does Help! Free Brochure. Dr.
Azadian B 5786 So. EIm, Fresno, Calif.

INSTRUCTION

LEVITATION Materialization Apport Psy-
chometry (Spiritpainting, Drawing, Pho-
tography) Fully described $1.00. Each,
any 3 $2.00, All $5.00. Cash, MO. H.
Adams, Box 78, Pittock, Pa. 15141,

ELECTRONICS

HEAR Aircraft, Tower Emergencies, weath-
er. Portable 9 Transistor AM-FM-VHF Air-
craft receiver. Beautiful Black with Gold
Trim. $26.50. Free Details. Transco, Box
13482, North County Station, St. Louis
38, Mo.

MISCELLANEOUS

STRANGE UNIQUE ITEMS Catalog 10¢.
BLACK MAGIC SHOP. Dept. E, Box 5564,
Mjnneapolis, Minn. 55417.

DYNAMIC Formula—Revolutionary course
in Facial and Neck Culture. It reawakens
and preserves facial and neck youth in-
definitely. Price $3.00—Dynamic Formula,
Box 376, Lynn, Mass. 01903.

MEN Only!—Surprise Package $1.00. Enter-
prises, Box 266-ZD, Spring Valley, N.Y.
10977.

TAILOR-MADE CIGARETTES aplenty with
New Roller, only $1.25. FREE instructions,
papers, tobacco. Send money order to
Sam's Enterprise, 201 East 14 Street, New
York 3, N.Y.

FREE Wine Recipes and brewing supplies
catalog. Country Winemaker, Box 243Z,
Lexington, Mass.




JUST RELEASED! 50,000 words of inspira-
tion and truth projected upon a backdrop
of Universal Laws and Principles. Fourteen
issues of LEMURIAN VIEWPOINT in binder.
$2.50 postpaid. LEMURIAN VIEWPOINT,
Dept. 1, Ramona, California 92065

MOVIES

MEDICAL film—Adults only. “Childbirth”,
one reel, 8 mm, $7.50; 16mm, $14.95. In-
ternational—A, Greenvale, L.I., New York.

MUsIC

POEMS wanted for songs and records.
Send poems. Crown Music, 49-RB West 32,
New York 1.

SONG POEMS WANTED: Our staff has
written for top picture stars, record art-
ists. Hollywood Music Productions, 6425-
E-1 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif.

PATENTS

CARTOONING

“HOW TO MAKE MONEY WITH SIMPLE
CARTOONS”—A book everyone who likes
to draw should have. It is free; no obliga-
tion. Simply address Cartoonists’ Ex-
change, Dept. 4611, Pleasant Hill, Ohio.

CARTOONISTS . . . Writers . . . Gag Slant
Magazine, 60¢. 7742 South Carpenter,
Chicago, 1ll. 60620.

SPORTING GOODS

AMAZING new Tr-Sonic Fish Call. A must
for fisherman. Free details. Coffelt Im-
ports, Independence, Oregon.

SELF HELP BOOKS

SECRET of Bowling Strikes. The key to
More Strikes, Higher Score, $2.00. Shaw-
nee Hills Sales, Box 24, Harrisburg, Il
62946.

INVENTIONS: Ideas developed for Cash
Royalty sales. Raymond Lee, 2104G Bush
Building, New York City 36.

PERSONALS

ONLY.. $35.92 monthly repays $800.00
(thirty payments). Borrow $100-$1,000 en-
tirely by airmail. Write today. Bankers
Investment Company, 92-A, Hutchinson,
Kansas 67501.

YOUR Solar Horoscope with dream diction-
ary. Send birthdate and 10¢. Bell, Box 396,
Long Beach, N.Y.

CARD, Numerology, Birthdate—$2.00.
Rose, 8512 South Major, Oaklawn, Il

MEANINGFUL HUMAN ENCOUNTERS.
Learn theories and practical application
by mail. Personal guidance. 5 lessons
$6.00. Details 10¢. The Enlightenment In-
stitute, Box 2133, Boston, Massachusetts
02106.

PHOTOGRAPHS

PHOTOGRAPHS and transparencies wanted
—To $500.00 each. Valuable information—
Free, Write Intraphoto-Am., Box 74067,
Hollywood 90004.

PRINTING

1000 Business Cards $3.90 Samples. MTL
Printing, Box 947, Chicago 90.

1965 DESK calendars, your name, call, ad-
dress, three $1.00—Morgan Printing, 443
Euclid, Akron, Ohio 44307-6.

OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS

LOCATE Books! $4 minimum. Fantasy
Books, Box 1749, Orlando, Fla. 32802.

REAL ESTATE

WIN Government Oil Leases. Opportunities
for security wealth. Mineral Enterprises,
383A Elsie St., San Francisco, Calif. 94110

FLORIDA Water Wonderland—Homesites,
Cottagesites, Mobllesites, Campsites. Es-
tablished area. $390 full price, $5.00
month. Swimming, fishing, boating, hunt-
ing. Write, Lake Weir, Box 38bg, Silver
Springs, Florida. Ad 61070(F-1)

STAMPS

FREE Monaco Nudes. Approvals. Stamp
Ranch. 902 Addison, Chicago 13, Il

CELEBRATE with us: Canada Centenary
offer; 100 Different $1.00. Free with lot
Valuable Foreign Errors Worth many Dol-
lars Extra. Bileski, Station B, Winnipeg,
Canada.

GENUINE Foreign Cover Free with ap-
provals. Box 711, Belmont, Calif.

12 HITLERS. Mint set. 10¢. Approvals.
Galerie, Box 35291, Los Angeles 35, Calif.

25 LARGE Czechoslovakian Pictorials 25¢.
Approvals accompany. Kohen, 9060 Santa
Monica, Los Angeles 69, California.
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COINS

WANTED

TWENTY page #27 Retail price list of
USA and Canadian coins 10¢. Our retail
selling prices on thousands of coins and
coin collectors supplies. Bryson Incorpo-
rated, 612-Z White, Toledo 5, Ohio.

TAPE AND RECORDERS

TAPE Recorders, Hi-Fi Components, Sleep
Learning Equipment, Tapes. Unusual Val-
ues. Free Catalog. Dressner Dept. 14, 1523
FA Jericho Tpke, New Hyde Park, N.Y.

QUICKSILVER, Platinum, Silver, Gold. Ores
analyzed. Free circular. Mercury Terminal,
Norwood, Massachusetts.

$5.00 for “Sirens of Titan.” R. Skolnik,
2683 Briggs Avenue, Bronx 58, New York.

YOUR AD HERE! Low Cost! More Produc-
tive! See complete details on 1st page of
this section or write: Martin Lincoin,
AMAZING, 1 Park Ave., New York, N.Y.
10016

COMING NEXT MONTH

Be sure to get the December Amazing, on sale November 5.

The December AMAZ-
ING features Keith Lau-
mer's new short novel,
The Further Sky, a story of
one man’s search through
the Gateway to Galliale for
a way to rid Earth of an
alien menace.

Also in the next AMAZ-
ING, Sam Moskowitz en-
larges his regular Profile
of s-f writer Philip Jose
Farmer by examining the
entire relationship be-
tween science fiction and
sex—the first of a series
of articles which will ex-
plore the impact of s-f on
the major sociological
trends of our time.

PRINTED IN U.S.A.
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“And now—good news for those who can’t brush after every meal..."”

AND GOOD NEWS FOR YOU, TOO!

HALF-PRICE

on a subscription to

l ANTASTIC
12 thrilling months only $2.99

Bought month by month on the newsstand those same 12 issues would cost all of $6.00! BUT FOR
GET THAT! You can save $3.01. HALF THE PRICE. And, you'll get each issue days sooner!
A bargain? Of corpse!

'— == w== CLIP AND MAIL THIS MONEY-SAVING COUPON TODAY. me= w 1

| O 12months only $2.99 (you save $3.01!) 11
| O 24 months only $5.75 (you save $6.25!) EXTRA BONUS! i
I [ Get an extra |
Name month added to
: 1-1011 either offer, free, § |
Address if you enclose I
| payment now!
T e e State______Zip-code O Bill me. l
I (Add 50¢ per year additional postage for Canada and Pan Ameri-
can countries; add $1 per year extra for all other foreign orders I
' MAIL TO: FANTASTIC/434 So. Wabash Ave./Chicago, lllinois 60605



WATCH FOR THE
NEW 1965 TAPE
RECORDER ANNUAL . . .

Published for the first time by the Editors of HI/FI STEREO
REVIEW, the 1965 TAPE RECORDER ANNUAL will be

the most complete guide to tape recording ever produced.

HERE IS AN ADVANCE LOOK AT THE TABLE OF CONTENTS:

Guidelines for selecting a recorder <+ Tips for making better tapes
* The truth about bargain tapes * How to choose a microphone *
Are you getting the most from your recorder? < Attaining wide fre-
quency response with tape recorders + How to select a recording
tape °* The secrets of editing tape <+ Recording live sterco at
home <+ The long-long-playing tape recorder <« The do’s and don’ts
of buying a recorder + Tape and the law + Copying records onto
tape * Have mike, will travel—the life of the free-lance recording
engineer °* Tips on taping stereo FM * A stereo tape dream
system come true °* A survey of battery portables ¢ All about
slide-show sound + Directory of tape recorders * How to make
your own sound effects + Tape recording in West Germany

To learn more about recording, more about how to buy and
more about what to buy, get your copy of HI/FI STEREQO
REVIEW’S 1965 TAPE RECORDER ANNUAL.

On Sale October 20, 1964. Price $1.00

Available at your local dealer or from ZIFF-DAVIS SERVICE
DIVISION, 589 Broadway, N.Y., N.Y. 10012 (mail orders—add 15¢
for shipping and handling)




